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EDITORIAL SPRING 2001 

What will this season bring, | wonder? Reading the major magazines, one would think that yachting as 

we know it is about to disappear under a torrent of problems and difficulties. Breathalysers for 

yachtsmen? The death of red diesel? Compulsory licences? MCA ‘tax’ on yachts? Lymington River 

silting up? Add these to the seemingly inevitable above-inflation rises in mooring fees and you begin to 

wonder why anyone would want to go sailing. You can get just as cold and wet in the back garden, and 

more cheaply. 

Tonight, however, was warm and sunny — | went down to the boat to do a bit of pottering. We have 

moved round to the Yacht Haven and our new berth looks out over the river and the marshes towards 

Yarmouth and the Isle of Wight. Having done what | wanted to do, | sat in the cockpit for a short while, 

just watching the wading birds on the mud opposite, and the world in general going past in its peaceful 

way as the sun went down. A couple of yachts coming back to their berths after a day out. Some 

dinghies from the club making their way back up-river to the finish line. Then, some teenagers in canoes 

paddled by, towing a dinghy in which their friends were hoisting a spinnaker in an effort to catch the last 

of the dying breeze. Even the angry buzz of a RIB in the distance marred the idyllic scene only slightly, 

and for a short time. Everyone getting enjoyment out of their pastime in their own way. A million miles 

from breathalysers, red diesel, licences, taxes..... 

Sometimes it pays to reflect on the simple things. 

Chres 

  

  

Contents Who's who in the 
— Victoria Shadow Association 

Editorial 1 

; Joint chairmen: 
Wanted — new editor for Waterlines 2 

Ted Moss 0117 950 7530 

Company News 3 David Probert 0118 984 5381 
Falmouth 2000 4 

The Social Scene — in winter 5 Hon Treasurer: 
John Cade 01707 323619 

Fruss returns to Normandy 6 

Quick meals for tired sailors 9 Hon Secretary: 

Taking shape 40 Olive Hathaway 01489 878768 

Terra-not-so-firma 13 Waterlines editors: 

First Aid 14 Chris & Julia Wood, 9 Brackens Way, 
Lymington, S041 3TL 

In search of the Elusive Grizzly Tel: 01590689239 Fax: 01590 689471 
(part II) 15 Email: jumblies@cwcom.net whee           

  

WATERLINES SPRING 2001 Pace 1



WANTED - NEW EDITOR FOR WATERLINES 

Julia and | have decided that we will retire as editors of Waterlines at the end of this year. You will know 

that we are no longer owners of a Victoria yacht and the calls upon our free time are not diminishing, so 

we have said that we will complete the next issue — number 20 — and then hand the baton on to new 

hands. 

We have enjoyed our four years as editors and appreciate greatly the support we have had from 

contributors, both occasional and regular. We hope that the changes we have made recently to the 

format will make Waterlines easier to produce for the next editor(s), and we will be happy to offer advice 

as he, she or they take over. 

Would you be prepared to consider helping the Association in this way? 

You will need: 

Time — obviously, the more the better, but we both have demanding full-time jobs and lots of other calls 

on our time. We put material together as it arrives, which reduces the final editing task a bit. Printing is 

done by Staples or some other commercial operation and just requires taking in and collecting. Making 

up, binding, enveloping and stamping can, with practice and a few gins and tonic, be done in two 

evenings. We maintain a membership list so that we can print labels for the envelopes. 

Equipment - access to a PC is essential, with a good quality printer and, for the very occasional hard 

copy photographs, a decent scanner. Receiving photographs as software files is the easier option and 

removes the need for a scanner. By way of software, we use Word 97 as the basic word processing 

package, because we have it and know it, but our early issues were put together successfully using 

Wordperfect. It is useful to have e-mail, since some of our regular contributors use this for a lot of their 

correspondence. Photographs can be manipulated more easily with a package such as Photoshop but 

this is not essential. Anyone who knows how to use a desk top publishing package would probably find 

much better and easier ways of doing things — we simply haven't had the time to learn a new package. 

How about giving it a go? Call us for more information. 

  

For sale and wanted 

John Cade seeks a bronze stern gland incorporating a stuffing box, as fitted by 

Victoria Marine from 1980 to 1995, to fit a 25mm propellor shaft - ring him on 

01707 323619 if you can help. 

John is also offering for sale an unused fuel lift pump for a Yanmar 2GM or 3GM, 

together with a small collection of other essential Yanmar spares - £40 will 

secure. Again ring him if you are interested.     
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VICTORIA YACHTS - COMPANY NEWS 

It seems just a moment since | wrote the report for the last issue of Waterlines in October 2000. | am 

pleased to report that we have remained extremely busy through the winter. The ‘busyness’ has included 

the building of John Cade’s yacht, which now approaches completion. | think that she is turning out to be 

a very fine example of the Victoria Yachts’ craftsmen’s art. Before | get too carried away by this, | would 

suggest that anyone who wants to Know about the quality of finish etc should talk to John about it. | hope 

that he will wax lyrical about the quality. John has been extremely actively involved in the evolution of his 

boat, we have therefore had the pleasure of seeing him (and occasionally Carolyn) on a very regular 

basis during the build. 

We have also had a considerable quantity of re-fit work over the winter. This has included a very 

substantial amount of work on a large (c 18 tonnes) twin screw motor yacht. The work involved everything 

from fitting new door catches to fitting an air conditioning system for the customer. | am sure that the 

members who own Shadows will be glad to hear that we can manage to service our brethren who own 

power boats as well as the sailing boat owners. The major problems that we had with this boat related to 

moving her from water to shed, and back again — essentially how to manage it without breaking her. 

However, manage it we did, and we learnt a lot in the process. | am delighted to say that we sent away a 

very happy customer. 

We are now at the stage where everyone wants their boats finished ‘yesterday’, with a number of ‘while 

you are at it, could you just...... Very understandable, but a bit of a headache at this time of year. 

We are very grateful for all the support that we have had from Victoria owners for their business over this 

fitting out season. Obviously we are willing and happy to take on work at any time, and will do our best to 

ensure that your boat is returned in excellent condition and at the time that you want it. It is wonderful to 

see how much owners love their boats — the best recent comment being from the owner of a Victoria 30 

who commented to me that he would be on to us for a Victoria 34 in due course, but that he would ‘hate 

the blighter’ who bought his current boat! 

As far as new boat sales are concerned at the moment, we continue to receive a lot of interest, but no 

firm orders at the time of writing. The provisional orders that we received at the Southampton Boat Show 

still show some promise, but the interest is much more towards the end of this year. We would very much 

like a boat to build during the quieter time over the Summer, so we are keeping at it with Steve Constable 

who Is working hard on our behalf. 

Incidentally, as | write this, my eye has fallen on a sail bag which contains a brand new genoa for a 

Frances 26. This was ordered by a customer recently, who then discovered that he had got the 

dimensions wrong for his boat. Re-modelling was not an option owing to the cut of the sail. | am sure that 

an advantageous price could be negotiated for anybody interested. The sail has never been out of its 

bag. Please give me a ring if you would like further details. 

Davia Bartholomew 
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FALMOUTH 2000 

Racing a Victoria 33! 

Chuck Paine clearly designed the Victoria 38 as 

a cruising boat and when | bought Hotwatch in 

1997 | planned that most of my sailing time 

would be spent cruising in the waters of 

Southern England and Northern France. But as 

things have turned out | have spent a great deal 

of my time racing the boat: in regattas in the 

Solent organised by the Inter Bank Sailing 

Committee and in the cruising class at Cowes. 

For 2000, we decided to take the boat down to 

the West Country and see how we fared in 

Faimouth Regatta Week. 

The logistics of participating in a regatta are 

quite different from cruising, particularly when it 

comes to recruiting, feeding and accommodating 

the crew. While Hotwatch is a delight to cruise 

short-handed, she needs six to race effectively, 

seven is better and eight is a possibility in heavy 

weather. For Falmouth we had a different crew 

on each day but revolving around a core group: 

Tom (my son) took the heim, George (a friend of 

Tom) was bowman, Anna (my daughter) worked 

the mast assisted by Emma, and Tim (a friend 

from Falmouth who knows the waters) 

coordinated the cockpit with one of two different 

grinders and trimmers on each day. That left me 

to do the navigation and get involved in some of 

the spinnaker work. 

The cruising class at Falmouth is run under the 

Portsmouth Yardstick System. Having 

submitted my boat details (and my previously 

awarded PYS number of 987) the local 

committee gave me a preliminary handicap of 

1030. This was subsequently changed to 1000 

and by the end of the week was down to 970! 

The sailing at Falmouth is wonderful, with 

courses set in Falmouth Bay between the 

entrance to the Helford River and the entrance 

to Falmouth Harbour itself, with one mark of the 

course generaily underneath the lignthouse at 

St. Anthony. The waters are much less crowded 

than the Solent and the absence of any strong 

tidal streams puts the emphasis on crew work 

rather than tactics. 

Cruising classes generally provide a mixed 

variety of other boats. On this occasion there 

were some 20 boats in the class, including a 

Jeanneau 35 One Design, a Rustler 36, a Grand 

Soleil 38, a Bavaria 38, an old Sigma 36, a 

variety of very light day-sailers and an old IOR 

3/4 Tonner called Jinjy, which was probably 

state of the art in the mid 70s when first raced 

but proved to be remarkably similar to Hotwatch 

for pace. 

For the cruising class, Falmouth Regatta 

consists of seven races: six of them are part of 

the Regatta Series with the best four results to 

count, and the seventh is a longer race outside 

the main series and run by the Falmouth Town 

Watersports Association for the BP Cup. 

The winds during the week were as varied as 

the boats competing, but it soon became clear 

that we were very competitive when there was 

strong wind, could compete pretty well in 

moderate airs but, when the wind went very light 

as it did on two or three days, could not hold the 

very light day boats. After the first race my 

daughter took on a daily bet with the crew of 

Jinjy involving just our two boats: first across the 

line each day would receive from the other boat 

a bottle of red wine and the winner between us 

of the series on handicap wouid receive a bottle 

of champagne. In general Jin/y was faster than 

us up wind but slower downwind, so that at the 

final leeward mark the boats were rarely more 

than a few lengths apart. Bottles of red wine 

were exchanged on a daily basis, with Jinjy the 

winner “net" on red wine but Hotwatch winning 

the champagne! 

In the Regatta Series we scored 14 points (two 

firsts and two sixth places) to stand fourth 

overall, with the leading places going to the light 
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boats, reflecting the balance of the wind during Overall it was an enjoyable week, plenty of good 

the week. But our big moment came in the sailing and, ashore, friendly West Country 

Falmouth Town Regatta Race where the winds hospitality. The daily contest with Jinjy was 

kindly blew and Hotwatch, now on a handicap of great fun but | still look forward to the day when 

1000, showed what a wonderfully balanced and another Victoria 38 is in the race! 

quick boat she is. After a three hour race we 

crossed the finishing line off the Royal Cornwall 

Yacht Club quite a way behind the Jeanneau David Clementi 
One Design, 5 seconds behind Jinjy but in first 

place on handicap and as the winner of the BP 

Cup. 

THE SOCIAL SCENE - IN WINTER 

The East Coast Social was moderately well attended, but not so well as the previous year. We had a 

talk from Brian and David Mantsbrite on electronics, with a table covered in a variety of equipment. This 

was followed by a talk on First Aid by Mr Pomroy. As we had changed the timing of the Social to earlier 

in the year, the Thames Barge was not ready for hire. We were again made very welcome at 

Brightlingsea and thank Pat and Percy Ashton for the use of their home as the venue for the Social. We 

also thank everyone who contributed to the buffet lunch. 

The South Coast Social was, it has to be said, poorly attended. | know that several people who hoped 

to attend had to cancel, but this was the lowest attendance ever. Usually, it is very popular. Perhaps 

choosing Mothers’ Day, or moving to March from February were the reasons, but | think we must discuss 

this at the AGM. The low attendance was a pity since both talks (again electronics and First Aid) were 

very good. | am setting out separately some of the points made by Yvonne Taylar about First Aid as | 

think they are worthy of publication. Again, our thanks to those who provided a most enjoyable lunch. 

Olive Hathaway 
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FRUSS RETURNS TO NORMANDY 

For our Autumn 2000 cruise aboard Fruss, Chris 

Hulland’s sailing cutter Frances 26, we decided to 

retum to Normandy with the now regular crew, 

skipper Chris, Mike Leicester and myself. 

We left Lymington at 1230 hrs on Saturday 9" 

September having taken care to ensure that our 

diese! tank and spare 5-litre canister were full, in 

view of the reported fuel blockade in France. The 

1GM Yanmar engine is very fuel-efficient but it 

pays to be safe. 

We motor sailed in light south westerlies and 

reached Bridge Buoy at 1430 hrs. Changing 

course for St Vaast, we had to motor through the 

night with a decent breeze conspicuous by its 

absence. Fortunately there was good visibility. 

The weather was mild, as was the excellent 

Chicken Tikka Masala curry and rice we ate on 

passage. (As the chef, | may be biased.) 

Barfleur Light and the French coast came into view 

early the following morning and, by good fortune 

and damn good planning, we arrived at St Vaast 

just as the lock gates were opening. Only 2 hours 

sailing On passage was, however, disappointing. 

We tied up in the marina at 0900 hrs Sunday and 

left the boat for a quick beer at the marina café and 

a brief stroll round the town. The local cuisine 

must be sampled and a table was booked for huit 

heures at the recommended Restaurant Fuchsias - 

a short walk from the quay. After a few 2ZZ’s back 

on board, we returned that evening to the 

restaurant and enjoyed an aperitif of vin blanc et 

cassis in the picturesque courtyard before retiring 

to the conservatory for nouvelle cuisine et 

beaucoup de vin rouge. 

There had been some discussion as to our next 

port of call and Carentan was on the itinerary but it 

was a question of whether we sailed straight there 

or called in at Grandcamp Maisy overnight 

enroute. The tide times (which wait for no man!) 

precluded us from the first option so it was off to 

Grandcamp. 

Away from St Vaast at 0620hrs the following 

morning (Monday 11") the wind was once again 

missing. The iron donkey performed and we made 

the Grandcamp lock by 0930hrs. We were the 

only visiting yacht that day but were accompanied 

by a weather beaten Russian sailboarding around 

Europe. It was remarkable what he could ram in a 

small roll bag strapped to his board. You can only 

question his sanity. 

In view of the amount of motoring we dipped the 

diesel tank and topped up from our spare 

container, as no fuel was available locally. We 

were now Satisfied that, if the worst came to the 

worst, we had sufficient fuel for the remainder of 

the cruise, under normal circumstances. 

Having had a rather late night and early morning 

we again crashed out before ambling to the 

quayside café for Moules et Frites washed down 

with local cidre. This was really heavy-duty fluid 

and walking becomes difficult after three glasses of 

the stuff. It did give us the courage to tap a heavily 

built local fisherman on the shoulder in order to 

persuade him to take our photographs at our table. 

He had hands big and strong enough to crush the 

camera but duly obliged with a grin. 

| found myself cooking on board that evening with 

my usual culinary flair but accompanied by some 

caustic comments and advice from Mike. You 

should never rile a chef who has a sharp knife in 

his hand and thoughtfully, Chris kept his own 

counsel. He ts obviously thankful for small 

mercies. We were most impressed when the 

Harbour Master came along the following morning 

and provided us with a weather forecast in English 

(Who said the French don't like us?). 

Having mistaken the Ladies for the Gents, we 

made use of the spotless toilet and shower 

facilities before casting off at O800hrs (Tuesday 

12") heading for Carentan just 13 miles along the 
coast and up river/canal. We were biessed with a 

nice F3 W that gave us pleasant sail all the way, 

arriving at the lock gates with just 15 minutes to 

spare. In poor visibility, it is essential to identify the 

correct river as Isigny lies to port up a short 

tributary and has its own channel. Chris recalled 

skippering the NatWest Sailing Club MG RS34 

Halcyone in foggy conditions accompanied by their 
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Portcullis IV, a First 30, many years ago and 

before GPS was available, when some confusion 

arose. 

We made fast at noon with a French yottie who 

preceded us kindly taking our lines. We had all 

been to Carentan in the distant past but it has lost 

none of its charm with numerous bars and 

restaurants. Like all French marinas it has 

excellent facilities although struggling to the loos in 

the dead of night, trying to remember the electronic 

door code has its moments. 

Chris and Mike between them decided to buy up 

the town’s stock of wine, which was later delivered 

to the boat in the cave proprietor’s Mercedes. With 

the liquor aboard, there were two results. The boat 

was down by the head at least 3 inches (7.5cm) 

and, secondly, | was now required to show the 

dexterity of an Olympic gymnast. | had to contort 

every limb to clamber over all the boxes and 

circumnavigate the mast into my pit. Getting out 

was worse! 

The following morning (Wednesday 13"), we tried 
without success to obtain supplies of diesel and we 

cast off at 0800 hrs. To conserve fuel, the cruising 

chute was hoisted immediately in the marina and in 

a light Southerly we sailed out accompanied by a 

gaggle of French school children in canoes. They 

were intrigued that we were heading for England in 

such a petite bateau. 

We sailed into the lock with Gallic abandon and 

scandalised the chute so as not to crash into the 

lock gate. Impressive or what? The jock keeper 

looked positively relieved when we came to an 

orderly halt. It was then a case of ghosting down 

the remainder of the canal/river and out to sea. 

This was one of the most memorable parts of the 

entire cruise and anyone who has sailed the 

Norfolk Broads will understand the sense of 

achievement. 

During the morning the wind increased to a gentle 

SW 3 and, having decided to bypass St Marcouf 

and St Vaast, we quietly made our way up the 

coast to Barfleur, only visited previously by land. 

The approach channel is well marked but it was 

low water and the harbour dries. We anchored off 

and, as the tide rose, the shallow draught fishing 

boats started to congregate inside the harbour 

mouth before a racing start at full throttle not 50 

yards away, leaving us rocking and rolling and 

trusting our anchor would hold. 

When the tide had risen sufficiently, we entered the 

harbour and following pilot book instructions, 

moored against the quay. Wrong! A local advised 

us that the returning French fishing boats take no 

prisoners if someone had taken their space even if 

it's marked for “Visiteurs”! 

it was suggested we tie alongside the relief lifeboat 

further up the harbour, which we did with some 

trepidation at 1915hrs. 

Since Chris has had Fruss, he has been itching to 

try out the yacht legs and here was an ideal 

opportunity. However, we were unsure what was 

on the harbour bottom and concerned that the 

lifeboat would lean on us thereby dislodging the 

legs. As low water was at 0300hrs we decided to 

dispense with the legs and secure with bow line, 

breast line, stern line and springs to the lifeboat in 

the usual manner but adding a spar across from 

our mast to one of the lifeboat’s stanchions to 

maintain equilibrium. 

At 0300hrs we ventured into the cockpit. All was 

peaceful — too peaceful - with the lifeboat and 

Fruss having settled nicely. A check was made of 

mooring and breast lines, which appeared fine. 

However, the forward spring was as tight as a 

drum. It was obviously taking quite a strain. The 

line was gently loosened but, in doing so, there 

was a mighty lurch 25° to starboard and 10° down 

by the bow. We came against the lifeboat 

accompanied by a sickening crunch and sundry 

Anglo-Saxon words emanating from the skipper. 

Fearing all kinds of horrible things and sleeping 

fitfully at a strange angle, we had to wait until 

daylight to see the result - a broken aluminium 

stanchion fitting and a set of very flattened fenders. 

We were very lucky! The following morning the 

legs were fitted and the following low tide proved 

their worth with no further problems. Chris was 

happy, Mike was happy and all was sweetness and 

light. 

We spent the next day, Thursday 14" exploring 

Barfleur, which included an accompanied site visit 
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to some attractive new waterside flats. We were 

able to explain the requirement for good sight lines 

to the harbour entrance and the lighthouse. The 

salesman appreciated our adding to his English 

vocabulary if not his sales results. Barfleur is a 

delightful fittle town but lacks facilities for visiting 

yachtsman, other than an open-air urinal in the line 

of sight of a perfectly respectable holiday home. 

Having decided to sail that evening for the UK, we 

enjoyed an excellent meal at the creperie adjacent 

to the quay. Luckily we had booked earlier in the 

day, as it was jam packed in the evening. We cast 

off at 19.00hrs, a little early, with a foul tide 

resulting in modest progress for the first few hours 

but, once clear of Barfleur Light and with a F4/5 

SW, we were cruising. 

We'd enjoyed a week of fine weather and sunshine 

and only when we approached the Needles 

Fairway buoy in the early hours of the morning did 

the heavens open up. 

| Words cannot describe what the right accessories - 
| will do for your sailing. It has to be experienced. 

| 

Selden Masts Limited. Duncan Road. Park Gave. Southampton, Hampshire SO31 }BX England 

Tel +44 (0)1489 484000 Fax +44 (0)1489 487487 

Chris was on watch at the time and bravely 

instructed us to stay below and keep dry. The 

squall soon passed and | replaced Chris but a 

further downpour then hit us much to my 

discomfort. | usually only take water with whisky! 

We subsequently learned that, such was the force 

of the rain, the Isle of Wight had suffered severe 

flooding immediately afterwards. 

We crept up the Needles Channel on the very last 

of the flood and met the ebb at Hurst - that meant a 

real struggle at less than a knot to get back to 

Lymington. This was another great voyage for the 

logbook and some more stories to brag about over 

the winter. 

Make mine a large malt, will you? 

Peter Weston 

  

  

The Furlex furling system is probably 

Seldén’s best known accessory. You 

won’t find many people who doubt the 

value of a Furlex in making sailing 

simpler and much more convenient. 

Our accessory range includes 

everything from backstay tensioners 

and rodkickers to turnbuckles, 

spinnaker poles and RCB full-batten 

sytems. If you want to further improve 

your rig and get even more out of your 

sailing, just get in touch. Ask about   
Seldén accessories. 

| SELDEN 
email: info@ seldenmast.co.uk 

internet: www seldenmast.com 

| I 
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QUICK MEALS FOR TIRED SAILORS 

Last summer in Alaska we found that the 

distances were vast and our travelling days long. 

Often we were on the move from dawn to dark 

and the days were long and cold. Safe 

anchorages are great distances apart. It was 

really good to be able to throw something in the 

oven before we arrived at our destination and 

after settling Jack Nesbitt for the night, come 

below to a toasty, warm cabin with a hot meal 

ready to be dished. The recipe that follows 

became our favourite standby, particularly when 

we had no fresh food left on board. We 

developed many variations on the theme. 

Instant Rice Casserole 

1 can condensed mushroom soup 

1% cups of instant rice (5 minute rice) 

1 cup milk 

“4 cup water 

1 small can tuna in water, drained 

1 cup frozen or canned peas 

Y% cup finely chopped onions 

1 tsp lemon juice 
‘2 cup grated cheese (parmesan or cheddar) 

salt and black pepper 

paprika 

In a large bowl combine ihe first 6 ingredients 

and mix well. Sauté the onions in a little oil till 

just cooked and add. Stir in lemon juice, season 

with salt and black pepper. Pour into a greased 

casserole dish and sprinkle with cheese and 

paprika. Bake uncovered in a preheated oven 

(about 350F/180C) for 30 to 35 minutes. The 

dish should be bubbling and the rice tender. 

Variations 

Replace the mushroom soup, tuna and peas 

with: 

e celery soup, canned salmon and canned 

artichokes, chopped 

¢ cream of chicken soup, canned chicken and 

canned sweetcorn 

e chowder, canned smoked fish, chopped 

hardboiled eggs and parsley 

e acan of diced tomatoes, a can of clams anc 

some basil and garlic 

e any combination of soup, protein and 

vegetables that takes your fancy. 

Add some sautéed fresh mushrooms, or any left 

over vegetables. 

Sa Ly Smith 
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TARING SHAPE 

A further report on the building of John Cade’s new boat 

As you may remember from my previous article, 

the boat is a Morris 34, designed by Chuck 

Paine for Morris Yachts of Maine. The LOA is 

33ft Sins, LWL 26ft 2ins and the half load 

displacement 11,400 Ibs. She is therefore a littie 

smaller than a Victoria 34. In order to associate 

the boat closely with the Victoria yard she will be 

known as a Victoria 33. 

Shortly after | had written the piece for the 

previous issue, Chuck visited Stone Pier Yard 

and spent an afternoon with Jon Gale and 

myself emphasizing some of the finer points of 

the M34 design. In particular, he thought my 

plan to incorporate twin headstays carrying 

lightweight and heavyweight genoas 

impracticable on a boat of this size, for two 

reasons. Firstly, the two stays would be so 

close together that the furled lightweight genoa 

on the forward stay would interfere significantly 

swith the airflow to the heavyweight on the inner 

stay. And secondly, without recourse to running 

backstays, it would be impossible to tension two 

headstays simultaneously without resorting to 

extreme backstay tension. This latter point had 

already occurred to me. Chuck has not seen this 

system used successfully on anything under 40 

feet. Needless to say, my bright idea, which had 

been enthusiastically endorsed by a recently 

departed guru, was immediately binned, and tne 

sailplan is back to conventional sloop! 

Chuck also emphasized his specification for the 

mast cross section. Apparently there is a 

tendency for mast makers to over-specify, with 

the consequence that the sailing performance 

and sea-keeping are compromised to some 

extent. We eventually settled on a design using 

a section comparable to Chuck's specification 

and incorporating twin non-swept spreaders. 

Interestingly, the gauge of the lower shrouds is 

thicker than that of the caps, the opposite way 

round to the practice of ten years ago. The mast 

has now been delivered to the yard and | am 

very impressed by the high quality. | particularly 

like the upper shroud attachments which consist 

of external tangs through bolted with 

compression tubes. No more "T" toggles and 

sockets to worry about! And the boom 

gooseneck Is very substantial - no danger of 

breakage in the event of an accidental gybe. 

Perhaps not all boat owners get excited about _ 

their masts, but the quality of the bits and pieces 

that make up a complete yacht varies 

enormously and it is very satisfying to know that — 

your mast, or whatever, is as good as they 

come. | think that is why we buy a Victoria. 

One further variation from standard Victoria rigs 

is the adoption of a backstay that divides some 8 

ft above deck level, the branches being secured 

at chain plates on the quarters. By drawing the 

branches together with a simple tackle the 

backstay tension, and therefore the forestay 

tension, can be increased in a twinkle when on 

the wind. This system has many advantages 

over conventional backstay tensioners, not least 

of which is the fact that there is not enough 

power to cause any damage. Also, one can see 

instantly how much additional tension has been 

applied, and one is therefore less likely to ieave 

the boat “wound - up”. 

What else is worthy of comment? A couple of 

luxuries. Last May | chartered a V34 in the 

Hebrides. On the cockpit coaming was an 

Autohelm autopilot instrument head with the 

usual buttons. It worked very well. It was only 

after a week had elapsed that | noticed that the 

usual gubbins on the wheel pedestal to turn the 

wheel was missing. Investigation under the 

cockpit sole revealed a substantial ram 

connected direct to an arm on the rudder stock. 

This seemed a very good idea, especially for my 
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boat, as | intend to fit, in due course, a Fleming 

servo pendulum wind vane which will require its 

own drum on the centre of the wheel. For those 

not familiar with this bit of Autohelm kit, it is 

known as an inboard autopilot. | am led to 

believe that it is substantially more robust than 

the more common units. | hope that | am not 

tempting providence with these remarks. 

The other "luxury" is a couple of water tanks by 

Tek-Tanks of Alton in place of the Plastimo 

flexible tanks previously fitted to many Victorias. 

The Tek-Tanks are constructed from sheets of 

polypropylene weided together. They have been 

custom made to the maximum dimensions to fit 

under the forward end of the saloon berths. 

Each will hold approximately 24 gallons, about 

the same as the Plastimo tanks if filled to 

bursting point, which mine did from time to time, 

usually minutes before | cast off on my summer 

cruise. 

Tek-Tanks have also made one of the diesel 

tanks, which is fitted under the aft return of the 

port saloon berth. The construction is similar to 

that of the water tanks but uses high density 

polyethylene. The second diesel tank has been 

made from stainless steel to fit in the keel. The 

shape is a thin wedge. Stainless stee! was 

chosen because the greater wall thickness of 

the plastic if used for this shape decreased the 

capacity unacceptably. This keel tank will be 

used as a reserve, improving the ballast ratio for 

99% of the time. 

The after end of the starboard saloon berth is 

dedicated to batteries, two deep cycle 105 ah for 

services and a smaller cranking battery. Thus 

most of the weighty items are in the very centre 

of the boat. | am hoping that this distribution will 

pay dividends in a seaway. 

Having benefited from an "intelligent" battery 

charging regulator on my previous boat, this little 

gadget will aiways be high on my list of priorities. 

The yard's electrical/electronics adviser has 

recommended a Sterling unit. It compares very 

favourably on price with its competitors and has, 

tam told, the unique advantage of operating 

independently of the standard regulator. So, if 

the smart regulator should fail, one simply pulls 

out the plug and the standard regulator takes 

over. 

It is not so long ago that most reasonably fit and 

able cruising sailors scorned "geriatric" foresails. 

These days, however, one rarely sees a cruising 

yacht without one, and | am no exception. For 

several years, during the period | have been 

choosing the fittings for my next boat, | have 

been very taken with the Schaeffer gear. The 

engineering seems to be on a different level 

from its nearest competitors. One major 

difference from the Harken and Furlex designs is 

the omission of any rotational lag at the head 

and the foot when furling. Supposedly this lag 

takes the belly out of the furled foresail, but 

Schaeffer maintains that this is a figment of the 

imagination, for the reason that all but the top 

and bottom 3 feet or so of the luff rolls-up 

simultaneously. The only effective way of taking 

the belly out of a furled genoa is to insert a 

tapered piece of padding in the luff. | am 

persuaded by these arguments and have 

ordered Schaeffer. 

Ben Green, supplier of sails to most new Victoria 

yachts during the 1980s and a founder 

advertiser in this journal, will be supplying my 

sails. The main will be fully battened (6 battens) 

and will use the new Rutgerson roller cars in the 

mast groove, as opposed to the more expensive 

option of an external track. Ben is fitting single 

line reefing using blocks instead of luff and leech 

cringles in order to reduce friction to an absolute 

minimum. He also advocates the use of special 

control line for the pennants: apparently this 

does not develop kinks in the same way as 

ordinary polyester braid. The genoa will be 

cross cut and about 130%. Ben reckons that 

this is about the minimum size to curl around the 

shrouds and spreaders and give a good 

sheeting angle. A separate track has been fitted 

for the trysail so that it can remain bent on while 
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the main is in use. A storm jib will be made to 

sheet inside the shrouds. This will be designed 

once the boat has been rigged and actual 

measurements can be checked. 

For auxiliary power | have chosen a 21hp Nanni, 

a French marinisation of a Kubota industrial 

engine. It is one of the few 3 cylinder diesels in 

this size range on the market. It was this factor 

that led me to desert Yanmar. | understand that 

the main use of this size of Kubota engine is 

powering the refrigeration units in HGVs, a rdle 

where exemplary reliability is essential. | hope 

this characteristic rubs off on its marine cousin. 

On paper, its power to weight ratio, fuel 

economy and emissions compare favourably 

with Yanmar. It is also well laid out, with the 
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components to which one needs access for 

servicing being on the front of the engine. 

| have not said anything yet about the work of 

the stalwarts in the build shed. At the time of 

writing, mid-February, the internal joinery is _ 

nearly complete. Other jobs remaining comprise 

plumbing, wiring, fitting the Eberspacher, 

upholstery, steering gear, gas locker, stemhead, — 

inner forestay and backstay chainplates, pulpit 

and pushpit, deck fittings and..... that's about it, 

apart from rigging her. _ 

When work started back in September it was 

generally thought that fitting out the hull would 

be very similar to a V34. However, as the job 

has progressed, | think everybody involved has 

come to the conclusion that this is not 

the case. All the measurements are 

just that little bit tighter, so every 

bulkhead, panel or piece of furniture 

has had to be re-designed. Much 

thinking time has gone into the project, _ 

inevitable with any prototype. The 

boys deserve much credit for getting 

nearly everything right first time. The 

quality of the workmanship and the 

degree of care that have gone into the 

construction are up to the highest 

Victoria standards. 

Completion is due 31 March. By the 

time the next issue of Waterlines goes 

to press | should be in a position to 

report on her sailing qualities. 

John Cace 
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TERRA-NOT-SO-FIRMA 

We had a long haulout this year, just over four 

weeks. We had planned on two to coincide with 

a house and cat sitting job. As usual we did far 

more than we expected and spent far too much 

money. One of the extras was a last minute 

decision to strip and varnish the interior of the 

boat as it was looking a bit sad after seven years 

aboard. | was in the saloon varnishing away 

quite happily when the boat began to shake. 

Alan was polishing the hull. The canvas man 

was building the new sprayhood frame. | put 

down my brush and went aft to the cockpit. 

“Stop shaking the boat” | said to him. “I'm not” 

he said and | looked at him in annoyance. His 

face was deathly white and he was 

gripping the coaming with white 

mercifully quiet since. We are now back in the 

water and 40 miles nearer to Olympia at Oak 

Harbour on Whidby Island, across the Straits of 

Juan de Fuca in the USA, where we plan to 

spend a month before heading north once more. 

Our destination this summer is the Queen 

Charlotte Islands, followed by the west coast of 

Vancouver Island, then south to the sun. Our 

next bulletin may well come from San 

Franscisco. Until then, happy sailing to you all, 

with round waves and sparkling breezes, and a 

safe return to terra firma. 

Sally Smith 

  

knuckles. Jack was shaking and 

rattling, the rigging clanging. 

out. The boat next to us was doing a ¢ 

similar dance, as were all the others in - 

the yard. For 30 terrified seconds we %S 
stood paralysed. Then it all stopped. 

The same thought had crossed both S 

Alan's and my mind in those few ¢ 
moments. “How ironic to lose the boat 

ashore in an earthquake after 

surviving ali those miles at sea!” The 

epicentre was in Olympia, about 80 ie 
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NOTES FROM THE SOUTH COAST SOCIAL FIRST AID TALK 

An update for those who missed Yvonne Fletcher's talk at the South Coast Social 

Know what is normal — perhaps less appropriate for 

day sailing and where crews are changing, but for 

longer passages it is good to know what is normal for 

things such as blood pressure, breathing rate or 

pulse. You then have a benchmark to use in case of 

accident or sickness. 

Guidance — the Ship’s Captain’s Medical Guide was 

recommended as the best reference book to have on 

board. You should also have a copy of MSN1726, 

which is obtainable from the Stationery Office. 

Although this will tell you that, as a certified skipper of 

a vessel, you can sign prescriptions and obtain 

medicines, it is unlikely that you could do this through 

your local pharmacy. Approaching L.West, a London 

pharmaceutical company, was suggested. | would 

imagine that this would only be necessary or 

advisable if making a long passage. 

Training — !t is important to refresh your training. 

First Aid on board is something which you do not want 

to have to use, but without practice it is easy to forget. 

The RYA runs courses, as does Yvonne, our speaker. 

A special one-day course could be arranged for the 

Association if there was sufficient interest. Members 

at the Social were very impressed. 

First Aid kit — Try to get one intended for marine use, 

not just the basic ‘Boots’ type. A pocket face mask for 

resuscitation was recommended, as was a survival 

blanket. 

Water - 2 litres per day per person is the minimum 

consumption. Several days with less than this can 

lead to hypothermia 

In case of an accident or sickness — if necessary, 

first call a doctor or use the radio to get guidance 

(PAN PAN MEDICO). 

Then remember BBCFS or BBC Foreign Service - 

checks on the patient should be done in this order 

Breathing - airways, breathing, circulation 

Bleeding 

Consciousness 

Fractures 

Shock 

| think it would be wrong to go into detail, as | might 

be getting something wrong, but the essence of the 

talk was that the most important thing is to stabilise or 

if necessary restart the breathing. Unless the patient 

is breathing, the rest is irrelevant. So you need to be 

aware of the methods of resuscitation and chest 

compression. 

Bleeding - it was emphasised that tourniquets are not 

used now, as they stop the blood flow completely. 

Modern thinking is to apply pressure to specific points 

to reduce blood flow, and that the pressure should be 

relaxed and reapplied at intervals so that clotting is 

encouraged, but the body is not starved of blood flow. 

Warmth - A patient in shock should be given gentle 

warmth. For hypothermia, which can be quite 

common with bad seasickness, do not give hot drinks, 

but put the patient in a survival blanket, so the body 

warms up naturally. As the patient will be losing body 

salts, a mixture of water, sugar and salt can be given 

to sip. Useful things to have on board are sweet fizzy 

lemonade and salted crisps. Seasick patients will 

often want to stay outside, so you must watch for 

signs of hypothermia and persuade the patient to go 

below if necessary. 

Reassurance - the last topic, but very important to 

give to the patient. 

This ts a very brief outline of the talk, but | think we 

should consider seriously taking up the offer of a 

training day, perhaps linked to the next Social, or as a 

separate social event. 

Olive Hathaway 
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IW SEARCH OF THE ELUSIVE GRIZZLY 

Part it 

In the last issue of Waterlines we told of our trip 

from Port Sidney on Vancouver Island, north to 

Ketchikan in Alaska, arriving on July 1° 2000. 
Here we continue the story of our Alaskan 

cruise...... 

From Ketchikan we sailed and motored across to 

Prince of Wales Island to Karta Bay in Kasaan 

Inlet, in company with new found friends Lou and 

Willi. Here we found good anchorage, contrary to 

the advice given in the Pilot Book. Our trail map 

indicated a good trail so we anchored the dinghy 

off the Forest Service Cabin and set off into the 

woods. We had a good hike for about three miles 

through untouched rain forest. As usual we 

managed to lose the trail and clambering through 

virgin bush, came across three large piles of 

steaming bear scat and a rubbing tree. Willi said it 

was definitely grizzly scat and very fresh. Alas 

however, the owner was hiding from us. Our hike 

came to an abrupt end with a washed out bridge so 

we picnicked then turned back. On the return 

journey we came across a small float plane on one 

of the smal! lakes. We stopped at the Forest 

Service Cabin and were amusing ourselves 

photographing some quaint little mice and feeding 

them with peanut butter when the float plane 

owners showed up. They had been dip netting for 

salmon further down stream but had had no luck. 

We chatted a while and they shared their lunch of 

home smoked saimon with us which was a rare 

treat. The salmon was superb, thick and meaty and 

everyday food for them. They flew away and we 

walked out. 

From Karta Bay we moved on at a snail's pace, 

racing each other in the five knot breeze. We 

ended up anchoring behind an island off the point 

at the entrance to Kasaan Inlet and Willi and | went 

out in the dinghy to catch dinner. We had great fun 

drifting on the current through the kelp off the rocky 

headlands and puiled in fish after fish. We caught 

about a dozen small rock fish and some ling cod 

and took them ashore to clean. We left the 

remains on the rocks and had a fun half hour 

watching the eagles having a feast. We had 

poisson cru (marinated fish) for dinner that night 

and the next. 

We then moved on to Naha Bay in the Behm Canal 

where we tied to a small dock next to a set of 

rapids leading to a series of lakes. We'd chosen 

this spot for its trails, a 6.5 mile boardwalk trail up 

to the top lake. We all set off next morning with 

lunch on our backs and had a glorious hike through 

beautiful forest and past streams, fishermen, lakes, 

bear scrapings but again no bears. We walked 

quietly for a while but to no avail. One of the 

fishermen had seen a large grizzly ambling down 

the river but by the time we arrived at the 

appointed spot he had disappeared. On the way 

back down the trail we stopped for an icy bath in 

the river, stripping off and shrieking as the cold 

water cleaned off several days worth of dirt. 

After Naha Bay we had to say goodbye to our new 
friends as they had to deliver their boat back to 

Ketchikan and fly home to Olympia. We called in 

at Knudson Cove for fuel and water then pottered 

north to Myers Chuck. Myers Chuck is a delightful 

little settlement, sheltered from the vagaries of 

Clarence Strait by a cluster of islands. The 

settlement consists of a dozen or so ramshackle 

cottages scattered around the islands, some of 

which join up at low water. There is a “back 

chuck”, a stretch of water between the inner 

islands and the mainland. As with most of these 

outlying communities, Myers Chuck can only be 

reached by boat or plane. Consequently there is a 

great wharf with a floating dock and a seaplane 

fioat. We found a spot on the inside of the float 

and tied up for the night. 

Here we met Tom and Ketty (American and 

Danish), on a lovely little CHB trawler. We 

inspected their boat from end to end and decided 

that it would be the perfect Pacific Northwest 

cruising boat for us. It was 34 feet long, two 

double sleeping cabins each with loo and shower , 

and a main cabin with galley, lounging area and 
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steering position. Imagine steering inside in the 

warm instead of outside in the rain! Tom and Ketty 

moved on next day and we stayed put to explore 

the settlement and try our hand at fishing. The 

fishing trip ended abruptly with rain. We found a 

charming art and craft gallery, the only retail outlet 

in the community as the old store cum meeting 

place, cum marine hardware and repair facility was 

completely derelict. Unfortunately the crafts were 

out of our price range. A pity as they were 

different; locally carved masks, baskets, quilts and 

so on. We did buy a small book on the history of 

the Chuck and a pot of Salal Jelly since it was 

named after us. 

Now we were in Alaska we were enjoying slowing 

down a bit and left at a leisurely hour to head 

towards Wrangell. We decided to stop at Anan Bay 

on the off chance that the salmon were running 

and that there might be some activity at the bear 

observatory. When we arrived there were a few 

boats anchored. We spoke to one of them and they 

said it was worth the walk to the observatory just to 

see the fish and the eagles. They'd not seen any 

bears. We stooged around while they up anchored 

then took their spot. Anchoring off these streams 

is a bit precarious as the flats drop from 2 feet of 

water to 60 feet plus in very short order. Getting 

an anchor to hold on the sand bottom Is tricky. We 

dropped about 30 metres of chain and backed 

down to stretch it out, then dumped another 20 

metres in a pile hoping it would hold. There wasn’t 

any wind so we took the chance and went ashore, 

all the while imagining our anchor and chain sliding 

down the slippery slope into the depths and our 

boat taking off on its own. 

The ranger met us on the beach and gave us a 

short lecture on bear behaviour, or rather, our 

behaviour around bears and sent us on our way up 

the trail to the observatory. On the way we found 

some blue clay with bear claw scrapes. When the 

bears emerge from hibernation their alimentary 

canal is plugged with dry grass. Until they pass 

this they can't eat. Once they get moving and get 

themselves unplugged they start feeding on sedge 

grass and then skunk cabbage. They use this as a 

kind of conditioner. Then they move onto berries 

and finally to salmon. Unfortunately they become 

infected with tapeworms from the salmon so eat 

blue clay. The clay binds up the worms, which 

then get passed harmlessly. The blue clay 

scrapings confirmed that the bears were about and 

feeding on the salmon. There were numerous 

piles of bear scat on the path. The seals were 

certainly about, splashing and crashing around in 

the shallows in a feeding frenzy as the eagles 

soared overhead, swooping down to get the 

leavings from the seals’ feasts. 

Up at the observatory, which is a platform built out 

over the small falls, we were rewarded after about 

half an hour, by a black bear. He emerged from the 

bushes, clambered down the rocks, stuck his paw 

into a crevasse, pulled out a large salmon, then 

ambled back to his den, salmon in mouth. It was 

so easy. The river was thick with salmon all trying 

to get up the falls to their spawning ground. We 

spent half an hour in the camera blind down near 

the water but no bears emerged. Back up on the 

deck | was standing in the corner of the L shaped 

platform idly gazing at the water when | suddenly 

realised | was looking into the eyes of a bear which 

was peering up at me from under the deck. We 

stared at each other with stupified grins on our 

faces, then some other folk noticed and rushed 

over and the moment was lost. The bear went back 

under the deck, out on the other side, down to the 

water and picked a fish out of the pool. Then 

another bear appeared, and another. There was a 

frenzy of camera clicking. These were all black 

bear and quite small compared to the magnificent 

specimens we had seen at Europa Bay. The sow 

with cubs didn’t show her face for us and we 

reluctantly had to leave to get our boat to a safe 

anchorage before nightfall. The walk back was 

carried out with some trepidation as we had to walk 

alone through the bears’ territory. On the way in we 

had seen none, but now we knew they were 

We had a lovely early evening motor through 

glassy calm water up Blake Channel and Eastern 

Passage to Madan Bay, arriving at dusk. It was 

lonely, silent and beautiful. The sun woke us in the 

morning so we had a hot deck shower (instead of a 

cold cockpit one), then pottered off to see the 

bright lights of Wrangell. Wrangell is a nice small 

town, unspoilt by cruise ships as only the smaller 

ones visit. The dock was crowded with fishing 

boats so we rafted to a charter boat. 
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Early next moming we went off for a walk through 

the town and out to thé northern beach where 

there were reputed to be many petroglyphs. We 

were pleased to find and photograph about 15 or 

so but later learnt that there were about 60, many 

near the low water mark. The couple on the 

charter boat were very friendly and helpful, 

recommending places to go and then giving us a 

large piece of sockeye from their freezer. While on 

charter they catch so many fish, eating meat is 

their treat. We visited the longhouse on Chief 

Shakes Island in the middie of the small inner 

harbour and were lucky enough to arrive while it 

was open and the local custodian was giving an 

interpretive talk to some visiting cruiseshippers. 

We learnt a little more about totem poles, eulachon 

(alias candlefish or hooligans) and potlatches. The 

local tribes elected some years ago not to have 

chiefs anymore and let councillors run things. 

Apparently it became harder and harder to find 

volunteers for the job as everyone was too busy 

earning a crust in support of home and hearth. 

Wrangell was a nice contrast to Ketchikan, a good 

honest Alaskan working town. 

We made a short run to St John’s Harbour 

(uninhabited) on the north end of Zarembo Island 

to position ourselves for catching the tide for the 

run up Wrangell Narrows to Petersburg and 

managed to anchor before the heavens opened. 

Rain precluded exploring or fishing but we awoke 

to a grey but clear morning and wended our way 

up Wrangell Narrows. The narrows is part natural 

harbour and part dredged channel, with no less 

than 63 markers defining the channel. It was a 

picturesque but fast ride as the current swept us 

along at nearly double our normal speed. 

Petersburg greeted us with rain. The Harbour 

Master allocated us a slip belonging to a fishing 

boat, as they all did. Helpful hands materialised on 

the dock as we approached, which was great as it 

was a down current berth and Jack is heavy to 

stop. If Wrangell was a good, honest, working 

town, Petersburg is even more so. Cruise ships by 

and large pass it by. It has a huge fleet of fishing 

boats and the Harbour Master hot berths all the 

visiting pleasure boats in slips vacated by boats 

out fishing. The docks are hemmed in on both 

sides by fish processing plants. Everyone wears 

rain gear and wellies. It rains a lot. It is utterly 

charming. Here we awaited the arrival of my 

cousins Gay and Tim who flew in from New 

Zealand. 

Our first day's run from Petersburg was fairly short, 

to Thomas Bay 12 miles away. It offered a chance 

to view a glacier up close. We came across our 

first icebergs a short distance from Petersburg, 

sparkling in the morning sun. The water was very 

cold, 6.7 degrees and it was chilly in the light 

breeze. The icebergs that frequent these waters 

come from the Le Conte glacier, a tidewater glacier 

south of Petersburg towards the Stikine River. It is 

a treacherous place for a small boat so we 

bypassed it and headed on towards Thomas Bay. 

The Baird Glacier was quite a sight, creating its 

own chill outflow wind. We were limited as to how 

close we could get as the terminal moraine had 

created the usual shallow flats for a mile or two out 

from the base. It is however, still a thrill to be at the 

foot of a glacier in your own boat! After inspecting 

the glacier and taking the regulatory photographs 

we explored Scenery Cove, too deep for anchoring 

then found a lunchtime anchorage next to a trail. 

G&T and | went ashore for a short hike through the 

forest along an excellent boardwalk and bridge to 

the waterfalls which were most impressive, roaring 

down through a small canyon, impressive for the 

length of the fall rather than the height. Got back to 

the dinghy and found it high and dry and very 

heavy. We heaved it back to the water and 

returned to Jack. Discovered later that the 

buoyancy chamber between the two solid floors 

was once again full of water. It leaks in from the 

inside and slowly fills when it rains. It's impossible 

to repair....such a pain. Most dinghies leak from 

the outside in. 

Moved to Ruth Island Cove for the night as it was 

more sheltered and a better anchorage. We 

shared it with a number of boats including a rather 

lovely old converted tug. The aesthetics were 

somewhat spoilt by the white plastic chairs on the 

aft deck. This started the next best thing to a white 

plastic chair spotting competition for the rest of the 

time G&T were with us!! There are a lot about! Left 

early in the morning for the 46 mile motor (flat 

calm) to the Sandborn Canal, a long indent in the 

coast a few bays north. It was an exciting journey 

as we found ourselves in the middie of a pod of 

humpback whales all performing gymnastics for us. 

They were rolling, flipper slapping, breaching and 
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sounding. Breaching is when they launch 

themselves clean out of the water and crash back 

down...... just for fun. Sounding is when they flip 

their massive tails up in the air and dive. We saw it 

all. It was hard to keep the camera focussed on 

one whale long enough to snap because there 

were so many other opportunities for good shots. 

All the time we could hear the whales singing to 

each other or maybe just singing for the pure joy of 

being alive and surrounded by food. 

The day was not done yet. We anchored in 

Sandborn Canal in a light drizzle. Gay and | went 

off in the dinghy to catch dinner. There were 

salmon jumping all around us but they weren’t 

interested in being caught. Their minds were 

focussed on making it back to their place of birth 

for spawning. We tried for some rockfish, but only 

managed to catch two tiny ones which we put 

back. Back on Jack, Alan spotted a black bear on 

the beach. It was all happening for G&T, whales, 

icebergs and bears, all in one day. They watched 

the bear through the binoculars for a while and saw 

him stiffen, rise up on his hind legs, then run off 

into the undergrowth, hotly pursued by a small 

pack of wolves. Wildlife in the raw. That was a 

sight very few people will have seen. We think he 

made it though, as the wolves appeared a very 

short while later and ran off along the beach. Not 

surprisingly the bear did not reappear. The peace 

of his evening had been shattered. 

As if to say you can’t have it all, all of the time, it 

rained most of the night and all the next day. We 

motored 40 miles to Tracy Arm in rain and fog and 

generally poor visibility. Alan and Tim gallantly did 

cockpit duty while Gay and | languished below, 

providing radar watch and hot drinks and food for 

the cockpit crew. After all, it would be silly for us 

all to get wet. We had a bit of excitement entering 

Tracy Arm as the channel is narrow and sports a 

strong current. A small cruise ship emerged from 

the murk and seemed hell bent on running us 

down in the narrow channel. He obviously had a 

schedule to keep that was more important than the 

safety of a small yacht! Our wildlife score for the 

day was two huge sealions and a few bald 

eagles...not bad for a wet and foggy day. We 

tucked into the only available anchorage for the 

night hoping the wind would not go round to the 

Southeast and blow the rather large icebergs into 

the bay. Sleeping is much more fun than fending 

off bergs with a boathook in the pitch black. Luck 

was on our side, the only berg which entered the 

bay grounded on the shoal before it reached us. 

We laughed at a seal balanced on its belly on a 

small rock surrounded by water. It looked like a 

chubby gymnast balanced on a balance beam. 

The target for the new day was the 20 mile run to 

the head of Tracy Arm to see ice and more ice and 

a tidewater glacier. The bergs in the fiord were 

larger than any we’d seen so far. The visibility got 

worse. It was now raining in earnest and blowing 

about 12 knots on the nose. Tim and | each took a 

turn on bow watch but it was cold, wet and 

uninspiring. The water temperature was 3 degrees 

centigrade and the interior of the boat was running 

with condensation despite the heater. We decided 

that this wasn’t fun and didn’t feel right so turned 

around to head out of the bay. We stopped by the 

biggest berg for a quick Kodak moment then made 

our exit under radar in thick weather, praying that 

no cruise ships would be entering. About 10 

minutes after we'd cleared the barrier island a 

large ship emerged from the murk. We shuddered. 

As we headed north again the visibility improved 

and the wind increased. By the time we reached 

Taku Harbour it was blowing briskly from the south 

east so we actually sailed! It blew most of the 

night. Our decision to leave Tracy Arm and its 

exposed anchorage had been the right one but it 

was a disappointment to miss what could have 

been one of the greatest sights of the trip. 

Taku Harbour was an interesting place, the site of 

yet another abandoned cannery. Little was left, 

just a crumbling boardwalk and the usual rusting 

factory debris. The dock was in good order, and 

free, so we tied up in the last available spot on the. 

inside ably assisted by the folk already moored. A- 

bright dawn encouraged us ashore for an explore 

and berry pick, salmon berries and blue berries. In 

one of the abandoned shacks Tim found a 

beautiful mahogany bureau, several oil drums and 

many old fishing nets. Amazing what people leave 

behind. The lumps of rust on the shore turned out 

to be piles of tin sheeting for making cans. It had 

probably fallen through the floor as the buildings 

and pilings rotted away. There was the odd fishing 

boat, abandoned high on the shore, peeking out of 

the bushes and sadly contemplating the seas they 

  

WATERLINES SPRING 20074 PAGE 18



had once fished so hard. Sad decay. Walk 

complete we caught the tide north to Auke Bay, 

about 10 miles north of Juneau. We had just 

enough breeze to motorsail and remember that we 

were still a sailboat. The marina at Auke Bay was 

full of fishing boats awaiting the next “opening”. 

The harbour master doesn't allocate berths, you 

take what you can find. We found a spot that just 

fitted us, and only just, on the inside of the outside 

breakwater. 

The marina in Auke Bay is in a very special setting, 

being backed by the mighty Mendenhall Glacier, a 

huge sloping barrier of ice. We took a taxi to the 

foot and walked one of the trails. It is very much a 

cruise ship destination but most of the dedicated 

cruise shippers don’t walk far and we had the trail 

pretty much to ourselves. It took us much closer to 

the face of the glacier but not close enough to hear 

the creaking and groaning as chunks of ice calved 

from the main body. It was a good walk though 

taking us past AJ Falls, a pathetic little trickle in a 

pretty little dell, and a stream full of spawning 

salmon. We had a bit of a fruitless dash for the 

bus, missing it by a minute. With an hour to wait till 

the next one and everyone studiously ignoring our 

hitchhiking efforts, Alan asked a man outside a 

house if he could call a taxi. “No problem” said tt.= 

man, “lll run you down to the Mall”, and promptly 

vleared his bows and arrows out of the back of his 

iiuck to make room for us. 

Lunch followed by shopping for food and booze, 

“en back to Jack for a quick change and the 

&xpress bus into Juneau for a took around and a 

meal out. Juneau is a delightful little town, albeit 

ihe capital of Alaska. It nestles at the foot of some 

big mountains, squashed between the steep 

slopes and the shore. it has its share of “stuff” 

shops for tourists but also has some good places 

to eat. We dined well at the “Twisted Fish’, 

courtesy of Gay and Tim then had a hilarious ride 

back to the marina on the local bus. We were 

entertained for the whole hour by inebriated locais 

pretending to be sober, a chatty bus driver and his 

lady friend who acted as interpreter and repeated 

everything he said and a sport fisherman and his 

wife from Los Angeles. The latter were headed 

next day for Tenakee Springs, a small settlement 

on Chichagoff Island where they hoped to bag the 

biggest halibut yet. He proudly showed us photos 

of his prize catch to date, as his wife whispered, 

“Mine was bigger. | should have taken a photo of 

mine’. 

Two days of motoring in the rain followed, with an 

overnight stop in Funter Bay. It rained and rained. 

Why doesn’t someone turn the tap off? Saw the 

odd whale and many fishing boats. At the 

entrance to Tenakee Inlet we stopped and watched 

the fishing boat we had been next to in Auke Bay, 

cast his purse seine and pull it in. Gay willed the 

captain to call us over and give us a fish but they 

were intent on trying to make a living. The hauls 

were small. We've just heard on the radio that it 

has been a disastrous season. At this time last 

year the fishermen had delivered $31 million worth 

of fish to the processing plants, this year it is 

$8million. Last year was a bumper year, but even 

Tenakee Springs was an entertaining place. We 

stayed two nights. The town has city status, which 

means it has enough residents (200) to qualify for 

a library (new) and a school (new), a city mall (an 

old bus shelter) where people leave things they 

don’t want so they can become other folk’s 

treasures, and best of all, the hot spring. This 

atural hot spring is housed in a bathhouse. There 

are times for ladies to wallow and times for men. 

‘Say and | went first and had a good scrub followed 

by a good soak as we tried to eavesdrop on the 

local conversations. Alan and Tim met us on the 

path as they headed along for men’s hour. The 

path is the main and only street in town. There are 

no cars, just the fire truck and a few golf carts. 

‘he harbour master was a delight. Barefoot and 

bearded, he, like most Alaskans was impervious to 

the weather. His main objective in life seemed to 

be to slow everyone down to his pace. After all, as 

he put it, it was a busy and exacting task making 

sure everyone who lived in the settlement had the 

right berth according to wealth and age. He made 

a point of calling on the visiting boats to turn the 

shoes upside down to stop them getting wet when 

it rained. “You're not local, so’s you wouldn't be 

aware, but it’s going to rain and your shoes'l! get 

wet”. Tim made friends with the folk on a boat 

called Ursa Major. “Aah, they'll be the folks we 

met for a minute at Thunderbird Marina back in 

Port Sidney last winter’, and they were. Alan went 
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to visit them. Gay and Tim went to fetch Alan for 

dinner, a great time was had by all. Dinner was 

late but great, so sayeth the cook! 

The bakery wasn’t bad and provided coffee and 

stickies for breakfast. The faundry was clean so 

we took advantage of it, mainly to wash and dry 

wet clothes. The postmaster insisted that we 

would see grizzlies at the suspension bridge 

beyond the marina. Early evening we followed the 

trail, found bear lairs and piles of scat. Then we 

found the bridge and there, down stream, were a 

mother and two cubs, frolicking and fishing in the 

river. We hadn't taken the binoculars but did have 

the cameras. We watched until they disappeared 

into the bush towards our homeward path. Alan 

sang The Teddy Bears Picnic on the return journey 

just so they'd know we were there. 

Chatted with the skipper of the fishing boat moored 

ahead of us and his two crew. They were having a 

poor season. | asked if fishermen were like 

farmers, always having a peor season and he 

launched into a tirade abou' the grants that farmers 

get and how hard done by ‘he fishermen were. We 

all grinned. It was very good natured. He laughed. 

But they are having a bad time. They told us about 

crabbing in the Bering Sea in the middle of winter 

and spending hours ch pping ice to keep the boat 

afloat. They told us abuul herring fishing when the 

“opening” lasted 10 minutes and 300 boats all tried 

madly to get two sets of their nets in the same sp:3t 

while the spotter planes overhead collided and 

crashed into the melee. Surely there’s a better 

way of controlling the catches. In fact the herring 

openings are designed to catch the herring when 

the roe is ripe, and limited in duration to ensure 

that there will be survivors to create next years 

stock. 

Alan and Tim tried to get diesel but the lady in the 

store had turned the switch off because the fuel 

barge was arriving and refused to turn it on again. 

She obviously didn’t need the sale! We managed 

without. The bears were at the mouth of the river 

as we chugged by on our way south. It was initially 

a plug into a head wind as we left Tenakee Inlet to 

make our way down Chatham Strait but soon 

eased off to the usual calm motor on a drizzly day 

to Appleton Cove in Peril Strait. Peril Strait 

separates Baranoff and Chichagoff islands and 

was our route out towards the open sea and south 

to Sitka. It was called Peril Strait because 

Vancouver's men ate mussels and contracted 

paralytic shellfish poisoning. The highlight of the 

day was a large pile of seals using a channel 

marker buoy as an island home. A rainy night in 

Appleton Cove then on through Sergius Narrows 

with its standing waves and strong currents, down 

through Neva and Olga Straits and into Sitka. Gay 

and | sat on the foredeck under golf umbrellas 

enjoying the scenery and amusing the locals. We 

stood aside in Olga Strait to let a tug and barge go 

through. The barge was piled high with containers 

with the odd tractor and a house perched on top. 

Sitka nestles between rugged snow capped peaks 

and is a pretty town. Most of the peaks remained 

hidden for most of our time there. That's normal 

for Alaska. It’s beautiful but you can’t often see it. 

The harbour master allocated us a berth amongst 

the small boats which happen to be as far away 

from the head of the dock as possible. The 

advantage in being smail is that there is usually a 

berth available, whereas if you are large you 

compete with the fishing boats. The fishing boats 

are always in port alli together awaiting the next 

opening so for large boats it is feast or famine. 

Ursa Major hit a famine and had to berth on the 
outside of the breakwater to wait for a spot. The 

forecast wasn’t good with gales in the offing so we 

were pleased to be in. G&T organised their flight 

out and we explored the town and the totem park, 

mostly in the rain. We also visited St Peter's 

Cathedral, a small wooden church in the centre of 

town, with an amazing set of icons, all rescued 

when the previous church was burnt to the ground. 

G&T very generously invited us out for dinner 

again. We asked the locals where to go and th= 

majority opinion was The Channel Club. We calicd 

the restaurant and they came to the dock to collect 

us and delivered us home afterwards. The Channel 

Club is a steak restaurant, formica tables, salad 

bar and charcoal grill. The steaks, in typical 

American style, were huge. Three of us had 

ribeye’s. They were large enough for one to feed 

all four of us. They were melt in the mouth, cooked 

to perfection. The restaurant was bustly and noisy 

and filled with the smell of steaks grilling. Not our 

usual style of eating but a great experience not to 

be missed. The smaller steaks (12 ounces) were 
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only served as “combos’ i.e. with half a lobster as 

a “Surf 'n Turf’. We were staggered at what we 

managed to eat, let alone what the well practised 

locals consumed. Remember, if you are ever in 

Sitka, on the Pacific coast of the Alaskan 

Panhandle, eat at The Channel Club. 

We had a couple of days before G&T were to fly 

out. The forecast was still bad but we left the dock 

anyway, first stop the fuel dock. Here we meta 

very nice New Zealand lad who was crewing on 

the fishing boat fuelling in front of us. He helped 

us berth then got talking, as we tend to do. On 

hearing that we were starved of salmon and that 

every fishing boat we asked had just off loaded 

their entire catch to the buy boats, he spoke to his 

skipper and sold us 11 lbs of king salmon, frozen 

into one lump, for $20. Now we had a bit of a 

challenge. We had to thaw it all to get at any of it. 

We soused some in gin and spices, baked a huge 

slab for dinner, canned three jars of it for later, had 

salmon sandwiches for lunch, soused salmon and 

scrambled egg for brunch, soused salmon for 

dinner, salmon stirfry, and still had some left. We 

were still eating soused salmon a week after G&T 

flew out and there are still three jars full in the 

stores locker. Before we could start on this mega 

salmon feast however, we had to eat the piece of 

ahi tuna G&T had bought for a treat. We ate this 

raw with soy sauce and wasabi. Then we had to 

fight our way through some large chunks of halibut. 

Then it was on to the salmon. Then we still had the 

meat in the fridge that we would have eaten if we 

hadn't bought the saimon.....and G&T hopped ona 

plane and left us to tackle it all alone. 

In between cooking and eating salmon we visited a 

pristine little anchorage called Leesoffskaia Bay 

after squeezing under the road bridge which 

connects Sitka to its airport. Here it was calm, 

quiet and deserted, a beautiful protected 

anchorage for when the gaies hit. After a calm and 

wind free night we up anchored and set off to 

Redoubt Bay. The wind was nowhere to be seen. 

In Redoubt Bay we tied to a convenient mooring 

and went ashore to look at the falls and watch the 

salmon leaping. It seems that they are using this 

area as a salmon hatchery. The falls have a 

saimon barrier across them with a small opening. 

Someone was collecting salmon from the opening 

and presumable milking them for the roe for a 

hatchery. It was a professional looking operation. 

We couldn't however, get close enough to talk to 

the person and find out what they were really 

doing. We picked our way back out of the bay 

through the rocks and kelp and headed back 

towards Sitka for a last night out at anchor before 

G&T departed. Our chosen anchorage proved not 

to our liking and we stooged around several more 

bays till we ended up in Jamestown Bay. Nota 

pristine wilderness anchorage but one surrounded 

by houses, both ashore and afloat. Its advantage 

was that it was close to Sitka as the forecast was 

still suggesting gales with small craft warnings. We 

had just got settled and taken some photos of 

Mount Edgecumbe, which obligingly showed its 

face for the first time, when a man in a speedboat 

approached. He came to tell us that there was an 

electricity cable stretched across the bay about 

where we were anchored. It wasn’t on the chart 

and there were no shore signs. Having got us duly 

concerned about having to get divers out to clear 

the anchor he then said we'd probably be all right 

and come and visit then disappeared back to his 

hatchery, the destination of the power cable. 

We had a surprisingly peaceful night and up 

anchored with no problems for the three mile run 

back to New Thompson Harbour in Sitka. G&T 

cooked us a wonderful green Thai curry for dinner 

as it was our wedding anniversary. We started the 

festivities with champagne and found a great New 

Zealand wine to have with the curry. G&T then 

produced the ultimate treat - icecream!! Four little 

piggies retired early to bed! 

A sad day dawned. G&T flew out. We had had a 

wonderful two weeks and found it quiet and empty 

without them. Ironically the sun came out as they 

took off, but it didn’t last long. Now what.....? 

Now what indeed? We had great trouble deciding 

what to do next. We now had no deadlines to 

meet other than those dictated by the seasons. We 

whiled away several days in Sitka, doing odd jobs 

on the boat and socialising with other cruisers 

while we tried to make up our minds. John and 

Pennie on a large Beneteau called Dream Catcher 

suggested we follow them south down the outside 

of Baranof Island but we didn’t feel ready to be 

turning south. Somehow Alaska hadn't finished 

with us yet. Janet and Jerry, a couple from 
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Anchorage suggested we headed north. We 

discussed it ad nauseum and finally decided to 

take the plunge and head for Kodiak Island across 

the Gulf of Alaska and maybe over-winter there. 

We called Cathy in Victoria to see if she could 

send us the charts, which we had left in their 

basement. Then a gentleman off an English boat 

called Brown Bear offered to lend us all their 

charts. That simplified things a little. Charts in 

hand and armed with lots of useful information on 

Kodiak and Prince William Sound, we could head 

north and make a final decision when we reached 

Cross Sound which would be our departure point 

for crossing the Gulf. 

Whilst all this deliberation had been going on, a 

good few days had drifted by and we’d managed to 

enjoy a little of Sitka in between the ever present 

rain showers. Sitka is reputedly very picturesque 

but our views of it were a bit like fractured flickers 

as the mountains were never all visible at once. 

The sun would come out in short bursts and 

illuminate some of the surrounding snow clad 

peaks then it would sock in again with mist, drizzle 

and rain. Some of our extended stay was also due 

to the ever present threat of gales which did on 

occasion cause some discomfort in the marina, 

mainly from the influx of fishing boats seeking 

shelter. The marina was at one point, full to 

capacity with boats waiting for berths anchored out 

in the harbour. 

We eventually cut the umbilical cord on August 4" 

in the early afternoon and motored north in drizzle 

and poor visibility to find an anchorage for the 

night. We ended up tucked in between a couple of 

little islands between Olga and Neva Straits, off the 

east shore of Kruzoff island and had a perfectly 

peaceful night, the only noise the soft patter of tiny 

raindrops. Up early to take the tide up Neva Strait 

and out into the mighty Pacific for a short stretch 

offshore. It rained incessantly. The wind was 

fickle, 5 to 10 knots right on the nose. The seas 

were truly awful, a big Pacific swell with a very 

confused short sea on top and not enough wind to 

propel us through the troughs in the swell. Shades 

of the north Spanish coast. We motored on, 

pitching and rolling and heaving and thoroughly 

hating every minute. We'd forgotten what it was 

like to be out in the big ocean! We both felt 

disgusting. Could we face three or four days of this 

to get to Kodiak? We were not well after five hours! 

Time passes surprisingly quickly though and we 

were soon in sheltered water and feeling better as 

we headed for Waterfall Bay in Slocum Arm on the 

west coast of Chichagoff Island. Brown Bear had 

passed us some time earlier heading all the way to 

Lisianski Strait. We didn’t envy them their ride. 

Waterfall Bay has a salmon river which rivals the 

Lockhart Gordon Creek for beauty. We drifted up in 

the dinghy against a stunning mountainous 

backdrop with a beautiful ribbon like waterfall way 

in the distance. We found a grizzly bear fishing 

spot on the bend in the river, with big flattened 

areas of grass where his daybed was, and the 

riverbed littered with fisnheads. As we didn’t have 

the outboard on the dinghy we didn’t linger too 

long. Us rowing against the current would be no 

match for a long legged grizzly! On our return to 

Jack we found we had been joined in the 

anchorage by a pleasure trawler and a large purse 

seiner with a small spotter plane on the aft deck. 

The plane took off in search of fish and not long 

afterwards the purse seiner left in pursuit. We had 

another perfectly quiet night and a leisurely 

departure the next day. 

AS usual no wind so we motored north and crossed 

the inlet where we had entered the previous day. 

The seas had calmed down a lot. We carried on up 

an inside route through Smooth Passage and into 

an area which was landlocked by a myriad of reefs 

and rocky islets. The water was like glass and we 

were surrounded by otters. The are such 

endearing creatures with their inquisitive little 

faces. We counted well over 50, lolling about and 

fishing. One treated us to a demonstration, 

popping to the surface right next to us with his 

arms full of clams and stones. Otters lie on their 

backs with a couple of stones on their fat bellies. ~ 

They use the stones as anvils to crack open the 

clams. They work furiously, crack, crack, crack, 

gobble, gobble, gobble, crack, crack, crack. We 

wished we had a video camera. We stopped the 

engine and just drifted for about an hour enjoying 

the show before heading on to our destination for 

the night, Kimshan Cove. Here we were totally 

landlocked in a large bay with not a soul in sight. 

There were a few houses dotting the shore but not 

a sign of life. 
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We woke a 6:30 to blue sky and sunshine and rose 

immediately. Cleaned a jelly fish out of the sea 

water intake for the engine, a gruesome task but 

luckily we’ve not had too many of those this 

season. Set off at a leisurely pace to wend our way 

on north through tortuous little channels between 

rocks and islets then out through Imperial Passage 

and into the Gulf of Alaska again. This time it was 

relatively benign and ten miles later we were again 

wending our way through rocks made visible only 

because the swells were breaking over them and 

into Lisianski Strait which cuts the north west 

corner of Chicagoff Island. Still no wind but a 

beautiful day with the massive snow capped 

mountains of Glacier Bay away in the distance to 

the north. As we neared the end of Lisianski Strait 

Alan spotted a creature swimming across in front 

of us. As we got closer we identified it as a large 

grizzly bear. So they do swim between islands. 

The strait must be at least a mile wide. We 

followed him to the shore and watched while he 

emerged from the strait, water streaming off his 

thick brown fur, shook himself and started 
munching on the sedge grass. We waited till he 

had eaten his fill and ambled off into the 

undergrowth before continuing to the junction with 

Lisianski Inlet where we took a right turn and 

drifted up the inlet under genoa to the quaint little 

boardwalk town of Pelican. 

We spent a day and a haif here in pouring rain, 

treating ourselves to breakfast out at the little café. 

Pelican has a small cannery which has been falling 

on hard times recently. It was bought by the Kake 

Tribal Association who are not managing it well. 

They will not accept fish from the local fishermen 

for some peculiar reason and are horribly in debt 

due to corruption. The residents of Pelican feel that 

they are being held to ransom and have no idea for 

just how long they will still have employment. All 

over town were signs saying “Pelican is not a piece 

of Kake”! Kake is a town on the north end of 

Kupreanoff Island, many miles away. Still, the folk 

were cheerful and friendly and the harbour master 

gave us a lovely welcome. The town is showing 

some signs of disrepair but the main and only 

street, which is a boardwalk along the rocky shore 

at the foot of a steep mountain, was as solid as a 

rock. The school was being renovated with a new 

wing being built. Pelican has city status and has a 

medical centre, a library, a community hall, a 

grocery store, a café and two bars. The winter 

population is about 200. 

Our next journey was a short hop back down 

Lisianski Inlet and around the north east corner to 

another {ittle boardwalk town called Elfin. 

Amazingly the weather cleared and we arrived in 

brilliant sunshine. Elfin is a miniature Pelican but 

more prosperous because of its proximity to 

Glacier Bay and the resulting tourist trade. It has a 

tiny inner harbour through a narrow channel 

blasted out of the rock and there we berthed at the 

public dock where there was plenty of space. The 

dock is free and we were the only cruising boat 

there with just a few local boats and some fishing 

boats for company. We were still being blessed 

with brilliant sunshine and a cloudless sky. We 

took the dinghy out through the pass and jigged for 

bottom fish. In half an hour we had caught dinner 

and returned to Jack to fillet and cook our catch 

with a glass of chilled white wine to help it down. 

Whilst in Pelican we had called the rangers at 

Bartlett Cove in Glacier Bay and booked a three 

day visit. It was quiet at this time of year as most 

cruisers had returned south already so we had no 

trouble getting a booking. 

We rose early, full of excitement and motored the 
22 miles to the ranger’s office in Bartlett Cove. 

Again, not a cloud in the sky. Quite unbelievable! 

We checked in, visited the local lodge for a hot 

shower then headed off to North Sandy Cove for 

the night. Glacier Bay is huge and our three days 

would only give us one day to visit the glaciers. 

The rest would be taken up with arriving, booking 

in, booking out and leaving in time to get to a safe 

anchorage for the night. We chose to head up the 

east arm as that was the only one we had detailed 

charts for, and it provided the shortest distance to 

a tide water Glacier. We were surprised at how 

little wildlife was visible. We could see humpback 

whales blowing in the distance but they feed along 

the shore and visiting boats are not allowed within 

a quarter of a mile of the shores except for the few 

anchorages. North Sandy Cove was stunning. It 

was a small channel between a couple of islands 

and the mainland. The mainland shore was a 

sheer slab of granite and sandstone in all colours 

of grey, red and gold. The setting sun lit the rock 

face into a myriad of glowing colours and turned 

the snow capped peaks rosy red. We had watched 
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a large grizzly digging for clams on the shore as 

we came into the anchorage and later spotted 

another back in the same spot. We took the dinghy 

and the camera and spent a happy half hour 

watching the grizzly and the sunset. The water was 

so calm the bear was reflected in the water in full 

detail. A great Kodak moment! 

6:30am and not a cloud in the sky. 7:00 we were 

underway heading for Riggs Glacier. The water 

was that milky, opalescent, turquoise from the melt 

water and the water temperature was a whole 6 

degrees centigrade. Brrrr. We motored through 

flocks of puffins and guillemots and clusters of 

icebergs glinting in the bright sunlight. 22 miles 

later we were at Riggs Glacier. Just 200 years ago, 

in 1794 Captain George Vancouver found the 

whole of Glacier Bay was full of ice, 4,000 feet 

thick. By 1879 the ice had retreated 48 miles up 

the bay. By 1916 the Grand Pacific Glacier had 

retreated 65 miles. In 1966, where we were 

stopped at Riggs Glacier was under hundreds of 

feet of ice. We carried on up to the Muir Glacier, 

motoring between walls of sheer rock with just a 

hint of lichen starting to appear. In 1976 this was 

still under ice. This is the fastest retreat of glaciers 

known to scientists. It was an awesome experience 

just to be there. The colours of the rock faces and 

the reflections in the milky water were stunning. 

The photographs we took do not do them justice. 

We wished we had the time to explore the other 

arm where the tidewater glaciers are still calving 

huge icebergs into the sea. Riggs Glacier was 

producing all the ice in this arm. Muir Glacier, 

though further north had retreated So far its 

conjunction with the sea was a murky brown river 

of meltwater. 

Our furthest point north so far was 59 degrees 05 

minutes. Time was against us as our permit only 

gave us one more day so we pushed on back to 

Bartlett Cove arriving in a brisk wind at dusk after a 

69 mile day. Another experience of a lifetime. 

Decision time, to head north or south. We delayed 

the decision in the morning by returning to the 

lodge for another hot shower, then moved to the 

fuel dock to top up. Sense prevailed. If we went 

north we would not get south again in the spring in 

time to prepare for the Pacific and our options 

would be limited. It would be a long, dark and cold 

winter in Kodiak and there was lots to explore 

around the Guif Islands, the San Juans and Puget 

Sound. We headed east for Hoonah on the north 

east coast of Chicagoff Island. This was our only 

bad experience of our whole time in Alaska. Alan 

called the harbour master and he was delightful on 

the radio, welcoming us in and saying that the 

whole transient dock was empty so tie up wherever 

we wanted. We duly did so. 

“Untie!” 

“| beg your pardon” 

“Untie, you can’t stop there!” 

“But...” 

“There’s no buts about it, untie” 

“O.K., but where would you like us to go please?” 

“Where | told you on the radio, right up next to that 

boat” 

We moved. He came and sat on the dock next to 

us. 

“I'll have to charge you $7:00 for the dinghy unless 

you deck it”. 

We looked at each other. The dock was completely 

empty. 

“It’s policy at all the docks. We all work together’. 

We hadn't been charged for the dinghy anywhere 

as long as we kept it out of the way where it wasn't 

taking up dock space. 

“What are the mooring fees for the yacht please?” 

“$10 a night’. 

“ft guess the policy is to stop..... 

“There’s no guessing about it. That's what we 

charge. I’ve been doing this job for 17 years. | 

know what I'm talking about’. 

“We'll go and anchor thank you”. 

We left. It was 6pm. The nearest anchorage was 

15 miles away. We put up some sail and used the _ 

15 knot evening breeze and the engine to 

motorsail to Couverden Bay at the south end of the 

Lynn Canal, arriving at dusk with just enough light 

left to pick our way in through the rocks and reefs. 

So much for the friendly town of Hoonah. The 

weather had reverted to grey and overcast, like 

Hoonah. Our anchorage was delightful though. 

The two nearby free docks were full of weekend 

motorboaters but they were far enough away not to 

bother us. The upside to the episode was that we 

now had a shorter run to Juneau next morning as 

with the weather deteriorating we didn't want a 

hard beat down Chatham Strait, opting instead for 

Stephens Passage and maybe another shot at 

Tracy Arm. 
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Left at 10am on a grey but quiet day for the motor 

to Auke Bay. Saw Brown Bear on the way and 

called them on the radio hoping to rendezvous to 

return their charts but they didn’t respond. Found a 

good berth on the public docks at Auke Bay and 

looked up Les and Kay on Kay C charters. They 

had had a good season and were just waiting for 

two more charters then were heading back south. 

We promised to look them up in Blaine just south 

of Vancouver if we didn't see them in Prince 

Rupert in early September. Les had us laughing 

when he described his never fail technique for 

catching halibut. He has never disappointed his 

charterers yet. He sprays the bait with WD40! 

Apparently all the long term fishermen do it. He 

was deadly serious! In return we described to him 

the Caribbean technique of a shot of alcohol in the 

gills to quieten down a large fish. He didn’t believe 

us but we convinced him to try it. He said next 

time he caught a halibut he would welcome it 

aboard with a small tot of rum. If nothing else it 

would impress his guests. He and Kay have been 

fishing these waters for 30 years, first as 

commercial fishermen and latterly with a small 

charter operation. He cautioned us about getting 

south sooner rather than later as he thought it was 

going to be an early fall, and a windy one. We now 

think he may be right! 

At 6:30 am on Wednesday 16” August we started 

the long journey back south. It wasn’t raining, but 

it wasn’t sunny either. We left early as there were 

strong winds forecast for the afternoon and we 

wanted to get to Taku Harbour before the head 

winds picked up. It was an uneventful run down, 

with just one large iceberg to break the monotony. 

We arrived at lunchtime and were the only boat in 

the bay with the free dock to ourselves. We took 

the opportunity to haul the dinghy out of the water 

and scrub off a season's worth of growth. It 

actually wasn't bad, mostly slime and a few 

barnacies. A few other boats arrived late in the 

afternoon and it blew quite hard. We were glad to 

be in harbour. It can get quite unpleasant in these 

passages when the wind gets up, especially when 

it opposes the tide. We left at 6am, another early 

start to avoid the afternoon head winds. It turned 

out to be a benign day, the sky gradually cleared, 

the sun came out and the mountain ranges down 

the east side of Stephens Passage were exposed 

in all their magnificent glory. We were again 

treated to a magical Alaskan day with hanging 

glaciers, icebergs, whales, sparkling water and not 

a breath of breeze. It was so gorgeous we debated 

heading into Tracy Arm again. The forecast was 

not good though with a storm brewing offshore and 

threatening gale force winds the next day. It all 

looked so benign it was a hard decision to have to 

take to carry on south. A stop in Tracy Arm would 

mean two days delay before getting to a safe 

anchorage. Two nights in an anchorage exposed 

to the south east with a south easterly gale in the 

offing and lots of icebergs around would have been 

foolhardy. We pushed on for Gambier Bay but the 

weather was so good we kept going for another 23 

miles to Read Island in Farragut Bay. Just north of 

Farragut Bay we suddenly saw a raft of bubbles on 

the water surface and next minute a whale 

surfaced right next to us, mouth first, mouth wide 

open! We knew what Jonah felt like. This whale 

could have swallowed us boat and all! Wow! The 

wildlife and the icebergs in this stretch of water 

going both north and south far exceeded anything 

we saw in Glacier Bay. 

It was a short run in good conditions to Petersburg, 

but there was a lot of ice about, more than we had 

ever seen before. We narrowly missed colliding 

with one growler, which wasn't visible until we were 

right next to it, and | mean right next to it, less than 

a foot away. Apparently some icebergs are 

weighed down with stones and debris which get 

dislodged as the ice melts, causing the berg to 

surface suddenly. We wonder if the turpulence of 

us passing so close caused some of the debris to 

drop and the berg to surface. It certainly wasn’t in 

view at all until at appeared beside us. Scary! We 

got into Petersburg early enough to get some 

chores out of the way that afternoon, such as 

refuelling and dealing with a huge pile of laundry. © 

It rained and rained and rained. For 48 hours the 

ocean fell out of the sky. | sewed and Alan caught 

up on some administration in between bailing out 

the dinghy at frequent intervals. Fishing boats 

came in with tales of 50 knots of wind in Frederick 

Sound. Was Les's prediction coming true? By 

August 23" the weather had eased and the tides 

come full circle so we could leave at 6am and take 

the last of the flood down Wrangell Narrows. We 

were both half asleep as we left the dock after 

several days of being lazy. Out of the narrows the 
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sun came out and we basked in glorious weather 

with a favourable current carrying us west along 

Summer Strait to Point Baker. Les had 

recommended this stop but we had no chart for the 

tiny harbour. We went in slowly but looking for 

rocks over the bow and tied up at the free dock 

right outside the Trading Post which is the last 

remaining floating Saloon in Alaska. 

The Trading Post is run by a couple called Herb 

and Judy. We immediately sampled the bar and 

the food with a late lunch of burgers, halibut sans 

chips for me and cheese and bacon burger with 

chips for Alan. Other than the dock there is 

nowhere to go ashore as it is all private. itis a 

small community which centres around Herb and 

Judy’s operation. Their immediate neighbours both 

work at the Trading Post and the only other 

employment in town is the Post Office, which is 

also afloat. Herb has provided power on the dock 

for a modest fee and installed a great laundry and 

shower complex. We stayed a couple of days while 

another weather front whistled through with 

torrential rain and strong winds. Spent some time 

in the bar chatting with Kelly who ran the bar and 

her husband Sam. Alan gave Sam a golf lesson on 

the dock. The target was to fly the golf ball across 

the harbour to the rocks on the other side, if very 

lucky scoring a heron (as opposed to an eagle). 

Alan didn't hit any balls as Sam had a limited 

supply and they were all one shot 

wonders....straight into the drink. Kelly gave us a 

huge lump of freshly frozen halibut which Sam had 

caught and a jar of home smoked salmon. We 

vowed to get some used golf balls when we could 

and post them to Sam. They are hard to come by 

in his neck of the woods and he uses a lot of them! 

After a couple of days a small weather window 

appeared so we made a run around the corner into 

El Capitan Passage which is the first part of the 

inside route down the west coast of Prince of 

Wales Island. This was the prettiest and most 

intricate passage we had attempted yet. The 

passage is entered through a channel about two 

boat widths wide and there in front of you is a sea 

of red and green markers as far as the eye can 

see. It looked Jike a slalom course interspersed 

with rocks, reefs and islets. We wound our way 

slowly through checking off the numbers on the 

chart as we went. Two stretches were dredged and 

we were glad not to meet any traffic coming the 

other way. Spotted a large black bear on the shore. 

Didn't see another boat of any sort on the move all 

that day and the next. We again used the good 

weather to continue a few extra miles and 

anchored at dusk in Sarkar Cove where according 

to the pilot book, “the holding was excellent in 

mud”. For the first time this season we couldn't get 

the anchor to hold on a rock bottom and had to 

haul up 45 metres of chain and start again. We 

ended up anchored precariously in soft silt at the 

river mouth and just hoped the weight of chain and 

a calm night would keep us in position. It was too 

dark to go anywhere else. 

We dined royally on huge chunks of halibut and a 

well chilled white wine. A peaceful night followed 

by a sensible start next day and two miles down 

the track we found another black bear. We edged 

close to the shore and watched him for a while 

then carried on for another few miles and there 

was another bear on the opposite shore. Three 

sightings in two days! We didn’t think we’d see any 

on these little islands. It rained and rained and Alan 

resorted to steering with a golf umbrella up in front 

of him to keep the worst of the wet from driving 

under the bimini. | sat in the hatchway and stitched 

and provided hot drinks. It was a dank day with the 

wind, what little there was of it, on the nose 

through every change of course. Very frustrating. 

Would we ever sail again?. We made it to Craig 

about 5pm. It was good to be in and in a secure 

berth. Another great big halibut dinner. What a 

noble fish! Dock bound for a day with WIND and 

RAIN. 

Hooray, a break in the weather. Off to the fuel dock 

to top up and away south. Managed to motorsail 

for a whole 40 minutes before the wind died. Hit a 

large log and may have damaged the propellor 

slightly. It now cavitates at certain revs but not 

seriously. We've been lucky up till now, or maybe 

just extra vigilant. We arrived at Tvalek Narrows to 

find a roaring spring tide against us complete with a 

whirlpools. We tried to break through but just 

frightened ourselves so turned back and anchored 

behind an island for a few hours till the tide turned. 

We watched a large fish packing boat coming 

through the other way and going sideways in the 

current. Pushed through eventually against the last 

of the opposing tide and had a lovely evening run 
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down to Sukkwan Cove just inside the entrance of 

South Passage which is the passage up to 

Hydaburg. 

A bright day, and a deck shower in warm sun 
before the breeze got up. A wreath floated in on 

the current and slowly circled out boat. It looked 

fresh. There must be a cemetary near the water 

somewhere nearby or maybe it was a tribute to an 

unfortunate fisherman. We pottered up South 

Passage with the tide then lost it at Cemetary 

Corner as we rounded the bend into Sukkwan 

Strait. The wreath must have floated off on the 

extra high tides. We didn’t stop at Hydaburg, which 

is one of the most isolated of the South East 

Alaska villages, but headed on south towards 

Cordova Bay. We wanted to take advantage of an 

improving weather window and perhaps get across 

Dixon Entrance in the next couple of days. The 

wind came up, 15 to 20 knots on the beam and we 

sailed for two and a half hours. What a wonderful 

feeling! 25 miles jater we anchored in Kassa Island 

Cove in Kassa Inlet. One more day and we would 

be at our jumping off point for the run back into 

Canadian waters. The-run down the west coast of 

Prince of Wales Island had taken us through some 

beautiful territory, but very isolated. Apart from two 

fishing boats we'd not seen another vessel on the 

move since Point Baker. We'd seen precious few 

signs of habitation except in Craig and Hydaburg. 

Another bright day. Our luck seemed to be holding 

out. We motored in flat calm conditions south 

through the Barrier Islands and around the south 

end of Prince of Wales Island to Nichols Bay which 

is the southernmost inlet on the island, just west of 

Cape Chacon. On the way in we were overtaken 

by a large motorboat. We didn't want to share his 

anchorage as large motorboats have noisy 

generators so we found a nook between two 

islands. The pilot book said “don’t anchor between 

the islands, the holding is poor and the bottom 

uneven. We anchored on a flat bottom in good 

holding. Well | guess the pilot book can't be right 

all of the time. Just for fun | tried fishing off the 

deck. Within minutes we had a rock cod and a 

greenling for dinner. 

We listened carefully to the forecast. It was an 80 

mile run across Dixon Entrance to Prince Rupert in 

Canada. There would be no shelter until within 15 

miles of our destination. The alternative was a 50 

mile run east to Dundas Island then a run south 

from there to Prince Rupert. The wind decided it for 

us. We left at dawn with full sail up, beam reaching 

into a 15 to 20 knot northeasterly. It would have 

been a hard beat to Dundas Island so we decided 

to go for it. It was a rollicking good sail. Jack just 

flew along. It reminded us of Caribbean sailing, 

boisterous and fast, 7 to 8 knots, teaping over the 

swells and seas. We'd forgotten how exhilarating it 

was. We lost the wind briefly part way across as 

we came out of the acceleration zone from 

Clarence Strait, then it picked up again as the 

outflow winds from Portland Inlet combined with 

the prevailing Northerly and we just romped along. 

The wind headed us as we entered Brown 

Passage and we motorsailed the last 15 miles into 

Venn Passge, past Metlakatla and into Prince 

Rupert Harbour. We logged 85 mites in 14 hours. 

Our boat still knows how to sail! Prince Rupert 

greeted us with a spectacular sunset, blood red but 

we were too busy docking to capture the moment. 

And there we sat for nine days as gale after gale 

blew through, on average one a day. 

We finally got away from Prince Rupert in between 

gales and made it to Captain's Cove in Petrel 

Channel at the north western end of Pitt Island. It 

was a drab trip down and it proceeded to rain and 

biow after we were anchored. It blew and rained all 

the next day and as we were on a lee shore we put 

out a second anchor, the first time we had done so 

for a very long time, and stayed put. We were botn 

a bit depressed and hoped this wouldn't be the 

pattern all the way back to Victoria. Getting antsy 

after an enforced lay day we up anchored ona 

wet, cold morning and crept gingerly out into the 

channel. The barometer was still low but the wind 

seemed to have eased so we made our way north 

again until we could pick up the forecast. Another © 

gale was on its way. We turned south and made 46 

miles down Petrel and Principe Channels to 

Monkton Inlet on the south west corner of Pitt 

Island. Progress south! Monkton was a delightful, 

completely landlocked little bay through a very tight 

rocky entrance. We were hidden away from the 

world, and next morning, socked in with fog. We'd 

just decided to stay put when the fog lifted a little 

so we hightailed it out round the south end of Pitt 

Island and down Campania Channel. The forecast 

gales held off but the barometer was falling again. 
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Was our whole trip back going to be one gale after 

another? Where was the hoped for Indian summer. 

To our surprise, once the fog cleared, we made it 

to Surf Inlet, which almosts bisects Princess Royal 

island, in lovely sunshine. Even Squally Channel 

didn't live up to its name! However, we wanted a 

safe haven for the next bout of bad weather, which 

the forecast told us was not far away. Near the 

end of Surf Inlet is Penn Harbour, another 

landlocked inlet. It is very remote and completely 

uninhabited. Surf Inlet gets its name from the surf 

that builds up in westerly winds and ebbing tides. It 

was fairly choppy and just breaking as we plugged 

up the inlet and we were very surprised to see an 

old grey wolf manfully swimming across in the 

choppy sea. When he saw us his bow wave 

increased substantially. We followed him at a 

distance to the shore where he had to swim quite a 

way along before finding a cleft in the rocks to 

climb out. He was not young, quite big with a very 

grizzled muzzle. 

We managed to anchor securely in Penn Harbour 

on our second attempt and there we were 

incarcerated for another day of gales and wind. It 

rained incessantly, so apart from the odd foray to 

bail the dinghy or empty buckets of water into the 

tank we were boat bound. Anxious to get south we 

left early in the morning and poked our nose out 

into Surf Inlet. It was blowing straight in but not too 

hard so off we went, motoring into a short choppy 

sea and one fog bank after another. Near the 

entrance the wind increased but we thought it 

might not be too bad in Laredo Channel as 

Aristazabal Island might give some shelter. We 

were out of range for weather forecasts and good 

shelter was 40 miles away. Shortly after we 

entered Laredo Channel we saw a small coaster 

coming the other way. Alan called him on the radio 

and he kindly listened to the forecast for us and 

relayed it. Our concern was crossing Laredo 

Sound, which was open to the Pacific swell and 

wind. Our advisor said it was blowing 25 knots 

when he crossed earlier, with a 7 foot swell. It 

didn’t sound too bad and the forecast didn’t 

indicate that it would get worse so we pushed on, 

all the while hoping that we would get a good 

sailing angle. As it happened, the wind died off the 

further we got into the channel so by the time we 

reached the Sound it was nearly flat calm and we 

had to start the engine yet again. We made our 

way into Myers Passage at the south end of 

Princess Royal Island and found a delightful 

anchorage in a bight right next to Myers Narrows. 

We anchored in pretty, peaceful surroundings, the 

only noise the chuckling of the water rushing 

through the narrows and the odd bird call. 

Our next planned stop was ten miles away in the 

First Nations village of Klemtu where we hoped to 

refuel. We did, but the fuel was given grudgingly by 

an attendant who hated sailboats because they 

took too long to take too little fuel. We apparently 

insulted him by filtering our fuel, something we 

always do. He decided arbitrarily to close for lunch 

SO we paid him for the little we had and left. As we 

motored away and looked back through the 

binoculars, the office was open again and he was 

sitting chatting to his mates. No point in staying 

where you are not welcome. As we left Kiemtu 

there was a sickening crunch under the boat, 

followed by another two and a black and slimy log 

surfaced behind the dinghy, bearing a nasty fresh 

scar from its encounter with our bottom! Another 

ten miles took us across Finlayson Channel, 

through Jackson Narrows and into Rescue Bay for 

the night. We were surprised at how very narrow 

and twisted Jackson Narrows was, even though we 

had studied it on the chart. Once we got to the 

narrow bit we had the tide under us and could not 
turn back. It was lucky there was nothing coming 

the other way as we were squirted out the other 

side. Jackson Passage was very pretty but the two 

good anchorages we had sussed out from the 

chart were filled with fish farms. It would have to be 

Rescue Bay after all. 

How nice to be in an anchorage early in the 

afternoon, and in sunshine for a change. We took | 

the dinghy ashore to empty the double skin.....all - 

that rain and we were once again towing a drogue. 

As we were pulling away from the beach a lone 

female wolf emerged from the undergrowth and 

sniffed around where we had been. She then 

settied down in the sun on a grassy headiand for a 

snooze. About an hour later we heard mournful 

howling followed by an answering cacophony of 

barking and howling. Alan joined in and the eerie 

noise increased in intensity, then five more wolves 

appeared further along the beach. The lone female 

trotted around the beach to join her pack and the 
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whole family set off around the shore. It was great 

viewing for about an hour. We thought the pack 

consisted of a dominant pair, two other females 

and two cubs. There was one other boat in the bay 

and on the few occasions we were in port with 

them after that, they introduced Alan to anyone 

and everyone as the man who talks to wolves! 

A little later we heard the unmistakable grow! of a 

dry exhaust revving and soon a small but very 

busy tug pulling a large barge on a short scope 

came into view around the corner. He couldn't 

surely be heading for the narrows. He revved his 

engine hard and disappeared in the direction of the 

narrows. Suddenly his engine stopped, then roared 

again, then stopped. “Oh no” we thought, “He’s 

gone aground”. We put the VHF on and switched it 

to Channel 16 but heard nothing. Silence for a 

while, then a motorboat appeared coming out of 

‘he narrows and heading across the mouth of our 

cove. Then the roar of the dry exhaust again as the 

tug got underway. We guess there had been a 

surprise meeting in the narrows and the motorboat 

won! 

Ve had a peaceful night and left at 0645am, once 

again on acold, grey and foggy morning and made 

suf way down Matheison Channel. As we drew 

cioser to the ocean the fog increased till we were 

picking our way along gingerly by radar with about 

3 feet of visibility. There was no wind and the sea 

was flat so we continued on through Perceval 

Narrows where the fog kindly cleared enough for 

us to cross to Reid Passage. It closed in again and 

we negotiated tiny Reid Passage, through the 

rocks by radar until we were in the clear again in 

ine Seaforth Channel. As we emerged a motor 

oat came in at about 8 knots and disappeared 

into the murk without slowing down and apparently 

on the wrong course. We put the radio on for a 

while in case there was a call for heip but heard 

nothing. Some people are born lucky. It was an 

uneventful run from there back to Shearwater. In 

contrast to our passage north, Shearwater was 

empty. The showers were stil! the most expensive 

on the coast, 2 dollars for 2 minutes! A quick lick 

and a promise always managed to absorb 4 

dollars. We used the laundry, cold water only, and 

the one remaining working dryer and sat out 

another bout of bad weather. 

Miracles do occur. The sun came out. We headed 

off through Lama Passage to Fitzhugh Sound 

where we looked for an anchorage for the night. 

Our first choice had very bad holding and we 

couldn’t get the anchor to bite. We were expecting 

strong northerlies so needed to be firmly attached 

to the bottom. We pushed on in the gathering dusk 

to the next anchorage. The pilot book said 5 to 6 

fathoms, mud bottom, good holding. We couldn't 

find less than 8 fathoms, rock bottom, poor holding 

and the wind blowing straight in. As it was dark we 

put out loads of chain and backed down for ages 

till it seemed to hold, then turned in. Through a gap 

in the rocks to the west the sun turned the sky 

scarlet as it sank below the horizon. The chain 

graunched over rock all night and in the morning 

we were somewhat closer to the shore than we 

had been the night before so we upped and left 

and had a lovely, brisk run with a 25knot outflow 

wind down Fitzhugh Sound. It was a superb sail 

surrounded by dancing whitecaps and as the day 

matured, the sun broke through and it almost 

became warm. We arrived in our favourite Fury 

Cove early afternoon, polished off a beer and a 

sandwich then headed for the white shel! beach 

armed with a book each. It was still blowing a bit 

and the wind was chill. We found a nook out of the 

wind, made a seat each amongst the logs and 

settled in for an afternoon basking in the sun and 

reading. Very pleasant it was too. When we 

emerged from our nook we found four motorboats 

had joined us in the cove. 

With the long spell of unsettled weather we had 

been experiencing, we decided not to head off 

down the west coast of Vancouver Island as 

originally planned. Instead we rounded Cape 

Caution on a clear day with little wind, no fog and a 

gentle Pacific swell, back into Miles Inlet, where to 

our surprise we were joined by a fishing boat. We ~ 

had been alone in so many anchorages it felt 

strange to have company two nights in a row. 

From Miles Inlet we motored in a flat calm to 

Sullivan Bay for a one night stop. Here we picked 

up some fuel, a few (very few) groceries, and had 

a shower each and just about had to mortgage our 

boat to pay the bill. It is a truly delightful spot, a 

floating village tucked in under the hillside in a 

sheltered cove but definitely only for the rich and 

famous. The fine weather seemed to have settled 

in for a spell now we had decided not to do the 
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west coast of Vancouver Island, so we slowed right 

down and vowed not to do more than 15 miles a 

day for a while. We were both very tired. 

After a 20 mile run next day we were in landlocked 

and beautiful Waddington Cove for the night, along 

with a tiny launch that came in after us. We only 

did five miles more than our target, not a bad start 

to slowing down. We did better on the run from 

Waddington to Lagoon Cove Marina, 18.6. This trip 

took us through Spring Passage and up Knight 

Inlet a short way past Village Island. We had read 

about this area in a delightful book called “Totem 

Poles and Tea” by Hughina Harold. She had spent 

several years in the mid 1930's living and working 

as a teacher and nurse in the smail Indian 

settlement of Mamalilaculla. Her home was a tiny 

leanto bedroom attached to a small floathouse in 

the bay. She shared the floathouse with two elderly 

missionaries. The winters must have been raw. 

She had no heating in her little room and it had 

three outside walls! Water had to be heated in a 

pail on the stove. It was a real shock for her at first 

having come straight from the big metropolis of 

Vancouver. 

Coming through Spring Passage with the sky clear 

and the water calm we could see in the distance 

“@ graceful curves of orca fins carving their 

{ atterns against the blue. We had seen very few 

orcas this summer, they were a rarity where we 

had been. These three were making their way 

towards the Ridge Islets. We followed them at a 

distance hoping for a good photo opportunity but 

they were not in a playful mood. We already had 

several photos of small fins in the distance. 

We had enjoyed the company of Bill and Jeannie 

and appreciated their well run marina at Lagoon 

Cove on our way north. AS we came south, _ 

Jeannie had already left for the season and Bill 

was just in the final throes of preparing the marina 

for the winter caretakers, whose float home was 

now moored where we had moored fast time. Bill 

and Jeannie had lost a generator to fire one 

summer night and had it not been for the visiting 

boaters manning a bucket brigade, could have lost 

the whole establishment. Fire is a constant fear of 

folk living in these remote spots. Bill was staying to 

install another generator in place of the temporary 

replacement from the summer and was then off to 

Hawaii for some sun and relaxation. Sounded like 

a very good idea. 

Well, we improved our average the following day 

with an 8.8 mile run through Chatham Channel to 

Burial Cove and a lazy afternoon in the sun. We 

spoilt it again the following day though with a 28 

mile run to Forward Harbour where the wind came 

up and put us on a lee shore with a nasty chop. 

We were left with a dilemma. There really isn’t a 

sheltered anchorage nearby for a southeasterly. 

We up anchored and shot through Whirlpool 

Rapids on the top of a spring tide, motoring into a 

25 knot head wind through whirlpools and counter 

currents. It was not nice as the rapids seemed to 

extend all the way down the Welibore Channel. We 

rounded the corner to head up Chancellor Channel 

and the wind rounded the corner too to stay smack 

bang on the nose. We pushed on as fast as we 

could to run Greene Point Rapids before the tide 

turned against us and the daylight ran out. We 

made it just after slack water, and after an 

impromptu 19 miles, found ourselves entering 

Shea! Bay. 

We had been really looking forward to revisiting 

Shcal Bay where we had enjoyed ourselves so 

much on the trip north. We hoped Mark and Paul 

ould still be there and envisaged sharing a bottle 

oi wine by the fire but as we rounded the point we 

caped in amazement. Where the lodge had been 

were was just a blackened chimney left standing. 

Talking to the neighbour in the morning Alan learnt 

‘hat the lodge had caught fire back in July and 

dQurnt out completely in 20 minutes. No-one was in 

at the time luckily so there were no casualties and 

= logging helicopter pilot had spotted the blaze and 

“shed straight over with a monsoon bucket. He 

vasn't able to save the lodge but did manage to 

douse the surrounding trees and avert further 

disaster. Mark was planning to rebuild in the 

spring. Meanwhile the only inhabitants were lots of 

“Bunny” offspring. Bunny had obviously been 

having a wild time since his owner left. We counted 

about a dozen rabbits of varying colours and 

designs, all of them looking as though there was 

domestic rabbit in their heritage. 

Our aim to keep the miles down had been spoilt 

with that unexpected 44 mile day. We spoilt it 

again the next day with a 34 mile run through Dent, 
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Gillard and Yaculta rapids and down Calm Channel 

to Gorge Harbour. As we didn’t want a repeat of 

our unpleasant transit of Whirlpool Rapids we 

checked the current tables carefully and arrived at 

Dent nearly an hour before the turn to wait for the 

right moment. We shared the waiting spot with a 

tug with two container barges and thought it 

prudent to allow him to go first. A motorised 

landing barge came storming up behind us at the 

last minute so we let him through. He was in much 

more of a hurry than we were. It became obvious 

what his mission was as he attached himself to the 

last of the tug’s barges and helped them through 

the rapids and on to the north of Jimmy Judd 

Island before turning back and with a cheery wave 

to us, disappearing back the way he had come. 

Right in the middie of Gillard Pass was a huge log 

boom with one tug pulling and one pushing. There 

looked to be room for us to pass alongside but we 

thought better of it in case the boom was swept 

sideways by a back eddy. The route around the 

other side of Jimmy Judd Island looked clear but 

we would have to hurry so as not to be cut off by 

the log boom as we approached Yaculta rapids. As 

we approached the island our nostrils were 

assailed by the by now unmistakable perfume of 

sealion breath. They really ought to clean their 

teeth more often. Sure enough as we rounded the 

island, there they were feasting on the stunned fish 

churned up by the rapids. 

The tide carried us down the windless Calm 

Channel, past the Rendezvous Islands, down Sutil 

Channel, through Uganda Pass and into Gorge 

Harbour, ail in a light but persistent drizzie. Alan at 

the helm resorted to the golf umbrella again. Here 

we stopped at Gorge Harbour Marina for three 

days. The marina was just as lovely as we 

remembered it. Well organised, clean, excellent 

laundry, well stocked store, delightful owners. 

Having been the first guests of the season in their 

restaurant we found that we could be the last 

guests of the season as well so enjoyed one posh 

meal there, and one fish and chip meal. The food 

on both occasions was excellent. We walked over 

to Whaletown Bay one day and north to Carrington 

Bay another day, our legs complaining bitterly at 

the unaccustomed exercise. 

Time to continue our potter south. We pottered for 

42.5 miles. What will it take to slow us down! There 

we were, surrounded by lovely anchorages, and 

we seem unable to stop. We shot past Desolation 

Sound vowing to go back early spring and 

continued on down the west coast of Texada to 

Scotty Bay on the north east corner of Lasqueti 

Island. En route we were joined by a troop of 

white-sided porpoises who really put on a show for 

us. For several miles they either swam in formation 

around our bow, occasionally rolling on their sides 

to watch us watching them from the foredeck. 

Then they would peel away and cross from side to 

side in front of us. Next they would stand off a bit 

and frolic, all leaping in formation, then throwing 

themselves out of the water and splashing back 

down, then the occasional back flip, then they were 

off again, tearing past us then forming up just 

under our bow. We were spellbound. It was the 

best display we had ever seen. The camera clicked 

frantically. | hope we captured more than just the 

splashes! 

Scotty Bay was small, charming and full of 

liveaboard boats. We eventually found a spot 

anchored outside the bay sheltered by a small 

sandbank from the northerly chop. It was a 

comfortable but noisy night with the anchor chain 

dragging on the gravel bottom. 

Well it was only a short run to Nanaimo the next 

day, 26.7 miles. it started with a leisurely motor 

through Bull Passage past Jedediah Island, then 

we rounded the southern tip of Lasqueti Island and 
picked up a good wind for crossing the Straits. We 

were just able to lay our course to pass northwest 

of the Ballenas Islands and thus avoid the torpedo 

testing range, which was, according to the radio, 

active that day. A fishing boat crossed our bow and 

proceeded on his course straight into the test area. 

immediately three patrol boats put up huge bow 

waves and hurtled towards him. They must have ~ 

spoken to him on the radio for he suddenly 

changed course and headed away off east. A 

torpedo, even without a warhead would have made 

short work of him. As we ran down the coast 

towards Nanaimo a four engined, turbo prop, 

coastguard plane flew sorties around us, enabling 

us to view him at close quarters from every 

available angle. We managed to hold the wind into 

Departure Bay and down the inner channel past all 

the marinas and only engaged the engine as we 
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rounded Newcastle Island to anchor in Mark Bay. 

It was the longest sail of the season! 

The weather was still lovely so we had a one day 

rest anchored in Mark Bay, with the lights of 

Nanaimo just across the water. We enjoyed a 

lovely walk around the island, visiting the old 

quarries where they used to cut sandstone 

millstones for the pulp mills, and great pillars of 

stone for the San Francisco Mint. The autumn 

colours were just coming out. Here we would stop 

for a few days rest, or so we thought. An unkind 

forecast saw us off early next day to catch the tide 

through Dodd narrows and 14 miles later we were 

in Montague Harbour attached to a buoy. We had 

at least honoured our pledge to do no more than 

15 miles a day for once. At last we could stop. We 

were only 15 miles from Port Sidney. Nearly home. 

It was hard to decide what to do. We wanted to 

stop but we wanted to carry on as well. We 

procrastinated for three days, lazing in the sun 

when it was warm enough, taking the odd stroll on 

the beach, reading a bit. Boats came and went 

over thanksgiving weekend. Our heater decided to 

Start playing up and became harder and harder to 

start. 

On Monday the weather broke and it rained. “I’m 

bored” | said at lunchtime, “Lets go”. We dropped 

the buoy and left. “Why are we leaving in the rain?” 

asked Alan. “Because if it wasn’t raining we'd stay” 

| replied. Work that one out. By 4 pm we were 

moored on Hurricane dock in Port Sidney Marina 

and there we still were a week later. It rained. It 

blew. Hurricane dock lived up to its name. In our 

hearts we weren’t ready to stop but where to go 

and what to do next......... that is the fun of 

cruising. What a majestic summer. 

Sally Smith 

Serious Insurance for the Serious Sailor - 

  

wo Breakage and permanent distortion of masts and 
spars and breakage of standing and running rigging 

are covered as insured risks in their own right. 

por” Flexible cruising areas to accommodate individual 

itineraries. . 

Mgr ~Friendly and knowledgeable staff who go out of their 
way to keep you on your way. ~ 

eer =—-24-hour emergency claims helpline to reassure you 

wherever you are, whatever the time. 

A quarter of all our new clients came to us because 

their friends have recommended Pantaenius to them. 

To discover why, relephone 

01752 22 36 56 

for a friendly discussion and quotation. 
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