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Cabins continued — Burnett Bay and Deserters

Over the next twenty years, people indeed foundused the Burnett Bay cabin, beginning with Feaitadr
folding kayak inventor Doug Simpson who arrivedréhi; one of his early boats in December of 1986uU®
and others that followed left their own notes m@Eock bag which eventually grew into a seriesiofebooks,
with dozens of entries each year. Along with kayskihere were notes from pilots who landed hetiexpand
even wheeled planes on the hard sand at low mdtuling RCMP’s and Coast Guard helicopter pilots).

Of the several hundred entries left during thatqeemot a single one criticized building the calmnthought
that it detracted from the wild beach setting. @tiite opposite. And its journals were a large phits appeal.
Here are a few excerpts from the journals:

It would be hard to imagine a more fitting completi® the incredible beach and forest surroundinghlut
the cabin builder has done it.

We had heard of the cabin from various friends tr@y all spoke fondly of the little cabin in theaals. | could
never figure out what would be so special but néwdw the secret too.

You, little cabin, are wonderful as always. Neveamge. Always be here, for the next time!

...I gave thanks for my life and the wild desolatid this beach. | also give thanks for this dealpin. After
rounding the Cape in big seas and dense fog, Iweagrelieved for its comforts and stayed for thnées.

| can’t tell you all how great it is to be able $tay in a place of such great community. | feey\ecky to be
here and share reading about all your experiences.

What a gift it's been, arriving here and having tjreat good fortune to spend a day in the compdsp onany
beautiful spirits. Its been a joy to read the woadishose who have come before and to do that rethis
sweet magical cabin, built and cared for by sudpiration. Thank you to all who help maintain theauty.

I've saved most of the journal entries for the diesPassage Traveler chapter, since these con&érn th
experiences. I'll put one here since it speaks slb far itself.

We twelve persons and two guides from diverseitmtatind backgrounds were graced by the majestguf
beach. We picnicked with white wine, crystal, salmelicacies, and chocolate chip treats before blumg
across this diary of more hearty and vigorous fofkisamefully we admit to dropping out of the skuyhirly
birds - yes, helijets. But your tales of primitpleasures and triumphs have made us to the manwanuan)
vow to return without man-made crutches to helgrasv fat as we infringe on nature’s creation. Tonogv we
kayak and perhaps begin a discipline which will&ae return powered by muscle, sinew, courage, and
pureness of mind. We salute you, our brothers &itdrs in flesh. Soon we will return brethren o gpirit.
Good luck, hardy folk. You are a minority, a fordtm few. 4 from Sacramento, 1 Bermuda (the writeN,Y .,
6 Vancouver

Expansion and Re-roofing

I’d built the cabin for myself and Linda as an asicaal visitor. But it really wasn’t suitable foogples, and
most that stayed slept in a tent and used the dabsitting, cooking, eating, drying clothes, etavet weather,
and storing gear on the top bunk (by far a betterfar it than sleeping).



In 1999, Ed and Dennis came with me to Burnett 8agxpand the cabin to
accommodate a double bunk. The concept was to &wd shed on the back
with a roof sloping down from the level of the uppenk, so that about 24
. inches could be added to the lower bunk width, laading the upper wall
~=== and bunk intact. Ed and Dennis learned about allual cabin-building

—  tasks — scouring the beach for dimension lumbetingucedar bolts, and
= splitting shakes. To accommodate our three teexpanded and leveled the
== beach-front tent area so that we had comfortaldenrfor three of them

& without need to use the beach.

—= Ripping out the lower back wall and framing the iidd was easy. For the
bunk extension, | found a huge slab of cedar orbdaeh nearby that had
been roughly flattened with a chain saw. It wasearly smooth enough for
the sleeping surface, so | spent a half day withhatghet and the spokeshave
~ taking down the high spots. We man-handled it pieze, and with a few
minor extensions from pieces of shakes, it fittedgctly.

= Covering it the addition with shakes didn’t go awsthly, since the log that
& we used for bolts was really too small for goodksisa It took a lot of




B While we were making shakes the clients from a kdgar group
S| camped at the far end of the beach came hiking dowee the
“hippie cabin” they’'d been told about. Most seenmtave some
appreciation of building with native beach matexi&bne pointed
at the shakes and asked how we made “those ftagghi

I'd noticed that the original roof was nearing t&l of its life.
Many of the shakes were thoroughly sufficed withsenand most
of the upper layers were spongey. So in 2002 rmetlalone to
replace it.

| went up in early June ready to stay for two weé&kse to a lot

STl bad weather and very difficult shake-making, itkdloe entire
38 period to do half of the roof — the western sideolvhiook the
e \orst beating.

| stayed inside the cabin during the entire penhing my gear
into the lower bunk extension (under the new sloed)rand
covering what was being replaced with tarps duraig or at
night.

12 """lr New west roof on Burnett bay. The shakes foundithesare

e U 'cIearIy inferior, and the skylight is regretableower left: auger
handle for countersinking nails in the new ridgepdlower right:
hauling the ridgepole and other lumber down thedbea

| also added a skylight, since I'd seen from thedtbeserters cabin
what a huge improvement overhead light made, eslbeai rainy

i winter weather. But it was probably a mistake, édydecause of
how I built it. | covered it with plastic sheetiagd tucked the
upper and side edges under the shakes and ldfivtiee edge
overlapping the shakes below (tacked down to thétm battens as
with the windows. This worked fine except that @wld be hard to
replace. Instead | should have built a box of disi@mlumber,

= sealed its edges with flashing, and then tackegblémgic to the
outsides of the box where it could be easily fikgdanyone with a
hatchet. | did make a cover for the skylight thatane could
remove and put back into place, since the plasbiglevnot survive
long left exposed. All of this was probably too muo expect from
the average visitor, and a leaking skylight wowddausly detract
from the cabin’s ambiance and life span. In sHostish | hadn't.

As | finished, | also learned from a kayak visiadnout leaving a
space between the shakes to flush debris, buateo |

In 2007 | came back again to finish re-roofing agplace the skylight. Ed Putnam helped me withathek,
which made an enormous difference. We found a xtetedar log for making shakes on the beachthear
cabin. After ripping off the east roof, we augmertiee rafters with new ones of 2 by 6 dimensionaiber and



added nailers make from Alaska yellow cedar (whwehfound in abundance on the beach this year). Wermp
new shakes, and having plenty to spare, addeddl#lyer in places as added protection againsisttzimage.
In There were enough shakes that we also covereg ofdhe inferior shakes | put on the west roof02 and
the shed roof in '99. | replaced the skylight (Wwhgomeone had covered with mylar, an improvemeet the
original visqueen) with Lexan polycarbonate, whigtough enough that it shouldn’t need to be cavéoe the
winter. Though smaller than the original skylighstill let in plenty of light. | brought in a nestove now
equipped for 3” pipe instead of the 4” used presip@and relocated the hole in the roof directlyrivso that it
no longer used the elbow at the side of the stblie.only problem was that we forgot about the stekien
adding the shake nailers so that the pipe had taugh closer to the wall than we would have likeat, |
insulated everything with aluminum flashing so pkat will be alright if a small fire is kept.

I made a large quantity of extra shakes and stibrexd against the east wall for use in case or sttamage or
leaks.




Sawing out and splitting shakes on the beach. Thank
to Ed and Sue Putnam for these photos.

Deserters Cabin

In 1986 | realized | would never get to Burnett Bayhe late fall to early spring seasons, the best to have
a cabin refuge. In spite of the example set byHerataft's Doug Simpson, the distance from Portilavas
too far, the daylight too short and the weathet jos volatile. | needed something closer.



I'd also come to a new perspective about wherensadhiould be, or not be. | could see that the coast
changing fast, and that its wildness was beingmished by increasing use, primarily by kayakerst No
everyone liked cabins, | knew.

Consequently, | would not put another one in agthat was in any way attractive for camping omeve
landing. Instead | would find a place that seemmeplassible to camp at, and conceal the cabin tesxttent of
leaving no trace of any habitability. The primamypiact of cabins is a perceptual one — if peopla’tiichow it
was there, it could not diminish their sense ofiméss.

| needed a place that was within one winter dagigdbe from Port Hardy — no more than ten miles.t Téchme
to examine the Deserters Group, halfway across @QGéarlotte Strait. There was one place | had laséore
that had a gravel beach in a cove separated froout@n boulder beach by impenetrably thick salakhr The
outer beach, usually swept by waves from the cHamalld not be attractive for landing kayaks. tfduld use
the inner beach, build a hidden trail across tootlter one, find a spot there, and find the mdseada either
beach, it would work.

It did work. | went out in November and squeezedwopdstove tent on to the upper edge of the inrerej
beach, which only worked because there were nagpides then. | spent two days cutting a traibasr
through the six-foot high salal and clearing a riemt site just in from the boulder beach. The magit my
tent would have been swamped by the increasing.t{d&e next year | found signs of a kayaker cataejgbere
which appeared to have been driven out by the tiigh unaware that a comfortable cabin and teatveére
less than 100 meters away.)

| left the salal at the trail’s entrance in plaaed wired it back so that | could go through. Whdeparted and
removed the wire, the entrance snapped closedaAlgter | stopped at the gravel beach with sevdaealds
and challenged them to find the cabin. They lodkad for about ten minutes before spotting the, toaily
because they knew there was one.

After moving camp to the new tent site, | picked tfabin site. It was perfect — located in a stdrshwll trees
and with a thick screen of small spruce and sal&@ening it from the boulder beach, which contaiakthe
building materials that I'd need. | only neededdmove one small tree and some salal to make pténgom
for the cabin. Later | cut some “viewing ports”thre outer screen so that | could see out to theraiawhere
ships and log barges passed a mile away. Evernthete, the cabin was invisible from twenty feet awa the
beach.

‘.{:; 7 . " | The front boulder

NG

beach at the
Deserters cabin.
From a photo taken
by Audrey
Sutherland.




& Deserters Cabin, showing the good effect of thetlaoof on
B interior light. Water catchment on rear roof at bmn

¥ ™ This cabin was my smallest yet — only seven by séeet,
"* because | knew I'd be the onIy user. Largely duthdnnfluence

.‘-. Burnett Bay. The walls were only four feet higmca they neede
_ no windows because of the roof. | finished it isde¢han two
. 2 lweeks in spite of almost constant rain every day/adaylight

_.# beginning at eight and ending at four. So | hadyief time to
= enjoy it in the first season. It had the same Zhiwide bunk,
surfaced with halfach thick shakes, and a small table with see
at the bunk The stove was set in a bed of rocdm the beach,

% " The result was perfect. Water was something obalpm, since

" there was no reliable source in the island grogepended on my
catchment system off the roof, which drained infound five
gallon bucket.

Getting to the Deserters in late October or Novenwas always uncertain. Before leaving Seatttetry to
figure out the forecast two days in advance tomafilor the full day of travel to get to north Vana@u Island.
Arriving too late to go anywhere, I'd camp at origle private campgrounds around Port Hardy.

Once | stayed, during pouring rain, in my woodstterg at a campground on the road to Coal Harddaok a
shower in the campground’s restroom and headedstne road to the nearby restaurant for dinneancbut
wearing clothes suited only for camping. The restauwas called “Snuggles”, and this was Saturdglgtnin
the dead of winter, the more affluent of Port Halnghg a baby sitter, put on their best, and splurgeinner
out at Snuggles.

Against their better judgement about my appearabieaggles admitted me. A fire burned in the heatlal,
about a dozen well-dressed couples dined by caghiieThey were entertained by a pianist attiretuixedo
with tails. Accompanying him was a singer, simyaattired but with the addition of top hat and cae dined
to Broadway show tunes, delighting the couples)eviurked inconspicuously in my corner. The dinnas
excellent and not too expensive, and | went bahuiyh the rain in a daze to start a fire in my stove.



By contrast — the next night. But first: gettingtl. The forecast
calls for a gale late in the evening but light variefore it. |
struck the tent at dawn, threw it all in the cand @rove out to
Bear Cove, where | loaded the boat at the launatangp, took
the car over to the ferry parking lot, and ran blaefore the tide
took my boat. Finally | was on the water by nind aat of Hardy
Bay by ten. A little southerly wind sprang up cliogsGoletas
Channel, and it got rougher and colder across Go@lannel to
the Deserters, the most exposed and lonely p#neatrossings. |
landed at my beach about one pm, and had everytiaigd into
the cabin and the kayak stowed in the brush betiCet a little
firewood and went down to the low tide level on bHoailder
beach to get some mussels.

Now the wind had risen. The full gale was in thekgoand rain blew by in sheets. In the last oftthiéght |
regained the shelter of my little grove of treehjlerithe wind roared overhead deflected by the hogiks to
the south. | lit the woodstove and a candle, aedsed the mussels. | ate them while lying on mydaad
gravel floor in warmth of the fire, listening toethain on the roof, and watching the branchesetthall trees
tossed by the wind overhead. This made all the wamithwhile.

Over the next three years | added a front porch wishelter wall as a place to store and cut fioelvaut of the
weather. | also cut a trail up and over the rocid @own the little peninsula to the south, wheerehwere
open rocks and heather where | could look all thg down the straits to the Broughten Group. Thié tra
climbed through the brush just above the inner lhdat hidden so that no one would guess it wagther

| didn’t get there again until 1999, stopping widBnnis and Ed on the way to Burnett Bay. The areara my
little cabin was completely changed — all of thadir screen in front and the trees overhead wek dée

cabin was now completely exposed in a wastelarmain. What had happened? | couldn’t imagine how my
activity there might have killed all the vegetation

Some time later | figured it out — it had been gpthwith defoliant, probably from the air. The gabould
certainly be seen from above, but | didn’t think@me would care. Apparently someone did, and tlzat the
end of it.

So that ends my career as a cabin-builder, but magbas a maintainer. Re-reading the Burnett Basnpls
encourages me to do all | can to keep that cabuicgable as long as | can, or until the authagitecide to
remove it. Keeping it in good shape and preseraimg) advertising its extraordinary journals seefddats best
defense against that happening. If you go theesagal help with both of these as much as you can.



