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West Chichagof Island, 1973

This was the year of my introduction to sea kaygkiWith absolutely no experience, | started ouhwiie most
dangerous and remote voyage of all, ill-equipped,with essentially no skills on the ocean. | and m
companions were very lucky. When | match my fragraft and rudimentary skills to conditions | would
encounter in later years, | know that | would navé survived them then, and would not be writing thday.
As a Forest Resources graduate student at the tdityvef Washington, | had a research assistanistipe US
Forest Service Experiment Station just off camRa and Dave were grad students working with me.

Me, modeling contemporary kayak fashion somewhere off West Chichagof Island

The previous year, | had seen an advertisemenatiohal Geographic for

Folbot folding kayaks. | thought it would be nicehtave a boat that | could keep
in a closet that use to paddle around lakes, sddred a 17-foot double. The
idea of taking it out on saltwater hadn't reallycoored to me. | wasn’t
particularly attracted by the San Juan Islandsclwkeemed suited only for
yachts.

In the early spring Ron bought a slightly used Klepdouble, and we began to talk about where whl aguuin
our boats. At the time, there were two plannermfifilongass National Forest in Southeast Alaska wgrkiith
us. The Alaskans suggested paddling north fromaSdkWVest Chichagof Island and on to Pelican, whare
could catch a float plane back to Juneau.We foontesmaps and photos, they described what we’casee,
we were thoroughly hooked. Dave and | would usebost, and Dave enlisted another grad student, Make,
Ron’s partner in the Klepper.

All we had to do was book an Alaska Airline fligiot Sitka and paddle away, assuming we had a mowitrth
of food and supplies with us too. We were backpes;lso we had all the camping equipment already, an
knew how to make up and pack dried meals. We diyefssembled the materials, packed into ziploaisba
and garbage bags inside nylon stuff sacks. We kiahing about dry bags.
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I didn’t know any other sea kayakers, and actuadlyumed that there weren’t any. | was wrong athaut—
there was a small core that had been paddlingrigldnd fiberglass kayaks made by their club ardhed
Pacific Northwest for years. In fact, one of themswny FORTRAN teacher at the UW, Tom Steinburnwait
didn’t make that connection until about five yekater. So, we were on our own to figure out whatweild
need.

The Folbot needed some attention to make a sea-gaaft out of something designed for Florida gnds.
First, the seam that joined the hull to the deakédsl, which was not satisfactory since it was led¢atbout two
inches above the waterline when loaded to capdatyct-taped the whole length on the outside, lanodight
along plenty to spare.

The Folbot, me in the back and
Davein front wearing his plastic
poncho.

It had no rudder, though it did
have pintels for one. It needed
one badly, especially in any
wind. | made it out of
fiberglassed %:-inch plywood,
added a plywood set of foot-
pedals, and connected it up with
nylon cord.

The rudder was as large and heavy as a barn daat,dteered the boat very well in all conditioliertainly
created drag, but as it turned out the Folbot watef than the Klepper with its metal rudder, ®ektent that
Ron complained about letting him get ahead sometimeliscover things first.



The large single cockpit surrounding both seatsrtaspraycover. |
made one out of nylon pack cloth and secured itraddhe wooden
coaming with boat-cover snaps. For openings | naasleort tunnel
that could be cinched up with a drawstring. Foiezaentry, | added
a zipper that extended forward to about knee Iéw@inake it more
waterproof | added two overlapping flaps that sedwith Velcro.
The last item was curved plastic tubing sewn ihtodover near my
lap to raise it up and prevent a big puddle fronmiiog there. Since
the zippered opening intersected this, | had tawsepieces that

® met when the zipper was closed. This arrangemeunalcworked
quite well. Serious deck-washing would over-taout we did take
and shed splashed waves frequently with only mireks.

For our paddling attire, we used our hiking clotree®l since
copious rain was to be expected, | brought a rubbefoul weather
jacket abominably stiff for paddling. Dave broughtvater-repellant
rain coat which soon gave up that quality, andidembst of his
paddling in a plastic poncho. For personal floatative had boat
cushions to sit on, and to be extra safe, | haahae life jacket too
long and rigid to fit over my spray skirt (so itcht fit down into it,
at the expense of watertightness). Dave had afastdoned horse-
collar life ring.

For footgear, we got rubber and leather “shoe-pgadle were going to have to wade a lot on all softeasty
bottoms, since we needed to protect our fabricdvain contact with the shore. These boots werenpetof
for wading up to about ankle-level. We had to stendater deeper than that while loading our boats, so
they leaked, and my feet were almost always dampsé&me reason, | didn’t discover rubber knee-baots
several years later.

We’'d been warned that the open Pacific, which wide to traverse for distances, would be rough.tWha
would we do if we capsized? To prepare, we weldattle’s Green Lake in early July. My Folbot had
football-size flotation bags that inserted intoleaad, and the Klepper had air sponsons alongsdehwhich
also tensioned the hull. Armed with plastic bailoyps and sponges and otherwise empty boats, wedon
bathing suits and tipped over into the warm wakte filled boats floated within an inch of theirda cockpits.
We floundered around trying to assist eachotheysirempty our own. When we reached in to bad, th
coaming dipped under water and even more camefiar An hour of fruitless effort, we had to con@utiat
we had simply better not tip over up there.

Arriving in Sitka on June 6, we went to stay witotVISTA lawyers that Dave knew. Working for this
domestic version of the Peace Corps was abouteatike as a steady diet of pro-bono work, but toigple
graciously welcomed us into their little house gaste us their living room floor for our sleepinggsand
massive pile of gear. In the morning they wenttofivork, and we set off to file our float plan witle Coast
Guard.

We marched across the bridge to Japonski Isladdran the Coast Guard station. In their boat basis an
officer presiding at a podium. He eyed us warilyapproaching trouble and put up his stiffest offis front in
defense. We explained that we wanted to let theowkne were paddling from Sitka to Pelican via West
Chichagof. His look became even stonier. “Sir, lidonot recommend it.” Nonetheless, we were natredl,



and wanted to file a float plan. Grudgingly, hectoff a half an envelope and handed us a dull pedbar
completed plan went back on to the podium somewlage as we walked back over the bridge to town, we
agreed that should we fail to turn up again, thkaSCoast Guard would assuredly never have heaud nbr
our float plan.

Talking to people in Sitka, the brown bear we waree to encounter always came up. Most insistetageto
carry guns, and big ones. Others, including thall&gerra Club elder, Jack Calvin, thought thatpcang good
“bear etiquette” was even better. Avoid dense bmisére a surprise confrontation might occur, alwagar a
bell to announce yourself, and hang your food aft@y camp. Lacking both budget and expertise f@afims,
we went to a fisheries supply store and boughietrdlells. These little bells, designed for sheepaats
perhaps, are used by commercial salmon trolleasetd them that a fish is on the line. Worn aroond necks,
we tinkled as we walked. “I feel like a cow,” sddve.

Dave kept a journal on this trip, which was a bédphto me in recollecting details, and inspiredtm&eep my
own on later trips. Dave had plenty of time to wiiit it in camp — he brought just one thin papeklihat he re-
read four times while waiting for one of us to §iniours. It was a long wait for mine, since | thirlad
something thick like “Lord of the Rings”.

After picking up a few last items, we all felt rgatth go by early afternoon. After putting togetloerr boats in
the front yard, we made numerous trips lugging geaeral blocks to a crumbling war-time amphibizampp.
The tide was coming in, so we stacked our gear ldtieahump on the lower part of the ramp andtketboats
nearby.

Our boats now seemed tiny and our gear pile montahéVe set to work to find just the right place f
everything. Alarmingly soon the tide was under boats and lapping at our hardly-diminished pilerfically
we stuffed where we could and stacked what we cdudsh the deck. As the water crept up and intolmots,
we put it all in somehow, leaving small cavities éairselves. At last, | climbed in to the rear qutkand
discovered that it was too tight to wedge my blitthee way down on to my cushion, but it would hawedo.
Thus suspended, | departed Sitka.

It was 2 pm, and it started to rain just as we(leftals told us that it always rains at 2 o’cloelSitka). It
started light, and got heavier during the next foours. But the winds stayed calm, and we followedroad
north out of town to the Alaska Ferry terminal, \ndhall man-made features ashore ceased. Thenaugththe
Siginaka Islands, and into narrow Olga Strait, anfegw hundred yards wide. By six o’clock we haseared
ten miles, and were soaked, cold, tired, and réadgamp.

The woods above the rocky beach were lovely — deegs amongst dripping sitka spruce. We built aibégto
warm up and dry out, then set to work on our tefissl pounded the stakes, | noticed that | wasiptpone of

them in a large bare spot the size of a dinneephand | discerned a pattern of similar ones a#teng in both

directions along the shore. We were camping orowibibear trail. Creatures of habit, they prefestep in the
same ancestral footprints. We held a conferencke Mias alarmed, but the rest of us were too tinetiveet to

move. So we rang our bells, talked loudly, and llomé smoke would advertise our presence from Afiad, |

moved my tent stake.

During the long evening until the light faded afédeven, we watched a procession of fishing bdags, and
barges, and sea planes traversing the strait. $dekapt an eye out for approaching ursine trabigaring the
brief hours of darkness, | spent more time listgriiran sleeping. | reflected that, only ten milasaf Sitka,
we were not off to a good start. We would havedortore observant in locating our camps to avoidnitzh
of these formidable, territorial bears. We werenésy, but fast enough?



The morning was clear and bright, and we were tstaedably anxious to be on our way early. We vabie
to do a more leisurely job of loading our boats titnhe, and discovered that - as every expeditanksyaker
does - things mysteriously fit much better after tinst day. At least | could nestle down to mytsaeshion.

We discovered that Olga and the next strait, Ne&&e currents that ebb and flood in opposite doast We
had to fight the ebb current for the remainder lifaDbut then caught a nice ride out of Neva St(héter, |
learned to time this passage, riding into Olgahenflood current, waiting at their confluence foe tebb, and
then riding it out in Neva).

The sun continued to shine and a little breeze lalesur backs, making up for everything the dayteefl
opened the zipper on my sprayskirt to let the samwmy legs. A seiner passed us going the same@uay.
laden Folbot floated like a submarine, and it didake much for the seiner’s wake to spill righeothe
coaming and into my lap. It was not enough to swas)ut it left me with a lot of sponging and vergt
pants. Lesson two learned.

That night we made it to a cove in Salisbury Sodrids is the junction between Baranof and Chichagof
Islands, and most of the traffic to and from Sitkians east into Peril Straits. From here we woddbing west
into the open Pacific and around the exposed KlegunBula.

We found a pleasant campsite, with no bear sigresaldb discovered that the fiddleheads of the leaaéty
of bracken ferns were just at the right stage &ting, raw or steamed. We had these nightly fomese few
weeks until they became too bitter with maturitggkes soared overhead, seals peeked at us inhe co
porposes rolled by beyond, mink scoured the rodaches, and no bear appeared. The delight of élce plas
marred by the huge quantities of plastic and netaldetritus we found on the beach, thrown overbram
vessels both foreign and domestic. We noticedatyavhere we went.

Our third morning was back to the original patterdriving rain. By late morning we decided thessseemed
calm, so we headed out. But as we went west i@tien ocean the swells became quite large. A reste
wind made for slow going. The swells were big erotigt | took a Dramamine, for the last time in lifsy.
The rest of the passage occurred in a drowsy foghnuorse than sea sickness. Perhaps it cured the of
latter; | never felt sea sick again, regardlesthefswells.

We came around a point and into the last refuge,Arechorage, before the exposed Khaz PeninsulafAis
were wet, cold, and sore. The tension of paddlmghat powerful and uncaring ocean had worn hardlloof
us. But the campsite was fair and bear-free. Bytithe we got our camp set up | was feeling fairtymal
again and went into the woods to collect fiddletseddhey were plentiful and | concentrated on fgliam bag in
addition to snacking.

Then | had the sense of being watched. In alartaniogd all around, but saw nothing. Gradually frezd
down and realized that an internal alarm had begmg, warning me that | had let my guard downré-Hee
took the role of prey — ever aware of our surrongdiand expecting danger. It was an attitude tllattdeave
me as long as we stayed on Chichagof, and thatklgueassumed whenever returning to kayaking in
Southeast Alaska.

Just before dinner time a troller came into ourectivanchor for the night. Ron and | paddled outytdo buy a
fish. Instead, they gave us three red snapperwantiade a very fine dinner.



The Potato Patch

The morning of rounding the ten-mile-long Khaz
Peninsula was perfect — cloudless, windless, doda
| swell. We went about a mile off shore where thessea
were calmest. We rolled up and down over the glassy
swells, and rafted up together for a late mornimack.
= A gentle breeze from behind pushed us along. At
about the half way mark we came to the “Potato
Patch”. We landed on a perfect white beach (like
| Greece, Dave said), with no surf. Behind were low
~ sand dunes strewn with mossy old logs and wild

| strawberries. We’d been told that this was wheee th
Tlingits had grown some tuberous root crop.

We lazed in the sun, explored, and photographisgthce. But the need to finish the peninsula itk gift of
weather was too strong to stay. Several hours feeaounded the north tip into a group of islantfe. found
an easy landing on the lee side of one of thenmkedbhcross to the ocean side, and found perfeqh aatnees
overlooking the Pacific. Best of all, the islandsas small that a resident brown bear was unlikehg sunset
was stunning pinks and oranges, finally settingbatut 11:30. We found we were falling into a pattefr
staying awake as long as the light held, but thénang we continued reading and talking by the disehe light
faded until Mike observed that it was getting btegtagain on the eastern horizon while you colilbsste the
glow to the west! Went to bed about 2. It was aqpatthat stayed with us — rarely to bed beforenigick, and
sometimes sleeping in until noon if we weren’'t gpanywhere.

The fine weather continued another day, so we ojpteelst. Ron and | decided on a day trip south 8locum
Arm behind the peninsula to look at some majorastrestuaries there. We paddled into one of thes¢eifell
Cove, winding up a shallowing stream surroundedvigle grassy flats. A half mile up stream we saw bears
apparently eating vegetation.

For a better look, we got out and stood up in weteur ankles. To the side, a bear came out obtheh about
a hundred feet away and stood looking at us. TWwarenothing to do — where could we go? There wasater
deeper than a foot anywhere near. So we stoodrfrezating to see what he would do. With exaggeratze,
he turned and marched back toward the brush, |lda eetreating from a confrontation. Apparentlyenthe
thought he was out of sight, he broke into a slopeland disappeared. Ron and | headed for deep. wate

The following day we headed into one of the fjondgh the plan to portage across to Sisters Lakelch
lagoon where we would find the abandoned powerhtrose the Chichagof gold mine. The mine itself was
located several miles north by the lagoon’s outlet.



By examining our maps closely, we found

the spot where we had been told there was an
old portage route across to the lake. There
was no sign of it, and after a difficult

scramble through brush and fallen trees, we
found the lake. We spent an hour clearing a
rough path across, and then another before
we had our boats reloaded on Sisters Lake

‘.
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The old powerhouse was located on a large stream on
the east end of the lake. Across the stream wabia.c

It was occupied by two prospectors — Floyd, a
geologist about thirty, and his assistant, Russ,qut

. of Sitka high school.

West Chichagof, like other areas of southeasteasi being studied for Wilderness designation, svawling
with contract prospectors, busily seeking to naivd claims for various mining companies before ¢h@®as
were “locked up”, a litany of complaint we woulddneagain and again. In fact, during our shoppin§itka,
there was a petition on one store counter advag#tiat Alaska succeed from the Union, primarilydese of
such Federal restriction. It had lots of signatures

Both Floyd and Russ were friendly, and invitedaseét up our tents next to the cabin. Russ wad&oihg
carrying a large-caliber rifle, and told us he’dtjghase off a bear coming down the stream by siwpoear it.
So we had some incentive to set up camp undemtiealla of Russ’s rifle.

| walked up to the old powerhouse. A huge pipe cdowen from a lake up the mountainside. The turbares
generators were gone, but there were lots of laity dind throw-switches, and power lines led oftmtoward
the mine. Mike got out his fishing gear and immeégliacaught a bunch of Dolly Varden trout in theeam.
We had that for dinner and a dried cheese cakdantessert.

“Fire!” yelled Russ from the cabin. We could searikes shooting to the ceiling. He had lit off tH@éaleman
gasoline stove, unaware that a pool of it had léaké of the burners. Without hesitation, Floydkeid it up,
carried it out the front door, and threw it out@ttie gravel stream bed. The cabin was saved,eopéaid the
price for it with second and third degree burndi@nhands. They had few first aid supplies, so Dawt® had
some EMT training, cleaned and dressed them frankiband gave him a painkiller. It was a shortater
remedy, and he would need medical attention sobey iad no radio, but fortunately they were to ickex
up by a plane in two days.



We spent the morning at the powerhouse. Floyd'sllveas in bad shape, and Dave and Mike went withihi
their outboard skiff looking for a cabin with a radwithout success. Late in the day we decidetidve to
Chichagof mine. The tide was ebbing so we should & good ride out. Floyd and Russ would comentd @is
there in their outboard skiff if they needed help.

We left about 6 and arrived about 10. The tide flwarked well, with a fast but easy sluice throughesal
narrows. As the evening progressed, we saw eigrtspsome as close as a hundred feet away. Ortensigh
unusual — a sow with three new Beagle-size cubsstiimg and tumbling while the mother foraged, all
oblivious to us drifting past.

At last we came out into Klag Bay and saw Chichaguad. It was really a ghost town. Several hundred
people had lived and worked here from the early0$9Mtil the mine was closed during World War Il
(apparently gold was not a national priority). Tderas a hospital, store, and a club house. Aeyslay, its
shafts, tunnels, and stamp mills produced a sigaiie brick every two weeks. Now most of the builgBrwere
either burned, or in a serious state of decay.

One, the administration building, was still serabke. Built on pilings over the tide flats, it waswo-story
structure with a kitchen, bathroom, oil-barrel watdve, and a good roof. In late-evening drizzle gratefully
moved in.

Exploring outside, none of us were comfortable KiAd of hellish place”, Dave wrote, “old buildingsostly
fallen down, rotting in the super moist climategdadl overgrown with the brush. It gives me theeprg” We
had the sense that we might come around a corddbeface to face with a bear. Abundant scat affariat.

| did have to do one thing out there before damkwster came out of the taps. But | could see ekiyidastic
hose running out of the building and up the hilhdging my bell, | followed it up and found its ehdd been
dislodged from a small pool in a stream. | weightadhderwater with some rocks, and we had runmwatgr.
This was the first of several such impromptu waietems along the coast over the years that | ®ceak

There was an oil-burning range in the kitchen.Wégee able to light it, but its best was a feebldoyeflame.
So we did the best we could cooking on the cureedf the oil drum stove. | took a sponge bath,|aiar
Dave and Mike discovered that the range had a Vvisgt&ter connected to it, and they were able totiegbie
showers. It was the height of luxury.

The morning dawned with wind and rain. We werening anywhere today. So we read, stoked the stna,
explored the building. Upstairs | found chits feckange at the company store, and all sorts oiceldedgers.
| later learned that the gold bricks had been kigphhere too. One of them was stolen by two maséiebars.

At mid-morning, Floyd and Russ arrived. His handwauch worse, and he had to find help. Dave anaMik
agreed to go with them to try to find someone wittadio, and they headed out into the rain and imi$te
skiff. Dave described what happened:

We went all the way to north of Goulding Harbor dadnd or saw no one. Floyd seemed to acceptFis:
layers of clothing soaked through. Headed backgmtdiost once in the wrong bay, spotted one plamed
across our bow, but didn't see my flare. | wasiggtteally depressed when a plane appeared, floleingo
the east of us heading north. We swung in a cactel lit a flare. Best sight of the trip was watachhim circle
and suddenly bank sharply and approach for a lgndiook Floyd and Russ straight to the hospit&8itka,
and also took our map. So another problem exis®y»do Mike and | find our way back to Chichago8ns
two more bears and whales. Never shivered so muuotyilife as we ducked in and out of every coveiong
for Elbow Passage. Took us a while, but we fintdlynd it and spotted the town. Went to a warm dinel
sleeping bag with hot tea.



While they were gone, something else happened.oksaRd | lounged by the stove, the door burst opén.
expected a bear, but it was something else. Songekhige, soaking wet in mechanics overalls, a égarck,
and a huge 44 magnum pistol strapped around tret.\i#e was yet another prospector, who had cometbge
mountain from Kimsham Cove. Expecting to have tlaegto himself, he was equally surprised to sean
not pleased. This wild-eyed man stayed less thamate, said he’d head toward another place dowrb#ach,
and warned us that a sow and cubs were nosing @iuthe other end of “town”. He departed.

In the morning the weather reversed itself yeiragaunny and glassy seas. We beached Floyd&fekifiim
or his company to retrieve, and went west out @igkBay and into the Myriad Islands, a small laltyrin
fronting the open Pacific. We were all glad to lo¢ af the backwaters, and the morbidity of ChicHago
particular, and back in the freshness of the opastc We found another perfect Pacific-fringe idlarhere we
could land on the back side and walk across tovgsde in heather overlooking the rocky outer coaat to
the north we could see the high peaks of the Faittveg Range west of Glacier Bay, and even thegjiaci
coming down to the sea.

About a mile due west were two islets called thaté/8isters, pigmented by bird droppings since & major
nesting site. It is also a rookery for a large oglof sea lions. Their barking, growling, arguisgme and went
on the wind, night or day.

A troller approached the White Sisters, circledniakery, and opened fire with a shotgun at thesahsea
lions. There was pandemonium. We were horrified, \@atched as this went on for almost a half houth w
over thirty shots fired. Using my small telescopehaghest power, | was finally able to make a gguodss at
the boat’'s name — “Greta”.

It left the White Sisters and headed south. Abdudl&hour later, the Coast Guard helicopter caloeg and
we saw it dip down to check on the troller. We madwte of the time and approximate position.
T Watching thetroller shooting sea lions at the White
- w - Ssters

R We knew that this was a serious violation of the ne
Marine Mammals Protection Act, and when we got to
Juneau, we went straight to the Federal Building to
report it to the US Fish and Wildlife Service. Thegre

8 very interested, as this would be the first proseauwf
this law. They called the Sitka Coast Guard, and in
minutes had confirmation from the helecopter’s toaf
matched ours. It was the “Greta”, a boat out df&it

Later, we learned what came of this. The trial Wwalsl in Sitka and a huge contingent from the fighin
community showed up. Sea lions are the bane ofsatrollers. They often follow them, diving to tafeh off
the line before they can be reeled in. As onedrddter told me, it is especially distressing whiegy take just
a single bite of their favorite part, thus ruiniadarge king salmon that might otherwise bring $1@any
fishermen carry a firearm to deter them from folilegy and some shoot to kill. But this was genocide.

The Greta’s skipper, an old Norwegian, stood upraared, “I've always shot sea lions, and | alwai”
The audience cheered. In spite of his lack of regpeae, he was given a small fine, and it seemebigimle that
little would change between sea lions and fisherragoept that they might be more circumspect abeirtg
observed. Some probably agreed that mass murttez emokery was too much, but | thought it bestdep a
low profile when | went through Sitka with my kayaklater years.



From the Myriad Islands we moved north, windinglbedand past Kimsham Cove, just a few miles as the
crow flies from Chichagof Mine. Our next major deation several days ahead was White Sulfur Spyiadmt
spring and Forest Service public-use cabin. Thebot had been built up in a covered bathhousecadjao
the cabin. Given our grubby condition, its appeaswery strong.

To get there, we needed to get to the open oceangh Dry Pass, a notoriously bad shallow openihgre the
swells tended to break, especially on ebbing tidesve approached, we found a powerboat anchoradbpe
and we were invited aboard for a beer. It was dribeofirst of many times | experienced the uneessnof
suddenly being invited into civilized home-like smrndings, conscious of my essence gleaned frors idahe
same clothes alternately soaked with saltwatemaafted with campfire smoke, and almost afraid tmsitheir
cushions. Nonetheless, we enjoyed the beer andwarsttonversation before going on our way, thoDglve
noted, “Drunk on a beer, Randy tried to paddle awdlyout the paddles.” Perhaps it’s just as welbh’t
remember that.

Dry Pass was breaking constantly over one porbahthe rest seemed not to break, though the waees
steep. We decided to push through, and with waessng over the bow and thoroughly soaking Dave, we
made it. Once into the open ocean, it was easgddlp north to White Sulfur Springs. Landing on theky
beach in front of the cabin and bathhouse, we Wsagpointed to see people already there. Butsatuch as
they were — they were honeymooners who had just fieen in from Sitka. And they had the cabin ress}.
In consideration to them we camped about a quarieraway and arranged with them to visit the batige
late in the evening.

We stayed at the springs for six days, partly beeaome severe bad weather blew through. For itytrsnwve
were able to move into the cabin when no one efsethere. It was good timing, as a storm blew mnduthe
night which shook the cabin. We weren’t going angvehin our boats, and spent the next day marvalirige
huge surf and gale-force gusts from the safethefeach.

We had plenty of visitors, some arriving by boatl athers by floatplanes and helicopters. Jack Galwived
from Sitka with a Sierra Club group, invited usstaare dinner with them (including fresh grapefant
cheesecake), and advised us about reporting tHeaeshooting incident in Juneau. Other visitoergmostly
local, mostly dropping in for a soak in the sprin§eme were Forest Service, including the two pasmthat
had suggested the trip in Seattle! After exclaimabgut our lack of guns, almost all the localsglegkd in
telling us chilling bear stories, how brownies cansixty feet in two jumps, one hundred feet insxonds,
etc.

Running short of food, we finally found a day whbe ocean seemed quiet enough to go on, thouglyzare
We would have to go outside again to round PoirtyUThe swells were huge, to the point that wely st
sight of one another and even the nearby land wlbam in the troughs. There were many offshore rocks
including submerged ones — my first exposure termittent “boomers.” We had to observe carefullgadhfor
signs of breaking, and steer a winding course tiindbe rock gardens off the point. As Dave notatlohe
point there were breakers on all sides of us — ese=wown in a little hole with green water all arduThere
were times when you’d paddle and have your lefdhamder water and then not be able to touch thervedtall
on the other side.” At last we rounded the poita the placid channel of Lisianski Strait.

We had only one more overnight before Pelican,ibwds memorable. We pulled into Stag Bay, a vézgs-
sided fjord. The only level spot we could find vaasalluvial gravel bar covered with grass. Yet hrotesson
was learned — spring tides also cover such grasispar tents were briefly flooded during the night.

At last, Pelican. It was a fishing town with aadastorage plant, a long boardwalk, café, and (Cave’
observations) “two bars (white and brown), two b®metores, a steam bath, and a jeep for a fire truck
Everyone was very friendly and interested in ourpey in flimsy boats. Since we would have to v days



for the scheduled seaplane to Juneau, we wereadfer empty room to sleep and store our gear abeve
Pelican Café.

There was plenty to keep us busy. We met the “Bagket”, a fifty-foot sailboat from Port Angelesheerted
to troll fishing. They were working on their geardawe helped them do things like tie special krbtintervals
on their lines so that they could tell how muchleatkas reeled out. | walked down to the cold steramd
watched them throwing four huge halibut into thietinabout a thousand pounds of fish, which was un-
marketable either due to not being fresh enougbh@much mercury. A colossal waste, but a treattfercrabs
waiting under the pilings. Dave and Mike were iadito the Baptist preacher’s house for scrabblesante
proselytizing.

On the final day, our Grumman Goose took us to dunk was a memorable flight, taking off with nget
below the waterline, past some mating whales, aindites later, gazing down at yet two more browrr bea
strolling along a mountainside.



