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SECTION 2: B.C.’S INSIDE PASSAGE 
 
 
Thursday, June 14, 2007 
Fury Cove, B.C. 
 
We crossed Cape Caution yesterday, in the afternoon and not the next morning as 
planned. Winds and water were calm as we approached Allison Cove, our planned 
layover spot, so we decided to keep going. (Allison Cove is on the mainland side of 
Queen Charlotte Strait, towards the top of Vancouver Island.) Bob did some quick 
navigating, setting waypoints and declaring it do-able. 
 
We passed Cape Caution at 1450 (2:50 in the afternoon), Egg Island at 3:25 and the end 
of Cape Calvert (Calvert Island) about 4:30 p.m. By 5:20 we were snug in this pretty little 
round bay, joining five other boats including Sandpiper, the red Nordic Tug 37 that we 
saw at Nanaimo and Port McNeill.  
 
An afternoon crossing is not recommended and we were the only boat out there, but 
being flexible and adaptable to weather conditions is recommended. The weather was 
calm – and I’d hate to see it otherwise. By the time we got to Egg Island seas were 
building – big long rollers – but not breaking and not uncomfortable.  We had the back 
door open the entire time and, except for some rain, never ran the windshield wipers or 
took any water over the bow. 
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Weather is predicted to change again today so we may have caught a good window.  I 
didn’t like being out there alone, although we’ve certainly been in much rougher weather. 
And there is no safety in numbers – witness the post-WWI convoy off Southern 
California where the leader led his boat into the rocks at Point Conception and the others 
followed! 
 
There is a passage in our Waggoner guidebook that we quoted after we crossed the 
Columbia River Bar in 2005:  “Every boat owner goes through a learning curve that 
never stops…Stretching out along the learning curve usually means doing something you 
haven’t done before…Once you’ve done these things, they seem to be pretty simple. But 
until you try, they appear to be the product of some occult art…All are milestones on the 
learning curve….” So we’ve added another milestone to the journey and are moving 
onward.  
 
Since we still don’t know what Dixon Entrance (the other exposed area just before 
Ketchikan) will be like, we have not inflated the dinghy but are carrying it in its bag on 
the top deck. Poor Sam…she, too, is on a learning curve. She stood by the aft gate on the 
boat for a while yesterday, waiting to go ashore and ignoring the nice green turf-like mat 
we put out for her.  Finally, she peed on it – and was flooded (as it were) by “good girls” 
and cookies. Sorta like toilet training a child. 
 
Too bad, though, because this cove has a beautiful, curving tan beach, easy access – and 
no bears that we can see. Hopefully we will pass this way again on the way south, Avon 
attached to the stern, flipped up for transit and lowered down for Sam’s exploration of the 
beach. 
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On our way out from Port McNeill yesterday we passed the gravel operation Nancy 
Jackman had shown us. Very impressive from the water – the conveyor belt taking the 
gravel from the mountain looks like a very long ski jump with a smooth turn at the 
bottom. (We left Port McNeill after fueling at 9:40 a.m. It was breezy at the dock but seas 
were flat and nearly glassy as we went around Malcolm Island and headed northeast 
across Queen Charlotte Strait.) 
 
Entering Fury Cove at the end of our journey was easy with the chartplotter and 
guidebook descriptions (Charlie’s Charts was especially useful). But we probably would 
never have come without them. As we approached Penrose Island (across Fitz Hugh 
Sound from Calvert Island)  all we saw was breaking surf – lots of it – bouncing off 
rocks. There is a passage – Schooner Retreat – between the rocks that opens onto an 
exposed lagoon with a small opening to port. Inside is the nirvana of Fury Cove. 
 
Today we will head up Fitz Hugh Sound to the end of Calvert, Hecate and Hunter Islands 
then through Lama Passage to Bella Bella and Shearwater. About a seven-hour trip,  but 
it will take us to within a day or two of our itinerary and make up for some of the time 
lost (but well-spent) at Port McNeill. 
 
4:15 p.m.: We arrived at Bella Bella/Shearwater at 2:40 and have met several boats who 
were also at Port McNeill. This place has hot showers, a restaurant and a big lawn to run 
on while catching Frisbees. Everyone is happy. 
 
 
Thursday, June 14, 2007 
Shearwater, B.C. 
 
Shearwater, on Denny Island just down a channel from New Bella Bella, impressed us by 
its cleanliness. There is a 70-ton marine travel lift, a hotel, a restaurant…nothing fancy 
but this is a small place and everything essentially comes in by water! 
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In the building housing the immaculate laundromat and showers there was also a small 
gym with weights and a treadmill supplied by the Denny Island Recreation Commission. 
Next to that a small beauty shop (“By appointment only. Don’t call after 8 p.m. – small 
ones”) then a small art gallery.  Fourth building housed a large marine facility and a small 
but very well-stocked and tidy grocery store. No cell phone reception, but good internet 
access. An eagle sat on a dead tree high above it all, supervising, I suppose. There is no 
cell phone service, but good internet access. 
 
We enjoyed a good dinner at the restaurant, dining with Tim and Lana from the Nordic 
Tug 42 Jappeloup de Luze, named after a famous show-jumping horse. They raised 
horses for about 10 years, importing warmbloods from Ireland; their daughter is a 
veterinarian and show jumper. Very interesting people, from Sequim. I had met them 
before at the gas dock in Port McNeill. 



Apollo’s Cruise to Alaska – 2007  Page II – 5 
Section 2: B.C.’s Inside Passage 

 
 
 
Also met a sailboat from Vallejo, Companera. Small world! 
 
It’s 10 p.m. and the sun is setting, a red sky layered with light clouds. 
 
Tomorrow it’s off to Rescue Bay. We will go around the lighthouse at Ivory Island, 
briefly venturing into Milbanke Sound from Seaforth Channel before turning back into 
more protected waters. There is a shortcut, through Reid Passage, but there are rocks and 
we have not studied the course well enough. Perhaps on the way back. 
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Saturday, June 16, 2007 
Windy Bay B.C. (off Sheep Passage) 
 
It’s 7:20 p.m. and the sun is still high above these tall mountains, blinding and so warm 
we are almost too hot. We are the only boat in this big cove at the north end of Pooley 
Island, between Mathieson and Finlayson Channels. The only sound is the rushing of 
water at a nearby stream. We can’t see it – we have three big windows in the salon and 
two more plus a full length glass door in the wheelhouse, and all we see through any of 
them on our port side are green trees. To starboard, the view is filled with a large expanse 
of water then trees in the distance and snow-topped mountains. There is no wind in 
Windy Bay. 
 
We spent the day chasing waterfalls… traveled 62.8 miles, most of it down and back 
Kynock Inlet to see spectacular black mountains with snow, high half-dome-looking 
mountains, tall trees clinging to vertical cliffs…The guidebook uses words like Amazing,  
Awesome, Incomparable and Magnificent and we couldn’t say it better. To complete the 
waterfall tour we went up to Mussel Inlet, Lizette Falls and Poison Bay (did someone eat 
a bad mussel?). 
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In all these miles we did not see one other boat. The isolation feels good, not threatening. 
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8:20 p.m. -- Sam used her green “loo” mat – 34.5 hours after she last saw land at 
Shearwater! We were concerned. We ordered “go pee,” we cajoled, we played ball to 
loosen her up…nothing worked. When we pointed at the mat and asked her to “go pee” 
she’d turn around and go below. We were about to call Tracy or Nicole for toilet training 
tips (if we’d only had cell phone coverage). Finally, we locked her out in the cockpit and 
ignored her pleadings to come in.  (Guess you can’t do that with little kids?) At some 
point, she performed. She must feel better now!  
 
It is a nice landing nearby – a few rocks and some grass near the invisible but noisy 
stream. I’d like to go ashore, too (for different reasons) – but we don’t have the dinghy 
inflated. Just a few more days… 
 
Yesterday, June 15 
Rescue Bay, B.C. (off Mathieson Channel) 
 
“Hey, Apollo” came the voice over the water from a sailboat nearby at Rescue Bay. 
“Would you like some fish?” 
 
“Wow,” I answered, to which he replied, “I’ll take that as a  ‘yes.’” Soon a kayak 
appeared with a man and his dog ( Springer Spaniel type sitting quietly in front of him). 
Sam immediately dropped her tennis ball into the water near them. A gift? 
 
He returned the ball and offered a plastic bag with a chunk of freshly caught salmon, a 
20-pounder, “too much for us to eat.”  For us, it makes two meals, barbecued steaks that 
night and a tail section to bake tomorrow. They were from the Canadian sailboat Celtic 
Blue out of Vancouver.  
 

 
 

 

 
We hardly deserved this manna, having disrupted their solitude by arriving with a barking 
dog and then anchoring three times. (First time a rock got caught in the flukes, second 
time we decided we were near a rock drying at low tide [we weren’t].  Third time it 
worked.)  Big tides here – we came in at half-tide but it will rise to 17 feet then go to 
zero. 
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Days are long now…full light at 5 a.m. and twilight about 10 p.m.  A fishing boat came 
into the cove about 9:30 p.m., then left when we did the next morning about 8 a.m. 
 

 
 
 
Tomorrow (Sunday, June 17) we plan to leave Windy Cove to travel 53.53 miles to 
Bishop Bay Hot Springs. We will go via Princess Royal and Ursula Channels, arriving 
about  3 p.m. if we leave at 8.  Monday we’ll go part way up Grenville Channel and 
Tuesday we should make the final passage to Prince Rupert. 
 
 
Sunday, June 17, 2007 
Windy Bay to Bishop Bay Hot Springs 
53.53 miles 
 
We spent Saturday chasing waterfalls and enjoying a sunny day. The next day, Sunday, 
(Father’s Day) we woke up to a high, damp fog and low tide, bringing our grassy beach 
even closer – but still not reachable. Sam and I long for the dinghy. I put Sam in the 
cockpit and went forward to raise the anchor. When I came back, she had laid a bunch of 
poopies, right on her mat! We were all very excited, even Sam, who probably felt much 
better. 
 
In our last missive we marveled that we had spent an entire day viewing spectacular 
scenery and a night alone in a huge cove and never saw one other boat.  Today we will 
head up Hiekish Narrows to the end of Sarah Island and then up Princess Royal Channel 
(Graham Reach and Fraser Reach) to Ursula Channel and Bishop Cove. Cruise ships 
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travel some of these routes. Our destination, Bishop Bay Hot Springs, promises a small 
dock, access to land and a natural hot springs. 
 
Rounding Finlayson Head from Sheep Passage, we see another pleasure boat behind us – 
the first boat we have seen in a day! Later, when it passes us, we discover it’s actually a 
yacht,  a beautiful one with a rounded bow and stern, canoe-like.  “Monlego,” from 
Seattle. 
 
Graham Reach is very wide. We are close to the side of the channel and can almost touch 
the trees – yet it is so deep (more than 300 feet) that the depth sounder can’t give an 
accurate reading. 
 
Clouds are rising from patches of trees, draped over them like the fake cobwebs one finds 
around Halloween. High up is snow. Waterfalls gush through trees, then disappear in the 
forest, only to reappear at the bottom. The tree line at the water is absolutely level,  like 
someone took hedge clippers to trim the lower branches into a horizontal line. Brown 
rock separates the tree line and the water. It’s low tide. 
 
We pass Swanson Bay, one of many abandoned places where corporations have just 
closed and left. Swanson Bay, which once had a wharf and actively shipped pulp between 
1909 and 1934, is now empty, with only a few stubs of pilings to remember its history.  
 
Saddest is Butedale, once a large and famous fish camp at the bend between Graham and 
Fraser Reaches. A hand painted sign nailed to a tree announces “Moorage, water, 
showers, ice cream” but we see large two-story buildings about to fall into the water, 
their once rectangular shapes now trapezoids hanging crazily onto land and partially 
cantilevered over the water. Two old boats are at the docks. Butedale, according to our 
guidebook, is trying to make a go of it as a marina, but it needs help. Nearby is a 
spectacular waterfall. 
  

 
 
We, too, reject Butedale and keep going. As we approach Ursula Channel, I feel like I am 
up high, as if I’ve reached a summit. Just a strange feeling of being north, I suppose. 
Must be because we are nearing the top of the South Planning Chart! 
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Turning into Bishop Bay we see nothing and begin to wonder if this little dock exists.  
About 20 minutes later we round a point and there it is – with just one sailboat on it!  As 
we approach, Sam announces our arrival, I apologize (it is becoming our daily routine) – 
and a voice comes back “Oh no we love to hear Sam I Am.”  It is our friends from 
Vallejo, Joel and Sue, her sister Dinah and their friend MJ (Mary Jane) on Companera. 
We met them at Shearwater.  
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
They’ve just come back from the hot springs. “We’re done. It’s all yours. You’ll love it! 
We are so relaxed!”  
 
First, Sam gets to go ashore, up the metal ramp to a well-built boardwalk and steps that 
take us through the trees. Steps to the left lead to the hot springs. To the right up the ramp 
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a boardwalk and dirt trail leads through the trees to a flat rock area. Three wooden 
platforms have been built there, I assume for meetings or gatherings. There is evidence of 
a small rock fire pit. Sam finds a good stick and runs around off leash. 

 
 
Then it’s time for Bob and I to soak. Cinderblock has been added in front of the natural 
rock face to form a pool, about three feet deep. A plastic roof covers it. Bishop Bay Hot 
Springs was beautifully constructed by the government and some lumber companies and 
is now nicely maintained by a First Nations group. 
 
Clean, odorless warm water continuously flows in from a small plastic pipe over the rock, 
about three feet above water level, then flows out into a second, uncovered, pool through 
gaps left in the cinderblock. Natural rock forms the other sides and bottom.  
 
Relaxed, clean and shampooed, we return to Apollo. I dig out a fresh set of sheets and 
clean PJs. Life is good. 
 
Then the fishing boats start to arrive, small boats of sports fishermen, some from Prince 
George inland somewhere. They are very nice, but we are glad we had our private spa 
time.  At 8:45 p.m., after we’ve enjoyed cocktails aboard Companera and a dinner of 
baked salmon, the little boats are still coming in. One rafts to us, one docks in front, and 
another in front of Companera to fill the dock. Several more just anchor out. 
 
One of the men tells us that we might have seen the rare Spirit Bear, or white Kermode 
Bear near Butedale, had we only known to look. Perhaps on the way back. 
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Monday, June 18, 2007 
Bishop Bay to Lowe Inlet 
42.65 miles 
 
This part of British Columbia is so beautiful. Went around Gribbell Island via Verney 
Passage to view the mountains. passing the slower Companera along the way. Such an 
odd feeling to actually pass a boat; usually we are the slowest.  
 
Our Waggoner’s guidebook describes this as “One of the most beautiful places on earth. 
It is lined both sides with raw, polished rock mountains, 3500 feet high. Great glacier-
carved bowls, called cirques, are hollowed into the mountains.” 
 
Leaving this pristine area, we find lots of traffic as we round the corner into Grenville 
Channel…The 393-foot ferry Northern Adventure and two barges greet us. Weather 
forecasts gale warnings from Dixon Point near Alaska to Pine Island near Cape Caution 
at the end of Vancouver Island, but here the water is glassy and the sky blue. 
 
A little more than four hours after leaving Bishop Hop Springs, we arrive at Lowe Inlet 
on Grenville Channel at 1:10 p.m. We try to anchor at the head of a small waterfall and 
creek with “fair holding ground.” After two tries, we give it up and move toward the 
middle for excellent holding ground but deep – nine fathoms (56 feet) ! All 150 feet of 
chain goes down, then nylon rode. (Recommended scope with chain is 4:1. Here that 
would be 200 feet of chain.) 
 
As far as Sam is concerned, today was like a trip to Disneyland. 
 
Companera showed up about 3 p.m., drove by and announced that they were coming over 
in their dink to take Sam ashore! When Joel and Sue arrived they said there was a bear on 
the shore near them, so we would go across the cove to the other side; we got there just in 
time to see another bear (both black bears). We went back and found a spit of land next to 
a thick forest. Landing, we found it covered with little yellow flowers – very natural and 
pretty. Some water-covered rocks separated it from a tiny rock island. Joel scooped up 
Sam and waded across so she could run off leash with no threat of bears! He then found 
sticks for her and they played while Sue and I watched from the spit of land and took 
photos. Sam had a blast!  
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By 7 p.m. Sam was wiped out for the day, the Companera crew had come aboard for 
cocktails and left and we had seven boats in the inlet, including the big yacht “Sensation” 
with a Marshall Islands registry. 
 
 
Tuesday, June 19, 2007 
Lowe Inlet to Prince Rupert, B.C. 
58.85 miles 
    
 
We have gone off the top of the South Portion of the Planning Map! We’ve had no email 
connection since last Friday morning, and we don’t remember when we last had cell 
phone coverage. But we have had a wonderful time chasing waterfalls, meeting people 
and being alone. 
 
10:05 a.m. Passing Evening Point at Nabannah Bay just before Klewnuggit Inlet, we are 
startled to see a huge blue building – on a barge! It’s jarring against all the natural 
scenery and most probably is a transitory bunkhouse/office for logging.  
 
To get to Prince Rupert, our Canadian jumping-off point for Alaska, we will travel the 
Inside Passage up Grenville Channel until it opens onto Chatham Sound. Pitt Island to the 
west shelters our passage along Grenville Channel, and then Porcher Island should 
protect us as we transit Arthur Passage before entering Chatham Sound. 
 
The trip up Grenville Channel was uneventful but as we approached the end of Pitt Island 
it became more open and seas began building. Looking behind us, we saw a large gray 
mass; when we opened the aft door, we could feel the force of the wind. We feared a 
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squall would overtake us and kept glancing astern.  The potentially difficult part of this 
passage to Prince Rupert is supposed to be across Chatham Sound, not the top of Pitt 
Island. Between these two sections is Arthur Passage, an area sheltered by several 
islands. 
 
Crossing over to Arthur Passage was a little lumpy. The autopilot was unable to keep up 
with the following seas but Bob hand-steered with no problem. We called to Companera 
ahead of us to ask their take on the weather; they were going to stop in Arthur Passage 
(near Lewis Island) to wait out the weather. 
 
Chatham Sound can be very rough, especially when an ebbing tide meets westerly winds, 
creating waves. (Imagine your left hand is the wind flowing toward land and your right 
hand the water rushing to sea. Clap them together. Your fingers on your left hand 
bending over the right hand fingers are the wind waves.) But Bob reasoned that we had a 
large flood tide and southerly or easterly wind, so it should flatten seas. He was right and 
the passage across was fine – much better than the earlier segment. 
 
The Coast Guard had been warning of massive debris in the water due to the flooding on 
the Skeena River and a town called Terrace. We had read about it in Port McNeill and 
didn’t know where it was. Now we know…just inland from Prince Rupert. A rock slide 
wiped out part of the road and for a while there was no fuel at Prince Rupert, but that has 
been fixed. We passed by the Skeena River outlet but did not see much debris. 
 

 
 
Approaching Prince Rupert, the first thing we see is a large grain elevator at Ridley 
Island.  (Prince Rupert is the closest Canadian port to China, a major Canadian trade 
partner. We understand that this relationship is growing and new container handling 
facilities are being developed here.) On shore are also pyramids of coal. We don’t see any 
other buildings, just trees.  Navigational marks on tall pilings mark our passage toward 
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Prince Rupert, white painted cylinders with a band of red and a light at top to mark the 
starboard side of the channel. After about 15 minutes, another commercial facility 
appears. Eventually we enter the pleasure boat and fishing boat areas of the town. 
 
We call in to Prince Rupert Rowing and Yacht Club but it is full. What a disappointment! 
They aren’t too promising about the public dock, either. We think it is the beginning of 
the salmon season – fishing boats are everywhere.  
 
Thankfully Augenblick, a 42-foot Nordic Tug we had met before, at the Rendezvous and 
at Nanaimo, calls us on the radio. Sherri and Bill are rafted to a fishing boat on the 
municipal dock, and invite us to raft to them. So here we are. 
 

 
 

 

 
 
We are definitely in a different place – much more commercial fishing oriented, a little 
more rugged, less willing to cater to tourists. At the fuel dock, the guy said “here’s the 
nozzle – use it.” And it was a big one, meant for big boats. 
 
Sherri and Bill helped us haul Sam from our boat, through their boat and onto the larger 
fishing boat they were tied to, then down to the dock and shore. Verizon cell phones 
don’t work in Prince Rupert (it’s a local, private phone company with different 
technology) so I used the pay phone on the dock to call Mom while watching a fishing 
boat ten feet away load on crab traps – 500 of them stacked high on the stern! 
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Bob and I took a taxi the mile or so to “town” to eat at Smiles, a little fish place here 
since 1922. They printed their 1945 menu on the back of the placemat – prices and food 
have changed quite a bit –“fried liver with bacon or onions –40 cents!” 
 
June 20:  It’s raining in “rainy Rupert” but we are snug aboard, catching up on sleep and 
missives. 
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Noon, and another nugget of new learning: My heart is still racing after taking Sam 
ashore at low tide. The ramp between the dock and shore was at least a 45-degree angle, 
long and slippery. Had we had any way to communicate, (no cell service) I would have 
called Bob and told him I was just walking to town to wait out the tide instead of coming 
back down that potential slide. One half of the ramp is wood. Fortunately the other half is 
metal grate with cross pieces. I walked up toes pointed forward and almost slipped at the 
top. A few fishermen there grabbed Sam’s leash and helped me up the last few rungs.  
 
We paid the harbormaster and caught some Frisbees, stalling. Then I watched as these 
fishermen walked up and down the steep ramp, carrying knapsacks or sliding big coolers 
down the wooden part, using a gaff through the handle to control them. One fellow let me 
put my bag in his cooler and follow him down. Sam was great. I was afraid she’d try to 
come down the wood part, sliding all the way (I was prepared to let go the leash and put 
her on her own) but she wisely chose the grate. My new friend told me to put my feet 
sideways against the cross pieces and wrap my arm completely around the railing. We 
were fine – but next time, I’m waiting for high tide! 
 
Soon after, we heard Companera calling – they got a space at the yacht club and asked 
about one for us. (It’s not really a yacht club, just a private marina displaying lots of 
yacht club burgees, including Coyote Point’s and Discovery Bay’s.) We debated – Bill 
and Sherri were so gracious, but the adventure of climbing over two boats in the rain with 
a dog and hiking up a slide was losing its appeal.  We called. The marina had a slip, and 
showers, and was close to the Pub for dinner (no taxi ride needed). We moved.  
 

 
 

 

 
After a trip to the well-stocked Safeway and showers, we had a delightful dinner out with 
Companera’s crew. 
 
Prince Rupert is a nice place. At our first dock, the rustic one, we met very nice 
fishermen and saw how much preparation goes on before the fleet leaves.  
 
These are GOOD boat handlers. Boats may look rusty and neglected but they are well-
run. We were on the second finger from a ramp with hoists, so the boats provision just 
across from us. Our three-boat raft intruded at least 35 feet into the access way leading to 
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the end of the float. Boats were tied two-deep across from us, leaving a very narrow 
access to the end of the dock. Yet fishing boats deftly backed down this passage, or went 
down bow first and backed out – with some speed – never touching anything. We were 
impressed. 
 
Yesterday, when we arrived at the fuel dock, a Coast Guard boat was in front, so we 
stopped at the end of the dock, potentially blocking other boats from getting around 
easily. Then a big barge with a hoist, pushing a damaged pier and debris from the Skeena 
River floods, tied up to the float just opposite. A local fishing boat was further in. We 
were about to leave, which would have made it a lot easier for him to get out, but he said 
“no problem” then skillfully backed his boat out between the barge and us, passing just a 
few inches by our side but never in danger of touching anything.  I think he was showing 
off a little – but he was good! 
 
Our second berth, the yacht club dock, showed a completely different side of Prince 
Rupert. For one thing, it cost three times as much.  It is located at Cow Bay (near the 
cruise ship dock) where streets are clean and thematic (trash cans are painted black and 
white like Holstein cows).  Tidy gift shops welcome cruise ship passengers.  The nearby 
Safeway (yes, even in Canada) is small but well-stocked. Smiles, the restaurant, and The 
Pub are located here. 
 
According to the Prince Rupert Daily News, there will be a celebration of National 
Aboriginal Day at nearby Rotary Waterfront Park on Thursday, with Headstart and 
kindergarten children performing in costume, First Nations dancers and break dancers, 
traditional food and a concert at the end by a Mohawk and Irish actor/singer/songwriter 
now based in Toronto. The B.C. Lieutenant Governor will attend. 
 
The paper also offered insight into our brusque reception when we first called the yacht 
club: A boat capsized at the yacht club, apparently on land. A crane had to be brought in 
to right it and that required removing some of the docks. All this was happening just as 
we called, plus some power boat was getting in the way and we think she thought that 
was us. So we have learned to wait until we are a little closer to call. We overheard some 
of the radio chatter about this but didn’t know what had happened.  Newspaper has a 
dramatic front page color photos, but “see tomorrow’s paper” for the story. 
 
We will miss the story, for tomorrow we plan to head to Foggy Bay, back in the U.S.A. 
 
 


