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SECTION 3: NORTH TO ALASKA 
 
Thursday, June 21, 2007 
Prince Rupert, British Columbia, to Foggy Bay, Alaska   

(on Revillagigedo Channel)  53.40 miles 
 
Geographically, we reentered the U.S. at 9:40 this morning. Officially, we won’t until 
tomorrow. 
 
The alarm went off at 4:30 this morning. We left the dock at Prince Rupert at 5:25, after a 
quick shore run for Sam and a stop by Companera to drop off a plastic bag containing 
Caitlin’s birthday card, which they will mail. We chose to leave via Venn Passage,  a 
tricky but well-marked shortcut to Chatham Sound that winds through shoals and rocks 
between Digby Island and Metlakatla. Luckily, we had a fishing boat to follow as well as 
good charts. 
 
Metlakatla  (Met-la- KAT’ – la) was a Utopian community in the 1860’s established by 
an Anglican missionary for Tsimpsean Indians.  Eventually the population numbered 
1,200 with houses, schools, a sawmill, cannery, church and so forth. To quote Charlie’s 
Charts guidebook, “They acquired a trading schooner, a brass band, fire brigade and 
community affairs were run by a village council….They trusted the gentle missionary 
and cooperated to build a peaceful, happy community.” Something happened in 1887, 
though. “A disagreement with inflexible Anglican church hierarchy combined with 
authoritarian Canadian government actions led to an untenable situation. William Duncan 
[the missionary] approached President Cleveland of the U.S. for help, and Annette Island 
in Alaska was given as a reserve and the village of New Metlakatla was born. The exodus 
consisted of four hundred Metlakathlans who became the forebears of the present 
inhabitants of the thriving community located on Annette Island.” 
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Leaving Metlakatla, B.C., the seas calmed down once we turned north. At 8:35 a.m. we 
passed Green Island light and its impressive buildings. About then – near the end of 
Dundas Island – the cell phone chirped to life, announcing 20 new messages! We have 
not been able to access voicemail even when we had cell phone coverage, which I think 
has not been since Port McNeill. 
 
The potentially rough part of this passage – Dixon Entrance at the end of Dundas Island – 
was fairly smooth. I called to touch base with Mom,  but later lost cell coverage again.  
 
Lots of fishing boats out – most yet that we have seen at sea. An orange float some 
distance from each boat indicated that they were gill netters or drift netters…one end of 
the net is attached to the boat and the other to the orange float. Not good to pass between 
the two! 
 
 

        
  
Seas began to build after we passed Tree Point at 10:20 and the wind picked up a little, 
but it wasn’t too bad. Looked like a squall was coming from behind. It never did, but it 
did make us eager to get in, and a little rolly when we turned toward the cove. 
 
Foggy Cove is another one that I’d probably not enter without a chart plotter. Lots of 
shoals and all the “islands with trees” that you go around to find the passage look alike. It 
helped that the tide was out – most of the rocky ledges, covered at high water, were 
exposed. Also helped that our AIS indicated a large vessel well inside.  The chartplotter 
got us into the outer cove, a large somewhat exposed area that had a couple of fishing 
boats anchored. The inner cove, more protected, is accessed via a narrow opening in the 
shoal. Through the opening we could see the Port Livinia, from Bellingham, a 79-foot 
fishing “mother ship” to the gill netters.  
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We anchored by noon, turned the clock on the computer back one hour to adjust for 
Alaska time (so the tide information would correlate to the correct time), had lunch – and 
we all took naps!  
 
Later we watched as the smaller fishing boats came alongside Port Livinia and a crane 
hoisted a dripping bundle – like the ones pictured of storks bringing babies – onto its 
decks.  About 3:30 p.m. Port Livinia left, off to Ketchikan to sell fish. They, too, had a 
Cattledog aboard – a blue.  
 
Sam didn’t care. She just wanted to go ashore, but the dink isn’t inflated yet. Looks like a 
nice shore, flat rock with kelp, some grass. Guidebook says we might see bears or 
martens. 
 
Tomorrow, Ketchikan, a 37-mile run.  Today’s route was 53.40 miles and took about 6 
hours. 
 
Sunday, June 24, 2007 
Ketchikan, Alaska 
(6/22/07: Foggy Bay to Ketchikan – 37.22 miles) 
 
Activities of basic daily living – preparing food, showering, laundry – take up so much 
more time when cruising that they become an end to themselves. There is a different 
rhythm.  Reading the newspaper, keeping up with the latest world crisis, even getting 
email, become less important and happen when they happen. Weather matters. We listen 
carefully and now know where most of the reporting points are.  
 
Here at Bar Harbor in Ketchikan, we are less than 0.4 mile from the Safeway.  Safeway 
carts cluster at the foot of the ramp on our Float 8. It’s a great Safeway, well-stocked and 
with good prices. I have walked there and back many times, loading up on perishables, 
wine and soft drinks. I know the rough parts of the sidewalk that make the cart’s contents 
bounce and rattle, and the smooth parts. Clatter clatter, I arrive at the top of the dock.  If 
it’s low tide, someone is usually around to walk down in front as the heavy load rolls 
down the steep ramp. 
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The Safeway cart comes in handy today, for laundry day. A big Laundromat is nearby, 
about two blocks away.  I load the rugs, Sam’s bed, two sets of sheets and a month’s 
worth of laundry into my cart and push off. Several hours and many, many quarters later,  
I push my trusty shopping card along the sidewalk, piled high with clean towels and 
sheets, shirts on hangers and folded laundry. I feel just like a bag lady, strolling along 
with all my worldly possessions in a shopping cart. 
 
We have been to Ketchikan before, in 2004 when we ended our charter boat trip here, so 
sightseeing in the downtown area has not been a priority. Instead, yesterday we changed 
out the fresh water pump, cleaned up the boat and ourselves, and prepared for this third, 
Alaskan, phase of our trip. (First were the two Nordic Tug rendezvous, in San Mateo, 
California and at Roche Harbor, San Juan Island, Washington. Second was the Canadian 
segment, heading north through British Columbia.)  
 
Downtown Ketchikan is about 1.5 miles to the south, next to the cruise ship terminals. On 
any given day, there will be at least three and probably five of the mammoth ships in! 
 
Our clean-up plans included bathing Sam. The harbormaster gave me a name of a dog 
groomer. No answer and no voice message after repeated telephone calls. We tried 
another, from the phone book – out of business. So on Saturday I casually mentioned to 
the weekend girl at the harbormaster’s desk  “I suppose we’re not allowed to bathe dogs 
in the showers?”  She replied “I don’t have a problem with that.”  
 
So Sam and I, being ladies, chose the ladies showers. There is one shower, enclosed in a 
room with a solid, lockable door and a roomy changing area. The shower had a handheld 
nozzle. We got ready, taking off clothes, shoes and collars as appropriate. I had my Paul 
Mitchell shampoo, Sam her Lavender and Mint Buddy Wash.  Eight quarters into the box 
and we had running water.  I had a lightweight slip leash on her and had to drag her into 
the shower, but once she felt the warm water and the scented soap, she relaxed. I thought 
I’d have to run another set of quarters for my shower, but there was about eight minutes 
of water, plenty for both of us. (Usually these showers give you about two minutes, then 
abruptly click off and  require more coins). Three towels and a hairdryer later, we were 
both clean, dry and refreshed. And the shower was cleaner than we had found it, all dog 
hair removed with the help of a few paper towels. 
 
We arrived in Ketchikan on Friday, June 22, clearing customs near downtown about 1:30 
p.m., PDT, (12:30 Alaska time), then waiting for the huge Nordam cruise ship to leave 
before heading to the large marina just north of downtown.   
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We saw few boats on the three-hour trip up from Foggy Bay, but a dolphin joined us for a 
few seconds, racing alongside until deciding we were too slow. As we rounded Angle 
Point approaching Ketchikan, we saw a forested mountain with snow, and at water level a 
row of houses. In the distance we saw large buildings and the white shapes of mammoth 
cruise ships. Ketchikan isn’t really very big, just a few blocks deep spread out along the 
Tongass Narrows.  It sits on an island, Revillagigedo Island, so everything must come in 
by boat or plane. The so-called “bridge to nowhere” that the politicians mocked would 
connect the town to the airport; right now access is only via a ferry boat. 
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At the marina we found our assigned slip, nestled primarily among fishing boats. 
 

 
 

 

 
On Saturday, the fellow from the fishing boat “Phalarope” next to us offered ice for our 
cooler, then came over to chat. He’s from Edmonds, Washington, single, middle-aged 
and, like most of the gill netters, fishes solo. Comes up for the summer, then winters the 
boat in Seattle. Boats are about the same size as ours (32 feet or so). He brought his 
laptop over to compare navigation systems. Seemed quite intelligent, apparently well-
educated, has been fishing in Alaska for 30 years. He felt having crew aboard does not 
contribute to the catch that much and their liability outweighs any help they might 
provide. Liability insurance for crew is very high ($10,000 per year). 
 
Purse seiners, on the other hand, must have crew aboard. The gill netters drop a net from 
the boat, attach a buoy on the other end and let it drift. When enough time has elapsed 
(roughly 90 minutes), they pull it in and process the fish as it comes on board.  King and 
Coho salmon are separated, to be gutted before being iced. Other fish are iced directly in 
a fish hold full of salty ice called “slush.”  Then he repeats the process, cleaning the 
salmon while he waits for the net to fill again. At sea, we look for fishing boats and then 
for the red floats that mark the ends (we hope) of the nets. 
 
Seiners, on the other hand, require two simultaneous boat operators and two or three deck 
hands. They drop their net, use a small tender to circle back to the mother ship and by 
controlling lines on the mother ship create a purse-like net capturing (hopefully) 
significant quantifies of fish.  Since there is more fish, more hands are required to sort 
and process it.   
 
All nets are limited in size. Gill nets cost about $1,500 and last about 2 years. Seine nets 
cost many times that amount but last longer. Our friend sells his catch at sea to a tender 
(like the Port Livinia we saw at Foggy Bay), an independent operator who then sells the 
catch ashore. Gill netters usually gets checks right at the boat. The tender provides ice, a 
fish ticket showing amount sold and the check. 
 
Current regulations limit gill netting to 12:01 p.m. on Sunday to 12:00 on Wednesday. 
Seiners have different but overlapping times. 
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On Monday we will leave Ketchikan to start exploring Alaska, appreciating more the 
hard work of commercial fishing. We will start by going to Meyers Chuck, at the end of 
the Cleveland Peninsula. 
 
 
Monday, June 25, 2007 
Meyer’s Chuck, Alaska (on Cleveland Peninsula off Clarence Strait) 
Ketchikan to Meyer’s Chuck: 32.35 miles 
 

6 p.m. (5 o’clock Alaska time) and it is sunny and mild, just a beautiful day. 
 

 
 
 
Its truly is a small world!  The beautiful Selene 43 we had admired across from us at 
Ketchikan came in. It would be the fifth boat along this dock, if it fit.  I paced it off...we 
decided there was a 49-foot space so we motioned “come on in”.  With both bow and 
stern thrusters, he slid right into the space. 
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Turns out they are from Big Bear Lake, California (Ade  and Jo Salzer on Wandering 
Star)! In fact, their family home is on Cienega, the road we take to get to Bob’s Big Bear 
house.  When I mentioned Paula Abdul’s house, and Joe’s cabin, she knew exactly where 
Bob’s house was.  Then, it turned out they are members of Ventura Yacht Club—as well 
as Big Bear Lake Yacht Club, which sounds like a fun group! 
 
They also did the great loop (Atlantic coast, Great Lakes, Mississippi River, Gulf Coast) 
in a smaller boat, buddying with a Nordic Tug. Took a year, starting and ending at 
Annapolis. They wintered at Key West, summered in Canada. Sounds like fun. 
 
Their buddy boat here, Dreamweaver, is her sister and also from Big Bear. It’s a partially 
home built-boat, about 40ish feet. (He bought the hull and put together the rest at Big 
Bear.)  
 
We left Ketchikan a little after 10 this morning and arrived just before 2 o’clock after an 
easy passage. Sam and I went ashore to explore…a few more houses than when we were 
last here in 2004, and they look a bit nicer. Flowers– blue ones and little white daisy-like 
ones -- greet us, as does a sign with an arrow saying “Art Gallery.”  A sign in the phone 
booth (just under the bird’s nest) says to call one of the locals artists if you want it opened 
– “just dial four digits for a local call – it’s free.” 
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Meyers Chuck is a unique, fascinating place. It is small and rustic, yet with a year-round 
community. 
  
Imagine a curved C-shaped section  at the end of a peninsula. Big tides (range is at least 
15 feet) expose brown rock covered with a yellow kelp at low tide. There are some rock 
shelves but mostly the rock is  fairly vertical, preventing tidal flooding.  Big trees crowd 
right to the rock, allowing one row of houses here and there. A footpath (at best three feet 
wide) has been cut through the trees along the shore, behind or between the houses. Small 
paths, often marked with elaborate carved signs saying a name and “private,” lead off the 
public footpath. The houses for the most part are nice cabins, not too large, but there are 
one or two exceptions – large, newer homes that still blend into the trees. At the head of 
this curved shore are some dilapidated buildings, one advertising “marine services” in 
faded paint and completely collapsed.  This is a lower area and more subject to tidal 
flooding. But on either side of this cove structures look good.  
 
Also near the center is a nice, long metal ramp and bridge to land, very tall and prepared 
to handle very large tides but steep at low tide. Sam doesn’t like the ramp up and walk 
over; the metal teeth are meant to help traction over ice,  but are hard on doggy paws. 
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Now take a small island – Meyer Island – and put it in front of this C- shaped cut, so that 
the island blocks sea action. Between the island and the C-shaped land is Meyer’s Chuck. 
The entrance is very narrow, between rocks and a rocky shoal, but is marked. 
 
A public dock about 250 or 300 feet long offers tie ups on either side. Locals use it, as do 
transients. 
 
Behind the dock is a tidal haul out – large flat wooden beams sit on pilings exposed at 
low tide but covered at high tide. Boats can slide on at high tide, then work on the 
exposed hull while the tide is out. 
 

 
 

 

 
The post office is on the island, as are several homes and other buildings. Access is by 
boat only. There once was an elementary school. 
 
On the C-shaped mainland, a man is burning wood on the beach as we arrive. It looks as 
if he might be a boat builder – a couple of wooden skiffs are on the high covered deck 
above the beach, near his cabin. Inland along the trail, a cable with a platform hangs in 
the trees, the cable running down to the beach. Looks like a means of transporting things 
up or down the steep rock cliff. 
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Across from us on the dock a man is loading things from a larger boat into an aluminum 
skiff.  They have a house around the corner. A skinny trail leads to it, or perhaps a small 
boat at high tide. At low tide, a flat rocky shoal blocks access by water  but allows them 
to  carry things from the skiff to the house. They just got the bigger boat, an aluminum 
landing craft with  a front ramp that goes down. The wife grew up here but they live in 
Ketchikan for the time being. Their daughter is in eighth grade and a promising 
volleyball star. When she graduates from high school they will move here fulltime. 
 
For now, they are loading all kinds of things during many trips from the landing craft to 
the skiff: Shelves, lumber, packages, a power saw. The new boat will apparently allow 
them to transport things like ATVs (trail bikes) to access the forest trails inland. There is 
no electricity, other than individual generators. It’s hard to imagine what life is like in the 
winter. 
 

10:30 p.m.  -- It is still light – enough to read the paper by natural light. 
 

11 p.m. took photo of sunset – breath-taking – big sky, big vistas. British Columbia had 
taller mountains and narrower passages. This is BIG, wide, open. 
 

 
 
Tuesday, June 26, 2007 
Meyers Chuck to Coffman Cove on Prince of Wales Island 
27.54 miles 
 
 
HAPPY BIRTHDAY, CAITLIN! WE ARE SORRY TO MISS YOUR BIG DAY! 
 
We can’t find sunrise/sunset tables for this area, but in Anchorage officially the sun rose 
on Sunday at 4:21 a.m. (5:21 Pacific Daylight Time) and set at 11:42 p.m. Alaska DT. 
That’s more than 19 hours of daylight. We are just  little further south; the late sunset is 
taking a toll on my sleep. 
 
At Meyers Chuck we were up at 7 a.m. PDT and off the dock at 8:15, the second boat to 
leave.  In Alaska Daylight Time that’s 6 a.m. and 7:15; we have not bothered to change 
our clocks (makes it easier to get up). 
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As we left Meyers Chuck seas were calm and glassy. That soon changed. As we crossed 
Clarence Strait we got into a beam sea, not really big swells but big and random enough 
to make the boat roll. Not really a problem, but not really comfortable. Sam declared it an 
“up on the settee” day. We altered course to get across sooner, adding both miles and 
comfort.  Once we got closer to Prince of Wales Island, and into the narrower part of the 
Strait (opposite Etolin Island), things smoothed out. 
 
About 9:30 a.m.: Our AIS system that shows approaching big ships and ferries indicates 
the 75-foot “Kristen H” coming towards us. At 9:46 closest point of approach is 380 
yards. She is not just 75-feet, but a 75-foot tug towing a barge filled with containers. On 
top of the containers sit an SUV, two boats, a yellow Caterpillar road grader and an RV 
camper. We are reminded that almost everything here moves by water or air and that this 
Inland Passage waterway truly is a “Marine Highway” connecting Alaska’s many towns 
and coves. 
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We left early today planning to fish, but the fish finder showed no activity. Instead, I 
learned how to use the reel and adjust the tension and we rigged the shiny “herring 
dodger” (a flat metallic thing about 2 inches by 5 inches) to the line, followed by hooks.  
Unlike California, barbed hooks are allowed. When we are ready we will thread a herring 
(the green packet from Safeway, in our freezer) to the hooks. 
 
At 11:30 a.m. we arrived at Coffman Cove. This is a medium-sized bay with what looks 
like a small town, a ferry dock with a ferry from Hollis, AK that isn’t going anywhere, 
two seaplane docks (boats absolutely prohibited) and lots of fishing boats and small 
sportsfishing boats. No room at the dock so we anchored, had lunch and all took naps. 
Tomorrow will be a long day. 
 

 
 

 

 
Weather report suggests rain but so far it is sunny and “warm” by our new standards – 
about 56 degrees. Water temperature is 47.8 degrees. 
 

 


