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SECTION 16: HAMLETS 
 
 
Wednesday, August 8, 2007 
Hartley Bay, British Columbia, Canada 
 
 
We all three walked ashore at Hartley Bay, ready to explore this tiny Indian-owned place, 
having arrived after a gentle five-hour trip down Grenville Channel. Nick, pushing a baby 
stroller along the wooden boardwalk, met us, as did at least three dogs fiercely protecting 
their territory.  
 
“Don’t worry about the dogs, “ he said. “And by the way, I run a little café.” He gestured 
to a white house not too far down the boardwalk. Letters hand-painted on a plank of 
wood announced: Café.  A group of women sat outside at a table under an umbrella. “ 
My fiancé,“ he said, “gives manicures, so I’m walking the baby. “ 
 

 
 

 

Six o’clock. Halibut dinner. Maybe a Greek Salad... You like a Greek salad?  Nick 
apparently is Greek. His fiancé is Indian and of the clan or tribe that owns this town. We 
had planned to have the leftover crab quiche for dinner, but how could we resist this 
potential adventure? 
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We tossed the Frisbee a little, but Sam kept slipping on the wooden boards and the dog 
with teeth barred looked like he really didn’t want us – or at least Sam – exploring too 
much. 
 
Bob and Sam went back to the boat and I walked around.  Hartley Bay is a modern Indian 
village, very clean and prosperous-looking, with a population of about 150 people. It has 
a nice breakwater – rocks evenly spaced and landscaped with trees – that wraps around 
the government docks. 
 
These government docks are wonderful. This one has three fingers. It’s first come, first 
served  but, as at Prince Rupert, all are served, even if it takes rafting three deep.  
Fortunately this one is nearly full but not crowded. We’ve got a couple of aluminum gill 
netters across the float from us and a small pleasure boat behind us. Larger fishing boats 
(seiners) fill the first finger and small aluminum boats and one small sailboat occupy the 
last one. Moorage is free. (Nick has already pointed out that we can use our savings to 
buy dinner.) 
 

 
 

 

Hartley Bay has not just one boardwalk but many, laid out as city streets might be laid 
out.  At least three of these wooden streets parallel the shore (only not at sea level but 
over land about ten feet higher than the harbor). Intersecting them are many wooden 
“cross streets” that lead to well-maintained houses. The boardwalks are often three or 
four feet above ground.  Vegetation fills in the spaces; if not kept in check I suspect this 
place would be overgrown in a week.  About three wooden streets inland is a good-sized 
school. It’s summer and school is out, but I could see banks of computers in one room.   
 
Next to the café and slightly up a hill stands a quaint white church with a red metal roof. 
Its cone-shaped belfry topped with a cross makes it just slightly taller than the 
surrounding two-story houses or the impressive new Cultural Centre. Broad wooden steps 
leading up to its entrance convey an imposing presence. A boardwalk leads up to the 
steps, then splits and wraps around each side of the church. Its white sides and red roof 
make it stand out, asserting itself. 
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Competing for attention is the new Cultural Centre, a beautiful two-story wooden 
building near the fuel dock. The door was open, but no one was there to answer questions 
and I didn’t see any displays. In fact, what is missing here is a community bulletin board, 
something almost every tiny community we’ve visited has. 
 
Although well-maintained, the church looks old and traditional in design while the simple 
lines and natural wood of the cultural center are modern and also impressive. The church 
is small; the cultural center large. I suspect these two symbolize the forces that 
interweave to define and preserve this community: First Nation clan structure. modern 
improvements (funded by government money), religion, resistance to change. 
 
Hartley Bay, the first fuel stop when coming south from Prince Rupert, was selling diesel 
for $1.43 CDN per liter or about $5.41/gallon.  We hope that’s the exception rather than 
the rule. We last fueled in Ketchikan for $2.85/gallon and should be OK until we get to 
Shearwater/Bella Bella – where in June we paid the equivalent of $4.49/gallon, the high 
so far of the trip. Oh, oh. 
 
Except for Nick’s café and the fuel dock, we don’t see any other commercial outlets. 
 
 
At six o’clock we walk up to Nick’s café (which is also his house) and sit at the table 
outside. He immediately comes out with dinner: halibut fillet, rice and grilled peppers. 
What about the Greek salad? The cucumber looked bad, he says. The fish is fresh and 
well-seasoned but a little tough and overcooked. The ambiance is fascinating, though. 
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We are sitting outside, looking at Douglas Inlet and eating our halibut dinner. People 
come and go, buying a soda or ice cream from the small freezer on the deck near our 
table. There are no cars, but adults and teens on ATV’s ride by on the boardwalk. 
 
People nod and ask us:  “How far north did you get?”  Margerie Glacier at Glacier Bay, 
Alaska, we tell them. 
 
Logan, aged four, soon joins us at the table. He’s quiet, with big brown eyes and short 
dark hair. Logan likes to come for French fries with catsup.  “I have the money,” he says 
and orders a Coke to go with his French fries. 
 
Nick comes out and sits nearby. Turns out he has a menu, which we never saw, and the 
café has a name: Red Feather Café.  
 
Electricity is supplied by a big diesel generator with several large tanks of fuel, courtesy 
of the government. They send bills but no one pays – and they never shut off the 
electricity.  One resident owes over $13,000, Nick tells us; he hasn’t paid a bill in 12 
years and still has power.  There is telephone service (but no pay phone) and satellite TV.  
 
 

 
 
Educationally the school is so poor, Nick said, that kids who try to go to university are 
not prepared. This town is so clean, we note. That’s because there is no alcohol, Nick 
says.…Indians can’t handle alcohol, he states. Hartley Bay historically has been a dry 
town. Nick said the elders can tell many stories, and remember when mail came once a 
month and elders would routinely inspect homes for cleanliness. You certainly don’t see 
the derelict houses that we’ve seen in other places.  
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“It’s a good place to raise kids,” Nick said. “Everyone looks out for everyone.” A 
committee mows the grasses and keeps the vegetation in check. Maintenance is now 
being done on the boardwalks.  
 
Apparently people are not interested in self-support and do not seem to want to improve 
their educational system. Do they want to change? It seems a very insular community. It 
would be interesting to know more. 
 
The piece d’resistance is dessert.  Nick’s fiancé, Barbara, suggests sundaes – frozen, 
locally-picked blueberries, in a sundae bowl with Neapolitan ice cream, chocolate and 
butterscotch sauce… Delicious! 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Nick seems to have a local business with ice cream (Neapolitan only), hamburgers, 
French fries and sodas -- all things hard to get at this isolated town.  He recycles plastic 
ice cream tubs by freezing water in them and selling the buckets of ice for $6 each. He 
says he has to fly in ice cream to keep it frozen. He flies to Prince Rupert the day before 
the ferry leaves to stock up on other supplies and then takes the ferry back about every 
other week. But he flies the ice cream in to keep it cold. 
 
 
A fishing boat comes in, a long liner. The men plop piles of silver salmon on the dock 
and proceed to cut them up, making halibut bait. We learn that the seiners near us harvest 
kelp and herring eggs – a big delicacy in Japan. Further down the boardwalk we hear a 
loud ruckus, barking and snarling – someone’s territory was breached.  
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Back on the boat at 9 p.m., sailboat masts loom outside our window. I go out to help them 
dock. It is Spirit, the Juneau boat we met in Hobart Bay that is heading to Seattle for 
medical treatments. We saw the boat at Prince Rupert but no one was on board. It is good 
to see them again and know that all is OK. They’ve made a long run, coming from Prince 
Rupert today. The English-designed double-ended ketch, a Fisher, is 30-feet long and has 
a center cockpit with two cabins below.  Small, but classic.  
 
Thursday morning, August 9, 2007 
The Plan: Hartley Bay to Khutze  Inlet 
Route 41: 40.41 miles 
 
It was foggy at 6 a.m. when Bob’s cell phone woke us up announcing a low battery. 
About 7 a.m. Sam and I went “ashore” – it’s low tide and the very steep metal ramp up to 
land combined with the roaming canine population discouraged a shore visit. The large 
cement float that is the ferry landing looked inviting, though, and safer. We tossed the 
Flying Squirrel around for a while then came back to the boat. By 7:30 coffee was made 
and sun revealed a blue sky.  
 
 
 

 
 
We bid goodbye to Spirit. They are headed to Klemtu, another First Nations town, and 
we intend to anchor out at Khutze, described by our friends Bud and LaVey as “a great 
place to view wildlife.” 
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At 9:15 we are off the dock, rounding Kingcome Point to enter Princess Royal Channel at 
11:17. We passed Spirit a while back, taking their photos on McKay Reach. At 12:30 we 
pass Butedale, that famous former fish-packing plant with a pretty waterfall and 
ramshackle buildings.  We enter Khutze Inlet at 1:17, hoping for a relaxing day of 
wildlife viewing. 
 

 
 

 

Khutze Inlet, our Waggoner guidebook says, stretches eastward from Graham Reach 
nearly five miles and offers a “stunning” anchorage at its head where the drying flats of 
the Khutze River open onto a broad valley with mountains on each side. We reach the 
end just before 2 o’clock. 
 
“Don’t get too close to the flats,” the guide cautions. “The bottom comes up sharply.” To 
our right, a beautiful waterfall rumbles down. In theory, one can anchor near it, careful to 
avoid the alluvial fan off its mouth. In 2006 one of the boats on the Grand Banks 50th 
Anniversary Grand Cruise ran aground on that shallow fan. 
 
It’s high tide. We approach cautiously. We are now about 100 feet off the waterfall with 
135 feet of water – too deep to anchor. Now we are within ten feet of the waterfall, yet 
still have 80 feet of water! We practically can step ashore. 
 
Wait! Stop! We can see rocks under the boat through the clear water. Suddenly we are in 
11 feet of water. Backing out, it gets even shallower. Let’s get out of here!  We beat a 
hasty retreat to deep water, then try again. Too deep to anchor, then suddenly too shallow 
for safety. It’s a beautiful inlet, but not safe for an overnight. Maybe there is a reason why 
we are the only boat here. We enjoy the view, see no wildlife, and revise the plan. It’s 
only 2:15; the day is still young. 
 
Thursday afternoon, August 9, 2007 
Khutze Inlet to Klemtu 
Route 42: 33 miles 
 
By 2:45 p.m. we are back at Graham Reach on Princess Royal Channel, scooting down at 
10-plus knots, a good two knots over boat speed. The tides are with us! Going behind 
Sarah Island, we pass its end at Boat Bluff at 5:35 and by 6 o’clock are at Klemtu. The 
cell phone springs to life! 
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Klemtu has been recommended by several people and is written up as a friendly First 
Nations village with a new longhouse, stores, visitor center and modern cement dock. 
The new dock is nice – but the power doesn’t work. A sign on the dock says to pay (60 
cents per foot) but there are no envelopes and no one comes by. An office at the head of 
the ramp says “open” but the door is locked and no one is there.  Walking tours 
apparently are available, but it’s not clear when. Klemtu reminds us of Neah Bay in 
Washington --  nice docks and publicity to encourage visitors, but implementation makes 
it uninviting. 
 

 
 

 

 
We enjoy having Jean and Doug from Spirit aboard. They are still on a mission: To get to 
Seattle, where they will live on the boat while Doug gets cancer treatment. After they 
leave we eat the leftover crab quiche, which has been sitting out on the counter for a bit. 
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Friday, August 10, 2007 
Klemtu to Shearwater 
Route 43: 42.42 miles 
 
Today was not the best of days.  
 
It started out OK, with a chance to explore the town. Klemtu’s dock is across a small bay 
from town; it is perhaps a ten-minute walk around the bay. Stores are supposed to open at 
9 a.m. so about 8:45 I walked to town.  We have found that First Nations towns often 
have lots of loose dogs, so Sam stayed behind. 
 

 
 

 

Klemtu certainly does not have the tidiness of Hartley Bay. Instead of boardwalks, there 
is an uneven gravel road. Weeds abound. Piles of junk sit on porches and in yards. Unlike 
Hartley Bay, Klemtu has cars – mainly rusted ones; one car without wheels sat in front of 
a house near the new longhouse. A few signs, well-done but worn, relate the history of 
Klemtu, once a cannery. 
 
If time allowed, it would be interesting to tour the Big House, which sits on a point facing 
the channel.  Apparently you contact a local man, Francis Robinson, to arrange a personal 
tour.  According to our Waggoner guide, Francis “has a delightful sense of humor. He’ll 
entertain you with stories and legends, especially of the Raven clan, of which he is a 
member.” 
 
The new Big House might be the high point of Klemtu. Stores were hard to locate and 
definitely not open at 9. One, in a house, had so much junk in its front yard that I didn’t 
want to come back. The Post Office was open, but the girl there was “just sitting in” and 
did not know how to find a stamp for a postcard to the U.S. (although she sold postcards). 
 
Back at the boat, Sam helped start the engine. She seems to think it requires furious 
barking and pawing at the floor near the engine, so we have discovered that we can give 
her a tennis ball.  She paws furiously and violently shakes her body – but will not spit out 
the tennis ball! Muffles the sound fairly well. 
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When we came this way going north, we went up Mathieson Channel and did our 
waterfall tour. This time we are on Finlayson Channel, a parallel channel to the west. If 
we went south on it, we would end up on Milbanke Sound, exposed to Queen Charlotte 
Sound and its ocean swells. Two east/west passages cut over to Mathieson. Jackson 
Passage is supposed to be beautiful but ends with a narrows to be transited only at high 
slack; Oscar Passage is further south but wide and open.  Jackson Passage will have to 
wait for another trip.   
 
At 10:45 a.m. we entered Oscar Passage in calm seas, and it’s a good thing. 
 
I work up this morning feeling queasy, but didn’t think too much about it. By the time we 
were entering Oscar Passage, I felt very unsettled, and eventually threw up. I mentioned 
it to Bob – and he said he felt queasy, too, but he insisted that he would be fine and we 
should carry on. 
 
Our route to Shearwater takes us up Seaforth Passage. As the name implies, Seaforth 
connects the open seas of Milbanke and Queen Charlotte Sounds with the calmer Inside 
Passage. We can get to Seaforth Passage via Reid Passage, but it is tricky. Our friend Bud 
warns “Don’t use Reid Passage if you have not plotted the course in advance! You need 
to feel good about it, otherwise use Mathieson Channel all the way.” We have an 
electronic chart but do not have the paper chart to back-up and preview the course, and 
decide to pass, as we did on the way up. 
 
The alternative way is to take Mathieson Channel out into Milbanke Sound just a little, to 
go around Ivory Light. Reid Passage is definitely shorter and more protected (and full of 
rocks), but the weather is not too bad.   
 
As we approached the end of Oscar Passage, Bob got sick. I was sick first, but it hit him 
harder. We suspect we let that crab quiche sit just a day or two too long in the 
refrigerator, and/or we let it sit out while we visited and did not heat it up enough. (It 
wasn’t the crabs, as the quiche was great on Monday; it was the leftover aspect. Another 
lesson learned.) 
 
Thankfully, seas were not rough. I drove the boat out and around Ivory Island up Seaforth 
Channel while Bob slept and advised as needed (like when I needed to dodge a ferry). 
We had intended to stop at New Bella Bella to get fuel (they have good water) but all we 
wanted to do was find a dock and stop. 
 
Shearwater had changed management and policies since we were here in June, and now, 
unknown to us, takes reservations. Thankfully, they had one open space. We tied up, laid 
down –and slept for two hours. Sam didn’t even get to go ashore until 6 o’clock.  I 
bought some ginger ale and made some “comfort food” of macaroni and cheese. Spirit 
came in and invited us aboard. Regretfully, we had to decline. Instead, we went to bed by 
8 p.m. and slept another 12 hours. 
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We gained a day by skipping Khutze and going on to Klemtu. We will reclaim that day 
with an extra stay at Shearwater, which has a laundry, store, fuel and a good restaurant.   
 
(By Sunday, August 12, we had somewhat recovered from our self-inflicted food 
poisoning and were ready to explore again.) 
 
Sunday, August 12 
Shearwater to Ocean Falls, British Columbia 
 
Ocean Falls, we were told, is a “must see,” a ghost town located east and north of 
Shearwater at the head of one of the many inlets piercing mainland British Columbia. 
 
To get there, we must transit Gunboat Passage, then head north on Fisher Channel. Low 
tide made narrow Gunboat Passage even more impressive, although very scenic with 
many heavily forested small islands. Approaching Maria Island, it seemed there was no 
room for us between a rock on one side and the red mark on the other, but there was, 
perhaps 100 feet. Adding to the challenge, the marks here assume Red Right Returning 
eastbound, from the sea and not to the sea.  One always needs to know: Am I coming or 
going? It’s easy to get confused. 
 
Reaching Fisher Channel we left the low forested islands and returned to the fjord-like 
landscape of tall mist-shrouded mountains, steep-sided waterfalls and signs of logging 
mixed with bright green new growth. 
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We reached Ocean Falls, “Home of the Rain People,” at 1:30 p.m. in the rain and found a 
spot on the dock near The Shack. 
 

 
 

 

For a ghost town, Ocean Falls abounds with friendly spirits. Apparently unstaffed,  the 
bright yellow floating building known as The Shack welcomed us with a half-opened 
Dutch door and a sign: “Please leave bottom door closed – sea otters like to read too!” 
 
Two computers waited on a plywood table against the wall, turned on and equipped with 
Google Canada and good internet for all to use – for free. Two other tables encouraged 
conviviality. Photos were laminated on one tabletop, and another had a chess set up, 
using rocks as pieces. A sign urged us to enjoy ourselves, and leave the lights and 
computer on. A heater warmed us. 
 
Ocean Falls, now entering its second century of existence, once was a  busy community 
of more than 5,000, with an Olympic-sized swimming pool and a Crown Zellerbach pulp 
mill that was the second largest on the coast. 
 
An aerial shot on the computer’s screensaver showed a large lake behind a dam, very tall 
steep mountains and just a thin road leading to other towns. The dam, built in 1916 and 
elevated several times, supplies electrical power for Ocean Falls, Shearwater and Bella 
Bella. It is 677 feet long and 60 feet high at the center. Link Lake lies behind it. 
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Sam and I wandered ashore. Crisp bright Canadian and British Columbia  flags fly over a 
faded pink Court House (now an occasional post office, clinic and library) with peeling 
paint and adjacent empty picnic area. Blue hydrangeas and other garden flowers bloom 
where houses once were, driveways and front walkways still clearly visible on overgrown 
lots. Wind blows through broken windows of what was once a four-star hotel, in 1952 the 
second largest hotel on the west coast after San Francisco, according to the official Ocean 
Falls Walking Tour map.  Down the street, the deserted Co-op, once the Company Store, 
still holds an odd assortment of goods. 
 

 
 

 

 
Ocean Falls began in 1906, when the Bella Coola Pulp & Paper Company cleared the site 
and became what would be the first of many mill owners. Crown Zellerbach purchased 
the mill in 1954, and closed it in 1971. The province tried to run it, to save the jobs, but in 
1980, it, too, gave up, and in 1986 the hydro plant was sold.  
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Bulldozers came to raze the town; many houses and buildings were destroyed,  but town 
residents blocked the bulldozers and the rest of the buildings, although deserted, were 
saved. They stand as an empty reminder of better times, and perhaps a harbinger of good 
times to come again as Ocean Falls builds up its transient boating traffic. 
 
A hatchery has opened next to the old pulp and paper mill, and a filtered and UV water 
treatment system provides some of the best water in the area. Few people live in Ocean 
Falls today, but about 40 souls (100 or so in the summer) live in nearby Martin Valley, a 
1.5 mile walk down a scenic road.  Sally Isaksen, the wharfinger, comes by The Shack 
daily to check the docks and collect fees. 
 
Herb Carpenter, the Harbour Manager, runs the marine ways, originally built in 1917. He 
built Melissa, the golden mermaid who welcomes boats to the docks. His wife, Lena,  
runs a little gift shop called Ocean Belles. I wandered in, finding the usual homemade 
boutique items. A rack held slippers knitted from multi-hued yarn, each with a yarn 
pompon at the throat. A group of kayakers wandered in, getting out of the rain. “So cool, 
“  they said of the kitschy slippers, and bought several. It must have been the rain, or the 
ambiance; I bought a pair for myself, and later one for Bob.  And whenever we use them, 
they not only keep our feet warm on the boat, but they bring back fond memories of 
Ocean Falls. 
 
August 13, 2007 
Ocean Falls to Fury Cove 
Route 45: 56.67 miles 
 
 
Today would have been Dad’s 92nd birthday. At home, the family just had a birthday 
celebration for everyone. Here it is a sunny day, and we are heading south. Going up we 
had a sense of exploration and adventure, heading into the unknown. Now, we are going 
home. 
 
Bob feels better. Ocean Falls was definitely a good stop, and sunshine sure helps! 
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We cast off from Ocean Falls at 10:05 a.m. As we move south we leave steep, fjord-like 
terrain and get back to lower hills, with lots of inlets and islets.  From the chart, it looks 
like there are many interior lakes, like Link Lake above Ocean Falls. Just before 11 
o’clock we slow down to look at a few whales, and to avoid the massive Statendam 
cruise ship heading up Fisher Channel to take Johnson Channel towards Seaforth 
Passage.  No skinny Gunboat Passage for them, that’s for sure! 
 
We pass appropriately-named Farewell Point at 11:52.  Looking ahead we see blue sky, 
white clouds, and light gray outlines of a mountain ahead, probably Calvert Island at the 
edge of Queen Charlotte Sound. 
 
Fishermen chatter on the radio, several with a Scottish type brogue. Fishing season ends 
today. We expect to be joined by fishing boats heading south. It has not been a good 
season for them. 
 

 
 

 

 
The BC Ferry, Queen of Chilliwack, can’t find the kayaker they were supposed to pick 
up near Arthur Point across from Safety Cove. (I didn’t realize that a ferry would detour 
like that.) Chilliwack’s skipper, a woman, asks if there is any connection between a 
kayaker reportedly attacked by wolves. The Coast Guard will look into it. We keep 
listening. They found the kayaker -- he had made alternative plans and didn’t tell the 
ferry to cancel the rendezvous. The ferry skipper’s response about the unneeded detour:  
“A bit time consuming but, ah, well, it’s a nice summer day!” 
 
We arrive at Rouse Reef, the entrance to Fury Cove, at 4 o’clock.  Seas are calm, unlike 
the breaking surf that greeted us on the way north. We enter through the opening in the 
reef, then make a hard left through a narrow (but deep) pass into this large round bay that 
is Fury Cove. We can see across a white shell beach to Queen Charlotte Sound. Two little 
fishing boats are sitting out there. Everything is mellow, warm sun, blue sky, calm 
water…it must be summer, even here. 
 
By 4:45 we have anchored, joining five other boats tucked into this protected cove. Sam 
and I row ashore and run on the beach, which looks like sand from a distance but really is 
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shell, dotted with bleached driftwood. It’s the first time we’ve seen driftwood for a while. 
Not sure why not except most shores are very steep with not a lot of places for trees and 
stumps to sit and weather. (Not too much sun, either.) 
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It’s now 8:15 p.m. and Fury Cove anything but furious. We are nine boats here, including 
us and Honker, an old fishing boat that we met at Shearwater. We suspect most of these 
boats will leave tomorrow, as will we, heading south, crossing Queen Charlotte Sound,  
but perhaps not rounding Cape Caution as close as we did going north. 
 
Lots of stars are out tonight. Fury Cove is a mellow place. 
 
 


