SECTION 18: THE BROUGHTONS

Saturday, August 18, 2007
Sullivan Bay to Carter Passage, North Broughton Isind

| woke up at 8:33 a.m. It was not raining. Thatssa lot.

We intended the Broughtons to be a place to refaxséow down after all the cruising
miles and challenges, and so far it is just thalliv&n Bay, the northernmost Broughton
marina, is clearly at the end of its season. dognis, there are only seven boats on its
two public 300-foot long docks. We've read abowt five o’clock cocktail hour potlucks
and are ready for some social time. Hopefully,dtieer marinas will be a little more
active.

Sullivan Bay is literally a floating town, with wden “streets” similar to Hartley Bay,
only floating, like docks, over 100-foot deep waténestles up against a steep forested
island but as near as we can tell, the only thorgkand are the fuel tanks, perched on a
ledge cleared of trees, and satellite receiverash Point.” A few lines and chain
anchor the “streets” to land.
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We arrived yesterday at 3:15 p.m., in the rain, @mdon B Dock, a.k.a. Hootchie Lane,
looking aft to “Main Street” which has a café anstare. The cook is on vacation but a
local lady filled in last night, serving us and thier five people dining a delicious
dinner of prawns or halibut, twice-baked potataes wegetables. Seafood portions were
small, but very fresh.

Houses here are substantial and most look new,osltirful red, green or blue metal
roofs and siding; some are two-story. One hasiadpkr on its roof. Several have very
large power boats tied to their floating street8qhio Culdesac” and “Halibut Heights”).
It's a little like the Sausalito or Seattle housabareas, only without the funkiness.
Pristinely clean and modern with flower boxes, thamk ready for a spread in Sunset
Magazine.

Older houses, wooden with shake roofs, line MaBtetet near the store. The people
here have even thought of Sam: Down near the fuek,cbeyond the store and the trash-
burning barrel, is another float. Called the “patgzk,” it has real grass to accommodate
the needs of visiting doggies.

In search of a newspaper, | try the store. Shevesearly bare. No newspapers, but we
do buy a large red and white umbrella. The neamyty café does have a newspaper —
just one, and it belongs to the man sitting at#iisde reading it. Sullivan Bay, we learn,
is privately owned — and he is the affable owned also a seaplane pilot.

Apollo’s Cruise to Alaska — 2007 Page XVIII - 2
Section 18: The Broughtons



He tells us that people with houses own the flbairthouse sits on, but lease the floating
“streets” they tie to. Most are gone by mid-to-I8&ptember and are not back until late
May. Homeowners on the back row (“Halibut Heightai¢ mostly Americans. Some
have been coming here for 15 years or more. Antenygnager keeps an eye on things
during winter and provides services to logging camp

We hang around Sullivan Bay all morning, enjoyihg good internet connection, then
take off about 1:20 to explore a few bays. Very favats are out. Sutlej Channel is wide,
with uneven hills, some tall, many low, all foressteome signs of logging. A log boom
fills Cartwright Bay.

About two hours later we enter large Greenway Soukid aquaculture operation stands
out at the entrance but it's not visible once iasi@ecil Island, a possible anchorage, has
one boat.

Continuing up the sound, we find Greenway Soundimdaia large operation with more
than 2,000 feet of red-carpeted dock space andaéig boats tied up. We stop briefly.
Its store, too, is low on stock and without newswapWe’ve got some steaks to cook, so
we decide not to stay and instead check out aagesrat the end of the sound.

The guidebook suggests anchoring in a pretty baynbdeBroughton Point, at the east end
of Carter Passage. We drive around, but cannadrsgling that looks like a bay. But
behind what looks like a rock wall there is an Al§nal! (AlS is the signal that large
commercial boats send out; we cannot send a siganghave a receiver that picks up
signals and plots the boats on our chart plotteioyv could a boat big enough to have
AIS be tucked into what seems like such a smalhog® AIS info says it is “Good
Fortune,” 65-feet long, 100 yards away, destinattd@ME.

Approaching the “wall” carefully, we find thereas opening. On the chart, it's just a 1/4
inch gap with a tiny blue area showing deeper wa&et if Good Fortune can fit, so can
we. The passage is narrow, but deep and opensamier area. Good Fortune, it turns
out, is a beautiful Selene, and gracious aboutrdtusion into his secluded cove. By 4
o’clock we have anchored a reasonable distance.adt#;45 Bob is barbecuing under
dry, blue skies.
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Carter Passage really is a passage, sort of. a.ikeer, it runs back to Wells Passage,
dividing North Broughton Island from larger Broughtlsland. But rocky shoals nearly
close it off at the end of the “bay” were are im&l boats, or perhaps a kayak, might be
able to transit at high tide, although the chaovehtidal rapids at its other end. It's a
beautiful anchorage, though, and one we never wioaNe found had it not been for that
AIS signal.
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Sunday, August 19, 2007
Shawl! Bay

We've finally “found” the Broughtons. Something atbé&hawl Bay makes it magic.

Entering Shawl Bay, we pass several floating hqusesy looking quite derelict, others
nice (but not the pristine niceness of Sullivan B&ne, standing alone, has an airplane
parked next to it. Continuing on around a largeknm the middle of the approach, we
see Shawl Bay Marina, a tiny place compared to i&vag Sound Marina, and funkier.
Two young men, one bejeweled with ear and lip jexchelp us tie up, assisted by
Shiloh, a mellow German Shepherd who keeps an ey&am.

We left Carter Passage at 11 a.m. and are settleere, at the tip of a long mainland
peninsula, by 1:15. We are across the boardwabodtdive feet away — from the
“general store” a tiny weathered shack selling keded dolls, a few shirts (triple-X large
sizes seem to be all that is left) and a few cds®da. It's the end of the season.

We are welcomed and greeted with the news thagtom potluck night...5 o’clock
potluck hors d’oeuvres and 7 o’clock dinner. Foalll me on the party float, where picnic
tables and a barbecue sit under a peaked bluécplast. Electricity (15 amp) will be
turned on at 4 o’clock, then off at 11.
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Friendly Shawl Bay bills itself as “The
Meeting Place.” Tucked into a little forested cavieh no land access, this floating
marina has five fingers offering about 1,000 fdedackage. Moorage fees include a free
pancake breakfast. Three tiny cabins serve as goesk, general store and laundry. All
are white washed with gray blue trim, and featirake roofs covered with moss. A tall
cabinet with aluminum sides that is a smoker fomgusalmon sits on the dock; behind it
is a small grass-covered float: The K-9 Yacht Clllvo houses and an unpainted
building that is a workshop complete Shawl Bayt dagr people live here during the
winter.

At 4 o’clock the electricity is turned on and thingtart happening. Those in the know
knew to sign up early on the whiteboard to usddbadry; the first to sign up is already
there, ready to wash. The laundry room also haxtnsive book exchange, with
bookcase shelves packed with things to read. Astibwe we can order pies or sticky
buns in advance, ready to pick up in the morning.

People apparently come here year after year...mogi@déere now appear to be old-
timers. Take Bill and Marcia Bents on “Vertigo,laage powerboat that came in soon
after we did, flying a Newport Beach Yacht Club dpes.

That got Bob’s attention, so they chatted duringdyahour. Bill and Marcia have been
coming here many years, before GPS and good ainade navigation easier. They
remember when 23-year-old Robbie, who helped usgjevas a little kid turning 5.
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Bill is in a wheelchair now, dealing with Parkin&arMarcia drives the boat, and she is
good. She grew up in Newport Beach, a tomboy whoyed sailing. She said she
wanted to go on the first Ensenada race, but whslénand her father wouldn't allow
her to go with an all male crew. The next yearstippered her own boat in order to go.
We talked about the Newport Harbor Nautical Musewmch they helped found, and
about Orange County and how it has changed.

Bob and Bill reminisced about sailing Thistles agaiTommy Schock and about Cal 40s
and Bob’s TransPac experience on Finesse Il. Thegaup talking about Palo Alto,
exchanging names. Bill, who graduated from Seqtiagh School in Redwood City,
knew most of the Palo Alto Yacht Club old-timerstBoentioned. Both enjoyed sharing
memories...It's a small world.

These people have been coming up here for a nuofilyears, keeping a boat in Canada
or Washington. They're sort of boating out theidgears and going to places they feel
comfortable with. Here’s a guy with Parkinson’s btill boating. Physically he’s not
what he once was, but he’s on a boat and keepirlgeowater. Good for him!
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Monday, August 20, 2007
Shawl Bay to Kwatsi Bay
About 16 miles

On Monday morning Robbie brought out a platterlstddhigh with pancakes. We sat at
picnic tables on the party dock and enjoyed thalkiest and the company, then bought
a small lemon meringue pie and were off the dod@atb’clock as people waved good-
bye. This is what we imagined the Broughtons tdikee

The trip to Kwatsi Bay will be our “long” journeyf the week — about two hours. We
headed out south and east toward Tribune Chareehgseveral aquaculture
operations, many of them large two-story floating/dings with “cages” or whatever
they are covering a lot of water along the shore.

As we made our way along Tribune Channel, the nanstecame steeper and taller,
more like fjords. Across from Rainy Point a watérnfeured down slabs of dark rock
from far above. Trees surround logging scars; veensere aquaculture near the base of
the waterfall. We turn into Kwatsi Bay, boundeddtgep, tall mountains, clouds clinging
to their tops, and move towards the bowl-shaped bé#he bay. A small rock island,
mostly covered with trees, partially blocks the efthe bay, forming a protected inner
bay. There sits Kwatsi Bay Marina, a tiny placertdly carved out of the forest.

“Hi, I'm Anca, and this is my husband, Max,” a sliem blond women greets us. This is
their place, their home. They have been here alibyears, each year adding something.
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Anca points to an orange ball tied to the treetootfar away; it marks the start of a trail,
a five or ten minute walk to a waterfall. We camrbw their aluminum skiff to get there.
(It's only a few hundred yards from the house, thetterrain is so steep and the trees so
dense that access must be by boat.) | asked abats;lihey haven’t seen any since
spring, when they come down for fresh greens taraet their stomachs, but she’ll lend
me her bear spray and air horn if | wish! It'swag right now, but the idea of a hike to a
waterfall is appealing.

For now, Sam has a chance to be on actual landiysh&me since our hurried departure
from Port Hardy. Their house sits in a small clegriTo get there from the boat we walk
along the float we are tied to, a well-built, salwdod dock, then walk across two 2 x10
planks to get to another float, then across twoenpdainks to get to the third float that
connects to a ramp up to a bridge to shore. Thigéeris an open walkway (no handrails)
about four feet wide and 10 feet above the waterwa reach land, with lots of grassy
vegetation, ferns, and bark on the ground, we aretgd by an array of solar panels and a
satellite dish, then the house.

A small sign with an arrow directs us to turn rigt the “Dog Walk.” The short trail
leads to a new cabin, which will be a guest caldienvcompleted. We pass ferns and
thick trees...this is truly back in a rain forestndat is raining.

Anca tells us that visitors like the remoteness soldude of Kwatsi Bay, so they have
decided to keep it small and intimate. They disagerrafting and do not want more that
15 or so boats on any day. Reservations are akboh#cessary in mid-summer and they
often turn away boats. The guest cabin will serfigigermen and others with smaller
boats; if it had been ready this summer, thereaMas of demand, but last winter was a
rough one and some things did not get done. Wimitgdls from colder inland British
Columbia sweep down from atop the mountains, argagales in the bay.

Max and Anca and their two children live here yearnd. Their daughter is gone right
now, but Russell, their son, is friendly, articeland a big help. The family has truly
carved a settlement out of the forest, making aruoig for the house at the base of a huge
rock cliff. Everything has to come in my boat, aspibly small plane: Every board,
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every solar panel, umbrella, plastic chair etc.xMaing to Port McNeill tomorrow, and
making a grocery list

Several small buildings sit on the various dockse @& a shower, another a small store
that sells local crafts and honey, some pottemnesawoodcraft and T-shirts. A
blackboard on the shower building announces “Phktlup.m.” (On alternate days, it's
hors d’oeuvres.). On the party float, just acfoss the float we are tied to, are two
picnic tables and lots of plastic chairs. Bare wradhes the shelter, with no sides but a
white plastic tarp covering the peaked roof. A Hhoekcase filled with paperback books
and chairs with comfy cushions invite relaxing. &glastic pots hold herbs and flowers.
Russell says they can’t grow anything on land —shigjs.

The potluck is magnificent, with lots and lots 0bfl: salads, fresh prawns caught this
morning, casseroles etc.

We've asked everyone we see “If you had three aldyes to see the Broughtons, and
had covered all the marinas, where would you gé@@jain and again, the answer is
“Laura Cove.” So tomorrow we will find out whatspecial about this place.
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Tuesday, August 21, 2007
Kwatsi Bay to Laura Cove

Sunshine! Shorts! Blue sky! Warmth! This is a warhaleplace!

Actually, any place today would be wonderful, giitbe weather. It just makes it even
better to be in two especially pretty places. Watstl the morning leisurely at Kwatsi
Bay, leaving the dock at ten minutes before elefear filling the water tank with their
good water, taking Sam ashore for a walk and ciattith Anca and other boaters on
the docks. | wanted to stay and just veg out, lheitieed to run the engine to charge the
batteries prevailed.

It's just as well, because Laura Cove is even nitke guidebooks are a little vague
about an inner anchorage, but they talk about garognd a little islet in Laura Bay to
find a small, scenic anchorage. We did, roundimglittle forested islet to find a narrow
channel already occupied by a sailboat and a paagrboth anchored and with stern
ties to shore. We dropped the hook between thetmgé near the islet, then tried our
stern tie system for the first time this trip.

We’'ve been carrying a 450-foot roll of yellow potgpylene line on the upper stern rail,
ready for just this situation. Fortunately, Sam Veaked in the head, to diminish her
barking upon arrival; she would have gone nuts agjwckly launched “her” dinghy.
Yellow line in hand, | rowed about 75 feet to sh@&ambled up some rocks and got the
line around a big tree. First we tied a bowlind ant tension on it to line up the boat
perpendicular to shore. Then | untied the bowling larought the bitter end back to the
boat, so the line is around the tree but can leaseld from the boat.

And here we are, basking in the sunshine a few leogths from a forest of mixed
greens, enjoying the warmth and the silence. Bwbdrued hamburgers for lunch. A
lady from the sailboat kayaked over to ask aboutidorugs....they are “thinking”

about moving from sail to power. | sat in the sygnon the roof deck and read, then took
Sam for a row. We fetched sticks on the islandexmlored this cove.

Apollo’s Cruise to Alaska — 2007 Page XVIII - 11
Section 18: The Broughtons



It's 5:30 p.m. now. We know, because Sam annoum@ash evening. She has decided
this is dinner hour and it is remarkable how acuher clock is. Does she have a
wristwatch like Satchel in “Get Fuzzy”? Boats haeene and gone and we now have
two other powerboats and two sailboats besidel’sistill very quiet, and balmy.

Tomorrow | might go rowing and find out if thereda “inner cove” to Laura Bay or if
this is it. | wouldn’t mind staying another day,tplike at Kwatsi, we cannot because we
need to run the engine, the cost of having to p@feeezer and refrigerator.

We've raved about so many “beautiful” coves. Howhis one different? The weather, of
course, makes a difference...Any cove with this mwahm sun might qualify for four
stars. But it is different: The mountains surrounggdare low, not tall and steep, leaving
room for more blue sky (and sunshine). Thereeasstandard issue of trees, but they are
one-tree high, not tree upon tree upon tree, magap to the sky. The shore is a low
“wall” of gray glacially-carved rock, not slopingto a meadow or shoaling, but much
more vertical, allowing us to bring the boat muédser.
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There are not only trees, but vines and other lowulsbery (I desperately need to take a
horticulture course so | can identify these plan8dme trees are contorted, like giant
bonsai; up north they were stacked vertically,tiigtraight and tall. Some trees here
have moss (dead or drying) hanging down. At loieweocks have mussels or barnacles
instead of the ochre kelp or algae we saw furtloethn

The islet near us is shoal, but it is a flat platfaf rock, not the dark brown unevenly-
surfaced pitted shoal rocks we saw up north. Itesakmuch easier to land a dinghy.

Wednesday, August 22, 2007
Laura Cove to Kwatsi Bay
12.5 miles

We have returned to Kwatsi Bay. Anca is gone ferdhy, having taken their small open
boat to Echo Bay to paint the school house. Sombaadorrowed the old aluminum
skiff to go to the waterfall. When they come baek, all ask how it was: “Not far,
mosquitoes but pretty. No bears — the issue isa@Lig So we decide to go as a group,
one man, three women and a dog (Sam) on a leashowever to the orange ball
marking the head of the trail; the path is a prettg, winding through the trees and very
short, perhaps five minutes. The waterfall is prefin the way back it's safe for Sam to
be off-leash and she has a great time catchinkgsstic

Apollo’s Cruise to Alaska — 2007 Page XVIII - 13
Section 18: The Broughtons



Tonight will be another potluck. Max and Anca, aetparticipants, have been surveying
boaters, gently asking what we are planning togosio they can fill in. | am getting low
on groceries, but can bring the rest of the paleamid one zucchini, quartered and
sautéed with onions and tomatoes, both garnishédgsated Parmesan, and also some
watermelon.

We have lots of food at the potluck. Max has caokeoast and Anca brings a salad.
Someone baked fresh brownies — and are they @hise in the know grab brownies
first, then main dish items.) Everyone brings tloeun plates, silverware and drinks.

| happen to sit next to Max, so | ask what speskdls he needed to carve out this place.
His answer surprises me. | expected something abitdlife, and he did say that
experience in the wild was a factor — but the bsgeas “the things people used to just
know, things the old timers know.” Like how totdogs in the water to even up the ends
of a float. (A wedge is critical and it's easidsyou use an old, thin worn chain since
there is less resistance through the water.) Hoaligm the base of a cabin. Mechanical
things. We discuss the fact that people don’thirgs anymore, just throw them away,
and that is what the economy encourages and sgppatple don’t have a sense of the
end point of things. He talked about orders fowgaized nails and bolts constantly being
messed up, and people saying “Just come in anchrigfl “Coming in” is a time-
consuming project for Max that involves long bades and a borrowed truck.

Dad would have loved talking to Max. | told hinM¥ Dad used to fix things” and he
said “We don’t respect the knowledge of those oddgmmore.” He is trying to instill this
in his son and expects a challenge: “Why botheemihis encouraged to throw things
away?” What if the “green” movement really focusedthe cost of disposing and
replacing things? Perhaps we’d learn to fix mbantmere “things.”

Max and Anca’s daughter, Maricke, 14, is coming bdaomorrow, having been in
Victoria helping with and riding horses for six WieeA seaplane will bring her and her
grandmother in from Campbell River, a sort of seimrter that can be arranged; a plane
will even come to an anchored boat. Max and Ance lsafuture dilemma — how to
school the kids, give them a social life and kdep lifestyle. It's really not about
academics, but about socialization, and has pesind negative aspects.
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Right now Anca takes the kids to school in Echo Beg small boat two times a week;
they are also home schooled using a correspondeho®| curriculum. (I suspect this is
not a unique problem in British Columbia and thah&dians have developed good
solutions.)

Key to this is the usually outstanding internetroection, via satellite. The Hughes
satellite dish at the top of the dock sends a $igpao the tall rock mountain surrounding
the bay; the rock mountain bounces the signal updasatellite. The system works well —
except, as happened during our visit, when a mgpitioat tries to download a full-length
movie, overloading and temporarily shutting dole system.

We chatted with Ron and Sue Lange from Popeyeilyadute trailerable miniature tug;
they live in Roseburg, Oregon and can tow the 2twmat wherever they wish to go.
For this trip, they launched at Powell River, oa BiC, mainland. All in all, it was a very
delightful group, and perfect weather.

It's a little after 9 o’clock now, and the half mogs rising, casting a light just on a
section of the channel, the “V” right where Kwasly begins. It's truly a magical place.
In the Land of the Potlucks tonight's was a “10.”

Now the moon has slipped behind the mountains atengestars. We are side-tied
starboard side to the dock. Looking out the patesit is dark with only the sounds of the
waterfall.
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Thursday, August 23
Kwatsi Bay to Echo Bay
About 15.25 miles

On Thursday morning we dawdle, trying to take adge of the excellent internet
connection, not knowing what the next place wifeofl have decided to try to finish and
send another set of missives, but there are vati@ruptions and too much going on. We
chat with Ron and Sue from Popeye, whose daughis in Orinda, about cruising on
San Francisco Bay. Max stops by, returning the mregon plate. Turns out in another
life he used to live in Palo Alto and worked forI§R social sciences and surveys). The
layers continue to peel back to reveal a very @stng person.

Bob starts chatting with the fellow on a largelsadt. They have kids on board who have
voted to stay another day, to play with Russelln§wout he is the new publisher of
FineEdge, which includes the Douglass guidebookerd follows a discussion of the
diagram into Ford’s Terror (yes, they know it's tusing, have been there this summer
and have already redone the diagram.) Sounds déike planning to do some good
updates, providing more human-interest contentlditeon to quoting the Coast Pilot and
state of the bottom for anchoring. He’s interestedriters and editors...we’ll stay in
touch. Might be a great opportunity.

At 12:50 we are finally off the dock, leaving a KisiaBay that cries out for a return visit.

We head west down Tribune Channel, traveling atbegop of large Gilford Island,

then turn off at the Burdwood Group and head soegitwowards Cramer Pass. We'll
continue through Cramer Pass on Sunday when wetbdajoon Cove, but for now
we’re headed to Echo Bay, the “town” for Kwatsi Bayd site of the local elementary
(K-7+) school. We marvel that twice a week, in #iater, Anca and the kids travel these
waterways in an open boat, and marvel even moterthihe past, fishermen and farmers
got around in rowboats.

A little after 2 o’clock we pass by Pierre’s, whave will go Friday and Saturday, and
then reach Echo Bay. We pass it and turn left 8ttoal Harbour (not to be confused with
Shawl Bay), aptly named as we look down its naropening and see kelp and rocks
beneath us. Several boats are at anchor insidéna&been told that crabbing is good
here, thus our stop. Several floats mark crab ped&s a commercial aquaculture
operation. We decide to drop ours near the otlhertsare concerned that it ended up in
just 28 feet of water, perhaps too shallow. Tomamvall tell. We baited it with two
herring, leftover pork from June (had been in tieeer) and a good dose of the liquid
stinky stuff.

Four kayaks lead our way out the narrow entraneeef@l substantial houses overlook
the water — this looks like a “big city” comparedkwatsi Bay.
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Two marinas guard the entrance to Echo Bay. Toigi is the large and well-known
Echo Bay Resort that has fallen on hard timesythas. It is practically empty, the fuel
dock has no fuel and we have heard reports thahargtor fire cut out electricity.

Across the inlet is Windsong Sea Village, alsodale and spruced up like a mail order
bride. Brightly colored buildings on floating dockestle under a sheer cliff. Much
smaller than Echo Bay, Windsong has an art gadad/good solid docks, but no power
on the dock, and no land access.

The “Bead Lady,” who lives there with her husbaoifers a friendly welcome; after we
tie up she directs me behind one floating homeamisee faded pictographs on the rock
wall. She believes a potential new buyer wanentwance the cultural theme of the
place, adding more artists to the gallery. A tofahree boats are spending the night.
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A few local people join us for Happy Hour at 5 @ck, all Canadian except us (and all
suspicious that my mild salsa will be too spicytteeir bland tastes). The social time is
fascinating; we talk about politics, and discussgendary Canadian boat builder, and
artist, Allen Farrell, whose son is now also aisart

Echo Bay itself is very small — | easily rowed frame side to the other, and to the end,
where a small public dock provides access to a gadkthe school. The park is really just
an open grassy area. When we went ashore, a fantilya small runabout was tied up,
their boys sleeping in a tent on the dock. Twaoakays came in and camped in the park
near the shell beach. So far this has been thestogsfor dogs.

The big concern here is the cougar. A sign neastheols warns of cougar sightings and
urges caution. The consensus seems to be that semabquietly shoot it before school
starts in two weeks. We are told cougar meat iseqgood.

The only way to get to the public dock or schoohfrWindsong is via boat. We think
Echo Bay Resort has access to land, but we'reuret # does appear to have electricity,
and had a strong internet signal that we were tabiap into from across the bay. | rowed
over and bought a block of ice. It had a brownditg it and as it melted it filled the
cooler with liquid looking like iced tea. It's cedaater...probably OK but unappetizing.
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Friday, August 24
Billy Proctor's Museum and Pierre’s Bay

If Echo Bay is the “community center” for this la@rgrea, then Billy Proctor is its
spokesman, Honorary Mayor and Good Will Ambassaflome seventy years old, Billy
is a regional legend who has lived, trapped, loggatifished throughout the area.

There is a trail from the school across the petasuBilly’s, on the other side of the
peninsula that hosts Echo Bay Marina, but we wexmed about the cougar. So we
visited via boat after we left Windsong on Fridagming, motoring around the corner
and trying Apollo to Bill's dock near his boat, ¢@an Dawn.”
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Billy’s place offers a glimpse of what | would callhomestead. Handrails made from
driftwood line the path up a hill from the dock.€highpoint is Bill Proctor's Museum, a
highly eclectic collection of “things” marking a waf life largely no longer relevant.
Remember egg cups? My grandmother had them, addesoBilly. Old newspapers
recount the lunar landing, and just about everglgiise. Old bear traps and lures remind
us that people used to fabricate things more; & b8ilneograph machine, and a crank
telephone remind us how much easier tasks are tddhaye are glass jars from 1910,
coins and piles of old boating and fishing magaziseme featuring stories about Bill
Proctor. As Billy says, he’s preserved part of atphat is all but forgotten.

Billy is an old-timer with a modern passion: In th&st decade or so he has become a
committed environmental activist, passionate alpoeserving his beloved wilderness.
Mention Billy Proctor in this area, and you'll hesvout his Salmon Enhancement
Project..

Logging might be OK in valleys, Billy explains, beiear cutting along streams warms
water and adds silt. He says that regulationsisaywthen the slope of a steam is 20
degrees or greater, it is considered too steepdionon and therefore companies can do
any logging they want. And it’s true that salmomdgo up that steep a grade, he says --
but the debris from the logging washes down in®lthwer, flatter areas that salmon do
live in. The enhancement project is an attemptaarcup and repopulate streams once
rich with salmon.

Bill built the museum building from lumber he midléimself. Out the front door is
another building he constructed; it houses a sgitilshop that sells shirts, books and
takes donations for salmon enhancement. He’s quitearacter — and we are honored to
have met him, and learned about his work.
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Friday and Saturday, August 24 & 25, 2007
Pierre’s Bay

Just around the corner is Pierre’s, highly reconaedrby our friends Bud and LaVey
Norquist as “a fun and quaint marina” with a (sefjtmovie theater, bakery and weekly
pig roast. We’d even emailed ahead to get resengfa rare act for us). Twenty
minutes after leaving Billy Proctor’s dock, (andrieving our crabless crab trap) Pierre
Landry, beard flowing, greets us at his dock with hews that tomorrow will be the First
Annual Pierre’s Bay Duck Race.

Pierre and his outgoing wife, Tove, have creatbtil@ “village” out of nothing here, the
well-maintained floating buildings and docks chainte a rock cliff. Lady Di’s
Lighthouse Bakery is rumored to offer mouth-watgnoies, cookies and breads, but,
alas, Lady Di is ill and the bakery closed.

The laundry room is open, however, and | jump atdtlance to get some washing done —
discovering later that the washing machine onlysused, brown cedar water. Our sheets
have survived, with only a hint of cedar smell. WHhhe laundry churns, | explore the

rest of the main building and am delighted to $e¢ LaVey Norquist’'s wonderful

wildlife photos and notecards are on display amdsé&be. LaVey is a talented
photographer; we are happy to help reduce the towerExploring outside, some of us
become fascinated with mirror images on the rock aval in the water.

Tove, the social director at Pierre’s, works hardiake sure people relax and have fun.
At Happy Hour, we boaters get to know each othand-get our ducks. Five Smackers
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for a Quacker — and the winner takes the pot. KRaite vague... We also discover that
Sam is not the only Cattledog here...her distantioguse also boat dogs.

Tonight is also movie night at the tiny Octopus atee, with popcorn and a special treat
for us — Bud’s video of our amazing experience whih “dancing humpback whales” off
Point Adolphus in 2004.

Saturday, August 25

Today is Duck Race Day. We spend the morning #g@euping up our little plastic
duck and suspect others are doing the same, ewagtitienhancement” was never
mentioned. Things are very quiet on the docks. Alelencased ours into a plastic water
bottle to give it better hydrodynamics.

It's three o’clock and we gather at the startimg lwith our ducks. We are not the only
ones who have enhanced our little yellow contestané duck is taped to two orange
juice cans like on a raft; another has a sail. Quiek sits on a large piece of foam with an
aluminum pie pan for a sail. Pierre, unveiling ‘fsiecret weapon,” has attached a live fish
to “tow” his duck. We are mostly all wearing yell@s requested, some quite creatively.

The ducks go in to the skiff to be released indieter of the moorage, between the two
dock fingers. Boats line all sides and there israant, in theory taking them back to the
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end dock. But there is a set toward the boats ndoonethe outer finger. The flock gets
past the first boat, urged on by spectator chéertsthe current takes most of them behind
the next boat and between tied up boats and ttle &de lift up its fenders to allow
passage. In the meantime one undecorated un-imgiivtie ducky just floats down the
waterway and gets to the end log. Its owner iseren here; he’s off fishing. Our bottle
does well but is caught in the traffic jam betwée® dock and moored boat, a large
Selene, the same Selene we joined in the littlb@mage in Carter Passage. “Good
Fortune” will not be ours today.

The winner later donates his winnings to Billy’'dr8an Enhancement project, and we
play Pin the Bill on the duck while waiting for tipggy. This little piggy has been cooking
all day, in Pierre’s special spit barbecue. Weéafg side dishes to share, and enjoy the
roast.
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Sunday, August 26, 2007
Pierre’s to Lagoon Cove
23.09 miles

We are off the dock at Pierre’s 0950 and head bawekrds Echo Bay, seeing just one or
two houses along the shore. Most of the land isv@rband, but we do see signs of clear
cutting. There are NO boats are Echo Bay and oméyat Windsong! We cruise through

tiny Echo Bay, hoping to pick up an internet sigtmit apparently it has been turned off.

We can see about six buildings near Billy’s Plakhen nothing along Cramer Pass.
Cramer Pass is narrow, then opens to lots of ialetisa few hidden rocks. The Fox
Group is confusing, even with electronic charts @&R5, with lots of shoals between
islets and lots and lots of little islands, all wied, no signs of houses.

Going down Retreat Passage we pass Health Bayut Qltwuses on land, and a pier and
overhead power cables — haven't seen these in guwtale! (Most of the places we have
seen have generators, which often are turned offdd of the day or night.)

We turn the corner around Henrietta Island —andtiane rings! So seemingly random!
Water boils a little at Spring Passage — our SQ&&€¢8 Over Ground) is10.1 knots, a
two-knot boost from the current! At Ripple Blufisrong tide line disturbs the water, and
lots of birds swarm over it.

We proceed along the bottom of large Gilford Isldndt after Lady Island, we see lots of
logs (or dead trees) laying on the ground. Why2H2y fell the trees and let them dry on
the ground? Or only take the trunks and theseaage llimbs? Sections of live trees
surround these small patches of logged areas.

We turn between Turnour Island and Minstral Island find Lagoon Cove, arriving just
three hours after leaving Pierre’s. Bill Barberagseus and gives us “the three-minute
welcome lecture.” Most important: Happy House s @clock.
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Bill and Jean Barber purchased Lagoon Cove Maan&ast Cracroft Island, in 1992, as
he was retiring from a marketing career. It wad)@says, “a mess.” Docks and
walkways had to be cleared of junk and the shopweas partially caved in.

The fuel system and water system needed repaitth@nigouse nearly fell down. But
some past owner had planted fruit trees, and thaseroom for a flower garden. Unlike
most places we visited, Lagoon Cove has land, amdinhas marked trails as well.
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Sam and | go ashore to explore. It's a warm, sutay We take the Loop Trail; it's very
short. | want to try another but she rebels. Wé inditead throw Frisbees on the
expansive, mowed lawn. A whimsical totem made foartboard motor parts watches to
be sure we only put burnable items in the do-itrgeli burn barrel. A “fitness course”
offers the opportunity to split logs. Thankfullysitime for Happy Hour.
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Lagoon Cove Gertie, driving an old wooden boatguifrom the initial debris, welcomes
us as we join everyone at the historic workshogHappy Hour. Bill provides prawns
and everyone brings something. The table is fulze. brought Pierre’s Hot Crab Dip,
using crab from the freezer. Others bring meatbatth, nachos, popcorn...Dinner is
handled.

Tonight is special. There will be a campfire, amdaes. At 8:30 p.m. we gather around
the backyard fire ring, sitting on benches madenfodd docks and looking out at the
water. Jean has laid out sticks for toasting masadloms. We stick the gooey things on
graham crackers, add chocolate and savor childeooaner camp memories. Bill tells
oft-told bear tales, perhaps true, probably emdieid.

Then, adrenaline still pumping, someone arrives witeal bear story. It just happened
two hours ago, at the abandoned Indian villageyWmere exploring, found it very
shallow and hard to access. They left one persadhedock and took the others back in
the dinghy. A big bear came out on the dock...”Rostdd they yelled at the person
coming back to get them. The bear kept coming dihverdock...they kept shouting to
their friends. They all made it back to their bdatt the adrenalin was still going... The
someone said “There’s a bear by the boat” in tikeetoyard near the woodpile “fithess
station” and we all rushed out to see...Nothing.
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The moon rises over the mountain, nearly a full mdoight against the dark sky, as the
embers from the campfire die. What a way to endBtteeightons, with a campfire,
s’mores and bear stories (fresh and old).

Being here in the Broughtons is a very differergemence. In most other places we have
been to, a “marina” or a “resort” is a substariaération, connected to land and usually
near a settlement of some sort: If not a town ty; then a collection of buildings on

land, a center of commerce. In the Broughtonselimarinas” or “resorts” are just
floating docks tucked into a convenient cove, cbdito some rocks. Often, there is no
access to land.

These locations, with the exception of Echo Bagndtalone, like little wilderness
camps. Some, like Sullivan Bay, are self-created/fis” or collections of homes. Others,
like Kwatsi Bay, are just one person’s home witinsient dockage. Shawl Bay and
Echo Bay have other homes nearby (floating in #se©f Shawl Bay and on land in
Echo Bay) but very limited facilities.

Each “marina” has its shtick: Pancake breakfaSthaiwl, pig roast at Pierre’s, solitude at
Kwatsi, campfire at Lagoon. If we’d known — or dgalnderstood — the propensity for
potlucks, we would have provisioned differentle (j.stocked meatballs and brownie
mix).But the bottom line is that it is a peoplag®... and a changing one as the old
sources of income (fishing etc) diminish and taurisespecially private boaters,
increases. Technology has contributed to that...teidlay’s navigation packages, GPS,
guidebooks and charts getting around between therked islands, islets, channels and
shoals is relatively easy. In the old days of paperts and bearings, it would have been
more challenging and thus, | assume, a less aimglaacation.

In a sense, the Broughtons is the “Delta” of the&kan Northwest...Like our California
Delta, it offers lots of gunk holing, social oppartties, not too much distance to cover. If
we cruise here again, we would anchor out moretak® more time to explore this great
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place. | see why people spend their summers heechdMe been destination-oriented on
this trip, exploring but pushing a lot. This hagbe welcome respite. Everyone is very
mellow.

The Broughtons are truly a different cruising ex@ece than any other we've had. If
anyone had attempted to explain, we would not henkerstood. Now, we get it, and
hope one day to get back.
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