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With the morning taken up putting together the previous 

blog sitting in the doghouse, the rain streaming down the 

windows we awaited our appointment with the Department 

of Homeland Security. 2pm came and went and after the 

rain stopped Officer Ryan arrived and shortly afterwards it 

became clear why we had to wait for him in person. Appar-

ently we should have been checking in with them at every 

port we visited, a small fact which we had wrongly been as-

sured in Nome the previous September that was not neces-

sary if we had a cruising licence. Anyway we now welcome 

our new readers from the US government and promise to 

check in at future ports. Issued with a very formal document 

which then allowed us to escape the fine and two copies 

were signed by both parties. With the formalities over we 

bode goodbye to the officer and we were free to go on our 

way. Jeremy from Hauru came by and we had a farewell 

cup of tea and cast off the lines.  

Being late in the afternoon but keen to get away from humanity (and authority) we found a nice quiet 

bay and encountered a common problem around here, crab pots. Having encountered a few lobster pots 

in our time around home, here they come in swarms. It maybe that rather than having a line of pots with 

a buoy at either end, here, every pot has its own buoy and helpfully they line the coast in every bay with 

them on the 10m contour. That wouldn't normally be too much of a problem but in these parts either the 

water is very deep or its shallow and dries around river deltas and inlets. Usually there is a really pro-

nounced shelf where it will drop from 

say 2m to 20+ over a fairly short dis-

tance. We would normally like to an-

chor in about 5-10m with 5x the depth 

of chain, however here that scope 

would mean that the boat could swing 

into the drying area. The deeper you 

go, the more chain you would like to 

put out but that brings you back into 

the shallows. Then you have the pots 

to contend with. We have tried being 

just outside them or just inside and 

neither seems perfect, we haven't ac-
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tually grounded but have pulled the keel up a few times. The other interesting factor to add to the equa-

tion out here is that the two tides are really different, with one being maybe 3.5m rise and fall and the 

next 5m. It would be easy to get caught out when you see low tide in the evening and see the bottom, but 

you are still floating, only to realise that the next one will be 1.5m lower and you will be definitely on the 

ground. With a lot of glacial activity there are also many boulders in the inlets so an unexpected drying 

may not go well if you happened to land on one of those. 

Continuing down the channel the following day with little wind  so generally motoring, we stopped for 

lunch at the entrance to an enticing inlet. Although uncharted we poked our nose in a few hundred me-

tres, but despite being only just past high we could see the bottom and the sonar was not encouraging us 

to continue. Retreating outside we anchored on the shelf amongst the pot buoys and took to the dinghy. 

It was a delightful two mile trip into a 

lagoon, perfectly still with just the 

calling of the eagles to break the si-

lence. I think had we persisted and got over the shallow 

part near the entrance, we would have been ok as it was 

deeper within but sometimes even I take the safe option. 

As we were in a fairly exposed position at the entrance to Oliver inlet we decided to push on a few miles 

to another bay which looked interesting. With salmon jumping all around us and still that box to be ticked 

the rod was put out. Close to the point before we came round to Doty Cove our luck was in. There was 

something massive on the line and Carol was having trouble. Normally you can just reel a fish in but this 

was different. After about 10 minutes of the line going in an out, a small fishing boat went past with the 

skipper watching our progress. Shortly after he turned round and came close to see what we had. With 

the rod almost bent double I took over to try and land the monster. Eventually I got it closer to the sur-

face and sadly it was not a salmon, but a halibut. Carol deployed the landing net but it was hardly big 

enough for the tail. At this point the fisherman, being almost alongside said he would come closer and try 

and get it with his gaff. You have to hit them on the head first he said as he tried to whack it, then with 

I am sure I could easily pick up 112lb bags of fertilizer in 

younger days 

The fisherman who helped us land it and 

the lucky skuid lure given to us by  another 

in Pelican 



the gaff, not without a small struggle he pulled it over the side of his skiff. It is times like this that you real-

ly could do with some more people on board to take the photos as this would have been a great moment 

to capture but as it was, Carol was holding the two boats, I was on the rod and the fisherman was lifting 

with the gaff. Wow, he said, I am glad I came back as you would have had real fun trying to get that on 

board. With a bag of beers passed over with our thanks, he departed and we promised to let him know 

how heavy it was. 

With Carols special fish weighing scale 

fixed to the boom I had trouble lifting 

the halibut high enough to get it clear of 

the floor but eventually managed it with 

a struggle and it came in at just under 

52lb and 48 inches long. Not bad consid-

ering that we only have 30lb line on the 

reel. Draped over the cockpit table I fil-

let it and it was bagged up into 26 dou-

ble portions to fill the freezer, which 

then worked overtime all night giving 

the batteries a good thrashing getting 

the temperature down. 

The following day we crossed the 

sound to an enclosed bay called Taku 

Harbour which promised a floating dock as a welcome respite from the crab pot vs depth challenge. Here 

we met up with a couple heading North who were interested in the North West Passage, having also 

worked in Cambridge Bay.  We spent the afternoon drinking tea and feeding off their knowledge of the 

route south and ours of the NWP. 

Remains of an old cannery building in Taku harbour and old piles from the dock buildings 

Floating dock at Taku Harbour 



Ahead, up a fjord called Endicott Arm was an interesting side arm called Fords Terror. We anchored for 

the night in an inviting bay, populated by the usual crab pots and a bunch of other boats. Surrounded 

by variations on the theme of the American trawler yacht we felt a bit outnumbered, being the only 

one with sails—even if we 

hardly use them in these virtu-

ally windless fjords. 

From the radio conversations 

we discovered that five of 

them were in a little flotilla and 

were heading for Fords Terror 

as we were. I probably donΩt 

need to say, but just in case 

you haven't realised by now, a 

place like Fords Terror is simply 

one of those places I have to 

go. Having done Ramsey and 

Jack Sound so many times, the 

Corryvechan a few and 

Moskstraumen off the Lofoten 

Islands called the Maelstrom 

by Jules Verne I love the challenge of these swirling rapids not just to navigate through but also the 

satisfaction of getting the calculations right to arrive and traverse at the right time. 

With the route calculated to the entrance to Fords Terror, we had a bit of a lay in as there was no point 

in being there early and having to fight the current to get through, we ferry glided across the water 

flooding into the Tracy Arm, (we did look for the island but couldn't see it – think Thunderbirds) and 

then headed into the next fjord which was the Endicott Arm. There is a glacier at its head and the Slow 

Back to icebergs 

again—just a few 

in Endicott Arm 

from the glacier at 

its head 

Fords Terror —  at almost high slack water, but still a bit of movement 



Boat Flotilla had left early to go and see it 

first but, having seen more than I could 

count on our travels we donΩt seem to need 

to make detours for them these days! As we 

approached Fords Terror, a narrow side 

branch we could see them returning and I 

was happy that my calculations must be 

right to arrive at high water slack. Unlike all 

the other tidal rapids I mentioned earlier, 

this is one that you must actually traverse at 

or close to high slack water as it really is a 

shallow rapid good enough to satisfy the 

inner white water paddler in anyone but 

definitely not for yachts. The guide said that 

slack water was something between 1/2 and 

an hour after high water Juneau and we waited a while for everything to stabilise before Laura and Kevin 

from the lead boat Airship led the group through. They run this small flotilla from Oregon most years 

encouraging people to go further and explore more than they might have done alone. For the surfers 

around here you can find their blogs and website here 

One might think that Fords Terror was somewhere you could ford the rapid, however it was named after 

a certain H L Ford who was navigating a small steam launch surveying the Endicott arm in 1883. They 

encountered a turbulent rapid jammed with glacial ice  and after struggling for some time escaped its 

grasp, and it was so named. When we arrived, there was just a few bergs from the glacier out in the En-

dicott Arm and nothing but a few knots to contend with in the narrows. With the knowledge from the 

Slow Boats website, easily available, probably the greatest danger these days is a boat approaching from 

the other direction as the 90 degree bend at the narrowest point stops you seeing anything coming, 

however everyone seems pretty good at announcing their presence on the radio before heading 

through. 

Inside it was certainly impressive, 

probably the narrowest, deepest 

Following the Slow Boat flotilla in Fords Terror 

Airship in the rain and the view from the captains chair —I think my next boat will be like this 
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fjord I have ever been in, with amazingly smooth rock sides and waterfalls tumbling down all around. 

Of course waterfalls originate from rain and in this respect it did not disappoint with the night being a 

noisy one with the enormous waterfall just behind the anchorage competing with the hammering rain 

on the deck to keep us awake. 

Emails were exchanged with Laura and Kevin on Airship and we were invited aboard for coffee the 

next morning. We dinghied across to their boat and were immediately corrupted by the comfort 

aboard and the wheelhouse was something else, I could quite get used to the padded leather captains 

chair with autopilot buttons on the armrests.  

We left on the afternoon high tide as another couple of boats were preparing to go in and set course 

for the entrance of Endicott Arm with the tide in our favour. Once out and with a freshening wind 

against us we headed south to what looked like a handy anchorage called Sand Bay, however despite 

its name it did not appear very sandy and with 

many boulders the shallow water littered with crab 

pot buoys was not very appealing. Back out and 

continuing south we needed to cross the fjord, it 

was only about 8 miles across but it took almost 3 

hours of flogging the poor old volvo against 25-

30kn of wind, working it harder than we would 

usually. Now late evening we still needed to round 

a headland and go another 10 miles back with the 

wind to find an anchorage. Once at the headland 

the genoa was hoisted and we flew down in the 

dusk to enter Mole harbour at around 11pm as it 

was finally getting dark. Fortunately the kind fisher-

man had used pot buoys with fluorescent strips on 

so we could spot them with the hand held searchlight. This was a recent purchase we had made in 

Anchorage on our way our and it proved its worth preventing us getting into a tangle in the dark. Next 

morning as we awoke at low tide we were glad we had moored outside the pots as just behind them 

the steeply shelving shore was dry. 

With the wind from the south and hav-

ing had enough of trying to go bash 

into it we headed up this blind alley of 

a fjord as towards its head is Pack 

Creek, noted for its bear viewing. A 

highly organised place, a bit like Glacier 

Bay, with the number of visitors limited 

but you get to go to a prime viewing 

spot and for $999 you even get a float 

plane ride from Juneau thrown in. 

Thinking that all the bears are not just 

going to be in the one place, we an-

chored a mile or so further into the 

creek from the visitor area and we 

Mor e close quarters anchoring in Pack Creek (but it is al-

ways a bit further away than it looks!) 



were not disappointed as in the morning a mother and cub were walking along the shore, Ok we didnΩt 

see them catching fish in a waterfall like David Attenborough would have but like glaciers, how many 

bears do you want to see? 

We are now heading for Petersburg and Wrangell, and then continuing South to British Columbia in 

Canada.  

 Website with all the old blogs 

Timothy, DonΩt do that! 

https://www.yachtlumina.co.uk/

