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SAILING TO SKI IN THE EJORDS OF BRITISH COLUMBIA
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FOUR YEARS AGO, OVER A COUPLE BEERS
AT THE PUB, I HATCHED A PLAN FOR AN
EPIC BACKCOUNTRY SKI EXPEDITION
WITH MY DEAR FRIEND AND LIFELONG
OUTDOORSMAN, ANDY COCHRANE. WE
CALLED IT SAIL2SKI, AN IDEA BASED

ON THE NORDIC CONCEPT OF USING A
SAILBOAT TO REACH WILD, UNTOUCHED
SKI TERRAIN, WE SET OUR SIGHTS ON
THE EJORDS OF BRITISH COLUMBIA AND,
JUST A FEW MONTHS LATER, SET OUR
SKIS TO SNOW IN REMOTE REACHES ONLY
ACCESSIBLE BY WATER.

In April of this year, Andy and 1 set out to repeat that trip with
five other willing souls. We wanted to recreate the highs and
lows—the hardships and unknowns that are key ingredients to
adventure. The journey needn't be extreme or dangerous, just
challenging enough to push us out of our comfort zone and
remind us of our capabilities. I had no idea, however, that I'd be
setting sail into the most relentless conditions I'd ever experi-
enced; or that the biggest ch;chngc of the r:xp::dhir:n would be
an internal \'mlggh: with self-worth.

Our goal was to sail 185 naurical miles north, from Port
Townsend, Washington, to Princess Louisa Inlet in British
Columbia. At Princess Louisa Inlet, we'd pack the necessary gear
and skis on our b and climb 4,000 feet through dense, tem-
perate, coastal rainforest. Once we reached snow, we planned to
build a base camp, put climbing skins on our skis, and climb unil
we felt like ripping the skins off and skiing downhill. We had
nine da}'.s o cm'np]cl:c the journey, inch:ding SiX d-.l)'s u!_s-.li“ng
—a tight schedule by any measure.

On April 15, I woke up at home on Bainbridge Island,
celebrated my son’s 12th birthday and caughr a ride to Port
Townsend, where my good ship, TRUE, awaited us. TRUE is a
familiar sight throughourt Bainbridge Island and is the fagship
of my sailing charter company, Sail Bainbridge.

That afternoon, which was forcbodingly dismal, cold and
windy, the other six members of the crew arrived and sertled
onto the boat. Most had traveled from out of state, including
two who flew in. Of the six, two had been on the boat before
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and one had some sailing experience. The rest joined partly
because they're incredible skiers and snowboarders, pardy
because they know how to adventure big and mostly because
they're incredible humans. With hundreds of miles to sail and a
narrow window in which to do it, we were eager to se off,

Except we couldn’t. We awoke the next morning to a howl-
ing gale—over 35 knots of sustained wind and ugly seas. There
are two major geographic hurdles to this trip—the Strait of
Juan de Fuca and the Strait of Georgia. Both are large bodies of
water that can stir up impassable conditions. We were delayed
from setting sail by conditions ar the first serait, using up some
of our precious, built-in weather buffer—bue this was a minor
setback compared to what lay ahead.

By early afternoon, we sailed our of Port Townsend with
winds down to 25 knots at our back. Halfway across the Strait
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of Juan de Fuca—where the Pacific Occan comes barreling into
the inland waters of British Columbia and Washington—the
sea state thickened. The winds shifted to the west, and the waves,
getting sloshy at six to cight feet, hit us from the side. I had the
p]ca.\urc of miling in 40 knots of wind for the first time in my
career, and I'd be lying if I told you [ was relaxed. In those con-
ditions, my heightened awareness of crew and vessel safery was
fully engaged. But I trusted my vessel and the work I'd put into
her over the previous cight years, and she performed brilliandy,
It wasn't long before we tucked into the safery and relative com-
fore of the San Juan Islands and picked our way north.

Day two saw us across the Canadian border and into the
assumed protection of the GulfIslands, where instead ofprntcc—
tion, we experienced the roughest conditions I've ever seen in
this region, or anywhere, for that matter, throughout over 5,000
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miles of ocean passages. Winds reached the upper 30-knot
range, gusting to 40, while steep, cight-foot waves slammed into
the boat. As cach wave approached, howling wind sheared off its
top, sending torrents of water over the entire length of the boat.
Nevertheless, we continued to inch our way toward the Strait of
Gcorgia, ﬁnding ru:fugc in small, dccpi_\' charm ing coves of the
Canadian Gulf Islands and finally within a tucked-away hamlet
called Silva Bay on Gabriola Island.

IFT had to choose between sitting at anchor, feeling anxious
and bored, or sailing out into big conditions, feeling anxious
and overwhelmed, I'm honestly not sure which I'd prefer. But
that da}'. the conditions gave us no choice. The wind blew over
60 knots in the Serait of Georgia, canceling all B.C. ferry routes
and grounding seaplane flights. At times, TRUE leaned over 15
degrees on her dock lines, even in the cover of Silva Bay.

The extreme weather pinned us in Silva Bay for three days.

Every morning, we woke up hopeful, only to find the harsh con-
ditions persisting or worsening. We struggled to fend off bore-
dom and frustration, but all the way through, our crew chose to
lean in, get closer, dig deeper and become more vulnerable wich
cach other. We shared much abour our personal lives, We fell
into a trust and a love that is really only possible under these rare
conditions and forged brilliant, magical friendships.

By the last day in Silva Bay, we questioned whether the en-
tire objective of our expedition was slipping away. The batde
between my personal goals and my professional responsibilities
became exhausting. Self-doubt began creeping in from every an-
gle. Cordd a more capable captain get us there? Was 1 being too
conservative with the weather? Had the !'}."_Q' conditions wed ;rf?‘r.rd_’)'
experienced inspived or shaken my confidence? 1 wasn't sure.
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