
48o 24.45’N 123o 22.24’W, one of those Great Places in the Northwest 
 
In August 1970 I was assigned to the Naval Vessel USS Carbonero SS337 located in 
Pearl Harbor, HI.   This was a great adventure for my wife and two daughters, going to 
live where most vacation.   
 
My expectations reporting aboard an old World War II submarine was that we would tour 
the world showing off what a US submarine looked like during WWII.  To my surprise 
and, admittedly now, apprehension that is not where we were headed.  After a week 
aboard, we set sail north on a mission.   
That is a story all in itself, but maybe 
more appropriately for a VFW meeting.   
 
After completion of our mission we 
were directed to a very beautiful port, 
Victoria, BC Canada.   Five of us caught 
a cab and headed for town to get a real 
meal including fresh items we had not 
had for some time.   
 
This motley crew of sailors, going ashore for the first time in a few months was different 
than the nuclear submarine sailors of today.  On the old WWII diesel submarines, ones 
personal space was very limited and a shower at sea was a washcloth, if the 2000-gallon 
per day still was making water that day.  The no showers part was tough for most of us to 
get use to and it could be the reason I now take one and sometimes two showers a day.  
As for personal space, our uniforms and civilian clothing were rolled up and placed into a 
locker, usually outboard someone else’s bunk.  Another option was to fold them neatly 
and continually press them under your mattress.  As we had been at sea for sometime on 
this boat with a metal sail, we also had scraggly beards.  One last item to consider when 
visualizing this group of sailors going ashore, the diesel fumes from the main engines 

impregnated everything.  This 
includes our stowed civilian cloths 
and maybe even us.    
 
So we were off to find a great meal.  
Upon arriving in downtown Victoria, 
our noses lead us to a large hotel 
standing next to Victoria bay.  As we 
approached we saw people arriving 
in suites and evening gowns.  At the 
doorway stood a single British 
military guard as if this was in fact 
the Queens home in England.  Not a 
smile, not a twitch standing straight 
and tall he was…  My shipmates 

suggested that maybe we should consider another restaurant in Victoria.  I reminded them 



of the fantastic aroma that our first class stew burner on the boat could never seem to 
create.  I also suggested that it never hurts to ask.  So we all moved forward to the 
doorway and the guard.  Upon arriving at the door the guard remained tall and seemed to 
look through us.   That all changed when I asked him, “are we over dressed to get in 
here”.  He started laughing and we knew then that he had never guarded the Queen’s 
palace.  It was a great meal and now thirty plus years latter I decided that my summer trip 
north this year should include Victoria, BC. 
 
On the fourth day of travel my sailing buddy Scott and I entered the Victoria Harbor.  
From the Internet I had found the harbour traffic paths, customs dock and potential 
moorage locations.    
 
The traffic patterns are very 
important, as Victoria harbor is 
also one of Victoria’s commercial 
airport runways.  The Canadians 
were kind enough to make sure 
visitors don’t get into trouble by 
placing a harbor patrol at the 
entrance of the traffic pattern to 
make sure vessels are aware of the 
patterns.  As we motored into the 
traffic scheme, the harbor patrol 
came over flashing his lights. My 
first thought was I have already 
done something wrong.  The patrolman just asked if we knew about the patterns and 
pointed to the proper path.   (PDF file at www.tc.gc.ca/pacific/marine/vhts.pdf) 
 
Thirty years ago this harbor was mostly industrial and the most interesting thing in the 
harbor was that big hotel we had dinner at that evening.  Everything has changed and 

now there were many expensive condos, hotels 
and homes that have significantly changed the 
perimeter of the harbor.  At the end of the traffic 
pattern, the harbor opens up into an expansive 
commercial waterfront hub for shipping tourism, 
marinas, and many water taxies.  The water taxies 
dart around throughout the bay providing tours 
and travel around the bay.  They look like a 
miniature tugboat and the skippers drive them 
like tugboats as well.  When you ride one of the 
water taxies you find that the skippers often 
provide a complete vocal and visual tour of the 
harbor pointing out all the important things you 

need to go see later when you are walking.  Good place to start your visit to Victoria as 
the bay is a few miles around. 
 



Vessels coming into Canada or Canadians returning to Canada are required to go directly 
to the customs dock.  The customs dock is easily found as it is straight ahead on about the 
same course as the outlet of the traffic scheme.  The customs dock is just that, a dock 
with a telephone at the end of it.  The dock is limited to one vessel on each side.  
Frequently there seems to be a queue of vessels idling in circles, dodging the water taxies 
and waiting for their turn at the customs dock.  
 
I was surprised that the first 
question of the customs agent on 
the phone was “what city you 
in?”  The only question she 
asked I failed was do you have 
any alcohol on board.  I said yes 
I have a couple cases of beer, 
four or five bottles of wine and 
some tequila.  Canada does not 
like you bringing your vacations 
alcoholic supply of beverages to 
Canada and in retrospect I should 
have stocked up in Canada instead.  This may apply to other countries as well, but this 
was my first tip out of the states on my personal boat. She was nice enough to let me off 
with a warning, but told me the duty for the alcohol beverages would have cost far more 
than all the beverages.   Won’t do that again.   
 
We then moved to the city docks in front of the Empress hotel.  This was the hotel I was 
at over thirty years ago.  It appeared that the hotel no longer employed the guard that 
could not keep a straight face.   The hotel is very expensive now.  I heard that a basic 
room was over $250 per night so we never checked in.  It was also interesting that all the 
doors indicated that only guests were allowed in the hotel.  We did look around a bit and 
it is a grand hotel. 
 
Wrapped around the harbor were many people selling items, drawing portraits for hire, 
magicians, wood carvers and you name it…..     It was interesting that all of the 
musicians seem to use sheet music on a stand.  In the US I do not believe I have ever seen 
musicians using sheet music.  Some of them needed a bit more practice, but they were 
having fun.  One of the boaters moored close to shore asked the fe llow playing drums and 
blowing an Australian horn how much he made an hour.  The fellow said about twenty 
bucks an hour.  He gave him twenty bucks and said give it a rest for an hour.  We all got 
a kick out of that and the quite was nice as well. 
 
 
Victoria city docks have mandatory rafting and minimal electrical connections.  We 
ended up running our power cord to the adjacent boat’s outlet with just enough energy 
available to keep the reefer charged.   It tripped a couple of times that night, but basically 
we had power.    
 



 
 
When a boat was assigned to raft to my starboard side, we helped them tie up.  The 
skipper of the new boat said where you coming from.  We said St. Helens, OR.  He said 
you have to be kidding; we’re form St. Helens.  Small world!   Tight quarters, minimal 
electricity, no water, but lots of activity, great shots of the Queen Ann Hotel and British 
Columbia Parliament, plus with the other boats the scenery was good.  Or should I say 
eye candy… 
 

Everyone was very nice and 
considerate of the close quarters.  The 
Victoria experience is a bit like being 
at the circus all day long.  I think some 
of the acts on the shore were from the 
circus.  Some of the folks we met there 
come back every weekend from as far 
away as Seattle.  Most of them had 
powerboats. 
 
We toured the city and found many 
great pubs, restaurant, and shops that 
all had big sales going on.  Someone 
must have told them that Americans 

love sales.   Scott and I found a great place for dinner; great enough we returned the next 
night as well.   
 
Some of the shops have some 
very unique things to buy. 
Some of the items are local and 
others imported form England, 
Ireland and Scotland.   I found 
a very nice sweater for my wife 
in one shop that imported 
handmade products from 
Ireland.  This was important as 
I was out sailing and her 
birthday was the following 



week.  Bad planning on my part! 
   
While walking around the harbor, Scott and I came across a hotel that would rent 
temporary moorage.  This was a great find.  For a reasonable rate, slightly higher than the 
city dock, we could get 30 or 50 amp electrical service, water, and no rafting.  The really 
cool part was moorage guests were also able to use the hotel facilities.  They had hot 
showers, a small workout center, indoor-outdoor pool, and even a hot tub.  We now had 
two places to be.  One moorage was provided with lots of excitement but no frills for 
about $30 US and another that yielded piece and quiet with lots of frills for about $50 
US. 
 
When night fell the harbor lights up.  Truly scenic and something everyone should try to 
experience. 
 
Scott and I looked to the west that last evening and knew that our next trip, sailing to 
Roache Harbor in Puget Sound, in the morning would be fair winds and following seas.  

At least that is 
what the evening 
sky forecast.   
And it worked 
out… 
 
 
 
 
   


