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H-l|||||_¢; m the swell of the crashing '.:|-IL'ICT.
we cheered and clapped like spectatoms at a
sporting event, in awe of the breathraking
a0t of narere. VWhen the glaer fmashed
shedding irs outer skin—each layer the sze
of a UPS tuck—we medandesed back
berwoen iochergm, plucking up polished bits
of ice from the water chiall our CVENITE
cockrail, an Alaskan “ten-on-ten"—ten
year-ald Scorch over 1N Vear o o

]I was the hl':._'"l" ol SUMmcE. _III'\-I‘ ||'||_'
day before, in Juneaw, we had boarded Safar

Spurl, d 1{15-font cxpodition yache with

carming brighrwork, teak cabinetry, bosun-

misly owtfitted salon, library, dining room,
.II'I|| RIX WHICHMIE ECACCFCHImS 'ﬂ‘u: -\.I|_i_[l.l-\.
friendly erewe—Rid, Sara, Heather, Apnl,
Kristy, and Vanesta—welcomed us aboarnd
with ';."II.I‘.I'lr\'iuIIl.' amd hore docuvee. Ohir
ten affable shipmates, all Americans, mnged
i age from J-soeme thing ta Tl |,||||h.
';..|'I|I'¥I|I|_' = '!1||_' P POpmikar way I e
Alaska for pood reason. The state boasts
13,90 miles of il‘ull‘l.'|:l:-.‘_ maer Wi double

the shorcline of the entite lower 45 states,

While the majonity of ships carry 2,000-

phis passengers, Amercan Safin Crobses'

Martbwesl

Palati

{Tesp left b right)
A “calving” glacier
throws up o wall of
water; Safari Spirir
steward Vaneiia
Frafisn with

Dungeness crab;
at anchor in Misty
Fjords National
Moaument.

fleet of thiee luxury yachts gets you out of
the crowded ports wath off-the-beaten
track itineraries. The vachis visit native
villages, fushing towns, wildlife sanctuaries,
and other les-triveled spots where the
|:|||.'g.'|-n2|||'|= -.|.|'||:||il. CANT Ea

On Safers Sporrs, suits and ties have
been lefr ar home, the ice '-.II||I|IIH"\. that
serrouind us are shaped by nature, and if vou
have a hankening for a msdnight meal,
Yol e '|l|'|'||.'|'|:'|'|l|.- ik I'J.|l_| F?'||_' -.l_-|:||=;rrJ‘_.|r_
Although eruse-ship-stvle fanfare may be
abeent, fine cubsine i definitely not.
Breakiast, lanch, and dinner sboard Safan
Sparit are relaved, famibv-sivie pthernes,
elegantly served and presented. Cultivared
foodies wont be disappointed. “We're
committed 1o i dinang on our :m.lm.'
says Captain Dan Blanchard, president and
CELY of American Safan Yacht Cruises
*Char chefs gt to Enow the locals,” he adds
“We don't go where the other cruise ships
i, 80w re casily recognized and welcomed
in the small 1-I'-.|'|||I,,|‘l l.il|.|g|:i. where Jiscals
know st what we're |-:-u:|-:|||;.: for. If ir's
available and fresh, we'be able gt it

onbward angd oo O Fl;fl,h = | 2
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(Left to right] A close encownter with sea Hons; the skiff-to-yachi shuitle
Eetchikany Creek Streol.

1 - 1 o |
| L lehplaliy bmste cudsine aboand a '..1.'||r. with its 10" 5 3" v ol

be o challenge for most gourmet chefs, bur Safer Spert Chef April
Jones is more than equal o the task. Her eclectic and progressive
'-r:l:‘-' draws from Alaskan, Asian, and Medcan EIEATE. ]h|r'_||-r: Har
craize, Jones produced  sumptuons seafood dishes such as potat
crusted Absskan salmon, Thai curmied prawns, and seared black cod
with caper mayonnuise, Non-seafood entrées included vegetarian
options 2= well as ||-.".|=-.|r|.:|-|'-.';lp-.lr rubbed prime ab of beef,
pan-masted orange-ginger duck, rack of lamb, Costa Rican flank
"-'-I'-IL. J-llj FIIM 'rI'LI'|-1|.'|‘| nl:r||'- ..-|i|| |||' ]'\.n_'[' wiith _IJ.'L I:Iilllll.'l' wdnIcT.
Afrer al |, traveling amadst sochergs HEpancs o hee-adrlw appetite.

Ohar ronste: through Aleska’s Inside Passape, a 1LO00-rile-long
serpenting course through o jombled mosaie of ilands, is not new w
marine traffic. Smee the first hurman magrations pcrods the Berng
Land Hr!-\.l:.\_'l.' tromn Asia L2000 vears agr, the |||'='|l-'r I-l‘*“,l_\_-l_- bhas seen
'.".]".n.-il'l.'.'-n traclers, setthers, INISSIOTARSES, |'|'-:'|-'"|"'|"|l"',.'|"-|'-. anil e
toierizts from all over the globe

In ]T"'.". ':.'J|"I.I|I| l:l_-llrl_g: Vancouvers T Mt vy arrrved I'll'rl'.
L'r.|:||'||1-r1'. anl '\-I"'ll'-.l:| with 99 men. a doEpen of s ““"”-I"'- and a
greenhouss aboard. Oar chogant vessel, warh s master chef and

wnlike

Vancowver's crowded ship, bur the watery wildemess outside our

wWorioe-oe passengeer-fo-crew  raho, was  disfinctly
witidoows has changed linle during the more than two centuries

DeiWoEn our 'Iu'l'\-\.i:l- .

Aboard Sajart Sperie, we fived in owo oo IErastng envirmEmne A

Imside, we basked in the civilized refinements of a cozv
sadion, well-stocked har, topside hot tob, and climate-coneralbed
staterooms with Jacuzn tubs, TVs, and VCRs Outside, we
encouintered a world of sky and ses, cloads, fog-concealed clifis,
thick forests, wildbfe, glaciers, and jcchenm—a place where nature
shll exists untamed

Fach time we boarded the #odix ia small, inflatable skiff wsed
{ful L"-.|-I|u.|ri.||||_ we were suddenly and intimately adrifr, Cast off
by Alsska's Insde Passage, we entered a food-rich sca where wild
CTCAIPES feagm H--'.nrul:.; sloawly abimng rermate coves, we scarched fior

bear, cagles, whales, scals, and wea lions. Silky black, mirnoe-still wases

T4 IAMUPARYIFIRAUAEY &0

Norfbg

Motoring slowly alonag remaot 4 A A

i 11 Dear. eaqle W N a i |

I ¥y | I silEy b C K | T T rill
" I ted  thi Ty o i il

reflected the verdbant woods along the share,

Back on board, Sefari Spirie Captain Rod DuFour offered
o mnning comimcntary from his post in the wheelhouse, on
evervthing from surfing in Hawsii e Alsakas scoundreels.
Perpetually vigilant for wildlife, the capeain altered course ar cach
new sgghting and summoned passengers over the ship’s public
adiiress system o come on dock and ke o look. His penchant for
doubling back 1o warch a feeding hampback whale, 3 black bear
seavenmng along the shoreline, or = t|.|r.|:|nr|,_;1l thi of Dall’s
quiclly

“Captain [etour.”

porpaise, carned DuFour the affectionate  title

It was during one such unexpected detour that we came upon a
riendly commercial fisherman cager to hand over o just-caught king
salmon, Hours lares, L.I'-l.'l._ll“'ll."i werved rl'll_' salmion with a sumptu-
ouis blackberrv-and-shallos Shirsz suce.

Alaskas scafood abundance is begendary. For 12,000 years,
traditional fisheries of the Northlind have flowrished  and
contmue 0 do so. Tasty sabmon, mesty halibut snd cod, and oil-rich
amaedr, I'-'FI'IIIIE.;. inal :'Il!\llﬁin {canddlebish) ;I[Iﬂ,‘id: i -\.|:_1r|||;- diee Fosr
most Alaskans. "There’s 5o much marine bounty here.”™ exclaimed

he ships dib-yvear-old expedition leader, 35 we wasehed a

Heather,
'I'.IrI!|'hJ|+. whale rise, ||i-\.|,'||]:. uts miass ardd bermscles, deen dive n.lq.'i.';l.
ets hupe scarred Hukes I:I'|I'F||'.'|i min the dir H||||H|-||1.' AN |-||;,mphj_.,|.;
whiles spend therr summens in Adaska’s Tnside Passage

It's nos secree char ir rains a bot in Southeast Alaska. Our cight days
al &0 Were "']"'-'lr '|r|I1|.'r d ‘-I‘.l[l_u:'a 1-I\.'I ].|||I CORSIant ‘hl Ik |'lr'.'-.'1|'-|r.ir|| )1
There are certain places where weather ought m be moody and
myshic al, and Abslka & one of thedm. Lnder a perasteni and P evatl-
1dl13 laver of fi sir, we belr 48 if we were part et sodt, vapoe ITYEEETY

Palarte



That Curried Prawns

Ohur fowarth day at sea dawned gray and foggy, but our spirits were
bright. Diecked out in rain gear for our Petersburg share excursion,
we sct out with Heather in a drizling rain to hike 0 Petersburg
Creek. We tectered cheerfully along a boardwalk that strerched
across the top of a muskeg (bog), 3 mosst and mareed carpet of
moises, pines, berrics, and fowers, Nearing the creek, we entered
congested world of dense vegeration: six-foot-high cow parsaips,
blucberry bushes, and alder thickets, A soft damp brecze scented
with sat, berrics, and wildflowers floared around us.
Standing beside the wide creek, we watched an eagle turn in tight
spirals above us, then fly away, In the stream bed, Alaskan salmon,
driven by the peculiar hormonal eruption that urges them on o ! .
wpawT and prompely die, Ihwnd agaanst the curment, their bodics .IL.lrIffI :‘}-}HI AJ]FEJ_-&EI ek
providing food for bears and cagles. “Once they reach fresh water,” Y
Heather told us, “they're basically living off themselves.”
Back in town, Heather turned us over 1o Parti Norheim, a
sprightly 73-year-old native and local legend, who loaded us into her
“Panti Wagon™ for an insider’s tour of Petersburg, 3 hardscrabble
fishing town where boats greatly outnumber buildings. With one
hand on the steering wheel and the other gripping a radio mike,
Patti dispensed tidbits of local history and lore, “What's the most
significant change you've observed during your Efetime in
Petersburg?” we asked Parri. “Paved roads,” she replied.
The excursion conchaded with & visit to MorQuest Cannery,
owmeed and operated by Patei'’s family since 1903, NorQuest no longes
cans fresh salmon bt flash-Freeses i dircctly from the fishing boars,
for both higher quality and greater profies. Even more profitable is me
(salmon cgys), once considered & messy waste product. It's a popular

Japanese deficacy, "one they pav dearly for!™ Parti added.
Docked ar the marina, our sleck and clegant Safars Spirie looked IF YOU GO

out of place among the sturdy and well-used fishing vessels
Petersburg fishermen delivered dinner to us that night, & bountiful
feast of fresh Dungeness and king crab, Outfitted with paper bibs, we
bantered cheerfully, laughing frequently and unabashedly as we fum-
bled with crab mallets and messy but tasty sea creatures, Lates, the
party moved to Keito's Kave, a down-and-dirty fisherman’s bar.

The next day, we visited the finy hamlet of Myer's Chuck,

population 25 {more or less), Myer's Chuck gives new mearning o the
Continued on page 88
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Contifed bom page 15

(Lt 1o right) Bog-walking an Kupreanof Island:
Sofarl Splait noses up to a 1,000-Teot wateriall,

word “remote.” Approaching the village's
protecied  harbos, Capeain Rod announced
ouer arrival on the manine radio. “Thanks foe
the notsce!” an affable voice on the other end
|l'|"||l.'-| *T'I et CVErYTne et .|_'\-|u'r|_- hese.”

As S -'I:.""r.'n' arrved @t the puabhic
dock, o tiny sliff sppeared, piloted by 2
robust woman, Shouting a friendly hello, the
worman alighied, then hustled off 1o open
the town'’s sole retail essablishment, @ quaint
shop selling local erafs, Across the harbor, 3
shuttered window opened ar the post office,
where the POSEMIsTrESs welemened us wirly i
VIEIPAIS WA

Muvers Chisck & a ey village of loop-
g paths gty sprinkled with wooden
cabine. We liked i i||'u||n||.|r..-|:r. |":““-'"'fi'l'ri
shrubs grew wild, amfully concealing the
l-.|||'|'.||1.r|-.||| i ‘.|:|n||1|J_|EI. r-\.|-.[|_-|_| !'u|_':,
tanks, upturmed boats, and  defunct
applances that surrounded nearly every
b
[RAT

hanging from porch roofs,

lingE—standard  Alaskan Landscaping.

|'|'||.'|',;I'-|rd-. chustered amuand |‘-"-"\.|i.'lll

Al the '.'i.|!1_.;|: [t nffic €, OpEn one day
1 week, we malled postcards simply 1o see
if theyd make #t home. Rl vold us the fare
of one posteard be mailed. “More than a
year had passed,” he recalled, “when |
reccived o typewnitten apalogy  from
Postmistress Mary Ann Glenz. ‘Dear
Capdain Dubour, it read, ‘It 1& with greas
regren that | must inform vou that LACLE
cared you mailed from the Myers Chuck
post office was damaged when eaten by a

v
rather hungry banana slug,

46 AW UARY FEREUANY FOad

Back on board, we celehrared the

Fourth af _1IJ|:| with a brief bresk in the
wrather—thie rain -h|.|:||;u-.1, the toer Fetreat-
ed, and the clouds rose to 1,000 feer. As we
approached Mty  Fiords National
Monument and Wilderness Ares. the
landscape revealed iself bit by bit, EXpH-
ing a tewering rdgeline of glacer-scoured
o ks, gaiant crags, and PrecEpIces Lauided
by the IIIIIIILII\.'.'Irlz roEr of a waterfall we
heard I"l'I!.' bedore we saw i, Fnd (iir e ik
vered the yachi's bow beneath the perwertul
plunge of a 1. 000-foot cascade. “Alsskan
snorheling.” Heather l|l.|i]l;u.'-.|. Dressed i
|'\-I” A AT, she -\.I.-::-||||c\| 3 1||_-|..'|,; _|||._|
snorkel and playfully plunged beneath
the downpour, stoutly withstanding the
freczing deluge before finally iepping
slompside the waterfall

That ev ening, shochomed ifAlo @
k.l:ﬁlk. [t P o 128 -\.|=c||||:.'L|'||‘!|;'|_‘| ehif ||,;__;,:=|
the inky dark waters of Yes Bay, a picture-
pertect combination of wilderness and
snlitude. Okl rarndeos ruffled the calm
surface. Ewers thimpr smelled of waier
aml canth. An owls cerie call booke the
profound and lonely silence. About 30 fieet
ahead, a harbor seal periscoped, watching
125 wareh I|I=|I'\ll thien alid s wanid lessly ingo the
water, without a ripple, There was no doubt
We were completely and atterdy seduced by

our journey into Abska's Invide Passape.

*
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classic pastries

Cortirnsey oo page 19

crsmchy toasted cocomut, dried Apricoes,
andd pecan picces, it is fnkbed with o driz
gle of rich malk chocolate. Fyen codifrrmcd
coconut phobes have been comverted.

f'll .'-':_:I II- i .ll'

s an ounstanding varaton on the bt

Hebecea  Levane’s rugelach
sre, crescent-shaped Hamukkal trest
Her vemion wraps aprcof jam, walmets,
CHTTANES, J'!II\.I CIARAMmon mhe a3 |-.
smacking pinwheel cookie, The dough
gets s tootheome quality from cream
cheese. Levines wholesale pastry outfis
Bittersweet, ]lrlll.'l-.l-r- pastries for several
coffee shops and  supermarkets, Her
negelach i availsble ar all three Porcland

Torrefarione cafés

Swshken grape caloe is 5 specislty a1 Carrie
Barrgs's Florio Bakery.

Yl e ;_:l;l_."\.' TR FI.'-rlu HJLI.'I?_ wiach
openeid |ast summer near the booming
mexis of Southeasr 28ch Avenie and Fasi
Burrmssde, has pot o be Portland's loveliess
|'|.Il\.l\: L1 ErJ!I i coffee and [rasTy
'|'||'|'.|||-|'.|. |_'||

|m|-.urru3-h:-.-g|-.r |_|_'j||"|;_:-\.l

garage doors, and blonde-wood furmiture

meake Florno lighe-filled and alrv on ever
the grivest daye, Ohwmepbaker Carrie

Birrer's sunken grape cake provides srill

anddiner reason o sock out Florio, Fism
whole grapes, finely chopped walnuts, and
femon zest pestle within this delectabls
coffescake that dery % dl% fnotness trom
almmonsd paste

.

Ganunra Melander O the  reifawrras

revveLeer far the Portfamd Triduine



