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About two weeks ago, while    

performing my morning ritual of 

checking emails and scanning the 

marina social media accounts 

(accompanied, of course, by the 

obligatory sugar-free Red Bull), I 

received one of those generic 

“happy anniversary” messages that 

generally go ignored or get     

summarily deleted. This time, 

however, it piqued my attention, 

simply due to the nature of said 

anniversary. As of August 23rd, 

I’ve been gainfully employed as the 

Marina Manager and, since 2016, 

General Manager of Foss Harbor 

Marina for six years. Six years. If 

you’re anything like me, you have 

a hard enough time remembering  

things that happened six days ago,  

much less six years. This, on the other hand; this I can recall in vivid detail. Six years ago, I embarked upon a 2,000-mile journey 

to a state that I’d never visited before and knew virtually nothing about. I had no friends or relatives in the area and, as     

someone born and raised in the Midwest, I had no pre-existing roots or history here of any kind. I honestly couldn’t even tell 

you why I was looking for marina jobs in the Pacific Northwest to begin with. Perhaps it was the allure of milder, “year-round 

boating” weather or the lush, mountainous landscapes that seemingly appeared in every trade magazine I’d ever read; perhaps 

it was a seed that was planted deep inside me long ago, when I started religiously listening to the half-dozen or so rock bands 

that made Seattle famous. Whatever it was, I can say with certainty that it was meant to be, as the last six years have been 

some of the most rewarding and challenging years of my life and I wouldn’t trade my time here for anything. As much of a   

cliché as it must sound like, I honestly believe that I have the greatest job in the world. There aren’t many people who wake up 

in the morning and look forward to coming to work, and I can’t imagine anything feeling more liberating. Although it’s not with-

out its share of challenges and pitfalls, running a marina with the size and stature of Foss Harbor is immensely satisfying,       

particularly during the busy summer months when our operation is humming on all cylinders. I’m fortunate to have a top-notch 

crew, a great facility and a few hundred of the best residents that anyone could ask for. Oh, and the view’s not bad, either.  

 

My heartfelt thanks to each and every one of you, as you’ve all contributed to our community in one way or another. Here’s to 

making the next six years even better.  
 

Ian Wilkinson, General Manager  

September  1, 2018 

It’s easy to love your job with a view like this.  



                                                                                                                                                                         
Do you have a pet on your poop deck?  Send a photo of your four legged family member to melynda@fossharbor.com! 
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PETS ON THE POOP DECK 
Its a tough for life for River the Husky    

being a boat dog! Constant napping,             

snacking on treats, playing with neighbor 

dogs and sailing the seas! Not to mention 

nibbling on dad with sharp baby teeth…            

D-oh!    

 

Thank you Lafayette for your submission! 

                 

                                                                                                                                                                                                            

 

 

  

     New apparel and FHM burgees in your ship’s store! 

WA STATE BOATERS EDUCATION CLASS 

Anyone born on or after January 1st, 1955 is required 

to have a WA State Boater Card. Once you get it, it 

doesn't expire. Guess what? FHM is holding a class so 

you can do just that! Join us September 22nd & 23rd  

next door in the Flagship classroom to get your card. 

Sign up in marina office, cost of class is $35. 



  

Orca Surprise—    by Tarin Todd 

One of my favorite times of year in the San Juan Islands is the off season. There are 

no tourists and the locals treat you like, well, a local, as no one else is crazy enough 

to be there in the off season. The roads are empty, many of the shops are closed 

and the many hiking trails on the island are yours to explore alone. 

It was late September; I had spent the weekend visiting a close friend who lived in 

Friday Harbor at the time. I had come up alone by car. After a wonderfully relaxing 

weekend with good company, I caught a Sunday evening ferry back to Anacortes 

for my return trip back to reality, a.k.a. Tacoma. Being late season, the ferry was 

only half full. I pulled up to the ferry crew, set my parking brake and gathered up 

my book and backpack.  I made my way to the upper passenger deck. I felt the tell-

tale vibration of the ferry’s engines as they slowly slid the vessel away from its pier. 

I paused near the galley and looked out the window. There is something about leav-

ing the islands that has always made my heart heavy. As Friday Harbor vanished 

into the distance, I continued my exploration of the passenger deck. 

The other thing about the off season, the passenger deck is quite often empty, as it was on this day. I made my way to the forward 

section and found a seat mid-ship with a perfect view looking forward. I opened my book and began reading. By this point, we had 

made our way into Upright Channel. Although it was early evening, there was still plenty of light to enjoy the scenery on the way. 

Shortly before rounding Upright Head, a young couple joined me in the passenger area. We were the only 3 around. They had cho-

sen seats next to the windows on the starboard side with seats opposite them facing their direction.  They spent the next few min-

utes “oohing” and “ahhing” at the passing scenery. I remember my first time in the islands, what that magic felt like, what they were 

feeling now… but that’s another story. 

I went back to my book and finished the chapter I was in. When I closed my book, we were just approaching Frost Island. I looked 

out the window at Spencer Spit, at the 5 sailboats anchored there for the night. The last hold-outs of summer I suppose. 

I began to reminisce on memories of the many times I myself had stayed the night at Spencer Spit when I noticed a splash. Was it? 

Nah, probably a seal… But, no, it is, it’s a whale! An Orca! And not one, there were at least 6, swimming parallel to the ferry! I 

looked around, already aware that there is just the couple and myself here.  They hadn’t seen the whales.  I looked out the window 

again. The pod continued to surface, this appears to be something that we could watch for a little bit. So, I decide to share this with 

the couple. 

I slowly gather my bag and my book. I calmly stand up and quietly walk to where they are seated. I gently set my book and bag down 

on a seat; I sat in the next seat over and face the couple. By this time, they are giving each other that, “who is this stranger who has 

just joined us at our seats” look. I smile at them. This just makes them more uncomfortable. Then, without looking out the window, 

I point, in the direction of the whales. They slowly turn their heads, and at that moment, most of the whales surfaced and this cou-

ple was now screaming with excitement! 

There is a magic about the Southern Resident Orcas. I don’t know that I can really explain it, but anyone who has encountered 

them will know what I am talking about. 

It turns out that the couple were recently married and had just spent several hundred dollars on a whale watching tour on which 

they didn’t get to see any whales. What’s more, they were on their honeymoon and whales were their number one thing they 

wanted to see. We spent the rest of the ferry ride chatting and enjoying each other’s stories of our experiences in the islands. 

It’s amazing, in that moment, 6 marine mammals brought together 3 humans in a moment of wonder and enjoyment. It didn’t matter 

that we were strangers; we were connected by a mutual admiration for an amazing mammal. Wouldn‘t it be great if Orcas could be 

present all the time…? 
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What is the Pink Boat Regatta? Every 

year, sailors and supporters alike start 

planning months ahead of time to don 

their pink, get their sailboats race ready, 

and begin campaigning as part of an 

event which was born of a passionate 

little Seattle sailing community dedicated 

to getting on the water for something 

greater. Something affecting us all. Some-

thing we CAN do something about, just 

by coming together and doing what we 

love most - being on the water. All net proceeds from the race goes to the Breast Cancer Research 

Foundation. Since its inception, the Pink Boat Regatta has raised $464,000.00! Pinkboatregatta.comAll 

 

Get out on the water one more time before school starts and save $5.00 on a single or 

double kayak, or try one of our SUP’s. Simply mention this advertisement! 

 

FALL BACK TO WINTER HOURS—MONDAY, SEPTEMBER 10th! 

The Foss Harbor store, fuel dock and kayak rental hours will be reverting to the fall/winter schedule on September 11th. The 

hours of operation will be as follows: 

Monday - Saturday 8am - 6pm         

Sunday - 9am - 5pm   



 

 

  

 
    

 

5 
                  CLASSIFIEDS 

Tracy Wright, L.M.P.  

Affordable Massage has moved! Same great 

prices and service, new office. Now located 

at 502 North “L” Street, Tacoma, WA 98403 

253-203-6784 

   “It’s not just a luxury, it’s health care.” 

YOUR AD HERE FOR FREE!                                                                                                                          

Send your submissions to melynda@fossharbor.com 


