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Husband, this book wouldn’t have been possible without you.

Thanks for being the reason it was written! Love you very big!

To Rusty Butler, in memory. 

You were the most kind and generous badass 

I ever had the privilege to know. Miss you my handsome nephew.
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For nearly twenty-five years we lived in an RV and traveled around the country because of Bill’s employment. In 1993, we took our motorhome to Alaska where the job was for the better part of nine months. Finding an RV space proved to be impossible. We were happy to pay $250 to park in the driveway of a heavy equipment construction yard. When we were sent to a float camp for over three weeks, leaving the kitties and motorhome behind, in the care of a complete stranger, we decided a boat would be the only way to return to Alaska. Thus began the adventures of living on the water in a 28’ Bayliner in the Gulf of Alaska.

We hope you’ll enjoy this slight snippet into our world.


Bill & Jan Kyle
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Tuesday - January 4, 1994; Port Orford, Oregon

“The project manager, Bart, called and said we had to be in Craig, Alaska by March 15. We drove into Coos Bay, about an hour up the road, and bought a Boat Trader magazine. We found a 30' 1955 Bryant and plan to go to Seattle next week to look at it.” (excerpt from Jan’s journal)

Wednesday - January 5; Port Orford, Oregon

“Driving through Bandon, we went past the docks and saw a houseboat. On further inquiry, it was 50'x15' and only $12,500! Bad News, no engines. We've never lived on anything so big! Guess we won't now, either.” (excerpt from Jan’s journal)

Sunday - January 9; Port Orford, Oregon

Slowly we left the RV, headed for Brooks. The sun was dazzling the waves on the ocean. We made a leisurely stop in Coos Bay to visit with family, then on our way by 3 PM. About an hour before we left, I'd given Moldie half a kitty downer and she was fairly relaxed. By the time we got on the road again, her poor little eyes were crossed. 

Passing the elk viewing area east of Reedsport, we saw two different groups. The bull elks were standing in one group and yearlings in another. They are so big and beautiful to watch.

The weather wasn't too bad. Near 5 PM we stopped in Drain at a hamburger joint for dinner. Fog was beginning to form near Curtain, but by Eugene, it had dissipated and begun clearing. We took a quick stop at Irwin’s Boat Center in Eugene, where we learned the name of a little houseboat that intrigued us, a Yukon Delta. Somewhere around 7 PM we pulled into the Cottage, what we call the house at Brooks, Oregon.

We are here for a week to find a boat and a van, see the doctor and dentist, and fix all the little things that didn't get done over Christmas.

Monday - January 10; Brooks, Oregon

The day dawned bright and sunny with promise. The temperature was fairly high in the 50s or low 60s. Our first stop was to see Landon, a friend and owner of a Marina. He tried to talk us into buying a sailboat. To prove his point, he walked us down the dock to a 10'x30' Catalina. He said they were the roomiest boat in the industry. 

It was like our live-aboard friends’ boat. You climb down a four-step ladder and your face is near eye level with the water line. True to Landon’s word, the boat was wide, but it felt dark and enclosing. There were a few oddities that could be called fun, but not enough to make it livable. 

The next boat Bill wanted me to walk on was a 25' Bayliner. After climbing on board, again descending two steps, we found the interior had gotten wet and was damp and moldy smelling. It only took a few seconds for me to decide that I didn't like this boat at all.

Already this project was turning out to be trying.

A bit later one of Landon's employees pulled the Bayliner out of the hangar and parked it alongside the dock. Knowing I was going to have to get used to this sooner or later, I once again went aboard the Bayliner. This time it was light and seemed almost airy. I thought I could live in that space. 

Maybe.

We finally left Landon and drove to Hayden Island. The Hayden Island Yacht Center was the first one we came to. Once inside, the salesman asked if he could help us. Bill didn't hesitate to let him know we were only kicking tires, but wanted a 30' boat to live on and had little money. The fellow looked thoughtful and then pointed out to a side lot where a huge boat sat by itself. He said it was the only boat he had that was in our price range and size. 

Running out in the rain, he unlocked the gate. Immediately his phone began to ring, so hurriedly he told us to look at our leisure, then ran back inside. 

We climbed on the boat and under the canvas, opened the door, and stepped down into the room. It was obviously a 1970s model because of the glaring orange plaid seat cushions. The room was small, but no smaller than the second motorhome. Storage was limited, but not much worse than the current motorhome. We looked at each other with that excited-worried look and climbed down. 

It was sitting on a trailer, but Bill said for $12,500 that couldn't be part of the deal. Looking back up at the boat, we could tell that the two sets of canvas covering the back deck and upper deck were almost new.

Before we had a chance to talk, the salesman was back. As it was almost 3 PM, we asked if he was going to the Boat Show that afternoon. He said yes and it would be warmer and dryer there, and then we could talk, but oh by the way, was the boat something we might be interested in? We told him yes, but that we were going to Seattle on Wednesday to look at another one, but would get back to him soon. 

I told him seeing this one made me nervous because Bill and I are notorious for buying the first thing we look at. Bill asked if the trailer was included and much to our surprise it was. We looked knowingly at each other, thanked him for his time, and left.

Leaving there, we drove on out Hayden Island to the other marinas but didn't find anything. Then we went back over the bridge to Pier 99. The salesman did nothing for me. His attitude was he didn’t care if we bought a boat from him or not. But he did take the time to show us three different boats. 

The first one was a beautiful little thing that had belonged to a Grandma and Grandpa. Although the price was good, it was so pretty and well-polished that we didn't feel comfortable taking it to Alaska where it could become trash in the unknown elements. 

The second one was only $7995, but he felt sure we could take it home for $6995. It was a 34' Fairliner, and though it was definitely livable, it also had a definite case of dry rot. 

The third boat was the same as a friend’s boat in Alaska, a Bayliner already parked in the harbor at Craig. We weren't able to see the inside floor plan of this particular one, but it didn't really matter because although it had two engines, only one of them worked. We took all the spec sheets, thanked the fellow, and left. Getting in the car, we both agreed that the one at the Yacht Center was very much in the lead.

By this time it was after 3 PM, so we could go to the Boat Show. Because of the rain and weekday afternoon, there weren't very many people there. This was nice as we could wander around without worming our way through throngs. 

The boats on display were of course decked out. Bill went on board a 4788. That's a boat about 50' long and has two to three floors and sells for about $450,000-plus dollars! As I knew it couldn't compare to what we were going to buy, I had no desire to go in it.

We came across the salesman from the Yacht Center and he suggested we fill out a pre-credit application so he could take it over to the bank booths in time for us to know something by the next morning.

Leaving him, we wandered around. One of the displays that caught our eye was a vacuum food sealer. Of course the salesman did a splendid job showing it and we bought one. Yet, if we can get it to do half the things he did, it will work out well. 

One demonstration he showed us was sealing a bulky sweater, pants, and a pair of socks in a baggie. When sealed, the whole package wasn’t any larger than a big dictionary.

The most fun item he sealed was a jar of miniature marshmallows. At first, they looked like hard little mints, rather than marshmallows. This made sense in a few seconds. As he sucked out all the air, they started to grow and even float. When he was done, he made a few comments and then showed how to unseal the jar. As he popped the top off, the marshmallows UN-exploded and crumpled into little heaps of nothing! How funny! 

We figure if nothing else it would seal any halibut or salmon we might catch, making them easier to ship. Soon we went home, heads spinning with information on Smoker crafts, portable hangars, boating insurance, and conversation with other used boat booths.

Tuesday - January 11; Brooks, Oregon

This was not a day for dealing with boats. Although Bill called the Yacht Center twice to see if the loan was approved, neither time was the salesman in. Of course just a few minutes after Bill and Dad left, the fellow called back. The bank had okayed the loan, the boat was going to be ours if it was sound... and if we wanted it (did we??). 

That morning I had a Dentist appointment and Doctor in the afternoon. Dad wanted Bill to go with him to the auction, so we kissed and went our different ways. 

When I finally pulled in well after 4 PM, I could see Bill out in the back pasture unloading junk from a white van onto the burn pile. Hoping he was unloading stuff for an unknown friend; I was reluctant to find out if we owned this massive ugly whiteness. 

When I got close enough to look at it, it was awful! Bill said he had spent two hours ripping sheetrock and insulation out of it, so this looked good! But hey, for $400, what did I want?

Wednesday - January 12; Brooks, Oregon

We were up and out by 8 AM. Dad came along with us to give us his opinion if the Bayliner was worth buying. We stopped by Ryan’s Marina first to see if our friend who owned the marina could come along too. 

Landon wanted a description of the boat, but when Bill told him what engines were on it, he pulled an awful face, groaned, shook his head, and said we definitely did NOT want this boat.

Fearing just this sort of thing, I knew I didn't want to have to look any further for a boat. But Landon agreed to ride over with us, to help us save face.

The weather was gray and drizzly. When we got to Hayden Island no one was around, so Bill and Landon went on the boat to look things over. All the way there Landon had told us nightmares of OMC engines, the cost, the unreliability, and more. When we walked up to the boat, I was dreading Landon's reaction. I hadn't realized how much this particular boat meant. Not that it was so wonderful, but in very little time we had accomplished the looking part.

Landon glanced at the trailer and said it would do. He then ran his hand over the frame (or hull, as true terminology was slow in coming), then rounded the corner to the engines.

Without knowing I'd been holding my breath, I found I was waiting for the exclamation to come, but was shocked when Bill looked back at me and gave the thumbs up. I couldn't believe it, Landon had changed his mind, now these engines were ok? I ran up to Bill and said what does this mean? He smiled and said the engines weren't OMC after all, they were Volvos! Boy were we delighted. 

So far so good.

After our friend crawled over the boat more, he got a hammer and started pounding on the back (or transom). Even I heard the difference in the tone of the ring. One second the thud was solid and firm, the next squishy and dull. Ah ha! This would be the downfall.

Sure enough, Landon asked if I could hear the difference. I said yes and he said that was dry rot. How could there be dry rot in a fiberglass boat? Turns out the ribs (or stringers) are made of wood.

Landon tapped a bit more and then said it was time to bring out the salesman. He said that little bit of thud should be worth about $1,000 off our total bill. $1,000!! Then it must be pretty bad I thought. Bill and Landon talked it over, then I went for the salesman. 

He was surprised to see me as he hadn't noticed us drive in. I told him Bill was already listening to the engines run. He came out, but hesitated when he saw Landon. He had told us to bring someone to check the boat, but I don't think he expected us to get a marina owner/mechanic.

I climbed back into the cabin. Bill was on the ground by the engines. Landon was upended with his head down in the engine well, tapping on the wood and carrying on about the dry rot. With only a little theatrics, I asked the salesman what would happen if the insurance company wanted this surveyed and there was all this DRY ROT.

The fellow said it wasn't really a problem, but I wasn't convinced. Dry rot, means rot, rot means unstable, unstable means we sink right in the boat basin! He said it wasn't all that difficult to fix, all we needed to do was take a piece of plywood and glue it over the rot. I couldn't imagine doing such sloppy work and asked him if that fixed the problem or gave it more to feed on!

By the time I asked all my usual questions, the salesman was flustered, and Landon kept his head down so the guy wouldn't see him laughing. Nervously, the salesman told us to check out anything we wanted and to let him know when we were ready to deal, then hurried back inside. Poor fellow.

In the meantime, Dad had quietly been taking all this in, just standing back. We all got off the boat and stood inside the hangar out of the rain to discuss our findings. Landon asked what the original price was, Bill told him $12,500, but they'd dropped it to $11,500 for us. Landon said we needed to negotiate another $1,000 off if they'd do it. He said for $11,500 it was a good deal, but $10,500 would be better.

Now neither Bill nor I like to haggle, so squirming, we asked if it wasn't okay to stay at the $11,500 if we were happy with that? Dad piped up and said we should try to get the extra $1,000 off. Reluctantly we said okay. Landon asked if we'd run him back to his shop before we started the paperwork. I ran to tell the salesman what was happening.

As I walked in the door, he asked if we were ready. I told him we had to take Landon back to work, but we'd be right back. Then with a deep breath I took the plunge and asked if the fellow was firm at $11,500, and what about radios, etc. The fellow turned to me, and gave me what felt like a piercing stare, then said there were radios, and what did we feel we should pay. Then he amended himself and asked what our 'Coach' had told us.

Diving right in and thanking God later for having a quick tongue, I told him quite frankly Landon had said the $11,500 was a really good price, (pause) for Here. But to go to Alaska with known problems, the price wasn't good because we wouldn't be able to fix it as easy and even perhaps as adequately as (emphasis) Here. 

The salesman agreed and asked what we thought was a fair deal. When I hesitated he said go back to our 'Coach', talk it over with him and when we got back we could work it out. I said fair enough, and rushed outside breathing once again.

When I got back to the fellows they wanted to know what the guy had said, so I repeated the whole story, perhaps embellishing on my boldness just a bit.

After returning Landon, it was time to haggle. The salesman asked aloud what price we thought was good. When Bill didn't speak up, reluctantly I asked if $10,000 was okay. Webb said how about $10,500, we said fine, consider it done. 

Negotiating is so hard.

While signing the paperwork, I called my sister Jean to let her know we were ready for their truck, and she would drive up to meet us and ride back. The evening before we'd made arrangements to call before noon using a special signal of rings because she didn't want to work that day. Remembering to do this, I was surprised by the second round and second ring, she hadn't answered.
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