
 

REPOSITIONING CRUISE FROM SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA TO VICTORIA, BC APRIL 19-23, 2011      by  KEITH TAYLOR 
 

April 19: Pat and yours truly woke at exactly three in the morning before the alarm. The local news kept me entertained until my wife was 
ready to depart. It was three thirty-five when we trotted off to the Accent Inn where we waited until four-twenty for the Airporter bus to 
arrive. The fee for the transportation to Victoria International was thirty-five dollars. Check-in was rapid at the Horizon counter at around 
four-fifty due to the boarding passes in our hands. The wait was rather tedious for our flight to Seattle that left on time at six o'clock. The 

sun was rising at that point with just enough light to see. 
 

The small turbo-prop landed at SeaTac at six-forty and Customs was cleared instantly. The train took us from Gate S to Gate B in a matter 

of five minutes with no need to get off the shuttlecraft. 
 

Starbuck's was one of only two eateries in our terminal area. Breakfast was ordered at the establishment as a result, with an orange juice, 
banana, yogurt parfait, and coffee priced at a whopping nine dollars and sixty-five cents. The day's adventure was typed while seated next 

to our gate and looking out onto the airline traffic coming and going. A woman appeared at the Southwest counter while the notes were 
being written and our boarding passes were secured at seven-forty. The notes were up to date at seven fifty-seven with an hour and a half 
wait to be seated on the next leg. 
 

Southwest Airlines flight 1003 departed ten minutes late at nine-forty. Two spacious seats at the emergency exit over the wing were chosen. 
My bag fit nicely under the seat in front of an empty space where a chair was removed for easy access to the exit. Thus, the space in front 

was empty and my legs could be stretched out to their full extent. These seats should be selected online if a 747 is reserved in the future. 
The clear morning had changed to rain on takeoff. The iPod Touch was brought into service at ten o'clock to bring the notes up to date. 
There were no movies or food other than peanuts and coffee available at no cost on the flight. 
 

The Birds of Ecuador were studied during the flight and time passed by quickly. The plane touched down at Oakland Airport at eleven-
thirty where almost everyone aboard departed. The 747 left here at ten minutes past the noon hour and settled back onto the tarmac at San 
Diego at one twenty-five. 
 

A footbridge carried us over the busy terminal access road where the shuttle bus to our hotel appeared in five minutes. The Holiday Inn on 
the Bay was checked into at two o'clock. The bill was one hundred and fifty-six dollars with tax. A shave and ten minutes relaxation was in 
order before strolling out into the agreeable sixty-five degree temperature. The wide promenade was traced past Pier B - where the MS 

Zaandam would dock tomorrow – and through the quaint Seaside Village, a touristy shopping area that we found by accident. The 
architecture was a mix of old western, fifties style, Spanish, and modern. A few dress boutiques, tourist traps, T-shirt shops, and 
establishments selling paraphernalia were passed by with only one or two actually entered. The Seaside Village Deli and Sandwich shop 

was selected for a much-needed meal at around three-thirty. A vegetarian and chicken wrap, a bottle of water, and a bottle of mango juice 
were ordered from the Spanish lass at the counter. The bill was only twenty-two dollars with no tip required. The simple food was devoured 
while seated outside in the shade. Most of the buildings in the lovely and well-treed square were adorned with porches and this business 

held to the tradition. It was fairly chilly without the sun on our shoulders and moving about and as a result we continued our stroll as soon 
as the meal was done. A bookstore caught our attention and a few minutes passed indoors before moving back towards the hotel. 
 

       
 

The same tourist traps were admired once again on the return journey: the huge Midway Aircraft Carrier, a sixty-foot high, painted lifelike 
reproduction of the famous newspaper photo of a sailor kissing a nurse on the day that World War II ended, and a Bob Hope memorial with 

bronze statues of the comedian himself and several soldiers in the midst of a recording of his well-known voice as he spoke to the warriors. 
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A quick walk a short way past the hotel took us to two old sailing vessels, one named 'The Star of India'. Now exhausted, we returned to the 

room where the notes were brought up to date once more between four-fifty and five fourth-eight. 
 

The television was the night's entertainment thereafter. A welcomed squat on the toilet was followed with a hot shower from seven o'clock 

until seven twenty-five. It was quite dark by seven-fifteen unlike Victoria where twilight came at eight-twenty. A coffee was brewed in the 
room at eight o'clock and enjoyed while watching Naval Crime Scene Investigation on the flat screen. Los Angeles Crime Scene 
Investigation was underway when your truly joined my exhausted wife in sleep. 
 

         
 

April 20: When waking at six o'clock it was still not quite light enough to see well. The notes were written from six-thirty to six forty-five. 

The train whistle that blew frequently through the day was not heard during the night but was evident on awakening. The British Columbia 
rare bird alerts were checked afterward to read that an American Avocet was seen on the nineteenth at Tofino. This species needs to be 
placed with the range map and might well be a new record for the month. 
 

The Zaandam was docked at seven-thirty when yours truly strolled down the hall to check. We left the suite at eight-fifteen and dropped 
into the Hazelwood Deli, which was situated directly across from Pier B and our ship. Pat ordered an omelet while the breakfast burrito was 
chosen from the menu for myself. The meal with two coffees was twenty dollars and thirty-nine cents. The food though served on paper 

plates was delicious and the tomatio salsa was the best condiment to touch my lips. We strolled across the road to look at the ship and then 
headed along the causeway in the opposite direction taken yesterday. The walk took us to the airport perimeter where we turned back to the 
 

 

       
 

hotel. Another short diversion took us to the train station, simply a platform with benches, hence through the back doors of the Holiday Inn. 
Our suite was reoccupied at ten-twenty. Pats Shaw account was checked at that time to find mail from Kate who had just returned from her 
vacation in Europe. The autobiography was jotted down soon after and brought up to date at ten forty-eight. Check out time was at noon 

and the earliest time we could board the ship was one o'clock. Thus two hours remained to while away. 
 

The bill was finalized at eleven-fifty. People seemed to be walking into the terminal building so we walked over and found that boarding 
was allowed. Similar procedures to getting on a plane followed except for receiving a key card for our room and filling in a form to state 

that we were not feeling any symptoms of illness. Carrying our luggage to the stateroom was never questioned. It was twelve-twenty or so 
when we reached our cabin. Unfortunately the key failed to work and Pat returned three times to obtain new key cards that also did not 
make the grade. In the meanwhile, yours truly had unpacked and the memoirs were composed between twelve forty- five to one o'clock. 
 

Pat returned at that time to say that we had been upgraded once more to room nineteen sixty-two, and that was the reason that the key 
would not work. There was no mention of this change on my wife's gmail account when it was last checked the day before our flight. 
 

The clothes were shoved in the bag and the birding gear carried under my arm to the new outside room with a window. The glass was filthy 
and covered in salt providing a view from only one side of the porthole.  It was now ten minutes after one and the story was placed herein at 
one-eighteen while my wife unpacked.   
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The Lido Deck was next in line where we had lunch. Pat had a salad mix and glass of water dished out by the crewmember while yours 

truly ordered a small scoop of white rice and Asian chicken with sauce with salad greens and coffee. 
 

The entire ship was explored soon after. A narrow hallway on the left side of the ship on deck six led to the perch that was thought at the 

time to be my home for the following three days. A bulletin board was discovered that gave the ships position every half hour. The exact 
position at any moment in time was found later on channel forty on the television in our room. 
 

A fire drill took place from three to three-thirty that was rather uneventful. The speed of the ship was found to be around eighteen knots 

thus the latitude and longitude of any rarity would be found mathematically.  
 

The cabin was returned to at three thirty-five when the notes were once again brought up to date. The Zaandam pulled away from the pier at 

four o'clock and we stepped up on the Promenade Deck to watch the scenery and then to the perch on deck six. Three or four people were 
strolling around on the bow and we found the rather complicated route and joined them. One of the crew was asked if it were possible to 
occupy this deck while the ship was at sea and the answer was yes but only from seven in the morning until dark. This was great news as 

the wind was deflected overhead somewhat from this position, the water surface was much closer, and observing each side of the bow was 
much easier than from deck six. Standing directly at the bow's center was impossible, however, due to a restricted area. 
 

We decided to have supper after clearing the port and beginning to move further offshore at four-fifty. Ken and his wife were seen as we 

strolled toasted the cafeteria and we stopped to talk to the family members momentarily. The evening meal was a barbecue and would not 
be ready until five-thirty. The belief that food was available for twenty-four hours a day was therefore a myth. A hot breakfast was not 
served until seven but a Continental was served at six-thirty. 
 

As a result yours truly went back to the bow for a half hour where five or six Sooty Shearwaters and a beautiful adult light-phase Pomarine 
Jaeger were observed. It was five twenty-eight when hiking back to the room to get my wife for supper. We had salad, baked potato, corn 
bread, a bun, banana, fruit plate, barbecued chicken, and coffees. The portion was actually too small but anxiety to get back outside kept me 

from returning for refill. 
 

My dear wife was left at the dining table and yours truly returned to the room for the coat, scope, and binoculars. The wind was much 

cooler now that the ship was at full speed and a good portion of the fresh breeze was blowing straight over the bow. 
 

The deck was under my feet again at about six o'clock to seven-thirty. There was about fifteen minutes of light remaining when the station 
was abandoned. The only birds seen were Western Gulls, Elegant Terns, and one small flock of Northern Phalaropes. 
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The suite was reoccupied at seven-forty. Pat had news that breakfast could be delivered to the room between six and six-thirty and an 

omelet, toast, and coffee were checked off the menu and hung on the door for tomorrow. The iPod was in action again soon after with the 
last of today's story written by eight-seventeen. A hot bath seemed like a good idea when strolling in after being outside in the cold but not 
so after warming for an hour in the cabin. 
 

At ten-thirty in the evening the ship was off Oceanside at 33:16.78 x 118.56.06 heading northwest between Catalina and San Clemente 
Islands. The following morning at five forty-five the position was 34.25.05 x121.09.66 off Lompoc California on a 325-degree course.  



April 21: Woke at five-thirty and dressed before daylight. Room service delivered breakfast promptly at five minutes past six. The omelet 
was certainly less than gourmet but eaten quickly nonetheless. Anxiety was building to get to the front of the ship. 
 

The cleaning staff opened the door to the bow at six-thirty after asking them to do so. The station was held until noon with disappointingly 
few birds observed and none of those were of any interest. The scope was either blown over in the wind or kicked over by yours truly and 
the reflecting mirror was knocked out of place making the scope useless. A dark bird flew past at eleven forty-four that may have been a 

Murphy's Petrel as it was dark on both sides, the wings were held in a crook, and it was flying well above the water in Pterodroma fashion. 
 However, the light based primaries, white chin, and the gray upperparts with the "W" pattern were missing or simply not seen with the 
fleeting glimpse. After reviewing both 'Seabirds of the World' and 'The Sibley Guide to Birds', it is very convincing that this is what was 

seen as no other species has dark underwings with a decidedly 'crooked' wing shape. Squinting one's eyes at the illustration in Sibley's 
presents the exact same shape and coloration of the bird seen and backlighting would produce this appearance. 
 

Curried chicken, a rice puff, and a small portion of Pat's salad were devoured before returning to the bow. The wind eventually reached over 
forty knots and keeping the binoculars steady was impossible. The group on the Promenade Deck was joined as a result. Twenty minutes 
past when we heard that a group of birders from Seattle had seen a Cook's Petrel and a Short-tailed Albatross so we rushed up to the stern 
on the Lido Deck. The video camera was left behind and not realized for several hours. 
 

It wasn't long before the first Cook's Petrel was seen as a small white flash in the distance through the binoculars, perhaps at two o'clock 
and about sixty miles due west of Big Sur. Four of five Murphy's passed by unseen and my nerves were on edge. This was quelled 

somewhat when the fellow from Montana managed to spot a Murphy’s through his scope and let me use his expensive equipment 
afterward. This resulted in a fantastic and prolonged view of a Cook's dorsal side and the pale gray wings with the dark "W" was seen 
clearly. At least twelve more were seen at a distance; their small size and arching flight presented views of the white underside then of the 

pale gray saddle, an action that made them easy to identify after several observations.  
 

                                                           
 

The swell became larger and larger and the wind stronger. At around five-thirty I realized that my camcorder was missing and ran down to 

the Promenade Deck to find it missing. The fact was relayed to the front desk and to my wife who was now lying in bed with slight 
seasickness. Thankfully she was not vomiting and had taken the ‘Sea Calm’ presented at the front desk free of charge. 
 

The Lido Deck was returned to once again where two or more Murphy's were missed again before calling it quits at seven thirty-eight. The 

days total was perhaps twelve Black-footed Albatross, dozens of Northern Fulmars, a few Pink-footed and Sooty Shearwaters, five or so 
Pomarine Jaegers, twenty Cook's Petrels, dozens of phalaropes including at least one Red, twenty Sabine's Gulls, six Rhinoceros Auklets, 
one Common Murre, two Fork-tailed Storm-Petrels, two Ashy Storm-Petrels, one possible Short-tailed Shearwater, and a distant larger 

light-bellied Pterodroma. Hopefully the Murphy's will be seen well tomorrow. 
 

                                                                         
 

Pat was still in bed and not interested in eating in her condition so the camcorder was searched for again. Miraculously the fellow who 
picked it up saw me rummaging around in the area and asked if something had been lost.  The gentleman’s cabin was nearby and the video 

camera was returned.  
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Supper was ordered via room service at eight-fifteen. Yours truly ordered coffee, salmon with broccoli and mashed potato while my ill wife 

selected the fruit salad, beef broth, crackers, and tea and Ginger ale to ease the discomfort. This was delivered to our stateroom at around 
nine o'clock. In the meantime, the scope was left at the front desk where the base was to be removed with an Allen screwdriver. It was 
assumed that once removed the two halves could be unscrewed and the mirror replaced. The front desk phoned at nine-thirty just after 
consuming the outrageously small meal that left me unsatisfied. The base had been removed as requested but the two halves still would not 

budge. The rubber casing was striped back to reveal another joint that would not come apart easily. The scope was redeemed to be junk and 
placed in the closet. The day’s autobiography was composed roughly from nine-thirty or so to four minutes past ten. A much-needed 
shower followed. 
 

April 22: An unhealthy sweat soaked sheets last evening even though the cabin was not overly heated.  Regardless, the night passed in deep 
sleep except for rising five times to urinate. It was five-thirty when awakening but the bed was not vacated until five forty-five. This was 

necessary as breakfast was to be delivered at six. The ship’s position at five forty-eight was 40.50.46 x 125.01.73 off Eureka California. 
Fort Bragg was the last point noted at around seven o’clock last evening at a distance of sixty miles from shore. 
 

Breakfast was delivered at exactly six o'clock that included the same omelette and toast but with an additional bran muffin today. The meal 

was wolfed down quickly and yours truly was up on the Lido Deck at six-thirty. Some of the Seattle group was already at station. The 
birding began with several Leach’s Storm-Petrels and a few Northern Fulmars and went downhill from there for the entire day. Very few 
birds were seen with Arctic Terns and one Parasitic Jaeger being added to the trip list. Three possible Parakeet Auklets were seen briefly. 

The three inexperienced birders on the Promenade Deck reported seeing about eight Murphy's Petrels through the afternoon hours yet none 
passed by the stern. Another very dark looking bird with shorter wings than a Sooty Shearwater was seen solely a long way out but 
Murphy's should appear gray not black in direct sunlight. 
 

Pat paid a visit at around ten and had found a fellow nurse from Victoria to talk to for a while. She soon became bored and was obviously 
tired of the trip when coming to get me at dinnertime. 
 

The fellow from Montana brought me a muffin at around ten. A lunch of fried chicken, cold chicken curry, and some cold pasta dish was 
wolfed down near the birding area while seated at one of the outside tables with a coffee. A snack of bread pudding and coffee was gathered 
at around three in the afternoon. 
 

Pat gathered me at five-fifty and we ordered chicken, an Asian vegetable mix, and rice with two pastries and coffee. The birding resumed at 
six-thirty and ended at seven-forty. 
 

Pat seemed in a better mood when opening the door to the cabin. We filled in the Customs form and packed most of our items for 
tomorrows departure in Victoria. The day’s story was typed roughly from eight-fifteen to eight thirty-six while sitting on the toilet. At 
eight-forty in the evening the ship was off Portland, Oregon at 45.20.47 x 125.13.61 and cruising at an average of eighteen and a half knots. 
 

April 23: At five-thirty the ship’s position was 48.03.43 x 125.12.52 off tip Cape Flattery with a course of 019 and a speed of seventeen 
knots. Lights of fishing vessels were visible out the porthole. Winds were down to thirteen miles an hour with smoother seas. 
 

Woke at five-thirty, dressed, and took the elevator up to the Lido Deck where two cups of coffee kept me occupied until daylight. The 
birding fraternity was in place when strolling out onto the deck as the Holland America cruise ship began to round Cape Flattery. The wind 
was lighter today, perhaps fifteen miles per hour, yet the temperature was obviously much colder than on pervious mornings. The sun rose 

on a clear morning and the slouching position was taken on the chair on the north side of the ship. A single Sooty Shearwater and a Tufted 
Puffin were the only species of note before the ship entered the Juan de Fuca Straits. Pat came out on deck before the Zaandam reached a 
point where it was deemed impossible to see any rarities anymore and the dear woman had breakfast alone. She came back at eight-thirty 
and we sat down together while yours truly wolfed down a plate of scrambled eggs, ham and toast.  
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A bill of six dollars and some odd cents was waiting at our door when retuning to the cabin. This fee was for two bottles of water consumed 
in our room. The next step was to extend the cash to the crew person working at the front desk. The question was raised after paying the 
measly sum of what was taking place with the one hundred and twenty dollars a day that was charged to our credit card. Interestingly there 
was an additional charge of seventy dollars for tips and restaurant fees et cetera that would be consigned to our Visa bill with he remaining 



that was relegated removed 
 

The Promenade Deck was strolled around while waiting for the ship to dock in Victoria. A conversation took place with the birders that 
stood on the promenade through the entire trip, much of what had to do with finding Sooty Grouse in Sooke and the great views they had of 
Murphy’s Petrels yesterday. A snack of a coffee and muffin was simply a way of passing the time around ten o’clock.  Lunch began at noon 
just off Witty’s Lagoon and finished as the ship neared Odgen Point. Chicken, pasta salad, and asparagus left me feeling as if having 

overeaten. The ship landed at twelve-thirty when the final packing took place and the cabin was abandoned for the last time. We stood at 
the gangway with the growing crowd from twelve forty-five to one-fifteen when we poured through the exit and out into the bright 
sunshine. 
 

Our key card was scanned as we left the Zaandam and we were the third passengers to reach Customs. The ordeal was done in a matter of 
minutes and we walked over to a bus stop not far from the apartment building that was once my home. The first bus was missed by seconds. 

The wait for the second was perhaps twenty minutes, which transported us to the city center.  The wait for the number six bus was only five 
minutes. 
 

It was two-twenty when we arrived home an unpacked. It was three o‘clock when the rare bird alerts and the mail were checked. The Magic 

Birding Circuit had sent a final itinerary and a slide show of their new Tandayapa Hummingbird Lodge that both of us read and viewed. No 
interesting birds were noted on the alerts. The first day’s autobiography of the trip was transferred from gmail and today’s was composed 
between three-thirty and seven minutes past four.  Photographs of Murphy’s Petrels were sought online afterward and the Cook’s Petrel was 

placed on various lists until five forty-seven. Some Murphy’s found online were distinctly dark and the right-hand illustration in Sibley’s 
guide would appear dark if the gadfly petrel was observed quickly and backlit.  
 

The scope repair was underway after satisfying myself somewhat that a Murphy’s Petrel was involved in the sighting at the bow. The bird 

was checked off in any case due to the discerned features not being replicated on any other regular species in the North Pacific. This was a 
process of elimination that was definitely not to my liking, but certainly a rational decision. The rubber coating on the scope was removed 
with an Xacto- knife and the joint plugged the same material was slowly eliminated in tiny pieces. The first joint seemed to be glued 

together and it was incised as well.  The progress was slow and it seemed as if the parts would never be separated when placing the optic 
aside at eight-fifteen. Exhaustion set in at ten and it was off to bed. 
 

Cost of Cruise: $788. 66 plus $76.60 for additional fees and water = $865. Flight on Alaska/Horizon Airlines: $387.98 US Flight on 
Southwest Airlines:  $216.80. Holiday Inn on the Bay $156.00. Three extra meals: $51.65; Airporter to Victoria International $38.00 
 
TOTAL $1,715.43 
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AFTER THE REPOSITIONING CRUISE 
 

Breakfast was underway between five minutes past seven and seven-twenty on the morning of the twenty-fourth. Five hours of the morning 

and early afternoon were dedicated to repairing the scope. The two halves were finally separated at around noon when the last of the rubber 
was sliced off. There was actually a thread in place and they were unscrewed. This revealed screws to remove the mirrors and other 
mechanisms in place for cleaning. The mirror than had been knocked out of place was glued in place but the liquid ran under the glass and 
was luckily cleaned with alcohol hand rubs. The pieces were assembled once again after taking every part out of the body and cleaning 

them to the tenth degree. The small mirror was put back in place with two metal fasteners that worked as clamps. Glue was never applied 
again, but as silicone is required to reseal the body, the halves may be screwed apart again to place a dab on each side. The restoration was 
completed quickly when the glass surfaces were cleaned. The optics were surprisingly bright now that the original flecks of rubber from the 

factory were eradicated. Only one small particle remained during the assessment of the work. The base was reattached to the scope 
subsequently at around three-fifty. Searched online to find that Acuter scopes were now selling for five-hundred and fifty dollars. 
 

 

Below are highlights from California & Oregon waters of the positively ID species only: 
Brant 80 
Pacific Loon 23 

Laysan Albatross 1 
Black-footed Albatross 21 
Short-tailed Albatross 1 

Northern Fulmar 245 
Murphy's Petrel 9 
Cook's Petrel 35 

Pink-footed Shearwater 59 
Sooty Shearwater 326 
Short-tailed Shearwater 2 
Black Storm Petrel 13 

Fork-tailed Storm Petrel 79 
Leach's Storm Petrel 80 
Ashy Storm Petrel 4 

Red-necked Phalarope 2 
Red Phalarope 498 
Sabine Gull 246 

Arctic Tern 45 
Pomarine Jaeger 21 
Parasitic Jaeger 2 

Xantus's Murrelet 10 
Rhinoceros Auklet 5 
Common Murre 27 
Cassin's Auklet 101 

Parakeet Auklet 5 
 

In Washington waters, where we only spent a couple of hours, we saw these additional birds: 
 

Brant 2 
Surf Scoter 2 
White-winged Scoter 2 

Pacific Loon 7 
Common Loon 1 
Sooty Shearwater 13 

Brandt's Cormorant 2 
Pelagic Cormorant 2 
Red-necked Phalarope 23 

Red Phalarope 2 
Sabine's Gull 5 
Herring Gull 1 
Glaucous-winged Gull 11 

Common Murre 34 
Cassin's Auklet 28 
Rhinoceros Auklet 13 

Tufted Puffin 2 
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