










 

A friend and I were headed over the border for the first time on our month-long road trip across Canada 

and the United States. Our next destination was Olympic National Park in Washington state known for 

its’ otherworldly landscapes. We had just spent three days and two nights at a home near Princeton, 

British Columbia where we were spoiled and had a great time with a close friend and his family. We 

were three friends from high school and we planned to meet-up that summer in British Columbia. 

During those three days we went on adventures, got to know the family, shared stories, had a drink or 

two (or ten), and sampled some world famous BC buds. We got home-cooked meals, had access to a 

clean shower, and a warm home. It was a great time to say the least, and I think I can speak for Zac and I 

when I say we were dreading hitting the road again. Our stay at Brian’s grandparents' house was a 

memorable one but I was also excited to see what we planned to do in the weeks that followed. It was 

time to hit the road again so we packed up our tents, packed our supplies, and said our goodbyes. We 

hit the serpentine mountain roads of British Columbia that ran through its’ vast valleys and peaks. Zac 

and I were both a bit worn out at this point and were contemplating whether this trip was really a good 

idea in its‘ entirety. Until this point we had seen so much of Canadas’ amazing wildlife and nature and it 

was all in the span of two weeks, but it was beginning to take a toll on our minds and our bodies, 

something we both came to realize after staying at a cozy home for a few nights. We both kept our 

thoughts to ourselves though for the time being as we sat in a sort of silence all the way to the border 

crossing from British Columbia to Washington. This was to be my first time in the states in a number of 

years and I was a little nervous but also excited beyond belief to see the famous landscapes of the 

Pacific Northwest and everything else the US had to offer. We crossed without any issues and decided 

we would head to Seattle that day to see the city and get something to eat. We arrived, parked on a side 

street, and roamed about the city for a while. A beautiful city which was surprisingly quiet to me, even 

though it was a weekday the streets were rather empty. I walked around like a typical tourist taking shot 

after shot of the amazing architecture in the city. We came across a shopping mall, where we went in to 

find somewhere to eat. We ate some great Thai food which was a nice change up from what we had 

been eating for the weeks prior. After lunch we set off back to the car. It was time to head to the Ferry 

dock which was going to take us across the “Puget Sound” which is an inlet of the Pacific Ocean. We sat 

watching the city lights of Seattle slowly fade in the distance as we crossed the inlet. By the time we 

reached the other side it was already dark and we decided it would be ideal to make our way to our 

campsite in Olympic National Park. We travelled for a few hours through the night and eventually 

reached our campsite in the early hours of the morning. We set up our tent in the pitch-black and 

decided to make something to eat before we hit the sack.  Around us was a traveller’s wonderland that 

we had yet to discover, with towering trees, desolate waterfalls, and crystal clear coastal lakes and 

rivers. We had a late night snack and went off to bed. In the morning I woke up on a beautiful summer 

day and to a landscape like nothing I’d ever seen before. Upon waking up I unzipped the door of the tent 

and was welcomed into a new world resembling Narnia. 

 

 



 



 

I decided to take a walk around the campsite when I awoke, in a state of disbelief regarding my 

surroundings. Everywhere I looked there was something to marvel at. The first thing I noticed was the 

sheer size of some of the flora. The trees towered as high skyscrapers, as wide as an eighteen-wheeler, 

and were completely covered in moss. The ferns were the biggest I’d ever seen and were so incredibly 

vibrant in their colour. In fact, the whole forest was lit up by the light of the morning, which accentuated 

the plentiful shades of green which was spread throughout the landscape. Even the critters that 

inhabited the forest seemed to be oversized, at one point I went to get a drink from the water fountain 

and was greeted by a giant slug, one bigger than I’d ever seen before. It slid across the base of the 

fountain leaving a trail of its slime behind. Everything about this place was truly mystifying and I couldn’t 

wait to just get out there and explore for the days that followed. I made myself a peanut butter and jelly 

sandwich, had a juice box, and waited for Zac to wake up as I wandered around the campsite. After a bit 

of exploring, I went back to the campsite where Zac had woken up and gotten ready for a day of 

adventure. We didn’t have anything particular planned that day, so we looked at a map we obtained the 

night before and decided to head over to Marymere Falls, a path which laid on the edge of a beautiful 

lake that led into the vast forest. The path wasn’t far and wasn’t too challenging so we packed some 

light snacks and set off on the roads of Olympic National Park. A vivid memory of mine was driving down 

the roads in the park, towering trees lined the sides of the road and created an amazing natural canopy. 

After a short drive, we arrived at Marymere Falls and made a couple of sandwiches while tailgating out 

of the back of Zacs’ sedan and setting up on top of our cooler. We ate and set off onto the path which 

started at the edge of Lake Crescent, a crystal clear blue-tinted lake which leads to the Pacific Ocean. At 

the head of the trail was also a log cabin which was occupied by the park rangers. We walked along the 

coastline of the lake as I took photos of the amazing landscapes that surrounded us. The lake sat in a 

valley of mountains and hills covered with lush greenery. As we walked along the path it led us under 

the road above and into the dense green forest. Not five minutes into the walk I saw a tree that I’ll never 

forget, it was reminiscent of the tree of life. Its’ branches spread far and wide all growing towards the 

light which could only peek through a small area which the forest canopy did not cover. The base of the 

tree was so thick that my arms couldn’t span around one third of it when I hugged it (yes I literally 

hugged a tree). It was awe-inspiring, the roots of this tree were mighty and spanned far around it poking 

through the ground many feet away from the base. We stood there admiring the sheer size of this tree 

for a moment and then went on to proceed along the path. Not five minutes later, we came across 

another interesting specimen. A tree which had a hole in its’ base big enough for 2 to 3 people to sit in 

comfortably. This was a place of peculiar nature and I was loving every moment of it. It seemed like 

everywhere I looked there was something to document which I’d never seen before. We both had 

question after question for each other, but neither of us had the right answers because this place was 

completely foreign to both us. It was truly incredible to see the rich forests of this park for the first time 

and its’ an experience that will always be etched in my mind. 

 

 



 



 

As we made our way along the path through the dense and lush forest we felt increasingly overtaken in 

this strange environment. From the trees to the ferns, everything in the forest seemed as if it was 

oversized. These rich forests consist of a variety of gargantuan trees, most of which we had a chance to 

see on this short hike. We had a chance to see some of the largest trees I’d ever seen including the 

Western Red Cedar which is a truly magnificent specimen. A tree that is most common in the Pacific 

Northwest and is known to live for over one-THOUSAND years. A fully grown Western Red Cedar can 

grow to over 200 feet in height and have a diameter of over ten feet. 

 

Fun Fact: The largest Western Red Cedar in the world resides in Washington, and is also the largest tree 

in the world outside of California. Its diameter is a whopping 19.5 feet. 

 

We proceeded through the forest of giants marveling at the mystifying nature of the forest. It was 

amazing to see how unique this landscape was, natural phenomena like I’d never seen before. There 

were trees covered from top to bottom in moss all around the forest making for a “green-out” of sorts. 

We walked along keeping our eyes open for any other interesting specimens and started making more 

ground when the novelty of it all began to disappear. Something else that caught my eye during this 

walk was the complexity of the root systems. The roots at times would attach multiple trees, usually 

stemming from one giant tree. I recall seeing 2 or 3 trees in a small area that were all fairly average in 

size (in this forest) but connected to one another creating one ‘supertree’. It was all a lot to take in on 

this short hike. We eventually came to an area where a calm stream ran perpendicular to the trail we 

were walking on. A bridge crossed it and led to another make-shift bridge which passed over another 

small stream that ran downhill from a small and barely visible waterfall in the distance. In the midst of 

the madness that was this forest, a certain sense of pure elation was over me during this entire hike. 

Being surrounded by giants makes you realize how truly insignificant you are in the world and I don’t 

necessarily mean it in a negative way. The towering trees that made me feel so small had been 

inhabiting that forest for hundreds of years before I even stepped foot in it. They will likely stand there 

for hundreds of years after you and I are dead and gone as well. This was one of the places that inspired 

the conception of Northern Culture as well. The realization that these landscapes and their inhabitants 

will be around for much longer than any of us will be, but only if we don’t destroy them or change them 

detrimentally. The rate at which the population is growing all over the world, the use of natural 

resources will only increase for years to come. At Northern Culture we want to encourage the careful 

and thoughtful consumption of these limited resources. Always research where your products are 

coming from and how they are being produced. Otherwise, one day we’ll end up destroying or 

detrimentally affecting the world around us. If you’ve never heard the term “never bite the hand that 

feeds you” make yourself familiar with the term and put it into context in terms of your everyday life to 

see how you can help do your part. 

 

 



 



 

We ventured across the bridges, over the rivers and streams and back into the dense vegetation of the 

forest. The trail led slowly uphill through a winding path which gradually led us towards the falls. 

Towering cedars, Douglas Firs, and spruces lined the sides of the path and giant ferns littered the forest 

floors. As we covered more ground, we came to an area where the path led through a enormous set of 

trees and through the centre, the top of Marymere Falls could be seen. We eagerly made our way to the 

end of the path to get a better view of the falls and their surrounding landscape. When we got to the 

viewing area it provided us with a better view of the falls. In front of us was an approximately 100-foot 

cliff, covered in lush green moss and other rich greenery. A thin stream cascaded over the top of the cliff 

and fell down its’ face, hitting the rock and spreading wider near the bottom. At the base of the 

waterfall sat a pool of deep blue water which ran downstream into the river we had crossed earlier. At 

the edges of the pool of water was a series of fallen trees that I can only assume came from over the top 

of the cliff. The view was great from the viewing area and I took a few shots but I was unsatisfied with 

the perspective. The viewing area sat about 50 feet up and across from the cliff and I wanted to get the 

best clear shot of it. I decided to ditch the viewing area and make my way down the side of the cliff. It 

was a little precarious but I made it down without any issues. In fact, when someone else with their kids 

saw me down there they all decided to do the same and made it down with no problems. When Zac and 

I got to the bottom the view was truly impeccable, nothing at all to obstruct it and I had room to 

maneuver. Maneuverability is key for me when I’m taking photos. I like to be able to experiment with 

different angles and positions to get the shot I’m looking for. I was able to make my way across the 

slippery rocks at the base of the waterfall and take some shots of the waterfall from unique 

perspectives. Zac made his way right to the base of the falls where I’m sure he got misted, but also 

provided me with an opportunity to capture the true size of Marymere Falls in a photo. In the photo Zac 

is dwarfed by the waterfall, looking like an ant next to an ant hill. I sat on a giant fallen tree trunk taking 

photos and observing the environment. It was truly mystifying being in the presence of all these giants. 

In a short period of time in Olympic National Park, I’d come to feel so small in this world next to this 

towering waterfall and the gargantuan trees. It was humbling to have a chance to explore this 

environment and get an up-close perspective of what its’ like to be in one of Olympic National Parks’ 

famous forests. Looking at the photos beforehand I really didn’t know what to expect because I’d never 

been to a place like it. Really getting to experience it first-hand was all I could have expected and much 

more. Olympic National Park is a true natural treasure of the Pacific Northwest and the USA as a whole, 

a place that doesn’t get enough recognition as an amazing spot to travel to. Until I travelled there myself 

I didn’t know how truly worthwhile it would be, and for the days that followed I was going to get a 

chance to explore it more in depth. We had a plan to go to Cape Flattery which laid on the very 

northwest edge of the United States and led us right along the Pacific coastline. We also had plans to 

travel to Second Beach which laid on the pacific coastline as well. The two hikes were ones I’d been 

looking forward to for months and for good reason. 

 

 



 



  



  



 



  



 

After our hike through the Marymere Falls trail, we headed back to the campsite and relaxed for the rest 

of the night just making food and catching up on some much-needed sleep. The next day was to be an 

action-packed day and we were going to need all the energy we could get. Our campsite was small and 

once again we were located conveniently right beside the washrooms. It was located on the edge of a 

secluded lake which I ventured to once just to check it out. Just like in Banff the water in some parts of 

Olympic National Park was a hue of blue which I’d never seen prior to this trip, something I began to 

realize was that this was somewhat common in these more uninhabited ends of the world where 

mountains and water are plentiful. Anyways, when we awoke the next day we were well rested and 

ready to take on the adventures for the day. We had a plan to visit Second Beach, which was right along 

the Pacific coastline. We also wanted to go check out the Hoh Rainforest, which is a temperate 

rainforest and is one of few in the United States. We made our way along the Olympic Highway towards 

our first destination which was the Hoh Rainforest. We followed the signs towards the rainforest which 

led us down a road resembling one in a Lord of the Rings movie. Giant moss covered trees engulfed the 

road and created a canopy where the sunlight sparsely shone through. After driving along the road for 

what seemed like forever we finally arrived at the entrance to the rainforest and a reception stand in 

the middle of the road. They informed us that to go in we needed to pay a pretty hefty fee, something 

we weren’t really prepared to do at the time. In retrospect, I would’ve just paid the fees to see what it 

would be like to experience a North American rainforest. That’s not how we felt at the time though, so 

we just turned around and headed over to Second Beach. A drive that would take us a while anyways so 

we were glad to get started on it. It required us to drive out of the park and all the way to the coastline 

at the very western edge of the United States. The beach is located just outside “La Push” which is a 

small coastal community. As we drove out of the park we started making our way through some of the 

small coastal communities along the Washington coast. Some of them were Native reserves, some were 

not. All along the coast, we found areas where it seemed as if there were nothing but forests 

everywhere. Of all the times I felt like I was in the middle of nowhere, it was really amplified while 

driving along the Washington coast. It's a little eerie to say the least, but its’ also peaceful. Coming from 

Brampton where there are crazy drivers everywhere and you have to have your head on a swivel on the 

roads, this was a welcome change for the next few days. After an hour or so of driving through coastal 

communities and along long stretches of isolated road, we finally arrived at the parking lot of the 

Second Beach trail. We were both starving and decided it would be a good idea to set-up shop by the car 

and make ourselves some lunch. We prepared ourselves a couple of sandwiches each and made up 

some Caesar salad. It wasn’t exactly an ideal beach day as above us it was overcast, and the sun wasn’t 

anywhere in sight. We ate our sandwiches by the car, grabbed some towels, and hit the trail. From what 

we’d seen in pictures this place was going to be something special. The weather was a bit of a downer 

but it made for a scene that could not be duplicated and made for a vibe that couldn’t have been 

captured otherwise. 

 

 



 



 

We embarked on the Second Beach trail on that overcast day, seeking another eventful and enlightening 

adventure. We made our way through yet another enchanted coastal temperate forest, this time not as 

surprised at the size of everything around us. In this forest was an abundance of giant trees and other 

humongous greenery. It was a fairly short hike to the beach which took us through another dense forest. 

As we ventured through the towering trees which lined the sides of the path, we eventually began to 

smell the ocean breeze. Through the small gaps in the trees the outline of an ocean island could be 

spotted and at that point I knew I was in for something special. We traversed the last stretch of the path 

coming to the end where a tall tree and its’ roots protruded from the raised ground beside the path. It 

was an incredibly complex root system and it was somewhat of a ‘visitor’s centre’ for anyone who 

travelled to the beach. Visitors would leave mementos like seashells, rocks, and other small trinkets in 

the roots of the tree on their way back to the parking lot. We came to an opening in the forest which led 

us down to the beach over a series of fallen trees. The trees were pushed all the way to the back of the 

shoreline by the tide. We climbed over the fallen trees and walked our way onto the sand. The beach 

was fairly empty considering how beautiful the view was. In front of us was the Pacific Ocean under a 

completely overcast sky, sitting 100’s of feet out were a series of rock formations poking out from under 

the surface of the water. Most noticeably was two giant formations which towered above the rest, both 

lined with moss on the sides and big trees on the tops. To the right was a natural boardwalk of sorts 

which was made of rock and which jutted out far into the ocean. To the left was what seemed like an 

endless beach, with sky-high trees lining the ends of the shoreline. On this severely cloudy day nothing 

but rolling clouds could be seen above. Zac and I headed over towards the water which was fairly calm, 

the waves weren’t as high I would’ve expected. When spending time with my family in California as a 

young kid I recall seeing massive waves when I went swimming in the Pacific Ocean. On this day the 

waves were fairly small, the water was calm, and when I dipped my feet in the water it was fairly cold. I 

decided to not go for a swim as it was fairly chilly for a summers’ day and I didn’t really feel like it. 

Something I regret in retrospect, but at the time I chose to focus on my camera. As Zac went off to 

explore a little bit on his own I did the same. I made my way over to a series of rocks, some large some 

small, which were laid in the sand and getting washed over by the incoming tide. I sat upon one of the 

rocks taking in the sounds, sights, and smells of the Pacific Ocean. In front of me was one of the 

towering cliffs which sat in the water, it was fairly close and if I’m guessing stood at about 70 feet high. 

The sand was wet and from the right angle would reflect the sky and the cliff perfectly to create a 

symmetrical silhouette. Though I was little disappointed that it wasn’t a sunny day on the beach like I 

had hoped, I couldn’t have scripted a better scene for the photos I was going to take on that day. The 

photos help portray a story from some of my darker days, which is why I decided to convert a lot of 

them to black and white. Not every day can be sunny. 

 

 

 



 



 

The scent of the ocean was strong but not overtaking, I’d describe it as a little fishy and tangy but the air 

was thin and easy to breathe. All along the coastline in the sand little trinkets could be found washed up 

from the tide. Zac was on his own walking around the beach looking for interesting objects in the sand. 

He came across some rocks, crab shells, starfish, and other miscellaneous items. This beach wasn’t your 

average beach, when most think of a day on the beach they’re thinking of a sunny warm day with many 

people maybe playing volleyball, going for a swim, and having a picnic. This was more of an explorer’s 

beach, remote in its location, and from my experience it seemed to attract a different crowd. I saw some 

people just walking about the shore taking in the sights, others were actively doing research. I saw a 

group of people who could’ve only been a couple of years older than me collecting water samples and 

doing what I could’ve only assumed was some sort of biological research.  I also came across a few 

photographers like me, except a lot of them were carrying heavy duty cameras. This place was just 

different. Something I loved to see was that there was no garbage anywhere in sight, people who visited 

this beach were very much respectful of the land. A huge problem in today's world is how much garbage 

litters our oceans and its’ shores. According to the people over at “The Ocean Cleanup Project” over five 

TRILLION pieces of plastic litter the Pacific Ocean, mostly accumulating between Hawaii and California.  

Their efforts could help change this world for not only our generation but for generations to come! 

 We plan on releasing a line of apparel which features the photos’ from this trip to Second Beach and 

will help raise funds for this project, so stay tuned. Get yourself a cutting-edge, high quality, eco-friendly 

hoodie and support a great cause as well.  

 

Check out their website @ www.theoceancleanup.com to gain some insight, and if you’re up to it you 

can help by donating as well! 

 

Zac and I met back up once again after a bit of time to ourselves, something that was essential especially 

after spending pretty much every moment of every day with one another! We shared the sights that we 

saw and showed each other some videos and photos. We walked back to some spots where I wanted to 

get some shots with a model for perspective. The vast nature of the area was hard to capture without 

someone standing in the shot. At one point I recall climbing up a pretty large cliff that stood tall in the 

sand along the coastline. Upon reaching the top Zac stood in front of me where one of the towering 

cliffs stood tall and wide. I captured one of my favourite shots to date where Zac was walking towards 

the ocean, his reflection in the wet sand, the waves calmly crashing in, overcast skies above, with the 

towering cliffs and rock formations all in the distance. This place was truly beautiful in a mystifying way, 

it made me contemplate how these rock formations came to be. It’s likely that they were once much 

larger than they are now and had slowly eroded from the water and the waves but these are just my 

theories and I’m no scientist. All I knew for sure is that I’d never seen such beauty ever before and that it 

was a special experience that would be hard to replicate. 

 

 



 



 

As the afternoon turned to the early evening the clouds slowly began to drift towards the east and the 

blue skies could peek through the gaps in the clouds. I stood upon the cliff in the middle of the beach 

taking in all the surrounding sights from a new perspective. Lining the sides of the rock formation were 

barnacles and algae. In the dips and divots of the rocks were pools of water which were the home of 

various little sea critters. I recall at one point seeing a series of what I’m gonna call sea anemones in a 

small tide pool upon the rock formation I was standing on. I don’t really know for sure what they were 

but I’ll attach a picture and you can decide for yourself what you think they are. Whatever it was I’d 

never seen anything like it before. I also had a chance to see some starfish which immediately reminded 

me of my childhood and watching Spongebob Squarepants. When I was a young kid I went to New 

Brunswick where I picked up a souvenir starfish from a small store by the ocean. This trip gave me some-

what of a nostalgic feeling and reminded me of some simpler times just travelling the coast side with my 

dad and my brother as a child. As I stood upon the cliff I looked around feeling like I was on top of the 

world. Lining the beach were explorers, families, dog walkers, and photographers. I watched people for 

a moment observing how other people were reacting to this amazing place. From my observations, a lot 

of people seemed to be in a state of bliss just appreciative of the beautiful world they were blessed 

with. Some were affixed to their cameras, some laughing and playing with their siblings, some enjoying 

the day with their furry friends, and others just exploring and discovering. Whatever the case it seemed 

like everyone was having a great time regardless of the lack of sun on that day at the beach. It dawned 

on me that I should get a shot of Zac standing upon the cliff that I was on. I carefully scaled my way 

down the cliff and called Zac over who was once again off exploring. He came over, I showed him how to 

get up, and I snapped a few shots of Zac standing on the giant rock. He stood up there for a minute as 

well, just taking in the view and the perspective from the top. A couple of children must’ve seen us from 

across the beach and convinced their pops to let them do the same. I watched as these young energetic 

kids dragged their hesitant father up to the top with them. It was funny to watch but I couldn’t help but 

feel bad that I put this guy in that position, the kids seemed like they were having the time of their lives 

though. It’s likely a memory they’ll have for the rest of their lives though, so the dude should really be 

thanking me. Anyway, as the clouds finally seemed to fade away it was time for us to get out of there 

and make our way back to the campsite in Olympic National Park. We had a fairly hefty drive back to the 

campsite and we wanted to stay rested for our trip the next day. That day was one for the books though 

and I’ll definitely be back there one day hopefully during sunrise or sunset. Though the sun was nowhere 

to be seen on that day, we were hopeful that the next day would be better in terms of the weather as 

the blue skies were beginning to show up as we were leaving. The next day was going to be one for the 

books and I knew it. What was going to happen though was beyond my wildest dreams, and I couldn’t 

have scripted a better day on the Olympic Peninsula. The sun will always shine again and I was reminded 

of that in dramatic fashion. 

 

 



 



 



  



  



 



 

After an amazing day on the Pacific coast at Second Beach, Zac and I were looking forward to visiting 

Cape Flattery. A place I found by quite literally looking at the map, and looking for the farthest place in 

the north-west of the United States. Cape Flattery is literally at the edge of America and its’ dramatic 

location is matched by a surreal landscape. It is what I can only assume would be a short boat ride from 

Vancouver Island. It sits across the Salish Sea which is a complex network of coastal waterways coming 

from the Pacific Ocean and splitting Washington State from Vancouver Island. At certain times of the 

year it can be a great spot to whale watch from the cliffs. We were hoping to get a glance at some Orcas 

or Humpback whales on that day. When we awoke that day in the early afternoon we mapped out our 

trip for the day and made some food before we set off on the road. We were somewhat low on food 

supplies, so we made some plain pasta and along with some salad. The trip to Cape Flattery was going to 

take approximately two and a half hours and would lead us out of Olympic National Park, along the 

coastline, and through the Makah Indian Reserve. So we set out on the road filling up the tank fully at 

the first gas station we saw. We weren’t sure when we were going to see another one and we surely 

didn’t want to get stranded in the middle of nowhere. After filling up and picking up a snack or two for 

the road, we departed from the gas station and hit the Olympic Highway on the way out of the park. The 

roadside views in Olympic National Park were something that I couldn’t get enough of. They continued 

all the way along the coastline as well. The drive was half of what made this trip so amazing, on the way 

we got to see some of the most unique sights of the whole trip. I recall at one point after getting out of 

the dense forest and onto the coastline, seeing a stretch of beach which spanned across the endless 

horizon. It sat right on the edge of the highway, so when we had a chance we decided to stop quickly 

and get a better view. The sky was a deep shade of blue, the ocean was reflecting the harsh sun of the 

afternoon, and the empty beach was lined with golden sand. It was a picture perfect beach and one that 

looked like a good spot to spend a day at. This wasn’t our mission for the day though so I quickly 

snagged a few shots, and we kept it moving. As we made our way along the coastline we came across 

multiple coastal communities and small towns. As the day went on clouds began to appear overhead 

and I was beginning to get worried that it would start raining. We drove through the coastal 

communities and the long stretches of desolate road on route to Neah Bay which is a coastal community 

within the Makah Native Reserve. On route, we made a stop which was random but also extremely 

memorable. We both had to pee so we made a roadside stop at a random parking lot which sat at the 

side of the road. I had to go pretty bad so I ran out of the car towards the bushes, put my head down, 

and took care of business. When I looked up I was left speechless by the view in front of me. I ran back 

to the car, grabbed my camera, and went back to the spot. A dense stretch of bushes and trees opened 

up and provided a view straight onto the Pacific Ocean. In the distance an island sat all by its’ lonesome, 

above the surface of the beautiful blue water and below the deep blue skies. It was a complete stroke of 

luck that I came across this picture-book landscape, I can thank my bladder for it. 

 

 



 



 

We drove into Neah Bay which is a small Coastal town in the Makah native reserve. At that point, the 

weather was looking very gloomy and the town had a very eerie vibe to it. The town sat right on the 

coast and views of the Ocean could be seen from the road through. The coast was filled with shipping 

boats and it was clear to me that this small town was one that thrived based on fishing trade. There 

were fishermen all along the coast and multiple boats were out on the water while we were passing by. 

We came across a grocery store and decided to stop as we were running low on supplies. It sat directly 

across from the ocean so I decided to walk back over towards the road and capture the scene at Neah 

Bay. A shipping vessel was making its’ way back to the shore, the sky was lit up by sunlight on one side, 

and was fairly dark on the other as the clouds were beginning to roll in. Fog began to roll in from the 

side on which the sun was shining radiantly, and gulls were abundant fishing the waters and sitting upon 

the shores. The shots I captured were some of my favourites purely based on the vibes that they 

delivered. They accurately depicted the vibes of the town itself and showed its main source of stability. 

We grabbed some groceries and made our way down the road and out of town. The road led us to edge 

of town where we had a bit of trouble finding the road to Cape Flattery, but with some persistence we 

found it and began to traverse it. At that point, the fog was heavy and extremely noticeable while 

driving along the road. As we made our way farther and farther down the road to Cape Flattery the fog 

got thicker and thicker. The road winded and bent every which way and led us through an enchanted 

forest with tall and lush trees lining the sides of the road. Zac drove slowly as we reached a point where 

the fog was so thick that we couldn’t see anything but fog ten feet in front of us. I hung out the window 

with my camera shooting shots as we made our way down the eerie road. I felt as if I was in a movie, the 

combination of the location and the weather was breathtaking. After driving down the road not seeing a 

single car, person, or animal on the way we finally arrived at the parking lot of the trail. We were both 

hungry at this point and decided to prepare some food before we headed out. We did just that, and set 

foot on the Cape Trail. The fog had begun to clear up by the time we started walking the trail so we were 

optimistic that the views wouldn’t be obstructed. At the start of the trail, an information board sat at 

the wayside with a series of walking sticks leaned up against it. Upon reading the information board we 

learned that these walking sticks were made by the people of the Makah tribe. The sticks were 

beautifully crafted and decorated with feathers and string. We both grabbed one and set off on the trail 

like some true explorers with our travelling sticks. The trail’s entrance led us through yet another dense 

temperate forest filled with Sitka spruce trees. The air was humid and the scent of the ocean was strong 

from the moment we stepped out of the car. This place had the feel of a rainforest (even though I’ve 

never really been in one), the trees were large, the air was humid, everything was wet, it was foggy, and 

there was moss pretty much everywhere. This trip was already special and we hadn’t even gotten 

through the trail and experienced what was awaiting us. What was coming up though was truly 

unexpected and one of the most amazing things I’d ever had a chance to see in my life. 

 

 



 



 

We traversed the path with our walking sticks and made our way towards the coast. The humid nature 

of this landscape made it an ideal place for plants and animals to thrive. Walking through the dense 

forest with my walking stick I was beginning to feel like a true explorer. We came to an area where the 

ground seemed to get really wet and slippery so a boardwalk was built for the hikers. It was beautifully 

built and had stairs which slowly led down and through another captivating stretch of coastal temperate 

forest. The Sitka spruce trees thrived in this humid environment feeding off the rich soil. Something that 

caught my attention was how well maintained this path was. It’s a fairly popular tourist spot and it was 

nice to see that the people of the Makah tribe put so much time and effort in to make the experience of 

this place special. The beautifully crafted boardwalk led us some of the most unique stretch of forest I’d 

seen since being on the west coast. Once we got through the dense forest the path led us to a slight 

opening which guided us to the peninsula. Believe me when I say the scene on that day was a 

memorable one, anytime I see anything remotely like it I’m reminded of this day. The fog had risen quite 

a bit so the views were fairly unobstructed as I’d hoped. We walked out of the dense forest onto the 

cape and to a viewing area where an inlet with crystalline blue water flowed 100’s of feet down the cliff 

we were standing upon. Waves crashed over rocks which stuck out of the water and laid partially above 

the surface. To the south was a series of peninsulas with cliffs which towered above the water and were 

lined with giant spruce trees. In the middle of this inlet was a series of islands, which sat close to one 

another and were lined with giant trees as well. I stood leaned over the railing of the viewing area with 

my camera shooting from every which angle I could trying to capture every amazing aspect of this slice 

of paradise. This was one of those places where I put myself in a zone when it came to my work, at that 

point there’s not much talking just pure focus and determination. I took my shots at that viewing 

platform and moved fairly quickly as I could see the sun was beginning to set. I wanted to capture as 

much as possible before the fleeting light disappeared. I was also anticipating a vibrant sunset based on 

the colours that were already appearing in the sky. We made our way over to another viewing area 

which faced the north, another series of peninsulas stood tall above the surface of the crystal clear blue 

waters. Views of what seemed like endless ocean could be seen on the horizon to the west. Sitting in the 

cliffs was a series of caves where waves crashed in and splashed the sides of the walls. Sitting in the 

crooks and divots of the cliff faces were gulls which I can only assume were relaxing close to the shore to 

fish in the shallows. This place would be a perfect place to shoot a movie and if I ever become a director 

you better believe at least one of the scenes will take place at Cape Flattery. I stood at this viewing area 

for a short period of time before I realized that Zac had already moved on to the next one. The next 

viewing area was the one where the rest of the hikers had gathered and where I found Zac. On a 360 

degree platform which ended the boardwalk, all of us stood marveling at the view in front of us. The sun 

was beginning to set upon the Pacific Ocean and the colours were just beginning to pop. We were in for 

a treat on that day, a sunset over the Pacific at the edge of the world. 

 

 



 



 

Standing on the viewing platform we watched as the sun slowly began to appear from what seemed like 

thin air. In front of us was the vast surface of the Pacific Ocean, the largest and deepest ocean in the 

world. Sitting directly in front of us was a massive island and on it sat a lighthouse. I kid you not, it 

looked like something you would see on a postcard or even on the cover of a National Geographic 

magazine. This island sat isolated from everything in sight in the middle of the Ocean. I have one 

problem sharing viewing platforms with people, and that is that I don’t like to hog the best spots and not 

allow other people to enjoy the views. Zac and I decided to ditch the viewing platform and quickly 

zeroed in a spot nearby. We found a spot on the wayside of the boardwalk where a trail had been 

blazed by some hikers in the past. We followed it, ducking and dodging through the dense foliage off the 

beaten path. This “trail” led us dangerously close the edges of the cliff so we were careful with our 

footing to ensure there weren’t any accidents. Eventually we made our way through the dense foliage 

and to a natural platform of sorts which sat at the edge of the cliff. At this point the light of the day had 

pretty much disappeared but the sun was beginning to peek out over the horizon. Something that I’d 

never seen before that day. The sun always sets in the west, so when sitting on the coast of the 

Pacific Ocean it appears like the sun is sinking into the ocean and once it does so it fully disappears into 

the horizon. Zac and I stood there in silence just taking in the scene, it was utterly breathtaking. With 

every passing moment the sun would beam brighter and the colours in the sky would become more 

plentiful and vibrant. I stood there at the edge of the world affixed to my camera taking photo after 

photo as the sunset reached its’ peak beauty. Vibrant shades of orange, pink, purple, and blue painted 

the sky and reflected off the ocean. It looked like an oil painting from an art museum. I’d never seen 

such a vibrant sunset in my life and like I said when I see something like this I enter into a certain mind-

frame where nothing else matters but capturing the moment in all its brilliance. In the distance the 

island with the lighthouse on it was silhouetted by the harsh sunlight coming from behind it. I took at 

least 100 photos capturing the sun sinking into the ocean and the light of day slowly fading. We stood 

there until the sun had fully set and decided it would be in our best interest to head back to the car.  

Completely perplexed by the beauty of this place we were distracted from the fact that we would have 

to navigate back to the boardwalk in the dark, and back to the parking lot as well. Luckily we had our 

phones with us for some light, and also some other hikers to follow who stuck around for the sunset as 

well. This is an experience I’ll never forget, if you ever have a chance to visit the Pacific Ocean as well I’d 

highly recommend waiting around sundown to see a west coast sunset. It was a once in a lifetime type 

of experience and one I don’t expect to duplicate, but maybe with some determination and some luck I 

will. We made our way back along the boardwalk and through the dense forest once again. I couldn’t 

help but be a little worried about what potential predators could be lurking in the darkness behind a 

bush or up in a tree. We made it through the half mile and back to the parking lot without any hiccups, 

leaving our walking sticks at the information board on the way out. On the drive home I had a chance to 

reflect upon the most memorable hike I’ve ever done. 

  



 



  



 



 


