








The two-way radio crackles. Biologist 
Janie Wray and partner Hermann Meuter 
have been studying the whales of Camaaño 
Sound and recording their sweet voices and 
subtle communications for the past half-
dozen years. Still, Wray’s voice over the 
radio is full of excitement: humpback 
whales are feeding near Ashdown Island in 
Whale Passage. We hurry – as much as is 
possible in a sailboat with a top motoring 
speed of six knots per hour – and, 30 min-
utes later, witness four humpbacks circling 
languorously, churning the water almost 
within arm’s reach of Wray’s powerboat. 
The great mammals exhale – puffs of breath 
that sound as if they are being forced 
through a giant snorkel – then dive, their 
barnacle-encrusted tail flukes slipping 
silently beneath the surface. Seconds later, 
one leviathan re-emerges in a burst of bub-
bling water, great baleen plates exposed, 
scooping up mouthfuls of krill and other 
small fish – some of which spill frantically 
from its jaws. Scientists call this bubble-net 
feeding: the deft corralling of schools of fish 
no longer than my baby finger – by a mam-
mal that weighs more than 35 tonnes. It is 
astonishing to behold.

An hour later we are bucking the tide 
north up Principe Channel, flanked by two 
huge, uninhabited isles. Banks Island, to the 
west, is a brooding expanse of low, rounded 
hills and weathered trees contorted into 
bonsai. To the east rise the rugged snowy 
mountains of Pitt Island, a topography  
reminiscent of the mainland Coast Range. 

“Check this out!” shouts McAllister, 
pointing off the Habitat’s bow. Killer whales 
are approaching from the north, a pod of 
seven led by a massive bull, its elegant dorsal 
fin proudly protruding two metres above the 
water line. The pod nears the boat, then 
divides, and three whales pass rapidly on the 
portside, four on the starboard, like com-
muters on a water highway – in pursuit of 
salmon, perhaps. These “wolves of the sea” 
are as adept at hunting beneath the waves as 
wolves are on land.

Two days later, we anchor in a secluded 
bay near the Tsimshian settlement of  
Kitkatla. Again the sky is a steely grey, the 
tide low, the scent of the sea pungent. On 
shore: a few decaying wooden houses that, 
along with some rusting farm implements, 
trucks and a system of dykes, are all that 
remain of one homesteader’s 1970s utopia. 

McAllister is anxious to be ashore in this 
place where he has spotted wolves many 
times. Soon we are balancing on stones  
covered in rockweed, which pops underfoot 
like bubble wrap, then shadowing a crystal-
line stream deep into the rainforest past 
groves of centuries-old trees, their branches 
laden with witch’s hair and wolf lichen. 
Canine prints are everywhere; wolves have 
recently splashed across the stream bed and 
padded along its silky sandbars. Fresh scat 
containing bones marks a trail through 
shin-deep moss of an almost luminescent 
green. The forest is as peaceful as a monas-
tery, yet I am convinced we are being 
watched. We lose track of time, until the 
fading light reminds us that evening is 
approaching and we are compelled to turn 
back. Reluctantly, I again resign myself to 
not seeing a wolf this day, though we have 
sensed their presence as viscerally as a 
salmon senses its natal river. 

The next morning, the last of our journey, 
the sun warms the deck where I lie sprawled 
against the wheelhouse, savouring a coffee. 
McAllister picks up the binoculars and scans 
the tidal flats around the bay, then sets them 
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down on the deck. A minute later, alerted by 
the croak of a raven, he scopes the bay again 
with keen eyes.

“I see a wolf – a female I think.” He points 
to a narrow isthmus of sand between brack-
ish pools less than a half-kilometre distant.

It takes a few seconds to locate the  wild  
wolf through the binoculars. Without 
movement she would be perfectly camou-
flaged against the palette of rocks and sand. 
She is smaller than the average domestic 
husky, and lean. Her coat – save for a patch 
of dark grey on each haunch and an artful 
white stripe down her nose – is a uniform 
tan colour, with the healthy sheen of an 
animal that has only recently shed its win-
ter pelage. I hold my breath as she trots 
along the beach, charcoal snout pointed 
our way, until she plops down on a sandy 
flat. She stays there for half an hour, basking 
in the sun and observing us with canine 
curiosity. Then, as unexpectedly as she 
arrived, she saunters back toward the head 
of the bay and vanishes ghostlike into the 
darkness of the forest. 
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  ECO FOOTPRINT Low impact when  
a reputable tour operator is used (see below).
  GUIDED BY NATURE • Ocean  
Adventures oceanadventures.bc.ca • Maple 
Leaf Adventures mapleleafadventures.com  

• Mothership Adventures mothershipadven 

tures.com • Ocean Light II Adventures ocean 

light2.bc.ca • Great Bear Adventure Tours great 

beartours.com • Bluewater Adventures blue 

wateradventures.ca • Tide Rip Grizzly Tours 

tiderip.com • Knight Inlet Lodge grizzlytours.

com • Spirit Bear Adventures klemtutourism.

com • Northern Lights Expeditions kayak  

chartersbc.com

  GEAR See above websites for requirements. 
  Additional Intel Updates on Great 
Bear Rainforest conservation efforts: savethe 

greatbear.org; raincoast.org; pacificwild.org

   TAKING ACTION To learn more about 
B.C.’s rainforest wolves and how to protect them: 
pacificwild.org 

  Critical Reading The Last Wild 
Wolves: Ghosts of the Great Bear Rainforest (Grey-
stone Books, 2007; $40/softcover 2009; $29.95);  
The Great Bear Rainforest: Canada’s Forgotten Coast 
(Harbour Publishing, 1997; $40); The Wolf Almanac, 
by Robert H. Busch (Lyons Press, 2007; $19.95). 
  ON SCREEN The BBC video Earth’s  
Great Events: The Great Salmon Run; National  
Geographic’s Last Stand of the Great Bear  
and Search for the Coast Wolf. 


