At King Pacific Lodge (opposite, from top):

except with an ocean. The guide sets the rigs: a squid-mimicking A floatplane at dockside; the floating lodge building;
“hoochie” lure, a studded 10-pound sinker on a quick-release clip, and heli-fishing on the Green River. This page, from top:
atrailing “flasher"—a laminated card, gaudily reflective, like something A Gitga'at house post at Hartley Bay; sea kayaking in
that grabs your eye at a used-car lot. The first lure has barely pocked the Barnard Harbour; hiking through centuries-old cedar

water when a fish strikes. The 5-pound “pink” salmon, no great shakesnd sitka spruce on Princess Royal Island; a humpback whale breaches
in these parts, is quickly returned and we resume trolling, two rods o the heart of the Great Bear Rainforest.
outriggers to the sides, a fly rod in another holder “bucktailing” behind.
Over the next three days in sunshine, fog, and misty rain, | will catch halibut, lingcod,
rockfish, and more than a dozen salmon, though never one of the great 30-pound tyees
they give you a gold pin for. But the transcendent moment is when we come upon a pod
of killer whales fishing right in Barnard Harbour, a straight line of sight from the hotel
dock. For ten minutes they surface and roll around our open boat, one diving literally under
my feet. To the hell-bent fishermen from the other nearby lodge, the disruptive anima|
are like a spat curse (“May you have orcas!”); to us it was as if the world had gone sudd
magical. On their way out of the inlet, one whale breaches in a great, corkscrew leap ¢
sends a splash toward us: Good-bye.
The whales are all the talk that last night for the eight guests at dinner. Among th
group are people from Bogota, Ottawa, Oklahoma City, and Freiburg—a German banke
with a humorous side. One afternoon during a beach excursion, the banker strides uf
us and says, “There is a weasel down there. They promise us bears; they giff us weas
The guide: “I believe that is a mink, sir.”
“Oh sure,” he says, “upgrade it now to a mink.”
We all get on famously well—a good thing, since dinner is served in a single seating
a communal table. Like the rest of the lodge, the decor of the big, open living roo
dining room is simple, even austere. No gilding the lily—the splendor comes from the o
side in: the huge view of Barnard Harbour, the bald eagles in the trees, the otters paddl
by the dock. By tradition on the last night we have the Morita family’s own brand of saks
and salmon sashimi with Morita soy sauce. After dinner a few of us take our Scotch a
cigars out to the dock to flick a few last casts into the gloaming. No one wants to hear t
sound of the Grumman Goose coming over the mountain tomorrow.

Twordayslater, 'ameback on a tarmac at the Vancouver airport, and the waiting aircraft
couldn’t be more different from the old Goose. Somehow, when | climb aboard the
AgustaWestland AB39, siill with that new-helicopter smell to its creamy, Italian-designed
leather upholstery, | have an inkling that Sonora Resort is a place where my BlackBerry
will connect. Given that the owners of the resort—the Louie family, of the Vancouver-
based London Drugs pharmacy chain—also own the helicopter’'s charter company,
London Air Services, this is my introduction to Sonora style.

Fifty minutes up the eastern coast of Vancouver Island, the pilot throws the helicopter
into a steep turn and dive to give the passengers one last thrill—it works—and sets us down
on Sonora Island. Part of the intricate Discovery Islands archipelago (on a map it looks
like shards of smashed peanut brittle stuck between the Johnstone and Georgia straits),
Sonora is weekend-visit close to the city, but a genuine wilderness—the island is inhab-
ited by cougars, wolves, and bears. The resort itself is a complex of fieldstone-and-timber
buildings resembling a collection of Colorado ski lodges. It overlooks a narrow neck of
water sufficiently treacherous that we're told immediately after landing, “[go setim-
ming off our dock; you will be swept around the bend before we can get to you.” The rapids
and impressive whirlpools nearby turned back Captain Vancouver’s expedition in 1792,
and even today big pleasure boats have to wait for slack tide to navigate the neck. One
of the summer pastimes
here is watching that
post-tide, nose-to-tail
procession of sharklike
sportfishermen, vintage

sailboats, and slab-
sided floating hotels.
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Opposite, clockwise
from top left: Twilight at
Sonora Resort; Sonora’s
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This page, from top: A “story pole” at Sonora; hot tub

and massage tents on the Bedwell River estuary at Clayoquot; Sonora puts the resort in wilderness resort. It is the
one of Clayoquot’s design magazine-worthy tents; grizzlies only one of the three I visited to have a tennis court,
wandering the Great Bear Rainforest. Opposite, clockwise video gOlf simulator, gift shop, Cushy private theater, or
from top left: One of dozens of bald eagles fishing above the Yuculta business conference center. KPL and Clayoquot offer
Rapids; welcome to Clayoquot—the wagon ride in from the seaplane dock; a no-hands massages; Sonora has just opened a New Agey spa
nature tour at Sonora; turquoise-and-emerald water in a tidal pool near Clayoquot. buﬂding. Sonora is also, unlike the other two, largely an

a la carte experience: What's included here isn'’t the
round-trip flight or outdoor activities, it’s free satellite phone, Wi-Fi, and a gener-
ously stocked minibar in your room.

And the 88 accommodations are a draw unto themselves. My standard-level room,
No. 57 in the Arbutus South Lodge, turns out to be a wonderfully languorous spot to
hole up and wait out a rainy morning. I switch on the gas fireplace, put in the (sup-
plied) Best of Van Morrison CD, and sit on the cushioned ledge seat by the soaring win-
dows—the room’s ceiling must be 20 feet high—with the (supplied) binoculars to
watch the (supplied) bald eagles and harbor seals. I ignore the flat-screen TV and free
provisions, though the Bombay Sapphire and smoked almonds do catch my eye.

The Louie family has spent undisclosed millions on the 25-acre resort since buying
it six years ago, adding the lodge buildings, two sprawling private “cottages” (Sea Lion
Pointe and Eagle Rock), a fleet of 11 Grady-White fishing boats, and generally spruc-
ing things up to the standards of Relais & Chiteaux, which accepted Sonora Resort’s
membership in 2009.

Preparatory toanything else at Clayoquot Wilderness Resort is the Bear Lecture. The
staff meets us at the'floatplane in a buckboard drawn by two stout Norwegian Fjord
draft horses, and all the way in to the tented camp the dogs are barking furiously at
something in the woods. There are, we are soon told, lots of black bears around; we
may come upon one wandering outside our tents. Or inside: The GM holds up the
shredded remaing of'a parka whose owner (fortunately not wearing it at the time) had
lefta gum wrapper—not the gum, just the wrapper—in the pocket and found her tent
wrecked as a consequence. They pass around plastic baggies, and we surrender sham-
poo, makeup, deodorant, Tums, toothpaste and brush; anything that will make us or
our accommodations smell edible.

At about $9,600 a week per person during high season, Clayoquot, built around a
glittering inlet on the seaward side of Vancouver Island, is actually something of a bar-
gain....if it’s your taste in vacations. You will live in a tent, albeit an Architectural Digest
version: a big white prospector-style pavilion with deftly assembled antiques and orig-
inal furniture, a woodstove, and a washbowl. Your WC may be a compost toilet in an
outhouse, a high, awkward throne you scoop peat moss into when done. You may be
showering at a shower house down the dusty road. Still with us?

Clayoquot was sprinkled with a bit of stardust when Scarlett Johansson had her “se-
cret” wedding here in 2008, and celebrities have been sighted ever since. The guests
when I visit include some producers and a cast member from the television show
Friends, and an exceedingly well-maintained model-y/actor-y couple I never meet,
partly because they are never unglued from their cell phones. (I am duly impressed that
they have reception.)

But the theatrical appeal won't be lost on anyone: Clayoquot would stop
a location scout’s heart. It is set at the mouth of the Bedwell River, with
snowcapped mountains catching and shredding the clouds behind it, and
the blue-green water of a rock-ribbed fjord in front. Envision, in the midst
of that scene, a ranchlike log-and-stone cookhouse with a homey plume of
wood smoke rising up from two walk-in stone fireplaces.

More difficult to imagine from where you are reading this is the close-
to-the-bone, atavistic feeling of finding your way home at night along a
torchlit path, with dogs as the line of warning and defense against animals
in the forest. It casts you back, is what it does. Then you climb the cedar
boardwalk to your tent and discover it dancing inside with innumerable
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lights—oil lamps, candles, tea lights—lit in your absence: a ro-
mantic version of sanctuary.

Daytime is playtime at Clayoquot’s version of summer camp.
At dinner, the activities director comes around with a clipboard.
(“What do you want to accomplish tomorrow?”) I accomplish
kayaking, zip-lining, and skeet shooting; have a memorable trail
ride; and get several massages in the wind-rippled tents set out
beside the inlet. There are 50 staff members to 34 guests during
my stay, and the activities director assigns one or more to follow

your bliss. One driven middle-aged Englishwoman wants to
“hike, hike, hike,” which she does, for 12 hours on one particular day, marching a
knee-bruised, branch-lashed young guide off his feet.

Unlike KPL and Sonora, where you fish in protected passages, here you cruise
right out past the gray whales lollygagging in Cow Bay and into the open ocean. Pack
the Dramamine; you will rock and roll fishing the Pacific Ocean. Even in a moder-
ate swell a boat trolling near us one morning keeps disappearing—radio whip and
all—into the troughs, and we keep thinking they've left. You will also catch a lot of
fish: king salmon, coho, rockfish, and halibut, the latter providing an experience akin
to dragging a barn door through 100 feet of water; you will feel the burn.

On my last day, Courtney Caton, a son of the owners, stays out with me for six
hours, and we boat my limit of almost everything. Back at the cookhouse, Caton hands
me a catalog for St. Jean’s Cannery & Smokehouse, a custom processing company that
will take your fish to be smoked, filleted, candied, whatever. A month after I return
home, the boxes start arriving, and I am a river—of line-caught wild salmon—to my
people. I never did reel in that tyee, but these fish taste every bit as fine. Deep into the
autumn, every package or can I open takes me back to conversations around the cook-
house’s huge stone fireplace, to wind rustling through alders, and sun-spangled blue-
green water, to the promise of adventure every morning.

Clayoquot Wilderness Resort, from $4,650 for three days, wildretreat.com. King
Pacific Lodge, from $4,800 for three days, kingpacificlodge.com. Sonora Resort,
from $725 per day, sonoraresort.com





