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Off Canada’s \-"an(‘é(mvcr [sland, the tales may be
tall but the magiciis real. Melinda Stevens and
shipmates are swallowed up in a tangled green
waterworld. Photographs by Jeremy Koreski




HOULD YOU EVER SEE wild huckleberries, make
sure vou grab great leafy bushes of the stuff; the little red
orbs taste like the sweetest tomatoes with the tartest of flicks,
You can pluck at them for hours, sitting in the back of a
pick-up, looking at the forest's shadows and the light that
dashes between them any chance it gets,

But this forest, Vancouver Island’s forest, is not the kind
to invite you in. It's a great green tangle, a giant bed-head
scrunch of pine and cedar and hemlock, Bears are here. And
greal marijuana plantations hide in the glades. Eagles fly
overhead, and vultures too. Beavers get busy in their dams,
making an almighty mess amongsl the lily pads, and shocking
the dragonflies who zip off on their clectric-blue engines.

Butin the morming, all is quict. Inky ripples pass by gossip-less
aleng the sides of our boat. An otter raises its sodden head
above the water, then dips it below again, The dawn breaks
and the mist fifts off the forest, 100 metres high in places,
like steam off hot heads. In this bay, all around, nothing but
us, this boat, this view, this battalion of trees on all sides,
poker-straight and chest-to-chest, marching around mountain
peaks with ice-age caps, skirting vast rocks of rusty red, down
into the creases of coves and across hidden valleys.

It looks so small on a map, Vancouver Island — an inverted
comma of nothingness! And yet it holds a vast. subtle, secret
storytelling kind of world. Exactly the kind of world where
people ge to disappear. And disappear they do. They even
have an expression for it here. It's called gunkholing, You
want to take a few days off work, sail away on your boat, not
answer your phone, and live off the land and sea? Then you've
gone gunkholing, dude, and that's totally fine by your boss,
no questions asked. You'll find intimations of these wayfarers
dotted about — a crab pot with a buoy on top, and a message
that reads, 'Keep your sticky fingers to yourself, man!”’

They say Vancouver Island is the largest populated landmass
off the North American coasl. Bul there’s no way you'd know it
from here. It’s wild and absurd, prehistoric and brilliant, sublime
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Clockwise from above: the engine order
telegraph on the bridge of the Pacific
Yellowfin; a haul of Dungeness crabs in

a crab pot; a seaplane lands on Shoal
Bay; a distant view of the Pacific Yellowfin
on a remote sound; one of the boat’s
life-preservers; a bald eagle goes in for
the kill. Previous pages, an orca surfaces
and spouts in Desolation Sound










