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Celebrate the summer
at a rock music festival where

you have never been. M2

Paddle or
dogpaddle or
just cool off in
Cape Cod’s
ponds. M5

Exeter, N.H.,
museum hails
Revolutionary
ideals with a
festival. M5
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EXPLORE NEW ENGLAND

By Kari Bodnarchuk
GLOBE CORRESPONDENT

JOHNSTONE STRAIT — We sat on a
rocky ledge 15 feet above the water watch-
ing the moon rise over Vancouver Island,
just 3 miles south across a salty strait. A
light haze hung in the air and the moun-
tains stood dark against a twilight sky. 

My fellow campers and I took turns
looking through a high-powered spotting
scope to view the moon’s deep craters,
while others kept their eyes on the water
in search of porpoises, sea lions, and or-
cas. Several puffs of vapor wafted across
the water and soon we had spotted two or-
cas arching out of the water as they passed
through a moon beam reflecting on the
channel. At such a distance, the whales
lacked detail, but their tall dorsal fins gave
them away.

Two passed by, followed by a third.
‘‘Sometimes families will travel more

spread apart,’’ explained James Pilking-
ton, one of our guides. 

‘‘Pffff,’’ we heard from somewhere just
offshore. ‘‘There’s another one,’’ someone
said.

‘‘No, that’s a Dall’s porpoise,’’ said Pil-
kington. ‘‘You can tell by the sound of the
blow’’ — a short, small burst of air. KARI BODNARCHUK FOR THE BOSTON GLOBE

Looking for wildlife — marine, mammal, or winged — in Johnstone Strait off Vancouver Island.

Floating in the wild, trailing orcas and other beasts
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ORLANDO — ‘‘Mr. and Mrs. Dursley, of number four, Privet
Drive, were proud to say that they were perfectly normal,
thank you very much.’’ My niece Erin Sullivan remembers the

first sentence of the first Harry Potter
book, which she read in second grade.
Now, the words tumble out of her as a

costumed conductor waves us past a crimson locomotive — an
exact replica of Hogwarts Express from the first film — puffing
steam as though arriving from the transitional world. 

It’s grand opening day at Universal Studios’ Wizarding
World of Harry Potter, and we are inside Hogsmeade Village
with thousands of believers. To the uninitiated, the train with
its handsomely articulated Victorian luggage would be merely
charming. But to Erin, 17, who grew up overachieving with
author J.K. Rowling’s brainiac heroine, Hermione Granger,
the train is vindication. It means she has crossed the threshold
separating wizards with special gifts from normal people,
called muggles. Guess which one I am.

From the sign of the boar, the 20-acre Wizarding World
unfolds like a book — or seven — connecting fans to the places,
people, and experiences of Harry and friends. Like the books,
the physical re-creation is nuanced with references to sorting
hats, boggarts, squibs, bludgers, and howlers that Erin ex-
plains as though speaking in tongues. Nothing’s dumbed
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John Williams conducted film music to choreographed fireworks, and Daniel Radcliffe, below, in blue, who played Harry Potter, rode the Hippogriff at the opening of Wizarding World.

down, and the detailing — from the cant of the medieval chim-
neys and ye olde storefronts to the ashy haze and roasted meat
smell of The Three Broomsticks pub — inspires awe. Voices
call out in every direction: ‘‘Look at the architecture.’’ ‘‘Oh my
God, this is so cool.’’ ‘‘We’re so coming back.’’ 

While my sister, Laurie, and I are lost in the shop displays of
snowy stuffed owls and wizarding tools, Erin has goals. When
asked what she wants to do first, she says, ‘‘The castle.’’ Erin
and everyone else. 

The castle, Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and
Wizardry, is the center of Harry’s
universe. As we drift in its direc-
tion, we’re buffeted by a crowd
of people whose joy belies the
fact that most stood in line for
eight hours just to reach the
Hogsmeade gates. Erin Halsey of
Bloomington, Ind., occupied her time by
knitting a hat, finishing it to the cheers
of onlookers. Now, she’s queued up
for another two-hour wait at the
massive pillars at the castle
gate. 

The castle’s marquee

experience is called the Forbidden Journey, which begins
when you enter the castle. Inside, we’re greeted by Albus Dum-
bledore, the school’s headmaster, whom Erin describes as ‘‘a
Merlin-Yoda cross.’’ Through 3-D holographic projections, the
character (played by Michael Gambon) is so lifelike that the
lines between reality and fantasy blur. We see the Mirror of
Erised — ‘‘I show not your face but your heart’s desire’’ — and
the school’s founders, whose gilt-framed portraits speak to us

WIZARDRY, Page M4

Even a muggle
might admire
this world
modeled on
Harry Potter’s 
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Since it was our first night in
this remote setting in southern
British Columbia, we had several
more days to learn the subtle
sounds that distinguish the
area’s marine life.

We had signed up for a four-
day kayaking adventure on the
Johnstone Strait, where we
would stay at a wilderness base
camp on West Cracroft Island.
The camp overlooked a moun-
tainous, undeveloped stretch of
Vancouver Island’s east coast,
and the adjacent Robson Bight
Ecological Preserve, a 2-kilome-
ter-wide, 9-kilometer-long pro-
tected marine zone. The preserve
harbors big schools of salmon
and draws more than 200 killer
whales, or orcas, to feed from
June to October. From here, we
would explore small coves in
search of wildlife such as black
bears and bald eagles, and, we
hoped, see orcas as they cruised
along British Columbia’s Inside
Passage.

Our group included five solo
travelers, two friends, and one
couple. Two participants lived on
Vancouver Island, but others had
come from as far away as Eng-
land and Australia. We ranged
from novice kayakers who some-
times held their paddles upside
down to competitive kayakers
like Greg Roberts, 44, who had
been on extreme paddling trips
in some of the most treacherous
waters in the world.

Getting here proved adven-
ture enough. From Vancouver,
the main entry point for most
visitors, it took two ferry rides
and a 2-hour drive just to reach
Quadra Island, where our outfit-
ter, Spirit of the West Adven-
tures, was based. Then cellphone
service shifted from sketchy to
nonexistent as we motored three
hours north of Quadra to the wil-
derness camp aboard a water
taxi called the Island Fury. This
leg of the journey took us
through an area called The Jun-
gle ‘‘because it’s just a mass of is-
lands,’’ said our captain, Jock
Palmer, and through the infa-
mous Seymour Narrows, a

stretch of water known for its
strong rip currents, bubbling
rapids, and whirlpools. 

Eventually, we landed at West
Cracroft Island, where Spirit of
the West Adventures had con-
structed a seasonal camp on that
rocky ledge overlooking 5,000-
foot peaks and one of the last
old-growth stands on Vancouver
Island. The camp had a kitchen
and lounge area made of drift-
wood, and eight tents pitched on
individual wooden platforms
that faced the water. Each tent
had a canvas tarp overhead for
rain protection, and we could
store food and other supplies in
bear-proof storage containers.

After a briefing that ad-
dressed the area’s ‘‘hazards,’’
such as how to deal with a cou-
gar or black bear encounter
(‘‘yell loudly’’ if you see a cougar,
Pilkington said, and ‘‘back away
slowly’’ if you come across a
bear), we set off in our kayaks,
spending the afternoon getting
familiar with the boats and the
area. 

‘‘Do the orcas come here to
feed or mate?’’ someone said, as
we floated among the bull kelp in
a small cove.

‘‘They come here to feed, form
super pods, mate, and rub on the
beaches,’’ said Pilkington. ‘‘There
are four rubbing beaches in the

area, which is very unique. Orcas
go there to rub their bellies and
the tips of their fins on the sand.
Researchers think they do it for
fun, for pleasure, and to get off
the parasites.’’

All we spotted that day were a
couple of seals and plenty of pur-
ple starfish clinging to barnacled
rocks along the shore. The next
day, we paddled west along un-
developed West Cracroft Island.
We saw a bear walking along a
beach, a half a dozen Dall’s por-
poises, a sea lion, and one orca
on the other side of the channel.
We passed Swaine Point, where
researchers have placed a hydro-
phone underwater that captures
and broadcasts live orca sounds
on a local station, ORCA-FM
(88.5 FM). 

After crossing the channel to
Vancouver Island, we had lunch
on an unnamed beach, where we

ran into a man in a rowboat with
a makeshift sail who was at-
tempting to circumnavigate the
island with his dog. Still, no orca
close-ups.

‘‘I’ll cry if I don’t see one,’’ said
Sam Speakman, 34, who had
come from Sydney. ‘‘I’ve dreamt
about this my whole life, ever
since I was 3.’’

Day two brought much of the
same: We spotted porpoises, sea
lions, and lots of starfish, plus a
pod of transient whales off in the
distance as we were paddling
back to camp. At night, we sat on
driftwood logs around the camp-
fire or explored until the last
light disappeared around 8.

The food rivaled any back-
country fare I’ve ever had. One
night, we had wild coho in a teri-
yaki sauce, dill potatoes, whole-
wheat baguettes with basil, tar-
ragon, and garlic butter, and car-

amelized bananas with brown
sugar, raisins, rum, and whipped
cream. One morning, we feasted
on ‘‘fruit of the forest’’ pancakes,
which had salal berries that one
of our guides had picked just
minutes before.

Day three began with an un-
usual twist: ‘‘Did you see the bear
this morning,’’ Mariano Cash,
another guide, asked me. ‘‘It was
six feet from your tent, turning
over rocks.’’ Thankfully, I hadn’t
heard a thing.

As we set off from camp that
final day, we saw another bear on
a beach, flipping over big rocks
as if they were pebbles. Even
from a couple of hundred feet
away, it looked bigger than my
tent. A sea lion popped up just
30 feet from us as we paddled
and an eagle watched us from its
perch on a small island. 

That afternoon, our guides
spotted two pods of orcas head-
ing our way, one of which was
swimming up the middle of the
strait. We paddled toward the
middle of the channel and posi-
tioned ourselves so we would re-
main more than 300 feet from
them and out of their path. We
stopped and watched. The orcas
swam closer and closer. They
would probably pass a few hun-
dred feet to our right, Pilkington
said. Then he realized that they

had changed course.
‘‘Back up!’’ Pilkington said,

and we quickly back-paddled. 
The whales approached faster

than expected and were sudden-
ly right beside us. A brief silence
was followed by a burst of air
and a splash as one whale sur-
faced just 25 feet away, its 6-foot-
tall dorsal fin looming overhead.
All that came to mind was that
there was a giant body below
that enormous fin. I felt small
and powerless, yet I was mes-
merized by this majestic animal. 

No one spoke as the whales
swam past. Then someone broke
the silence: ‘‘That was worth it.’’ 

‘‘You don’t know whether to
take a photo or just experience
it,’’ someone else added.

‘‘I don’t even think I was
breathing,’’ said Speakman, wip-
ing away tears. 

‘‘That was A37,’’ Pilkington
said. ‘‘You can tell because of the
saddle patch [the white spot be-
hind the fins] and the marks and
scars. He’s part of a group of
three orcas that they actually call
the A36s. They’re extremely in-
telligent and playful,’’ he added.
‘‘They knew exactly where we
were and came over to check us
out.’’ 

Pilkington went on to explain
that it’s OK if the orcas come
close to us, but that we are not al-
lowed to approach them within
300 feet, or to get in their way,
according to local guidelines for
viewing marine mammals.

We ended the day with a hike
through a temperate rain forest
on West Cracroft Island to a look-
out point called Eagle Eye. From
our cliff-top perch, we saw an-
other pod of about 15 resident
whales heading east, the perfect
ending to our wilderness adven-
ture.

‘‘That was a pretty awesome
day,’’ said Pilkington. ‘‘You don’t
normally see a sea lion, a bear, an
eagle, a porpoise, white-sided
dolphins, and orcas up close.’’

‘‘Or find out you had a bear
foraging just six feet from your
tent,’’ I added.

Kari Bodnarchuk can be reached
at travelwriter@karib.us.

By land and sea, on the lookout in wild British Columbia
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SPIRIT OF THE WEST ADVENTURES

Orcas, with their tall dorsal fins, in the Johnstone Strait. Paddlers are required to stay at least
300 feet away from the killer whales, but a pod can change its course and pass close to kayakers.
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Spirit of the West 
Adventures
1380 Hooley Road
Heriot Bay, British Columbia
250-285-2121
www.kayakingtours.com

Runs four-day Johnstone Strait
Ultimate tours using the West
Cracroft Island camp as a base
($1,100 per person) and
six-day Johnstone Strait Expe-
dition tours on which partici-
pants paddle to the strait
starting from a remote lodge in
the Broughton Archipelago
($1,440). 

If you go . . .

NORTHERN EXPOSURE
Look for the orcas at

www.boston.com/travel.

and one another. The encounters
tap into the emotion of the Potter
stories, even for non-fans. 

In the Defense Against the
Dark Arts classroom, Professor
Binns is giving a history lecture
when Rowling’s heroes — Harry,
Hermione, and Ron Weasley —
materialize and suggest we cut
class. The romp begins as we are
wedged into ‘‘enchanted bench-
es’’ that whir through a Forbid-
den Forest of black spiders and
Dementors in good old scary-ride
fashion. 

Then the enchanted part,
made possible by a video projec-
tion and a robotic system de-
signed by Universal for what
comes next: We fly. We narrowly
escape the jaws of a Hungarian
Horntail and plummet head-first
toward a gaping black lake, with
Harry on his broomstick shout-
ing encouragement an illusory
arm’s length away. 

‘‘That was the best experience
of my life,’’ a boy Erin’s age high-
fives his waiting father when the
ride ends. 

‘‘It was worth the whole wait
to see him come out of there,’’ the
boy’s grandmother says. 

In the village, lines snake in
all directions, some for the ven-
dor carts dispensing Butterbeer
and cinnamon-laced pumpkin
juice; others for the shops — Olli-
vanders, Zonko’s Joke Shop,
Honeydukes Sweet Shop, the
Owl Post, Dervish and Banges —
some faithfully reproduced from
the movies, others faithfully
imagined from the books. (The
wait at Filch’s Emporium of Con-
fiscated Goods is minimal since
the Forbidden Journey cleverly
drops you at the shop — where
you can buy a photo of yourself
on the ride.) 

They’re like no lines I’ve stood
in. Strangers strike up conversa-
tions and help one another. Chil-
dren press their faces to the shop
windowpanes, dazzled by sugar-
spun quills, chocolate frogs, quaf-
fles, pygmy puffs, and sneako-
scopes. Adults run their hands

over the master-crafted stone
and woodwork, possibly the best
facades in theme-parkdom.

Erin waits 40 minutes in the
Honeydukes queue for a single
cauldron cake. The chocolate
treat is reproduced from the
books for the first time by Uni-
versal’s executive chef. 

We luck into a pre-lunch-
crush table at The Three Broom-
sticks, where the dark, heavy-
planked rooms offer a few de-

grees of cool. In Book Three, Har-
ry has his first tankard of
Butterbeer here. Erin hums
along to the Weasley Stomp from
the movie soundtrack while
robed waitstaff hustle past with
trays of fish and chips, shep-
herd’s pie, roasted turkey legs,
tasseled ear corn, and the fabled
brew. ‘‘The cream on top is the
thickest, butterscotchiest thing
I’ve tasted. Try the frozen,’’ a
woman next to us suggests. We

do. (The beverage comes in a
keeper souvenir mug for an extra
charge.) Brews of the alcoholic
kind can be had at the bar under
the snarling hog’s head. 

‘‘I wish this had been open on
my 11th birthday,’’ Erin says at
the Owl Post, where real mail
goes out with a certified Hog-
smeade postmark. Hint for par-
ents of 10-year-olds: Harry’s invi-
tation to Hogwarts arrives on his
11th birthday. 

Finally we’re admitted, 30 at a
time, to Ollivanders, ‘‘Makers of
Fine Wands since 382 BC.’’ In the
dim anteroom stacked to the
eaves with wand boxes, a reenac-
tor chooses one lucky fan to expe-
rience an epic Harry Potter mo-
ment: being fitted by Mr.
Ollivander with one’s personal
wand. Erin stands at the edge of
the group, tall and luminous in a
white shirt and hat. He chooses
her.

‘‘The wand chooses the wiz-
ard. It’s not always clear why,’’ the
actor quotes one of the books’
most memorable lines. After a
few misfires with thunderous
stage effects, a match is found,
‘‘For a wizard with creativity, a
loving heart, and self-discipline.
You are destined to make your
mark.’’ My niece holds her wand
— 14Æ inches, birch and phoe-
nix tail feather — beaming. In the
shop, fans select their own
wands for $30 each.

All day the air rings with cries
of ‘‘awesome’’ and ‘‘cool.’’ I have
the feeling something transfor-
mative has happened, beyond
what Universal expected. I think
of Rowling writing the books
alone, her narrative being trans-
mitted through thousands of
Universal creators. 

‘‘I love this place. I tend to
want to be here every day,’’ says
Thierry Coup, Universal’s vice
president of creative develop-
ment, who immersed himself in
Harry Potter’s world for five
years. ‘‘It has all that depth.
Timeless stories, exciting loca-
tions, adversity. All there.’’ 

Maybe that’s why we connect
to this park. Because it’s based on
a narrative of more than 50
pages. 

‘‘It’s not ‘Jaws,’ ’’ a student
from Florida State University
who knows her theme parks says
emphatically. ‘‘They’re getting
better and better.’’ 

‘‘Harry talks about pride,
courage, having really good
friends, and being loyal to them,’’
says Dwayne Young, principal of
Centreville Elementary School in
Centreville, Va., whose fifth grade
won a free visit courtesy of the
‘‘Today’’ show. ‘‘I see it in the stu-
dents. The trip is bringing them
together.’’

‘‘For her mom to connect with
the child she was, as she’s ap-

proaching the world,’’ says Lau-
rie, who will be taking Erin to
look at colleges soon. 

There are two more rides, The
Dragon Challenge, which Erin
rates ‘‘excellent,’’ and Flight of the
Hippogriff, ‘‘for families.’’ 

Erin does the castle twice and
smiling dreamily says, ‘‘This was
a good day.’’

Patricia Borns can be reached at
patriciaborns@comcast.net.

For the faithful, their enchanted other world
º WIZARDRY
Continued from Page M1

JOHN RAOUX/ASSOCIATED PRESS

At Ollivanders (‘‘Makers of Fine Wands since 382 BC’’) a visitor gets help picking out a wand. 

boggarts Beings whose phys-
ical appearance can take many
different forms, representing the
victim’s worst fear. 

bludgers Black iron balls, also
part of the wizarding sport of
Quidditch, used for trying to
knock the players off their
brooms.

howlers Angry letters in
blood-red envelopes that shout
unpleasantly loud messages. 

Butterbeer Butterscotch-
flavored beverage popular with

Harry and his wizard friends.

Owl Post Refers both to a post
office and to the method of send-
ing mail by owl.

Dervish and Banges Shop
in Hogsmeade Village where
magical instruments are sold and
repaired.

sugar-spun quills Called
‘‘sugar quills’’ in the books,
sweets of spun sugar made to
resemble a writing quill.

chocolate frogs Popular
confection with magical proper-

ties, sold with trading cards of
famous wizards and witches.

quaffles Red balls used in
Quidditch, a game played by two
teams on flying broomsticks
trying to send quaffles through
goal hoops.

pygmy puffs Small, fluffy,
ball-shaped pink or purple crea-
tures that make good pets.

sneakoscopes Top-like
objects that with a shrill sound
warn of a deceitful person or act.

PATRICIA BORNS

A short primer on all things Potter

Information
www.universalorlando.com
Hours
Daily 9 a.m.-10 p.m. through
Aug. 14. Check website for
seasonal changes.
Admission
Tickets cost $109 per adult and
$99 per child per day, good for
all three rides (48-inch height
restriction) and five shops.
Tickets for those with Florida
residency start at $70.99 for
adults and $60.99 for children
per day. Allow a day and a half
to see, do, and shop. 
Where to stay
Universal’s onsite hotels offer
the convenience of walking
distance to attractions, express
passes to the head of many
lines, and dozens of in-house
restaurants.
Loews Portofino Bay Hotel
from $274 a night, Hard Rock
Hotel from $234, and Loews
Royal Pacific Resort from
$219 a night. 
Where to eat
Within the Wizarding World: The
Three Broomsticks serves
lunch and dinner with an English
pub menu, children’s menu
items $4.99, entrees $6.99-
$13.49, Butterbeer $2.99, in
souvenir mug $9.99, frozen
$3.99 and $10.99. Hog’s Head
pub serves wine, mixed drinks,
and domestic and imported
beers. Street vendors sell
Butterbeer for $1.99 and
$2.99, pumpkin juice $6.25,
water $2.75 a bottle. 

If you go . . .

WILD ABOUT HARRY
No lines here — explore the

Orlando theme park at
www.boston.com/travel.
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