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What did food security look like to the settlers?
Early 1900s. Fishing hooks and line, maybe a boat, an orchard, a
summer garden, a good firearm, some crocks, and plenty of rock
salt.
Mid 1900s. Much of the same, but there was now a road to Powell
River (just about as bad as the road is today) and a vehicle or taxi
could get you to Penny Profit, Mitchell Brothers, or Wilshires to
purchase canning jars, flour, sugar, ammo, and a seasonal rare
treat of Japanese oranges which were only available at Christmas.
Photo courtesy of Brian Voth
2000 forward...wow! We have every imaginable type of food
available in whatever quantity we desire, any time of the year, and most often, it's available right in Lund!

So...why talk about food security? It looks like things have improved immensely since the First People. Or
have they?
Continued on page 6…
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Editorial
Welcome to our spring 2017 issue! After a winter that brought
more snow than has been seen in many a year – nicknamed
snowmageddon – and a wet spring that seems to be taking its
time to warm and dry the soil enough to plant anything, we
are almost at the end of April and looking forward to more
sun.
The snow was beautiful and fun to walk and play in. It was
also valuable learning to know where the weak spots are in
our attempts at living self-sufficiently, since many of us could
not easily get into or back from town for days or even weeks.
Even those who live off-grid need fuel when the skies are
grey or snow covers the solar panels. Fuel is heavy to pack.
Then there’s food; we all need food, even the extra large
cougar seen prowling Lund last February and picking off
easy-to-catch meals.
The theme of this issue is “what are we gonna’ eat?” Lund
farmers were asked to write their thoughts on how we might,
or if we even could, feed ourselves if the ferries stopped
bringing in supplies. The articles are fascinating!
We have a new proofreader on our editorial staff: Malerie
Meeker joined us for our winter issue and I was remiss in not
then mentioning her and her excellent eye.
Now, go make yourself something to eat and a cup of tea and
enjoy our Barnacle.
-- Sandy
P.S.: Major shoe-horning was needed to fit into 36 pages.
Where is this going??

We sincerely appreciate the support of our advertisers
and encourage readers to support our local businesses.
**We invoice annually for advertising, unless
alternate arrangements are made. Invoices will be
sent out after the fall issue 2017.**
Advertising Rates
Business Card Size: $10.00
Double Business Card Size: $20.00
Quarter Page: $30.00
Half Page: $50.00
Next edition is July 2017
Deadline for submissions is July 10, 2017
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Lund Community Society Report
Emily Jenkins, Board Secretary

We are happy to report we managed to encourage quite the crowd to come out for the Annual General
Meeting on February 17. Thankfully, some fresh faces stepped up to fill positions on the Board and on
various projects, noticeably some from the younger generation who are ready to have a role in shaping our
community. Assistance from community members (that’s you) for local events is greatly encouraged and
always needed. Without adequate volunteers, events are a strain to put on; those who do make them
happen can burn out and this can lead to no events at all! That is not what I want to see for Lund!
Remember, many hands make light work!
Puddle Jumpers Preschool held their annual WinterFest fundraiser on March 5 (seemed fitting given the
ongoing snow). This is a fantastic glimpse of the community’s youngest members as well as older siblings
and preschool alumni entertaining the rest of us with a play and other talent acts followed by a fine dinner.
Many thanks to the parents and others who put on this event and to those who came out to show their
support of the Lund Community Society (LCS)’s biggest program.
A new program has started up on the first Friday of every month at the Northside Community Recreation
Centre (NCRC). Come out to Family Game Night for some community fun for all ages from 6:30-8:30 pm.
Lund water ratepayers voted unanimously on March 3 to support the transfer of approximately 14 acres,
including the land the Gazebo sits on, from the Lund Water District to the Regional District (RD). The
decision to include the property in the parks the
RD manages is now in the hands of the RD Board
of Directors. When the transfer is finalized,
What’s Happening at the Gazebo
discussions can begin on how the LCS might work
with the RD to oversee this wonderful gathering
Improv nights TBA monthly
space.
Just before this Barnacle hits the stands, we will
have hosted a weekend Earth Day festival
celebration on the evening of April 21 and from 12
- 6 pm on April 22 at the Gazebo. This event
expresses our gratitude for this Earth we all
depend on and brings everyone together after a
long winter.

Improv theatre and local music, starting
Shellfish Festival weekend, May 26 – 28
For more info, contact Christine
cmorgan.pmichaud@gmail.com
604-223-6773
Continued on page 4…
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At our meeting on May 23, we’ll have a presentation from Ryan Thoms, manager of emergency services for
the RD, on home and neighbourhood preparedness and info about the emergency notification system.
The 10th annual Shellfish Festival is set for May 26 - 28. It will kick-off as usual with the Chowder Challenge,
hosted by the Northside Volunteer Fire Department, at the NCRC on Friday evening. Get your tickets early
as this evening always sells out! On Saturday and Sunday from 11 am - 5 pm, the harbour will be filled with
booths offering delicious local food in the food court, all sorts of amazing arts and craft creations in the craft
area, seafood cooking demos, and, of course, a rockin’ line-up of music on the stage to round it all out. Be
sure to mark your calendar for this family fun event. Encourage your “town” friends to come out and spend
a little extra time and money on your community that weekend. On that note, I know that volunteering for
events really adds to my experience of them and makes them more enjoyable and memorable. So please! Let
Ann Snow at (604) 483-9220 know if you can help out.
Do you know what’s going on in your community? Is something missing that you’d like to see happening?
Come join us for our monthly meetings; have your voice heard and find out what’s cookin’! We meet on the
fourth Tuesday of every month at 7pm at the NCRC, except July, August and December. They are not long
meetings, and Facebook, Netflix, and your couch will still be there when you get home… I promise.
www.lundcommunity.ca

Regional District Update
LUND
UNINCORPORATED

Patrick Brabazon, Director, Area A
Regional Board Chairman

It’s a small sign, and perhaps the least important of some of the developments that arose out of the visit from the
new Ministry of Transport and Infrastructure (MoTI) manager, but it carries a big message. Patrick Devereaux
came to Lund and sat down in The Boardwalk and listened to the concerns of local people. High on the list was
speed control and we were promised additional signage for the 30kph zone. We now have more warnings for
northbound traffic and a new sign for vehicles leaving the harbour or coming off Finn Bay Road. Speed bumps
south of Larson Road were requested but rejected due to government policy. My suggestion of “rumble strips”
in lieu is under review. A new accommodation/attraction sign offers better information for visitors. Then there is
the little sign mentioned above; one of the participants asked “for some sort of marker” saying that you have
arrived in Lund, and there it is.
Parking abuses are much more difficult to resolve. MoTI has done a lot for us and now we and the RCMP have
to follow up. Safety for pedestrians is still the priority and we all need to do our bit. A parked car that intrudes
into the traffic lane can be towed; we now have additional warnings to that effect. On the highway the common
standard of intrusion is a vehicle so parked that it straddles the white “fog line.” However, a vehicle parked on a
hill or curve in such a manner as to obstruct vision might
also qualify for towing. In all cases, a phone call to RCMP
[604-485-6255] is in order. Meanwhile, the parking lots are
never full...
Shifting topics, the Gazebo and surrounding property is
now public land. The Lund Water District (LWD) has
donated the land to the Regional District (RD) and it will
be incorporated into the park service. Now RD staff and I
have to sit down with you to work out the details of use,
etc. What a generous act on the part of the LWD!
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I was planting beet seeds this week, and noticed a count of 300 seeds per package. The cost for this
particular package of organic, non-treated, heritage seed was astronomical and I started to wonder if the
producers could charge less by not counting it! Anyway, I think 'SEED SECURITY' is very important and I
am pleased to see the P.R. Farmers/Agricultural Institute establishing a seed bank for this area. I strongly
believe that those of us who are able should save seeds. I am constantly amazed by members of our Italian
community who have saved specific seeds for generations. These varieties are adapted to our climate, truly
heritage, and produce tasty crops of vegetables.
As a farmer, the SECURITY TO SELL FOOD is
very important. I appreciate all of the farmers’
markets that have developed and the customers
who support them. It is a wonderful means of
direct sales and producer-customer interaction. I
think we all need to know when to say "enough" to
government regulation. Some is needed, but too
much inhibits our choices, questions our intellect,
and squelches free enterprise.
FOOD CHAIN SECURITY. This deserves
immediate and vital attention. In our ocean, there
has to be a chain of food with no missing links.
From the amount of sunlight that feeds the diatoms Photo courtesy of Brian Voth
that feed the phytoplankton that feeds the small
fish that feed...you get the drift. This food chain security is also vital in our soils. "Feed the soil and it will
feed you." There is an incredible amount of life beneath our feet. Tread softly and with knowledge.
FOOD ACCESS SECURITY. There is so much waste while so many go hungry. It is hard to know how to
solve this issue internationally. Within our own community, we are making progress through the
Community Resource Centre, the Food Nutrition Program for young moms and elderly low income that
enables them to visit farmers’ markets and receive local produce and meats, and through individuals who
are able to distribute the over-abundance to people who can utilize it, or perhaps most importantly, compost
it back into the food chain. None of our excess foods and biodegradables should be barged out to a landfill.
FARM LAND SECURITY. Here's something that ruffles developers' feathers, but if we don't look at this
security, we may as well write off the previous ones. If productive farmland is sub-divided, built on, and
paved over, it is gone! It might seem impossible to turn down the golden carrot from a realtor or a
developer, but think long and hard about what's happening in the lower mainland and try and see 20 years
into Lund's future. There are very few productive pockets of soil on our peninsula and those there are need
protection. I am pleased there is an Agricultural Advisory Committee made up of volunteers from the
agricultural and farming sector that has some say in what should or shouldn't be granted subdivision
approval in our area.
I hope we can all look at our village of Lund, the
peninsula it sits on, and the ocean it sits beside with a
view of the future and an appreciation of the past.
Consider the many securities that are involved with
feeding our people. Happy Spring!
A poem for you…

Continued on page 7…
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A FARMER FEEDS THEM ALL
The politician talks and talks,
The actor plays his part,
The soldier glitters on parade,
The goldsmith plies his art.
The scientist pursues his germ
O'er the terrestrial ball,
The sailor navigates his ship,
But the farmer feeds them all.
The preacher pounds his pulpit desk,
Brokers read their lengthy tape,
The tailor sews and cuts his cloth
To fit the human shape.
The dames of fashion dressed in silks
Go forth to dine or call,
Or drive, or dance, or promenade,
But the farmer feeds them all.
The workman wields his shiny tools,
The merchant shows his wares,
The astronaut above the clouds
A dizzy journey dares,
But art and science soon would fade
And commerce dead would fall,
If the farmer ceased to reap and sow,
For the farmer feeds them all.
Unknown
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Take the bus
Only $2.50 takes you right to the Town Centre Mall where you can do all your shopping, have lunch, meet friends, or
get to your appointments. Then for $2.50 you can catch the bus back. Cheaper than driving!
Tuesdays and Fridays Departs Lund Hotel - 10:55 am ---- Departs Town Centre Mall - 4:05 pm
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Puddle Jumpers Preschool
Nonie Bredt

In space, no one can hear you scream. One theory
even suggests that if you happened to get sucked
into a black hole, you'd be
stretched into a noodle faster
than you'd even be able to
scream. Straight-up spagettified,
man.

you don't believe in time travel, April's almost
over and spring is in full swing!

The solar system, moon phases,
and space travel kept our kids at
Puddle Jumpers Preschool
fascinated through the harsh
cold of February. They made star
murals, a giant rocket ship, and
even went on a "moonwalk".
Theories abound, I'm sure, but if

We stormed through March, saying
goodbye to winter at our (end of)
Winterfest. Thanks to all the parents,
volunteers, and participants who make it
a success, this and every year. A special
thank you to Nancy's Bakery for donating
a large delicious carrot cake for the event.
Nancy Bouchard never hesitates to
support the Preschool in any way she can
and we truly appreciate her and all she
does for us. For their field trip in March,
the kids stopped by The Boardwalk
Restaurant where they were treated to

Photo courtesy of Puddle Jumpers

Continued on page 10…
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fancy fries and soft drinks, prepared by none other
than Roy himself. It was then over to the Post
Office for a visit with a local treasure, Lund's
favorite postmaster, Ruth! There's something
about getting and giving mail that kids just love.
No bills, I guess.
April being Earth Month, the kids pitch in every
year by doing a clean-up walk through Lund and
head down to our local recycling depot to visit
Michel. The Earth Day Festival, on April 22nd at
the Lund Gazebo, continued to sow the seeds of
good planetary stewardship and community spirit
into our little ones. Thank you so much to local
business for their donations to the event, and to all
the volunteers for their time and energy towards
such a good cause. With local music, art
installations, recycled crafts, and
planting/gardening ideas and workshops, the
festival had something for everyone. Spring in
Lund is such an exciting time. At school this
season, the children are learning about seeding,
planting, insects, worms, and all the ways they are
connected to making, fertilizing, and decomposing
waste to help plants grow! Plants are a lot like
kids; you gotta feed 'em, give 'em water, sunshine
... and a whole lotta love.

Photo courtesy of Puddle Jumpers

We've welcomed a new student to the class this
March, so a big shout out to Abraham, his mom
K.C., and his dad Mark. All of us at Puddle
Jumpers have really enjoyed getting to know them.
I can tell they think Lund is a super special place,
just like the rest of us.
Welcome and Happy Spring everyone!
For registration and enrollment please contact
Kristi at (604) 414–0628.
Lund Playgroup, a free-play, drop-in group meets
every Friday from 10am – 12pm. Bring an item for
the ridiculously-amazing snack platter!
For more information, visit the website
lundcommunity.ca/PuddleJumpers.html

Photo courtesy of Puddle Jumpers
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Music and Arts - Arts

Sandy Dunlop

Continued on page 12…
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ARTISTS AND CRAFTSPEOPLE
The Piper's Den
Lindi’s Soaps
Joyce Furness
Jo's Jemms
Gerry Chabot

Love to Go Writing and Gifts
Creighton Valley Apiaries
Bandhani Tie Dyez
Jo’Momma Designs
Carol Pence

Glass Picture Company
Blue Lotus Wholistic Healing
Earth Inspired Pottery
Great Balls of Wool
…and more

Music and Arts - Film
THE END OF THE ROAD – a review

Claudia Medina

Where do you go when the culture around you stops making sense? When a political firestorm challenges
everything you feel is right and good, and a faraway horrific war is literally calling your name? In the
tumultuous sixties and seventies, a growing number of young people in the USA were asking these
questions and longing to find a way to answer them on their own terms. In their quest to face these realities
head on, many of them headed north. Some of them serendipitously found themselves at the end of the road,
in Lund, British Columbia, and at the beginning of a new reality.
This is the tie-dyed gateway to Tai Uhlmann and Theo Angell’s film “The End of the Road”. This remarkable
documentary is nothing less than a painstakingly and lovingly crafted story of cultural transformation, set in
a quasi-mythical landscape that hosts both the end and the beginning of a highway that reaches deep into the
Americas. It’s a quilt of a story, brimming with colourful and complex experiences deftly stitched together to
create something that speaks to universal human desires while being firmly rooted in intensely personal
stories. It is a love letter to a time and a place and a community that dared to defy the restrictive and
oppressive social, political, and cultural mores of the time, and build something else from the ground up.
And all without a roadmap.
As a “townie” growing up not so many kilometres south of Lund in the 70’s and 80’s, my understanding of
the “Lund hippies” was limited to occasional sightings of exotically dressed folk, and eventually school
based interactions with kids who seemed to have grown up in a totally different universe than I was living
in, which both fascinated and intimidated me. I had no idea at the time the full extent of the story of how
their community came to be, and how it would influence the overall trajectory of the region as a whole. Like
most people, I had some awareness of hippie culture, but as I would come to learn, the caricatured images
coming through mainstream media revealed precious little about the realities of what these young people
were experiencing in the bush north of town. And what a psychedelic and profound set of experiences they
were!
This film lovingly pulled back the curtain to reveal the challenges, triumphs, and complexities of people who
set out to redefine every aspect of life. Birth, sustenance, relationships, art, personal growth, child rearing,
and death were all reframed and rediscovered in ways that centered on community and reciprocity.
Mistakes were made, but accomplishments were significant, as the intrepid folk at the end of the road set out
a template that has evolved and lasted to this day, living through a few generations, unlike many
experimental utopias of the time. Perhaps this is because there was an awareness that isolation could only
get you so far, and utopia could not be contained. One of the most revelatory aspects of this film was the
story of how the Lund hippies began to integrate themselves into the wider community through initiatives
that continue to this day. In fact, one wonders if things like the college/VIU, or PRACL/Inclusion, or healing
therapies weren’t established here by Lundies, if Powell River and district would have weathered the big
economic shifts that have since destabilized the older established industries.
Uhlmann and Angell have not only given us a captivating window into another time, but also an artful and
provocative historical document that serves as a timely reminder of the courage, daring, and yes, irreverent
wackiness needed to challenge a toxic status quo and dream of something better.
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Lund Reads
Happy Spring, everybody!
I have a couple of interesting books to tell you
about. The first is CELINE, by Peter Heller, whose
name you might recognize from an earlier review
in which I enthused about THE PAINTER. Celine
is an unusual private investigator, based on the
author’s mother. I don’t know exactly how much
Heller’s mom resembled the title character, but she
is drawn as a seventy-year-old socialite from an
old, wealthy, and
respected New York
family. Her
investigative
specialty is reuniting
families, such as lost
children or other
family members who
have disappeared,
and she has an
impressive record of
successes. Two
things Heller can’t
resist in his stories
are artists and guns,
so sure enough, Celine is an artist and a
surprisingly expert markswoman. I personally will
never own a real firearm, but in fiction or fantasy
they are handy to have around, and they prove so
in this story. Her search for a missing father
touches on America’s meddling in the politics of
other countries and the secret work of government
agencies, and refers to the trauma of post-911
issues in US life. Celine is also a recovering
alcoholic. I know this sounds like a cake made
with every ingredient in the pantry, but the story
is actually cohesive and linear, so a satisfying read.
I really like Heller’s writing.

Ev Pollen

The second book I want to recommend is THE
BEARER’S BURDEN,
by Diana Elizabeth
Jones. The title refers to
stretcher-bearers in
WW1. Joe Mathieson
from Fife, Scotland,
signs up in order to
locate his younger
brother Walter, who, at
sixteen years old, has
run away from home to
enlist. Joe soon realizes
that finding Walter is
unlikely and does not
mean saving Walter. Joe
is assigned to the
Ambulance Service and, despite the chaos of his
work, discovers he has an aptitude for medical
procedures. The author skillfully weaves the
possibilities for Joe’s future into the narrative of
terror and death that surrounds him. The story is
so well researched that every scene rings true and
the characters stay with you long after the last
page.
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Health and Healing

What does it mean to eat healthy? It has been part
of my job for the last six years to work through
answering this question with high-school students.
I usually start with trying to contextualize the
question. Since 1942, Canadians have been
encouraged by public institutions governing
health and education to use some version of
Canada’s Food Guide to shape their meal patterns.
Originally, its purpose was to address wartime
food shortages and fight diseases caused by
nutritional deficiencies. Over time, it became
ubiquitous; housewives were encouraged to keep
it on the fridge for quick reference when planning
what to feed their families. There have been eight
iterations of the document, with the most recent in
2007. It’s one of my favourite activities to have
students look through and compare these pieces of
history. Because it is a Government document and
the notion of our four food groups has been
ingrained through generations, students are often
shocked when I then ask them to critique the Food
Guide.
Leading criticisms are well-summarized by Dr.
Yoni Freedhoff in a 2015 article that appeared in
The Globe and Mail titled: “Canada’s Food Guide is
broken – and no one wants to fix it”. Freedhoff
writes:
Our Guide remains woefully phobic of
saturated fats; almost wholly ignorant of
sugar; strangely in love with dairy;
insufficiently cautionary on processed
meats, ultra-processed foods and eating
out; and bizarrely supportive of the notion
that juice and fruit are one in the same.
These positions, while hugely friendly to
Canadian agriculture, product
manufacturing and the Canadian
restaurant industry, don’t serve our
health’s best interests, and instead serve to
further our country’s burden of diet and
weight-related disease.
Perhaps in response to growing concerns about the
guide, Health Canada announced last year that it
would be redeveloping a new resource in the year
to come. It is also notable that this is the first year
(since 1942?) that the BC Education Curriculum for

14

Willow Dunlop

Food Studies 8-9 does not use Canada’s Food Guide.
The current draft for the 10-12 Curriculum doesn’t
either. So here we are: no guide to tell us how to
eat. What do I teach the teenagers?
While I don’t really mean to be glib about the
severity of malnutrition and I imagine that many
thoughtful experts have contributed good work to
the Guides, I do wonder how the question of
eating healthy became so complicated. For the
majority of Canadians, is it really an issue of
needing to be told what to eat (or not to eat) or
rather a need for equal access to healthy, culturally
appropriate, whole foods? Is it possibly more
about reigning in the power of the food industry
giants, like those who made up 25% of the Food
Guide Advisory Committee during the
development of the last Food Guide? Michael
Pollan’s book In Defense of Food goes through a lot
of this in detail and largely blames food industries
for pushing the idea of nutritionism to the extent
that we doubt our own common sense. If we need
specific nutrients that we believe are best delivered
through milk, or meat, or vegetable oils, we are
more likely to choose vitamin-fortified FrootLoops and Omega-3-enriched eggs.
What we lose in the process of counting servings
of specific foods, grouped into just four categories,
is the bigger picture of what our food means.
Healthy eating is about our relationship to the
land on which our food is grown: the methods of
cultivation and the lives of the people who
produce it. It needs to be derived from socially and
environmentally just practices. Our understanding
of healthy eating needs to honour the wisdom of
differing sources of dietary knowledge. It needs to
reflect diverse food preparation methods and the
rich cultural values that are evident in how and
with whom we break our bread. The 2014 Dietary
Guidelines for the Brazilian Population is an excellent
resource, because it recognizes precisely these
relationships. Unfortunately for my students, the
document is eighty pages! Mercifully, Michael
Pollan’s subtitle for In Defense of Food offers a
short-and-sweet guide for those who just want to
get to the part where we eat: “Eat food. Not too
much. Mostly Plants”.
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Attention Lund and area
Merchants/Businesses
Promote your business
Promote Lund
You can now be listed on
LundBC.ca website at no cost.
Contact Ann Snow by email
for details:
one.ann.snow@gmail.com
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Pith and Vinegar
Cowboys and Butterflies
part three of a short story by Paul Zuurbier

… short stories, poetry, and such

Ayden pulled his truck over to the side of the road and shifted it into park. He was beginning to reconsider;
maybe meeting Sarah wasn’t such a good idea.
Yesterday, Molly asked him to take Sarah out for a coffee. She suggested that he and Sarah might have a lot in
common. It sounded like a set-up to Ayden. He never liked how some of the older women in Alice Bay felt
obligated to hook him up with a date. It was embarrassing and hard to get out of. Things were even worse on the
reserve.
Molly told him Sarah was her niece, but by the way she looked away, it somehow sounded like a lie. Why would
Molly lie about her niece? Molly told him Sarah was staying at her cabin for a while, now that she had moved into
the seniors’ home. Molly ended by hinting it would be great if Ayden could show Sarah around.
“What am I, a f-in tour guide?” Ayden cursed as he turned off the radio. “And I don’t need anyone setting me up
with a date. I’m able to meet girls just fine on my own!”
Frustrated, Ayden peered over the steering wheel and down the gravel road. It was a small twisted path of loose
rock and dirt with the forest leaning in from one side and the ocean pushing against it from the other. A narrow
line of travel between two opposing forces. Ayden longed to turn his truck around and drive away from it all.
How many times had he promised himself he would do just that… wake up one morning, put on his cowboy hat,
pack his duffle bag, and leave. He was twenty-one and he’d never even been outside of BC. He dreamed of
driving his truck out to Alberta, all the way to Sundre, to see the wild horses. He knew the Alberta government
didn’t consider horses to be native to the area, so they weren’t protected. Maybe that was good. Maybe being
under the protection of the government was the worst thing that could ever happen.
This is dumb. Molly’s a good lady, but I don’t need a girl messing with my head! Ayden was about to turn his truck
around when a bright, orange Monarch butterfly suddenly fluttered out of the forest. It bobbled up and down
along the edge of the road beside his truck. What the hell are you doing here, little buddy? You should have headed south
a while ago.
Ayden shook his head as the butterfly did a loop-de-loo in front of his truck and fluttered back towards him. Just
like a woman. He thought. Always changing direction for no reason. Ayden shook his head. What the hell was he doing?
He didn’t even know Sarah, so why should he take her out for coffee… Shit! He hadn’t even met her and already she was
complicating his life. He glanced in the rear view mirror to see where the butterfly was going, but it had
disappeared.
Figures! What the hell is a butterfly still doing here this time of year? And why would anyone come all the way out to Alice
Bay in the fall? It doesn’t make sense.
Shaking his head, Ayden straightened up, started his truck and shifted into gear. He promised Molly he would
drop by so it would be awkward not to show up. Maybe he’d be lucky and Sarah wouldn’t be there. Maybe he
could just go fishing. Maybe he’d wake up tomorrow and find himself on the road to Alberta…
A few minutes later he turned into Molly’s driveway and slowed down as the truck bounced up the long path to
the cabin. Like most properties around Alice Bay, Molly’s driveway was a crooked path of dirt, hand-packed
gravel, and broken rock, eventually ending near a little home tucked far into the forest.
Ayden parked near the apple trees. Then he glanced at his face in the rear view mirror. It bothered him that he
even cared to look. That’s what girls do to you; they get you all worked up about stupid things, like how your hair looks.
When he took off his cowboy hat he noticed his hair was all squished down towards the front, so he gave his
scalp a vigorously rub, but his hair still looked like tossed butter. What he needed was to get some water through
it. He set his hat on the front seat, got out of the truck and walked over to a small bush beside the driveway.
Ayden figured if he brushed his head against the branches a few times, he’d get some water on his hair without
Continued on page 17…
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getting is whole head wet. Large drops were still hanging off the branches from the morning rain, so Ayden
squatted down, bent forward and slowly pushed his head against them. It was working pretty good, but just
as he started rubbing his fingers through his hair, he heard a footstep.
“Are you ok?” a voice asked. Ayden slowly backed his head out of the bush and turned sideways. All he could
see was a slim pair of jeans rising out of an old pair of rubber boots. The boots looked familiar, but he was
pretty sure those legs didn’t belong to Molly.
“You must be Ayden”, a young voice said as the legs moved forward. “Aunt Molly said you’d be coming
over.”
Ayden lowered his hands from his hair as he straightened up. To his surprise, his jaw dropped down with his
hands. Stepping towards him was the most beautiful girl he had ever seen.
“I-ahh. I was just…” Ayden stuttered as he pointed toward, then away from, the bush; he wasn’t sure how to
begin.
Sarah stopped a few feet away. She was looking at Ayden with an interested smile, one that wasn’t judging
him, or placing him. She was just sort of taking him in.
“I’m Sarah. You are Ayden, aren’t you?” Sarah asked, puzzled by his silence.
Ayden’s jaw moved but nothing came out. He wasn’t prepared for this. All he could see was Sarah. She filled
his vision. Even though it was cloudy, she had a soft glow around her, like the sun behind thin clouds. He’d
never seen that in a person before. Then her glow expanded and drifted forward until it passed through him.
It lasted only a few seconds, but in those moments Ayden felt an intense sadness, followed by a gentleness he
could hardly imagine and deep strength, like the current of a river. These sensations swelled through him and
then were gone, leaving him to blink vaguely while Sarah asked again if he was okay.
She was still there in front of him. She was wearing a hand-knit sweater. She had a cute nose, and her eyes
were bright. But the best thing about her was her smile. Ayden had occasionally experienced similar smiles in
some of the elders. It was a warm, kind, forgiving smile that somehow made you believe everything was
going to be okay.
Ayden took a deep breath. “I’m Ayden.”
“I know. We’ve been through that part.” Sarah
chided.
Ayden suddenly remembered they had never
met before. He felt a few drops of water
running down his face, so he whipped them
away.
“My aunt told me a bit about you. She says
you’ve very dependable.”
Ayden looked down at his boots. ‘Dependable’
sounded as sexy as long underwear.
“Yeah, I guess…who are you anyway?” He
suddenly demanded. “And what are you doing
here?”
Sarah’s smile faded away. “Is it that obvious?…
I guess I don’t belong anywhere.”
“What…?” Ayden was confused. His thoughts
Continued on page 18…
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were all mixed and tumbled. “That’s not what I meant.
It’s just… you’re not from around here. I haven’t seen
you before.”
“Just off the ferry… from Vancouver.” Sarah replied.
Ayden nodded. “City girl.”
There was a long, awkward pause, the kind that
separates, or breaks you and ties you to the fall. Ayden
slowly nodded before looking back at Sarah. “Would
you like to go for coffee?”
“You mean there’s real coffee, here? Where do we go for that?”
“Just down at Maggie’s Bakery, in Alice Bay. You know, the harbour. That’s where everyone goes. The coffee is
good and it has baking too.” Ayden shook his head. What’s wrong with me?
Sarah smiled. “Imagine… a bakery with baking. That’s bound to catch on.” Ayden was glad to see Sarah’s smile
had returned. “Is everyone here like you?”, she asked with a teasing grin.
“Like me…? You mean Tla’amin? No. There are white people here too, I mean Caucasians. Really, it’s all mixed.
There’s a bit of everyone.” Ayden hated how everything he said was coming out wrong. He looked up at the
clouds for a moment, then started again. “Did you mean everyone here in Alice Bay, or did you mean something
else?”
“You have a funny way of talking, but you’re kinda cute. Is it safe to ride in your truck?” She meant it as a joke,
but she wasn’t sure Ayden got it.
“Sure. It’s a classic Chevy… from the seventies.”
Sarah was about to reply when she heard a slight buzzing sound. Surprised, she pulled her mobile phone out of
her vest pocket. “That’s funny. I didn’t think there was any signal here. You can’t get one inside the cabin.”
Ayden nodded as Sarah looked at her phone. After a moment, she slowly put it back in her pocket.
“Is everything ok?” he asked.
Sarah looked past Ayden and into the forest. “I don’t know… I guess it’s hard to leave things behind, even out
here.” Sarah tried to smile, but Ayden could see the sorrow in her eyes.
“Come on. Let’s go!” He went to open the passenger door, but Sarah grabbed his arm.
“I can’t! I’m sorry, Ayden. I want to… really! Just not right now, ok? Can we go another time?” She let go of his
arm.
“Sure. Whenever you want. You sure you’re okay?”
Sarah nodded. “It’s complicated, even for me. Goodbye Ayden.” Sarah turned and bolted back to the cabin. She
didn’t mean to run away like that, but she was too nervous to kiss him.
A little while later, Ayden parked his truck beside the bakery. The cowboy hat his dad had given him was still
resting on the front seat. He didn’t know where to go so he slowly walked out to the docks. He strolled past the
workboats with their nets, traps, and poles, past the pleasure boats with their lawn chairs, BBQs, and coolers. He
walked out to the very end where he could feel a fresh breeze blowing up from the south. He relaxed as it
washed over him.
What does it mean? He wondered. What am I suppose to do?
A fishing boat was streaming towards the dock. Ayden gave his uncle a short wave before running his hand
back through his hair. His fingers caught a tiny branch stuck behind his ear just as a butterfly flew over his
shoulder; lost, wandering, looking for a place to land.
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How in the World Did You End Up in Lund?
Greg Cran
The story begins one Saturday morning after another sleepless night listening to barking California sea lions and
freighters idling in Cowichan Bay where we lived. We discovered soon after moving to Cow Bay that given its
estuarial location, the only sounds we could hear were the sounds of a growing suburbia. With the hum of the
massive freighters anchored in the bay, our idyllic dream home was losing its idyllic-ness; hence we began looking
elsewhere for a retreat.
During this time, Wendy and I both worked at Royal Roads University, about a forty-minute drive each way. As
part of our work, Wendy often travelled to the interior (Fort St. James) and I internationally, which meant that much
more time was spent working or being away, leaving little time for anything else.
On that Saturday morning, after many attempts to find our place to retreat to, we saw a house online for sale in
Lund. Neither of us had ever been to Lund, nor Powell River as far as we could remember. Wendy wasn’t
interested. But after some subtle convincing like suggesting we could camp and hang out, something we hadn’t
done in a long while, she agreed to check it out. On the way to the ferry we contacted a real estate agent who met us
on the other side.
We looked at a number of homes that day but none felt quite right. Later in the day, after setting up our tent at
Dinner Rock, we headed to the Lund Hotel to get some supplies and, before heading back, took time out to bask in
the late afternoon sun on the hotel deck with a glass of wine while poring over the local real estate paper. Not liking
the prospects, we decided to head back to our campsite. Wendy headed to the washroom just as a local approached
me and said he had "the house of our dreams". I found this quite interesting as he had been sitting a few tables
away, which made me wonder what made him think we were looking for a place?
When Wendy returned, I introduced her to the man who claimed he had the “house of our dreams”, to which she
Continued on page 20…
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exclaimed with a smirk: "I can't leave you alone for five minutes …" Ignoring her insouciant comment, we agreed to
check it out. The “house of our dreams”, we discovered on arrival, was just a short distance away.
First impressions of the house were very favorable! Entering the front door, the house was bathed in sunlight with a
warm and inviting smell of cedar, an open design, and the essence of a cabin with all the amenities of a home.
Completely in awe and with a sense of having arrived, it truly began to feel like the “house of our dreams”. The
important question was could we hear ocean sounds on the rocks below. With a glass of wine now in hand (a nice
touch on his part), he had no trouble convincing us he was right.
Although it took some time to nail down the details, this little cabin became our retreat for the next few years. This
meant bolting for the Comox ferry every Friday night and sometimes sneaking out the back door at RRU with
precision timing to make the intrepid ferry. However, even making it on time, there were times we sat waiting in the
parking area, hoping that the howling wind that seemed to be lifting the truck would settle long enough for the ferry
to take us home. When we did leave, we would often arrive late to a very chilly place. But the decompression from
the week and the frantic trip would begin the moment we opened the door. With the fire going and a glass of wine
in hand, we would hunker down for the weekend.
It didn’t take long before I realized that it was more and more of a challenge to get Wendy to leave. Sunday night
meant Wendy would be planting her feet against the doorframe when it was time to return to the Island. Clearly, we
needed a plan to expedite our transition from Victoria/Cowichan Bay to Lund permanently. Then, out of nowhere, a
job appeared at North Island College in Courtenay.
Leaving Wendy behind in Victoria meant we were now jostling back-and-forth from Lund to Cow Bay, to Royal
Roads, to Courtenay, with the occasional trip to Ft. St. James, none of which made any sense. Wendy, finally tiring of
this arrangement, decided to leave her position at the University to take up full-time residency in Lund. This began
the process of building a new life, allowing her to reconnect to her fibre and fabric world, while introducing us to the
Lund community. As for me, I continued my weekly ferry commute to and from Courtenay to the extent that if I
was ever asked, I could instruct the crew on every possible ferry docking procedure. This was when I knew I’d had
enough.
After three years at NIC, I announced to the College that I was going home to Lund at the end of June and not
coming back. Within a week of my move I was offered a job at Vancouver Island University Powell River as campus
administrator.
So in short, Lund is where Wendy and I finally brought our worlds together. The wind in the trees, waves straddling
the rocks, the low kuk-kuk-kuk of eagles, or even the barking sound of the California sea lions, whether rafting or in
rookeries, all bring a smile knowing there is a joy of place in the present.

Plants From Here
More Orchids!
Elegant Rein Orchid, or Seaside Rein orchid - Piperia elegans

Trish Keays

The word “orchid” usually makes us think “exotic”. Another orchid
native to the Lund area sounds more refined than “rattlesnake
plantain”, introduced in the last issue: Elegant Rein Orchid, or
Seaside Rein Orchid.
Piperia is a genus whose ten members (or eight, depending on the
source) are called “rein orchids”. All are native to North America,
especially California and the Pacific Northwest. According to one
source, all the Piperias have been reclassified as Platantheras, but for
now I’ll keep using the old name because it’s the one I know.
The genus was named after the American botanist Charles
Vancouver Piper, who lived from 1867 to 1926. Piper was born in

Photo courtesy of Google Images
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Victoria, studied in Washington, and published botanical guides to the flora of northwestern US.
Piperia plants are bisexual perennial green plants. A basal rosette of two or three leaves develops from rhizomes
and tubers. The leaves are “oblanceolate” – long, wider in the middle and shaped like a lance tip, with the thin
end at the base of the leaf. The rhizomes help extract nutrients from fungi.
The central flower stalk can be from 15 to 70 cm tall. (Other Piperia have floral stalks up to 1 metre tall, but mostly
in California). The ones I’ve seen on cliffs near the sea in the Lund area have flower stalks near the taller end of
the range. The plant is said to bloom July and August – the ones I know may bloom in June and are all usually
done by the end of July. The flower stalk grows out of a pair of basal leaves, usually two, occasionally three (not
really a rosette, like rattlesnake plantain forms). The opposite leaves are up to 18 cm long, usually 3 cm wide, but I
have seen ones a little wider in the central part. Sometimes the white florets on the stalk seem to be touched with
green, or have green veins.
The status of some Piperia species in the wild is hard to establish because populations are small and plants may
rarely produce flowers. I’ve been watching the same colony of plants for decades, and some years plants produce
leaves but no flowers, sometimes the leaves disappear as the summer gets hot and only the dried flower spikes
indicate where the plants grow. Some species of Piperia are said to have flowers that smell of honey or cloves. I
haven’t noticed any smell. The plants do grow in a colony, so when you see one, look around for others
established in the same area. They seem to be able to grow on rocky bluffs, with some tree canopy.
It’s also possible that the plants I’ve tentatively identified as Piperia elegans are another species of Piperia.
Possibilities are Royal Rein Orchid, Piperia transversa, and Whiteflower Rein Orchid, Piperia candida. But both of
these are said to have scented flowers, which isn’t noticeable in the ones I’m describing, and P. candida photos
show florets that are quite far apart, not dense. Another candidate might be Piperia maritima, which only grows
along the Pacific Coast. But that one grows in “thick, spongy, bog-like layer of humus” which doesn’t seem to
describe the rocky cliff habitat. It is a strong possibility, though, because the leaves are described as disappearing,
leaving the flower stalks, which happens to the colony I’m describing. The Lund area is within the range for all
these plants.
I’d love it if a botanist who knows the genus could help identify the common species in the area. This year, I’ll try
to use a hand lens to identify more details about the flowers, which seem to be part of the key to identification.
For now, I’m happy to know we’ve got orchids!
Sources
http://ibis.geog.ubc.ca/biodiversity/eflora/orchidsbc.html
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Charles_Piper
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Piperia_candida
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Piperia_transversa
http://calphotos.berkeley.edu/cgi/img_query?query_src=photos_index&where-taxon=Piperia+candida
http://www.osrbg.ca/files/PIP_MAR.HTM
http://nativeorchidsofthepacificnorthwest.blogspot.ca/2016/08/three-piperias-and-goodyera-at.html
http://linnet.geog.ubc.ca/Atlas/Atlas.aspx?sciname=Piperia%20elegans&redblue=Both&lifeform=7
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How to Eat Rocks
food self-sufficiency on marginal land part 1
Erin Innes

When I first moved to Lund, I thought it was the
sort of place where most folks grew their own
food. It took me a while to realize how dependent
our community is on driving to town, where the
food that arrives on trucks will always be waiting
for us - until the day it isn't. Like last winter, when
the storms raged for days and days and the
grocery stores ran out of things because no ferries
came.
Thankfully, the empty shelves in the stores didn't
affect me very much. It's taken me five years of
work on the land I live with and lots of extra
hands to get to the point where I don't rely on the
grocery store. Three or four times a year we buy a
big bulk order of things like flour and other baking
supplies, dried fruit, and spices. We go to the
grocery store a couple of times a month for coffee
and potato chips, but we could live without them
if we had to.
We aren't yet as self-sufficient as we'd like to be.
Last winter, we ran out of our own potatoes
around Christmastime. We still haven't convinced
our rocky rainforest dirt to give us a satisfying
quantity of onions, and our squashes were all
molding by November because they didn't get nice
hard shells before the rain hit. We ate a lot of
sauerkraut, eggs, sausages, and frozen nettles, and
not a whole lot of anything else. Luckily, because
we grow and make them ourselves, all those
things are delicious! It sounds like poverty when I
write it down, but it doesn't feel like it when
everything on every plate I eat was grown or
gathered with our own hands. To me, that feels
like wealth.
My goal for this year is to have enough of our own
potatoes and onions to get through the winter
without buying any. We'll see how we do. We're
also experimenting with growing our own grains,
but I doubt we'll be able to say we're self-sufficient
in that for at least another five years. It's partly
that our land is pretty marginal - we don't call it
Hardpan Farm for nothing - and partly that we
need to get to know those plants, figure out what
they like and how to make a home for them that
they're happy to live in.
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What I'm trying to say is that the time to be
thinking about food self-sufficiency is before you
need to, because it takes a long time to get there.
Soil building is a slow process. Learning the right
times to seed different species for your particular
microclimate takes patience and experimentation
and a lot of plantings that bolt, or rot before they
mature, or just don't come up at all. Animals
require infrastructure and skills to raise and
slaughter effectively. All that food needs to be
processed, preserved, and stored somewhere.
It also takes a shift in lifestyle and priorities. We've
been trained by consumerism and the grocery
store to take food for granted, to desire a life
where you don't have any responsibilities that tie
you to the place you live. Eating from the land I
live on means that I have to organize my life
around what I'm going to eat and I have to be here
most of the time. My dedication to eating what I
grow has changed my diet, too: raising pigs and
chickens means that I eat meat and eggs now,
which I didn't for over a decade. I also don't eat
tropical fruits like bananas and avocadoes and
oranges. I don't use sugar, because I trade with a
friend for honey instead. I've changed how I eat,
and how I eat has changed me.
Living within the limits of what this land can grow
- living within any limits at all - is something that
consumer capitalism wants us all to denigrate. The
triumph of modern industrial culture is to ignore
the rules and limits of the natural world, like
teenagers getting away with something. But we'll
all spend the rest of our lives paying for the last
two or three generations of that way of living:
climate change will only bring us bigger storms,
longer periods of no ferries, harder droughts in
places like California where industrial agriculture
has sucked the land dry. We're all going to have to
learn to live within the limits of our land base. But
if we start now and do it right, those limits can
draw for us the outline of a better way of living,
show us the shape of our place on this land that
makes us who we are.
In the next Barnacle, I'll talk a little about what we
grow and how we grow it. Stay tuned!
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Do You Want to Have Goats?
Carsten Huber

It was in 2011 when Kristi McCrae, who lived with
us at the time, wanted to bring goats on our land.
Yes, I like animals, and yes, I wanted to support
Kristi's farming dreams. Yet, through what I had
seen happening in my Bavarian village, I was
convinced that having goats meant lots of work
and responsibilities with very little return. So we
agreed that the goats were mainly her
responsibility and that I would be part of the milk
team, meaning I would milk twice a week and
help out here and there.
After the first year I could not help myself. I just
had to indulge my inner accountant! It turned out
that if I'd calculate $4/liter of goat milk on our
year’s milk production (which is the price you pay
in the stores in PR) and subtract the expenses for
hay and grain, once you divided the remaining
amount by the hours of work spent, you ended up
with $5/hour, paid in milk and meat. This did not
even include the time and money spent to build
the barn and fence the pasture.

At the time of my visit in February of 2012, this
farmer was just finishing building a second dairy
barn for 110 cows. He is a cousin of my dad and,
together with another villager friend, we visited
him to look at his new dairy barn. He explained to
us that besides a robot for milking the cows and a
robot to push out the manure, THIS dairy barn
was equipped with a robot to feed the cows. This
feeding robot will also serve the 130 cows in the
old barn. He also said that the time the feeding
robot saves him in the old barn is all the time he
can spend in the new one. At 70+ hours/week, he
and his family are maxed out; no extra hours
available for 110 more cows.
With these three old men who all grew up in that
peasant village where farms had two or three
cows, a couple of pigs, and a flock of chickens or
ducks, I looked at this marvel of modern farming
technology.
Continued on page 24…

However, after the first milking season (10
months/year) was over, I realized I had grown
fond of our goats’ milk, the goats, and the routine
of milking them every Friday and Saturday
morning. That milk and cheese and yoghurt had a
value and meaning to me which store-bought food
never had. As already mentioned, Kristi had the
main responsibility and at the time I couldn't
imagine doing her job and still feeling happy
about it.
Then I visited my old home village in Bavaria
again. This village, like so many others, had
changed dramatically in the time since WWII. In
1945, there were 80 farms in that village. Most of
them were small and included a small business,
like carpenters, a blacksmith, baker, etc. In 1990,
there were 3 farms left. Mainly, one farm had
swallowed up the farmland of the ones which
became too small to survive. This one farmer
rigorously invested in the newest technology since
the mid-60's and in this village seemingly won the
race for growth. He is likely farming a similar or
even bigger area of land than all the 80 peasant
farms of 1945 together had to work with. Likely he
has more debts with the bank, too, than all the
farms of 1945 had together.
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I didn't dare to ask this farming entrepreneur how much debt he now has at the bank and how many
thousand liters of milk he has to produce to pay them back. I also did not dare to tell these men that, where I
live now, we had gotten ourselves four goats and were milking them by hand.
Once back on Craig farm again, while hand-milking our goats one by one, I often thought about this event.
The farmer in Bavaria could not afford to have a personal relationship with his cows. With his multi-million
dollar hi-tech farm he could not afford to work for $5/hour. I started to reconsider my beliefs of wealth and
value. I started to see this farmer as enslaved to a sick economic system that removes us from the things that
are meaningful and fulfilling, things that nourish body and soul.
In 2015, Kristi moved away and she and I switched roles. She is now on my goat team and I have the main
responsibility for the goats. This added quite a chunk on my already pretty full work schedule, but I would
feel much poorer without these marvelous and useful animals.

Permaculture – a Growing Opportunity
In the fast paced, continuous waste culture of our
society, it can quickly become overwhelming to
navigate the issues surrounding the many crises
playing out in our world. From social to economic
to environmental, it seems we are poised on the
edge of an imminent collapse. Yet amidst the
chaos, a new paradigm is taking root. In our cities
and rural areas, grassroots organizations and
individuals are getting back to the basics while
integrating modern innovation. More and more
people are finding hope, meaning, and connection
to each other and their food through community
gardens, balcony and rooftop greenhouses, and
small-scale farming. An educational pathway
called permaculture is gaining momentum
through this. But what exactly is permaculture,
you ask?
The word is often associated with horticulture and
gardening which are intrinsically connected to
permaculture, but these are just the tip of the
iceberg. Permaculture is a design system that can

Chris Clark

be applied to every aspect of our lives, not simply
food production. It is a conscious approach to our
relationship to ourselves, our planet, our food, and
our future, with the objective of sustainable
abundance. Rather than being about rules, it is
based on a set of principles and ethics to be used as
guidelines, in which we observe the systems of the
natural environment as a means to solve our
problems. By taking a second look at our needs as
humans perhaps we can clarify this point.
Water and air are two of our most basic needs.
Clean air is pretty easily sourced for most of us
living here, so let’s move on to water. We see it
flows effortlessly following the path of least
resistance as gravity pulls it or heat lifts it. This
seems obvious but it’s a key point. To mimic this
ease, we tend to reside near fresh water sources,
using pipes and pumps to access water with
minimal effort. But what if the creek, lake, or well
dries up or becomes polluted? Having more than
one source for any need is a good idea in
permaculture design. By far the best way to source
water is through rainwater collection. It almost
certainly requires less transportation, thus less
infrastructure, and once caught can be gravity-fed
to its intended use. This requires little to no
additional pumping and has no moving parts to fix
or replace. Now we're thinking. Always looking for
the next most available and unobtrusive way to
meet our needs is how we create redundancy in our
design, which is a good thing. Putting all our eggs
in one basket is a primitive design.
Continued on page 25…
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This approach can be applied to our energy and
food in much the same way. Again, nature sources
its food from the nearest place. So we imitate this,
by growing our own, trading or buying from
neighbours and local markets and, when all else
fails, we go to the supermarket. If we grow a
garden, we put it as close to home as possible. This
way we save energy, as it’s convenient to harvest
and maintain as you walk by or through it every
day. Producing our own electricity with solar,
wind, or micro-hydro is also a great idea, as grid
power is what most of us solely depend on and it’s
usually produced in a fashion that is not
sustainable. Keep in mind that the best designs
shouldn't require that much electricity; there is no
substitute for using less.
The web of permaculture design can encompass as
much or as little of our lives as we wish. We can

start small and slow and work outward. It seems
clear our government and politicians have thrown
out this model and are not going to lead the
necessary shift, so it’s up to each one of us to
consciously design our lives to the best of our
ability. We must start at home where our daily
decisions DO make a difference and ripple
outward. Rather than pointing out what we aren't
doing, we can encourage the positive changes we
are making and be kind to one another. That's
permaculture.
If you, or someone you know is interested in
learning more or participating in a permaculture
course check out Gaiacraft.com or simply go sit
quietly in nature and see what you can learn.
Good luck!

Ethnobotanical Aliens
Kristi McCrae
Wildcrafter/Market Gardener

Ethnobotany is the study of the cultural relationship between humans and plants. This field examines how
humans throughout history have used plants for food, medicine, tools, and as part of social and spiritual
practices. The relationship between humans and the ecosystem is traditionally the defining element of culture
and sustainability.
The landscape and the plants within it are the basis of the food chain, therefore the population existing within a
geographic region are the ones who have adapted to survive in that specific place. Traditional cultures evolved
over generations of adaption, learning what plants and animals to harvest, prepare, and consume. In our region,
the Coast Salish Nations are beautiful examples of people in deep relationship with their environment. Rich
cultural practices and traditional wisdom led to the development of complex cultural modifications of the
landscape. Salmon stream and clam bed maintenance, propagation of wild root crops, and forest management
are a few examples. The land, in turn, was reflected in their language and culture. Over millennia, a diverse
and abundant ecosystem developed in which humans were an integrated part.
Such was the landscape that the early explorers and subsequent colonial settlers “discovered” upon arrival.
They did not have a cultural connection to this place. The ethnobotanical interdependence of the first people
and the ecosystem, though vast and complex, was not obvious to the new arrivals and to this day is often not
taken into account.
The colonization of the “new world” is a dramatic turning point from the ethnobotanical perspective. A
different process of cultural modification of the landscape began, based not on an interconnected and mutually
beneficial relationship, but on resource extraction and industrial and agricultural development. At the same
time, the systematic practice of cultural genocide of the First Nation’s people interrupted the multi-generational
cycles of ecosystem management, and contributed to further degradation. It’s hard to quantify the slow
degradation of a once-cared-for salmon stream, overgrown meadows, or wild roots and seeds left unharvested
Continued on page 26…

25

2

Lund Barnacle

Spring 2017

Continued from page 25…

or unpropagated. This is a loss for all species trying to sustain themselves within this ecosystem: the most
significant part being that once the relationships are removed, the annual cycles interrupted, and the landscape
so greatly altered, the body of knowledge that took a millennia to evolve is at risk of disappearing.
Today, we Canadians are, for the most part, ethnobotanical aliens, superimposing ourselves on an ecosystem
into which we have not culturally integrated. The majority of our food comes from elsewhere and is not
produced using environmentally beneficial methods. The existing industrial relationships with plants and the
landscape consider only short-term economic benefit. Even those among us with a love for nature and deep
desire for connection lack the understanding and mentorship of traditional culture. Many people feel
cultureless and, from an ethnobotanical perspective, we are.
Never before has this level of disconnect between humans and the natural world
been so widespread. Stories, rituals, foraging, and farming practices have been
lost. Mass migration and industrialization has created a divide that removes us
from what was once the most definitive relationship within the human psyche.
How deeply altered we must be from our ancestors. So complete is this loss,
most of us are not even aware we should be mourning it.
Currently, humanity is dependent on the unsustainable economic systems we
have created. Most people in North America have no sense of where their food
comes from. If we were suddenly in the position of needing to provide for
ourselves, we would be lost. The lack of skills and tools to effectively grow,
forage, hunt, process, and store enough to meet our needs leaves us very
vulnerable. The ecosystems’ current state of mismanagement could not provide
for all of us, even if we did have the skills. The lack of traditional knowledge
combined with the decline in biodiversity has deeply removed us from regional
sustainability. Opening ourselves to the possibility that there is another way to
live is our only true option.
This is not to say we need return to living on roots and shoots. Rather, this
would be a fusion of the modern human with an ethnobotanical perspective. The
body of knowledge that traditionally sustained humans took thousands of years
to evolve. The few generations that have gone by removed from this knowledge
have significantly undone us as a species, but also created a diverse blending of
humanity. We are a different population than traditionally lived on this land.
Most of us are far from our ancestral knowledge, as offspring of colonial
transplants or mass migration. Our indigenous brothers and sisters are still
reeling from the colonial onslaught of cultural genocide. Collectively, we are
grasping at the fragments of meaningful humanity, but doing so in a colourful
and brave new way.
Together we need to return to being of this earth and of the place where we are.
Together we must work towards building a body of cultural knowledge for
future adaptation and sustainability, though it will take generations. We can
begin by opening ourselves to the teachings of the indigenous community, as
well as to the plants and animals. We are a part of Nature whether we
acknowledge it or not. The difference is that with an intentional relationship, the
potential for abundance and deep fulfillment is possible. Humanity can resume
being an integral and respectful part of the circle of life.
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Foraging Forays
Patrice Lauzier and Edwidge Schetagne

Foraging used to be a way of life for humans until the agricultural revolution came along and changed our
hunter-gatherer society, seemingly for evermore. If the whole of Lund were to have to feed itself again in this
fashion, our numbers would likely drop dramatically due to the rule known as “Self Regulation of
Populations” which states that a population of any kind can only grow as far as its food source will allow. The
modification of the landscape of old makes it so foraging now could not sustain us all year round because of
human development: that is logging, farming, roads, and housing. One option here is ‘’forest gardening’’ in
which one encourages wild edibles to grow and establish themselves on our land.
By establishing plants it is meant that, without further human intervention, they will continue to grow and
flourish year after year. Therefore, most plants in a forest garden would be perennials and self-seeding
annuals. The forest gardener's role is to establish an ecosystem as complete as possible using edible plants.
The research process can take years, and the ground work in one's yard as much, but the result is an easily
maintained edible landscape, a forager’s dream come true! There is already extensive literature and lots of
website info on this fascinating topic.
Luckily though, a foraging walk through your favourite local area even today can easily uplift any meal. Lund
is host to a wide variety of mushrooms, fiddleheads, sea asparagus, salmon berries, thimbleberries,
blackberries, salal berries, huckleberries, watercress, wild mint, and more.
The most important thing when foraging food is to make sure to have a positive identification of what you are
Continued on page 28…
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about to put in your mouth. It is a good idea to go
with someone who is used to foraging what it is
you are looking for. Sometimes plants of the same
family, one from the bog and one from the hillside,
can have different levels of toxins. That means
they look very much the same but one will make
you sick and the other one will be fine. For
example, wild carrot will make you sick but sweet
cicely is a delight. A good rule, then, is to learn to
identify one plant or mushroom and stick to
picking that one, disregarding others, rather than
coming home with all you found, mixing toxins,
not knowing which is which...
It is also a good practice to take note of the area
where you are picking. If it is near a road, stream,
or other human activity, wash your
score thoroughly as it might be
contaminated with pollutants. One
third of your “patch” should also be
left undisturbed so you can come
back to harvest it in the future. If
you harvest it all and have to
replant for future reaping, then it
isn’t foraging anymore.
To us, foraging is more than just
bringing food home, it is an exciting
treasure hunt. We pack a lunch, set
a destination according to the
season, and see what we can find.
Hence, it takes years to establish a
routine in one's picking and find
those patches that are worth going
back to. It is the cumulative number
of patches that makes an effective
forager, just like a good fisherman
goes back to where he knows the
fish to be! Then, one needs to get the

28

timing right and to organize oneself for coming
home with a full harvest.
That is maybe THE most crucial aspect of foraging:
PRESERVATION. One can come home with loads
and loads of oyster mushrooms but without the
ability to process them, they will only turn into a
fly-breeding habitat. This is where knowledge
about canning, pickling, dehydrating, smoking,
and freezing becomes handy. It sure is nice to eat
huckleberries when they are in season, but much
nicer to have them at will all year round!
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Adventures in Hydroponic Gardening
Joanie and Ted Winegarden

Every gardener’s dream, or maybe nightmare - we
live on a rock bluff. Every garden space has to be
created, soil brought in, and organic matter added
in order to build up a desirable home to nurture
robust plants.
I had already been gardening for over 30 years
prior to moving to our property in Lund. I had
always had land with soil and space and hadn’t
given much thought to doing it a different way.
Gardening here has been, and continues to be, a
challenge, but we have privacy and a million
dollar view that is hard to beat! This has
stimulated us to learn how to achieve what we
want with the property we have, and explains why
we were so interested in finding alternative
growing techniques.
We began organic vegetable gardening in our
greenhouse, supported by a frame and platform, in
2’x2’x6’ planter boxes. Production was good, but
we grew mostly plants in the nightshade family,
and our space restrictions didn’t allow for crop
rotation. We had to replace the soil every couple of
years, which was labour intensive, and never
really allowed the time it takes to build up rich
organic soil.

place awards. At the end of the season, all we had
to do was clean and sterilize the system.
We went on to build a number of outdoor
hydroponic and airoponic systems, growing peas,
beans, tomatillos, cukes, okra, greens, and
strawberries. The only drawback with this method
of growing is the mechanical components
involved. If a pump fails or emitters get plugged,
it can be a disaster if you are away for the day. The
system also requires daily testing and adjusting,
monitoring the temperature of the nutrient, and
weekly changes.
Although we were very pleased with our results,
we are now experimenting with a light, soil-less
medium and drip feed. This allows the plants a
buffer during our busy summer season. So far, we
haven’t achieved the results we are looking for,
but we’re hopeful.
We recommend people try hydroponic growing,
especially if growing space is a challenge. Start
small, get needed equipment, and do your
research.

We had both been interested in hydroponics for
quite some time, and decided to start
experimenting with a small system, which we
built. We grew identical varieties of tomatoes,
eggplant, sweet peppers, chili peppers and basil
right next to the ones growing in the planter boxes.
Right away we noticed a difference. The
hydroponic plants were outgrowing and more
robust than the plants in the soil. They went on to
become so heavily laden with fruits we could
hardly believe it. Even though the various plants
required slightly different optimum nutrient
levels, we decided on an average that would work
for all. They responded very well, out-producing
the ones in the soil with earlier, longer production,
and greater quantity. Only one big question
remained and that was how they would taste. We
invited a number of friends for a blind taste
testing, and hands down, the hydroponic veggies
were said to be better in flavour than their soilgrown counterparts. One year, we put seven
entries in the Fall Fair and won five 1st and two 2nd

29

Lund Barnacle

Spring 2017

Special

30

Lund Barnacle

Spring 2017

Crossword #43 by C. Cressy
Edited by S. Dunlop

Answer key for #42

31

1

Lund Barnacle

Spring 2017

Community Page
Adrian Redford

Birth Announcements
Anika Taylor Dow was born April 21, 2017 to Brooke Taylor and Andrew Dow. Big sister, Talia, is thrilled.

Sympathy and Condolences
Morgan Ladret - October 30, 1994 – February 27, 2017
February 27th was a very sad day for Morgan’s family, his extended family, and for his many friends. It is very
upsetting for everyone when a life so young is taken. A celebration of Morgan’s life was held on March 18th at
the Beach Gardens, where there was standing room only in the packed hall. Our condolences to mother Tara
Thurber, father Matthew Ladret, grandmothers Connie Thurber and Frances Ladret, aunt Kali Thurber, and to
the many people whose lives Morgan touched.
Wally Pence - September 15, 1942 – March 18, 2017
Many people in Lund will remember Wally from his years living here with a growing family: daughters Cindy
and Carma, sons Brett and Matt, and wife Carol. Wally will be remembered for his love of laughter and jokes.
After leaving Lund, Wally began a new life in Powell River with Sandy, his wife of 25 years. Wally was a very
friendly kind of guy who will be missed by his family and many friends. A celebration of life was held on
March 25th at the Carlson Community Club.
Fran Lacey - July 21, 1952 – March 29, 2017
Many Lund residents will be deeply saddened to hear of Fran’s passing. We all remember her friendly smile
and warm personality, a great ambassador for Lund. Fran was a landscaper before coming to Lund, and
became the “go to” person when you had any plant-related questions. She also loved books and cooking, but
most of all she loved Dave, and making a home for him was her top priority. No formal service was held.
Fran’s family suggests that in tribute and condolence, do as Fran would do: plant a flower.

Thinking of You
Good wishes and healing thoughts go out to Nikki Tebbutt and Debbie Phalen, and to anyone else who is
struggling with being well.

Farewell
George Huber and Colleen Cox have sold their Lund home and have begun a new adventure in their lives.
They plan to leave here soon and they will be sorely missed. I’m sure many of us thought they’d be here
forever, but we wish them well, wherever they may go, and as they still have family in the area, perhaps we
will see them occasionally when they return to visit.
George must know more about Lund than all the rest of us put together. He used to “hang out” with some of
the young guys around Lund: Jack Elm, Ron Miettinen, Buddy Rasmussen, and Glen Calwell, but I really
think he had his eye on June Franzin, whom he soon married, and made the “Franzin” house their home, as
Carl and Kit (June’s parents) were downsizing and moved to a smaller house. George and June had four
children: Donna, Pam, Dan, and Shelly.
Continued on page 33…
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Wendy Larson said she spent much of her teenage years at the Huber household with Donna. In all that
time she said she never heard George raise his voice or become upset with a houseful of kids, and never a
dull moment.
George did a stint as president of the Lund Community Club for several years in the 1970’s and generally
was always there whenever help was needed. He was a faller for many years and we were happy when he
retired from that before the accident stats caught up with him. He also tried salmon trolling and, of course,
he was always picking salal in his spare time. He still walks to Lund for coffee at Nancy’s.
George and Colleen met each other later in life, and how wonderful that has been. Colleen tells us she had
never played a guitar before she met George. She has a lovely voice and their harmonizing is beautiful, all
for us to enjoy. They follow the music circuit in the interior every summer. They also play the bluegrass
circuit on Vancouver Island, and they play at many events right around home. Colleen is very active with
the Fine Arts Society as well as the Lund Christmas Craft Fair.

The Goodwill Committee of the Lund Community Society sends cards expressing thank you, get well,
thinking of you, baby and wedding congrats, and sympathy. The Committee also sources a package to
welcome new residents to Lund, available at the post office. Call Adrian Redford at 604-483-4766 with any
news you think should be acknowledged.
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“Please, Call It a Potluck”
For several years now, some Lundies, including
me, have been squirming under the false belief
that potlucks were prohibited by the BC Health
Act. Some Lund Community Society (LCS)
members are certain they were told exactly that by
a now-retired Vancouver Coastal Health (VCH)
official. Since potlucks in Lund are about as
common as robins and have been so since forever,
it was unlikely we could stop them and, frankly,
we didn’t want to. Pretty much all non-festival
LCS events are accompanied by potlucks. Eating
together builds community, so we like to do it
often. The food is delicious and no one could
afford to feed all those people on their own. Music
and sometimes dancing occur. Potlucks are us!
We were told we could call them something else,
like community dinners (wink, wink) and that if
we publicized a potluck, we were in danger of
being shut down. This was worrisome news to the
LCS, thus the squirming.
A visit to Vancouver Coastal Health and an
interview with Michael Nguyen, the
Environmental Health Officer since 2014, cleared
up the matter. “Please, call it a potluck”, said
Michael. “If it’s a potluck, it is considered a private
event. It’s like having friends over for dinner.”
Well, that is certainly the way we in Lund all see it!
Michael referred to the Health Act, in effect since
1999, and
highlighted
the
applicable
section,
namely Food
Premises
Regulation
Part 1.2(c).
We
discussed all
the types of
LCS events
at which
there are
potlucks.
Here’s the
deal:
Photo courtesy of Brian Voth
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Sandy Dunlop

If there is a set admission fee and folks pay to eat,
it’s not considered a potluck and it needs a permit.
If entry is by donation, no permit is required. If
food is being sold, it needs to have been made in
an approved kitchen. At a festival, each vendor
needs a separate permit. It doesn’t matter where
the potluck happens: at the Northside Community
Recreation Centre (NCRC), at the Gazebo, or at
your house. Potlucks are perfectly permissible.
Even getting a temporary permit to sell food is a
piece of cake. The VCH basically wants to know
how the food will be kept safe: kept warm, kept
cold, etc. A temporary permit is good for 14 events
per year, and it is free.
It would be hard to say which season has the most
potlucks. It varies year to year. Sharing fall food
bounty, hardy winter dishes, spring celebrations,
and summer feasts feels so good. Perhaps there are
places where potlucks are considered passé or a
cheapskate’s approach to entertaining as was once
said on CBC radio during a Michael Enright
interview with someone from someplace sad, but
here they are wonderful. A lot depends on the
cooking and baking skills and interests of the
attendees. Somewhere there are probably potlucks
consisting solely of packaged or fast food and
Cheezies. Lund potlucks are so not like that.
Here’s a recipe from Cora Scott for one of the very
popular desserts. Potlucks prohibited? Poppycock!
See you at our next one!
Cora’s Blackberry Mousse
2 cups blackberry juice
1 cup sugar
1-1/2 tablespoons gelatin
1 cup whipping cream
To make the juice from fresh blackberries, crush
about 6 cups fresh/2lbs frozen of them in a large
pot. A potato masher works. Stir over medium
heat until just boiling. Pour into a jelly bag or large
square of cheesecloth and allow to drip overnight
over a bowl. If using frozen berries, thaw them in a
strainer over a bowl.
Pour one cup of the blackberry juice in a small pot.
Sprinkle gelatin over top. When the gelatin is no
longer visible, bring to a simmer, stirring
Continued on page 35…
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constantly to make sure all gelatin is dissolved. Turn off the heat.
Pour the second cup of juice into a mixing bowl. Add sugar and gelatin mixture and stir until sugar is completely
dissolved. Place bowl in the fridge until thick and starting to set.
Whip one cup of whipping cream until firm. Fold into gelatin mixture until colour is even and there are no
streaks. Place bowl in fridge to set. Once set, it can be frozen.
This makes a nice fruity mousse. ½ cup more cream makes a fluffier mousse, but is a little too creamy for my
taste.
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Spring: Are We There Yet?
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