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A spread of delicious fall bounty lined the community centre 
hallway as locals gathered at the Northside Recreation Centre 
recently for a Thanksgiving feast.  The long table displayed seasonal 
harvests from local properties where gardens and hobby farms 
produce amazing local food.  Pioneers in Lund required these skills 
and it is wonderful to see folks still carrying on the tradition of food 
production and self-sufficiency.  "...I preserve my own fruit from my 
orchard, butcher my own chickens, make my own cheese from goats' 
milk...I raise my own bees, and of course there are clams and oysters 
on the beach...” are words as true today as they were when Nancy 
Crowther from the pioneer family in Okeover Inlet said them.  They 
built a split log cabin in Penrose Bay, made money digging clams, 
raised their own food and packed in supplies from Powell River. 
 
Raising food in the bush and keeping it safe from wildlife are as 
challenging today as it was when Nancy “…had to keep a sharp eye 
on the livestock. The area teems with predatory animals...".  The 
wilderness is full of wildlife and we often don’t even see it.  Our 
gardens and animals are a magnet for wildlife.  Nature’s food web is 
extremely complex, following its own set of rhythms and rules.  
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Publication Schedule and Distribution 
The Lund Barnacle is published quarterly in Winter 
(January), Spring (April), Summer (July), and Fall 
(October), and is available for distribution at the 
following locations: Lund Post Office, Lund Store, 
Nancy’s Bakery, and Ecossentials. It is also available 
online at the Lund Community Society website:  
http://lundcommunity.ca/barnacle/html 

Editorial Policy 
Our policy is to print what people submit in their own 
words as much as possible, respecting the paper’s 
purpose to provide a forum for expression of ideas on 
topics of interest to Lund community members. We 
reserve the right to edit for clarity, length, and sensitivity. 
Articles submitted will be included based on available 
space and compatibility. Opinions expressed or implied 
in articles and stories are those of the author and not the 
editors of the Barnacle or Board members of the Lund 
Community Society. 

Signed submissions are welcome in the form of articles, 
stories, news items, letters to the editor, graphics and 
photographs. Send to:  barnacle.articles@gmail.com 

All proceeds from sales and advertising go to the Lund 
Community Society, a non-profit organization providing 
community services and programs to Lund and the 
region. The editorial staff of the Barnacle are volunteers, 
as are the Board of the Lund Community Society. No 
editor, contributor, or member of the Board receives a 
salary or wages. 

Editorial 

Welcome to our Fall Barnacle!  The theme of this issue is 
“what’s at the edge of our awareness?”, and refers to all 
those things that we thought we saw or heard or felt, but 
maybe we imagined it. I’m talking about those things we 
seem to see out of the corner of our eyes or in dreams that 
seem so real they fill us with wonder. Our front page article 
by WildSafeBC Community Coordinator Francine Ulmer is, 
in part, about the more elusive wildlife with whom we 
share this peninsula.  Trish Keays’ “Glimpsing the Edges of 
Our Vision” talks about the changes in attitude we 
experience throughout our lives toward those edges, and 
how much reality we want to let into our bubble. We have 
more on the ghosts of the Lund Hotel from Dymph 
VanderMaeden. We have fairies and magic lurking in our 
forests. Maybe it’s there…or maybe we imagined it. Read 
the excerpt from Corabelle Scott’s “The Book of Whimsy” 
and my interview with Roisin Culhane-Sheehy on Sidhe 
Comhairle, the Magical Dome. 

We also have our regular columns, our newsy reports and 
updates, and lots of photos. Be sure to read the two Music 
and Arts articles by John Wright and Tai Uhlmann because 
there’s some very exciting things happening there. We have 
a great short story by Paul Zuurbier in “Pith and Vinegar”, 
two interesting book reviews by Ev Pollen in “Lund Reads”, 
and a wonderful “How in the World Did You End Up in 
Lund” by Paul Mercs. Malerie Meeker tells of her trip to Rio 
to see her son (my stepson) Tristen Chernove win bronze, 
silver, and gold medals in the Paralympic Games. 

There’s more than that, too. I hope you enjoy this issue, and 
may your Autumn be awesome! -- Sandy 

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 2016.** 

Advertising Rates 
Business Card Size:  $10.00 

Double Business Card Size: $20.00 
Quarter Page: $30.00 

Half Page: $50.00 
 

 

Next edition is January 2017 
Deadline for submissions is January 10, 2017 
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Autumn is here and we are changing gears to a quieter pace and longer conversations. We are planning a 
warm and wonderful Christmas Craft Fair this November 26th at the Italian Hall in Wildwood. All the 
information and registration forms for a table at the Fair are on the website www.lundcommunity.ca. 

Your Lund Community Society volunteers will be cooking and baking the usual amazing treats and 
decorating the hall in a tastefully colourful way. If you have volunteered at the Craft Fair, you know what a 
joyful, loving experience it is, and you will be called to contribute again. If you haven't been part of this key 
community event, then let us know and you will be on the team. The Lund Christmas Craft Fair is from 
10:00 AM to 4:00 PM. We open the doors at 8:30 for vendors to set up, and we decorate the hall and cook up 
a storm Friday night. 

Many of us are wondering what it will take to get a hall in Lund that can host our Christmas Craft Fair and 
hold plays and concerts and other community get-togethers as well as recreational activities like dancing or 
badminton. Some of us are meeting with the Powell River Regional District on a regular basis to help make 
this happen. Keep an eye on the Barnacle as this story unfolds. 

Our Community Garden plans have hit another snag. The person who wanted our garden on his property 
off Finn Bay Road has withdrawn his offer. We offer thanks and will keep searching for ways to make this 
great idea happen. 

A doff of the proverbial cap to Ria Curtis for her extraordinary dedication and hard work on our behalf at 
our Northside Community Recreation Centre (the old Lund school). The new flooring is in and looking 
marvellous, the new furnace is working a treat, and everything is clean and safe. We couldn't have done it 
without you! 

The Lund Community Society is a band of volunteers that look for ways the people of the Malaspina 
Peninsula can get together and have fun and form community. We look after and administer the Northside 
Community Recreation Centre and the Gazebo on Finn Bay Road. We host the Lund Christmas Craft Fair 
and the Lund Shellfish Festival and many other community get-togethers. 

Join us to meet on the fourth Tuesday of every month except July, August, and December at 7:00 PM at the 
Centre on the corner of Larson Road and Highway 101. Membership is only $5.00 for individual and $10.00 
for family and available every meeting and at the Craft Fair. See you there!  

Lund Community Society Report  
Roy Blackwell, President 
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Regional District Update 
Patrick Brabazon, Director, Area A 

Regional Board Chairman 

Recycle - we all do it, or at least we try to. With cooperation and help from the Let’s Talk Trash volunteers, we do 
pretty well. Now the Regional District is upping the ante with an organics collection pilot program. It’s a pilot 
program because organics collection is an extremely sensitive business, and there may well be unforeseen 
circumstances that will require rethinking. We don’t have to reinvent the wheel here; other regional districts 
have gone before us and our staff have paid close attention. 
 
How do you fit in? There’s a special, secure bin at the in-town depot behind Rona. You can drop off a wide range 
of material that the other recycle depots won’t accept. Included are things like food scraps, yard waste, food-
soiled papers, bones, dairy waste, paper coffee filters, etc. This bin will be emptied daily, rinsed and deodorized, 
and back in service in the morning. From Powell River, the organic collection is shipped weekly down to Sechelt 
where Salish Soils turns it into top grade garden dirt. If you have a look at 
http://letstalktrash.ca/composting/residential-composting you will learn more, lots more. 
 
More indeed! Thanks to a $6,000,000 grant, the Regional District is to construct a state-of-the-art Resource 
Recovery Centre. This project will involve the closure and remediation of the former waste incinerator site 
located in town. A Resource Recovery Centre and amenities will be constructed on top of the rehabilitated 
brownfield site, providing economic and environmental opportunities for residents in the region to maximize 
solid waste diversion from landfills.  
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Nancy got the reputation of being the Cougar Queen of Okeover Inlet.  "I have to shoot the bears and 
cougars, otherwise the cougars get so tame they come right up to the house.”   
 
Killing her first cougar at the age of 13, Nancy was taught by her mother to watch for wildlife from an early 
age. “When I first came here, my mother told me never to sit with my back to the woods, and if I heard a 
noise, to come right back in.”  With such a dense thicket of salal and salmonberries around, it is hard to 
know when wildlife is there, hidden in plain sight.  Many people rely on their dog to alert them to wildlife 
that moves at the edge of our vision, but they are not always effective as a predator deterrent.  Nancy told 
stories of losing dogs and farm animals to cougar, wolf and bear.      
 

As the Thanksgiving feast wound 
down, a dozen people lingered 
drinking homemade wine, listening to 
Rin Innis, Paul Keays and Carsten 
Huber jamming as conversation 
drifted to current day bear stories.  
Though we are not pioneers who 
bought land for $10, we do like to 
raise our own food and the challenge 
of managing wildlife still remains.  
People shared techniques for dealing 
with bears and everyone laughed 
when Carsten told a story from last 
year of hitting a bear in the butt with a 
broom to get it to move along.   
 
In pioneer days, shooting predators 
was the standard practice and this had 

an effect on their populations.  Many species, like grizzly bear and wolves, have been pushed to the fringes 
of our civilization.  Though they are still here, and some populations are on the rise, we don’t see them as 
much as Nancy did.  Past and present, everyone has a story and a 
different way of dealing with wildlife.  Some people are still 
shooting bears that come for their chickens. Some are using 
electric fences as a modern method of securing our properties 
while keeping wildlife wild.   
 
No matter what the technique is, we share the landscape with 
wildlife and must take the steps necessary to protect our 
property.  WildSafeBC promotes electric fences as the most 
effective predator-proof technique and can help you with information for your electric fence design and 
installation.  For information on securing your property from wildlife, call your local WildSafeBC 
Community Coordinator at (604) 223-9453.  
 
Source for Nancy Crowther information: bcseakayak.com 

Editor’s Note: Photographers report that capturing photos of live cougars and wolves is very challenging due to their 
elusive nature.  

Photo courtesy of WildSafe BC – Louise Williams 
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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 

Halloween Party  

Monday, October 31, 7pm - 8:30pm at Craig Park  

Free admission, trick-or-treats, hot dogs, 
fireworks, fire truck demonstrations, bonfire,  
and more. Everyone welcome!  

Northside Volunteer Fire Department Association 
 

Heather Armstrong 
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Puddle Jumpers Preschool 
Nonie Bredt 

1

We have a really cool group of kids this year at 
Puddle Jumpers Preschool. September sneaked 
by, quickly and quietly, like a ninja. Ninjas are 
cool, too.  

Safety was the overall theme for September – 
bear and cougar safety, playground safety, fire 
safety. On their first field trip of the year, the 
kids didn't see any ninjas (because, obviously, 
they're ninjas), however they did run into the 
coolest bunch of fire fighters ever at the 
Northside Volunteer Fire Department! 
Everyone took turns checking out the truck, 
spraying the big fire-hose and the water pumps. 
It's always a hit with the kids. National Fire 
Prevention Week takes place this year from 
October 9th to the 15th,  so here’s a reminder to check and change the batteries in your smoke and CO2 

alarms. Thanks so much to Ann, Jim, and the Chief for the crash-
course in emergency preparedness and for showing the children 
around the station. As well, special thanks always, to ALL the 
volunteers at the NVFD. You guys rock! 

Quite suitably, Fall is the theme at the school for the month of 
October.  The children will be learning all about the usual suspects 
that come with the changes of 
the season - foraging squirrels 
and shiny black bears, 
spawning salmon, and zombie 
carrots. Our stunning local 
scenery provides the backdrop 
for nature walks planned for 
this and the upcoming month. 
The children will be making 
delicious granola, collecting 
leaves for collages and 
mandalas, and cracking nuts 
outside with hammers (handy in 

case any zombie carrots show up). October’s field trip will be to the 
Tla’amin Fish Hatchery. There, they'll be introduced to the 
viewquarium, the incubation room, the spawning channel and 
(hopefully) some yummy treats from the smokehouse! On October 27th, 
the kids will be putting on an improv-theatre play: The Halloween 
Story. It runs at 12:30pm so come early to watch! As in the past few 
years, on October 31st, local kids will be trick-or-treating along Larson 
Rd, then heading over to Craig Park for the Northside Fire Department Halloween Party! Hot dogs, 
fireworks, and zombie fire fighters! The party starts at 7pm. 

As a self-funded program, Puddle Jumpers Preschool depends on tuition, grants, and fund raising to cover 

Photo courtesy of Puddle Jumpers Preschool 

Continued on page 9… 

Photo courtesy of Puddle Jumpers Preschool 

Photo courtesy of Puddle Jumpers Preschool 



 

 

 

Lund Barnacle Fall 2016 

9 

Continued from page 8… 

2

operational costs. October is Small Business Month and, 
with thanks to the donations from many of the local small 
businesses, we will be kicking off our first fundraiser of 
the year, the Puddle Jumpers Preschool Fall Raffle! Tons of 
great prizes to be won this year! Look out for our booth at 
the Lund Christmas Craft Fair at the Italian Hall on 
November 26, 2016.  

As a cooperative, nature-based Preschool, Puddle Jumpers 
is a continued success due to the combined effort of our 
cherished teacher, Sheila Butts, and the many parents, 
family members, and community volunteers who 
contribute their time and energy to the school. Each year 
brings with it new families with new skill sets. We, at 
Puddle Jumpers Preschool, extend a very warm welcome 
to all the new children and their families, and are very 
excited for the year to come. 

If you are interested in enrolling your child for the 
2016/2017 school year, please contact our Registrar, Kristi, 
at 604-414–0628. 

Photo courtesy of Puddle Jumpers Preschool 

Photo courtesy of Puddle Jumpers Preschool Photo courtesy of Puddle Jumpers Preschool 
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Lund Playgroup, a free-play, drop-in group, meets every Friday 10am – 12pm 
Bring a snack for the amazing snack platter!  
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Glimpsing the Edges of Our Vision 
Trish Keays 

1

What we see or are aware of on the edge of our 
vision changes with stages of our lives. When 
we’re young, it’s all that possibility, all those first 
times and dreams of what’s coming. When we’re 
young adults, it’s the future – just there, restless, 
on the edge of something that we think we’re so 
ready for, so ready to dive into.  
  
As adults, with lives so full they spill over, we fill 
every day and all our consciousness and there’s 
no time to see what’s pooling on the edge of our 
awareness.  We learn more, the scope of the world 
widens, and there’s too much to take in. We wake 
up thinking about how much there is to get done 
right here, right now, and “timber” into bed 
having done a fraction of it, if we were lucky.  
 
During those years in middle life, with over half 
of the allotted “four score and ten” spent, the 
landscape changes.  The terrain looks different 
from mid-point in the road.  Passages behind us, 
habits settled, opinions hardening into … 
prejudices, informed by experience.  Many 
essential qualities that define us are given. New 
knowledge accretes onto existing knowledge, and 
what’s barely visible on the edge of our vision is 
the person we were, the person we thought we 
might become.  Barring near-death experience, the 
person we are is most likely the person we will be.   
  
Counting now, aware of life’s tick tock – only now 
what took a year to pass takes a month to whip 
by, accelerating a little more each time we notice, 
which is often.  Life gets more precious against the 
backdrop of its short, precious reality.  What’s on 
the edge of our consciousness is all we still want 
to get to, tempered with the knowledge that we 
may not.  Smelling the roses isn’t enough – we 
want to distil rose oil, keep what can’t be kept 
because keeping it changes it.  
  
 “Humankind cannot bear too much reality.”1 We 
manage the overload in part by letting what we 
can’t bear stay on the outskirts of our awareness. 
There, we aren’t denying it, but we … just … can’t 
… take … it … in … or … live … with … it … all 
… the … time:  climate change, 2 degrees, species 
decline, violence, terrorism, addictions, child 

2

hunger, pain, poverty, inequality, injustice, 
decline.  Shut it out!  
 
Or maybe regret, bitterness, chafing at fate’s total 
disregard for anything approaching the human 
idea of fairness.  Why me?  Why not me?  Grind, 
gnash, flail, whine  - all good fortune piled in 
mounds at the edge of our consciousness, just out 
of focus and out of reach, our awareness stropping 
sharp on the stone of knowledge that others less 
deserving have what we don’t and will never 
have.  People with a strong sense of entitlement 
carry a virus for unhappiness.   
 
Spend time with depressed and bitter people, and 
you’re more likely to get depressed.  Spend time 
with calm, happy people, and you often find 
you’re happier yourself.  On the edge of our lived 
experience and awareness is how much the way 
we feel and live is shaped by choices, the ones we 
make every day about how we spend our time.  
Even thinking of time as a currency worth more 
than money requires deliberate, recurring choice. 
“The cost of a thing is the amount of what I will call life 
which is required to be exchanged for it, immediately or 
in the long run.” 2  Being fully present, conscious, 
and mindful means knowing the real worth of 
what you’re giving and getting.  And it means 
valuing it, bringing that insight from the outskirts 
of casual awareness to the center of who you are in 
the life you own as the one you made, with all its 
warts and glory.   Lucky?  You know it.  You’re 
still alive, and able to read The Lund Barnacle.  

1 T.S. Eliot in Burnt Norten, Four Quartets  
2	H.D. Thoreau in Walden	
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Music and Arts - Music 
John Wright 

1

Who knew? I certainly would never have guessed I would be writing and arranging the music for an original 
album and rock show with a band of robots. Three years ago, this very opportunity was set in motion.  

I have been writing and performing music since the 70's, most notably with my brother in a band called 
NoMeansNo. I began this with high school band programs in Victoria BC, inspired mostly by the jazz bands 
and swing music. Not long after punk rock emerged in England and the States, my brother moved back to 
Victoria and introduced me to a whole new musical outlook. A long and successful career in writing, recording, 
and touring kept me busy for the next thirty odd years.  

Touring all over North America first and then overseas, we garnered loyal fans and audiences in many 
countries. You never know just who you’ll meet, and we met a lot of people and made a lot of friends. In the 
course of a life time, if you touch a lot of lives, you never know who among these people may connect you later 
to something interesting and, of course, unexpected. This was precisely the case three years ago.  

An Englishman, German, Australian, and Dutchman had individually and then collectively begun to build 
robots that played rock and roll instruments as an extension to their robotic work as performance artists and 
punk rockers in Berlin. These robots were designed to play unadulterated instruments and perform like human 
players. They were just drums, bass, and guitar performing cover songs when the creators decided that they 
needed a robot singer, too, and to do original songs; be a real band. These fellas were also big fans of my bands 
and thought they would ask if we (as it turned out, me) would be interested in writing music for the robots in 
the style of my other band, the “Hanson Brothers”, which is not unlike the Ramones or the Undertones and 

such…Old School. They tracked me down 
through our website and introduced me to 
“Compressorhead”.  

At first, of course, I was skeptical but NMN 
had recently begun a hiatus (subsequently a 
permanent one) so I had time on my hands 
and began to think this could be interesting: 
writing, from scratch, a project with 
something completely different, my 
computer, but musically up my alley; when 
they suggested that they fly me over to meet 
the robots, I knew they were serious and 
were investing not only their time but their 
money. I knew I was dealing with organized 
and serious folks and, as turns out, really a 
great bunch of guys.  

So off I go to Berlin and meet the machines and the men behind them. I am blown away. These things really can 
play, and you can see distinct personalities as they were created individually and brought together: a four-
armed drummer named Stickboy, a smooth operating bassist named Bones, and a hyperactive guitarist named 
Fingers (because he has 72 of them). But I could also see they still needed a lot of work to really tighten and 
bring into focus their performances to create a sum that is greater than its parts, which is kickass rock and roll. 
Not only was I to write the music, I had to direct them musically and thus figure out just what, mechanically, 
makes rock and roll work. Thus began the deconstruction of everything I had been doing the last thirty years.  

Robots only do what you program them to do. All musical intuition, all nuance and spontaneity has to be 
anticipated in the programming. The “pocket” that good rhythm sections naturally fall into has to be 

Photo courtesy of Google Images 

Continued on page 12… 



 

 

 

Lund Barnacle Fall 2016 

12 

Continued from page 11… 

2

programmed. You have a very stiff medium that needs to be loosened up just the right way to create the 
illusion of a tight together and natural bond that collectively rocks. We had to uncover the human 
idiosyncrasies of playing that please our ears and make all sound as it should, not like machines. We needed 
to link the physical properties of metal and mechanics, valves and air pressure, midi time code and linked 
computers to the corresponding human mechanics, touch and feel, and synchronicity. The illusion is, of 
course, that they are robots who think they're punk rockers and know no different, who rock not like they're 
from some sci-fi laboratory but from the smokey punk club or the flashy festival stage. It's a bit like the 
Muppets, only louder.  

So far, I have completed the songs and the robots have recorded the album. A second guitarist has been added 
and the singer is nearing completion. - I should point out that the only organic aspect to the music is the 
singing which is with human voices and these are recorded and will be broadcast out of the robots heads for 
the live performances. We wanted to avoid the classic robot voice. - I am very pleased and can't wait to work 
on the next challenge, to string it all together live in a seamless rock and roll show.  

I know it’s going to be unbelievable but really... who knew? 

Editor’s Note:  Google Compressorhead and check it out.  

Music and Arts - Film 
The End of the Road is near!!        Tai Uhlmann 

Lund, are you ready for your close-up?? If you were wondering, “when will we ever get to see that 
documentary about the Lund hippies?” or if you 
were interviewed months back for the film, we 
have news for you! 
 
The End of the Road will be screening as part of the 
Powell River Film Festival on Saturday February 
18th, so mark your calendars! This is a Gala night 
with a special guest appearance by magical 
minstrel Rick Scott who rocked the old Lund Hall 
dance floor many times with legendary Pied 
Pumkin (yes that’s how they spelled it) and Pied 
Pear! 
 
In 2008, Theo Angell and I started collecting the 
stories of some of the free spirit, poetic, political, 
back-to-the-lander striving artists, scholars and 
refugees who came to Lund in the 1960’s and 
1970’s.  In 2014, we realized that some of these amazing stories would be lost forever if we didn’t capture 
them now.  We fund-raised, wrote grants and drove up many a bumpy driveway with camera in hand to ask 
people to share stories of their lives with us.  We are excited to share those stories with you!  
  
From surviving to thriving, the film ventures into the early days of wet wood: city kids trying to build 
houses with no experience, and finding community, love, home-birth, child-rearing, drugs, spirituality, and 
more. Of course, there is also the perspective of some of the children who grew up here. You might even 
recognize an outhouse or two. The film celebrates the impact this pro-active, forward thinking group had on 
the larger community.  
 
Come see the film!      http://www.prfilmfestival.ca 

Lund Hotel – 1977  
Photo courtesy of Ronnie Uhlmann 
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throughout this fine story, but the real meat of it 
consists of the characters and their separate 
struggles to cope with life. The main character has 
ridden the tram up a mountain because he plans to 

commit suicide there, 
but three ill-prepared 
women cause him to, 
at least temporarily, 
derail his plan. 
Abandonment, 
identity, loss and grief 
are described with 
subtlety and through 
carefully wrought 
scenes that bring the 
characters to life, and 
their predicament on 
the mountain calls on 

all of them to find the 
courage to do whatever is needed. This is a really 
fine novel, comparable to The Goldfinch, but more 
succinct. It's the kind of novel we're always 
looking for. Enjoy!  

Lund Reads 
Ev Pollen  

1

Happy Autumn, Lund readers. I have two books 
to tell you about. The first is a science memoir, 
SOUL OF AN OCTOPUS, by Sy Montgomery, 
whose lifelong fascination with animals has taken 

her on great adventures 
around the world and 
close to home in the US. 
She was introduced to 
an octopus in the 
Baltimore Aquarium, 
and the resulting 
relationship makes a 
compelling read, 
informative and 
thought-provoking due 
to her scientific insights, 
and very entertaining 
due to her clear writing 

and the passionate interest that she brings to it. 
You will be thrilled by the unambiguous reactions 
of that first octopus even if you are already aware 
that they are intelligent creatures. The author 
became involved with other octopuses (correct, we 
learned) through the course of the book and they 
each had very distinct personalities. 
(Montgomery's writing is helping to push back the 
science community's disapproval of that 
attribution, I believe.) I learned a lot from this 
book, and that just makes life more interesting, 
doesn't it? 

 
The next book is a novel, THE MOUNTAIN 
STORY, by Lori Lansens. It has the intro on the 
cover: Five days, four hikers, three survivors, and 
that implied question will keep you riveted 
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Health and Healing 
 Walking It Off          Carrie Swiggum 

1

As winter reaches out with its wet, dark and chilly 
grasp, I try to become more diligent in taking the 
time for mental health. One of the best ways for 
me to break free from sluggish energy and 
irritations is to take a nice long walk. Thankfully 
there’s lots of places to walk around here.  
 
Long stretches of aerobic 
meditation punctuated by 
dazzling forest colour and deep 
breaths can reset most funks.  
 
Since moving to Lund a few 
years ago, I often walk up the 
Manzanita Bluff. Once the rain 
starts, I try to do it once a week. It 
takes about an hour each way 
from hydro pole #23, on the Spire 
Trail. I don’t carry much: a water 
bottle, a piece of fruit. Depending 
on how warm the summit is, I’ll 
stop and have a snack, or keep 
walking before the sweat dries. 
Also with me is a jacket, a small 
air horn, a knife, a book, and a 
walking stick.  
 
The best is to go on cloudy winter days, maybe in 
early January, and get above the clouds to full sun. 
Or stay long enough to watch as the rolling mist 
rises up to meet the edge of the bluff and spill over 
the top.  
 
Walking doesn’t always have to be purposeful to 
be relaxing. Sometimes just the act of stepping 
outside can completely change perspective. The 
physical response our bodies have to a sustained 
higher-than-average heart rate over, at least, a 
twenty-minute period can be a great cleanser for 
both the mind and body. For me, usually the 
effects to the brain aren’t felt until the next day, 
but they can last the whole week. 
 
Before the logging started this summer on the flat, 
old forest service road (now called Spire Trail), it 
was a nice shaded warm-up for the elevation gains 
that came quickly after, turning left or north from 
the Lund loop trail. In the winter, the water 
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streams down the middle of the path. A stick can 
come in handy when jumping over giant puddles 
or checking water depth.  
 
Walking ever steeper, the trickling stream turns 
into wide patches of standing water, especially 
near the beaver dam, where the water table looks 

to be higher than the trail. 
Following the trail to the right 
is often a mess of overgrown 
salal and encroaching trees, but 
it also means you’re almost to 
the SCT turnoff. Follow the trail 
to the left and catch your 
breath. It’s a good time to take 
a drink of water and ready for 
the next climb. Now at the 
Sunshine Coast Trail, going left 
or north will get you to 
Manzanita Bluff in less than 30 
minutes. A right turn will bring 
you to Malaspina Road in 
about four hours.  
 
From here on, I tend to walk 

with my head down. The pitch is steep enough 
that I’m glad to have a walking stick with me, and 
thank Lundie Mike Robinson for the nice gift.  
 
There are a couple of features that signal when the 
climbing has ended and the hut is getting close: 
the stark bed of white moss and the grove of 
arbutus trees and mossy rocks. By that point, 
reaching the top couldn’t be sweeter, and 
whatever problem I had before I went out, is 
suddenly not as complicated.  
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Pith and Vinegar 
A Window in the Forest       … short stories, poetry, and such 
a short story by Paul Zuurbier 

1

Sarah felt tired and worn as she stared through the cabin window. She couldn’t sleep. She watched with troubled 
eyes as twilight rolled down from dimming stars to sit just above the forest. Below the tree tops, darkness was all 
she could see. There was no traffic, streets, buildings or lights. She pulled his leather jacket closer and zipped it 
up. She had never been this far from the city before. 

Sarah arrived here at night. Once the car was unloaded, she pleaded with her aunt not to stay, to give her some 
time on her own. When the car drove away, she tried not to think before taking a sleeping pill and climbing into 
bed.  

Now, as the day approached, the wreck of her life came drifting back. She could feel it floating in the darkness; 
endings and accusations, blame and consequence. She put on his jacket hoping it would protect her the way it 
protected him. She needed some of his armour. She once hoped he would use his strength to help her, but he only 
gave her his jacket before leaving. His hardness wasn’t limited to the outside.  

Sarah wanted a smoke but she was trying to stop so she hadn’t brought any cigarettes. To distract herself, she 
turned on a small lamp. In the dim light, she noticed her suitcases were still by the door; she couldn’t count how 
many doorways they’d been through or buses they’d been on. Beside them were her new pair of shoes, the ones 
she bought to make herself feel better. On a faded sofa was the wool sweater her aunt had given her, and beside it 
were two bags of groceries. Sarah saw a few twenty-dollar bills tucked under a seashell on the coffee table. Her 
aunt had said something about spending money. Although Sarah had never been to her aunt’s cabin before, she 
knew her aunt had lived here, in the forest, for most of her adult life, up until she became too old to live alone. 
She told Sarah she could stay here as long as she wanted. Her aunt was always so kind to her. 

Sarah didn’t understand how her aunt could live in this cabin for so long; it was so basic. An old carpet covered a 
bare wood floor. Opposite the window was a rough rock wall and an ancient wood stove. There was a small 
kitchen area with a stove and small fridge. On a shelf below the counter were dishes, pots and pans. Beside the 
sink was a long shelf lined with glass jars. They were filled with seeds, dried fruit and herbs.  

Sarah looked back at her suitcases without any thought of unpacking. How could she? That would mean she was 
staying and how could she possibly stay here? She didn’t even know how to start a fire.  

Instead of thinking about the alternatives, Sarah gazed back out the window. Daylight had begun sifting through 
the forest, shaping trees from the darkness. Large columns of grey and brown towered towards the sky. It seemed 
strange not to see any buildings, or hear the noise of the city. This was a quiet and strange world, one she felt she 
didn’t belong in. 

Where do you belong? a distant voice inside her asked. Sarah hated this voice; it always asked the most practical 
questions. “I’m not listening to you”, she said while walking around the carpet. “As soon as my aunt returns I’ll 
get her to take me back to the city.”  

Ha! laughed the voice. We both know there’s no longer a place for you there, not when you’re like this. 

Tears stung Sarah’s eyes before she could stop them. Heavy drops hung from her cheeks. She had promised 
herself she wouldn’t cry, but she couldn’t stop all the emotion of the past few weeks. She trembled as her breath 
turned ragged between the tears. “Why did this have to happen to me?”, she cried. When no answer came, she 
repeated “why, why, why….” over and over as if the question somehow held an answer.  

“We don’t always know why”, her aunt told her last night. “Many things happen and will happen. The trick is 
not to get wrapped so tight in your troubles you lose sight of what’s right in front of you.” 

Continued on page 17… 
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Sarah didn’t want to deal with this. It was too much! She wasn’t ready to be responsible. She didn’t want to 
live through things. She just wanted to be normal and have fun and not care too much about anything. 

The distant voice started laughing. To stop it, Sarah grabbed her right arm and squeezed right down to the 
bone. Her arm hurt, but she needed something to hold on to, something solid. The pain kept her focused. It 
reminded her that pain was a choice. 

Outside the window, in the far distance, a thin light caught her attention. Sarah eased the grip on her arm as a 
golden thread shone through the forest. It began to brighten as it lowered towards her. The light sliced 
through mist and haze, reflected around branches and trees until it shone right on Sarah. The rising sun 
illuminated her hair and brought new life to her eyes. It felt warm on her face. Sarah rubbed where she had 
squeezed her arm. There would be a bruise there tomorrow. 

As Sarah stood watching the morning sun, his jacket began to feel heavy and confining. She unzipped it and 
took it off. She let it drop. It fell into the corner like a broken crust, half-formed and hollow. Sarah was 
surprised how good it felt to take it off. “You never belonged to me. You can’t belong to anyone. You don’t 
know how.” 

Outside, a sudden rush of wind ran through the trees. They began to sway; their branches waving easily in the 
morning breeze. Nearer the window there was a loud crack, then a heavy branch fell to the ground. An 
alarmed squirrel scrambled down to investigate. It was the smallest, most harmless squirrel Sarah had ever 
seen, not nearly as large as the grey squirrels in the city.  He looked around and chirped for a few moments 
before scrambling back up his tree. 

In the light of day, the forest was changed. A beautiful yellow bird fluttered in a circle before perching on a 
small bush. Sarah had never seen such a colourful bird before. She leaned forward and put her nose to the 
glass. There were robins darting along the ground, a woodpecker tapping at a tree, dragonflies zooming and 
hovering in the air, even a hummingbird flew quickly by. The forest was full of life.  

Sarah smiled for the first time since she arrived. “I’m inside a forest, a real forest!” It felt as if she was knowing 
this for the first time. “And the forest is a home for so many.” A feeling she had sometimes sensed, but never 
understood, began to stir within her. It was the feeling of home. More tears streamed down her face, but these 

tears were different.  

Sarah stood back from the window and wiped 
her eyes with her sleeve. It was time to go 
outside. She walked over to the sofa and pulled 
on the wool sweater her aunt had made. To her 
surprise, it fit perfectly. For the first time since 
Sarah woke up she felt warm.   

She needed to give the cabin door a good pull 
before it would open. It was large and heavy 
but once it started moving, it swung easily. A 
cool, fresh breeze rushed in to greet her. The 
day was bright but there was a sharpness in the 
autumn air. Sarah turned back to her suitcase, 
zipped it partway open and pulled out a white 
down vest. She put it on over the sweater. Then 
she sat down to lace up her new shoes. Sarah 
noticed her aunt’s old rubber boots beside the 

Continued from page 16… 

Continued on page 18… 
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open door and for some reason, put them on instead.  

A moment later she started down a path through the trees. She didn’t know where she was going. She only 
felt it wouldn’t be far.  

Continued from page 17… 
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How in the World Did You End Up in Lund? 
Paul Mercs 

1

On December 17, 2015, I drove across the Lions 
Gate Bridge heading for Horseshoe Bay.  I was 
heading to my new home in Lund, but really I was 
going home. 
 
The journey that day began sixty-seven years ago 
on a farm at the foot of Mt. Begbie in Revelstoke, 
B.C.  I spent the first eight years of my life there on 
our farm beside the Columbia River.   
 
It was a life lived where the black bears roamed 
our property, where the creek was filled with 
trout, where the Columbia River offered ling cod, 
and where fiddleheads were a springtime delicacy.  
Both my parents worked the farm hard, everyday, 
to provide food for our family.  My father also 
worked a 4pm to midnight shift for the CPR to 
provide for me and my four siblings.  As the 
youngest, it was also a life where solitude spent 
with nature formed the core of who I now realize I 
have been all my life. 
 
At ten we moved to Kelowna where I finished 
high school in 1966.  I always have considered 
myself so lucky to have grown up in the era I did.  
The music of the time became the oxygen which 
sustained my life.  Music still does today. 
 
Over the next several years I travelled the roads of 
Europe, always being fed by the music of the day.  
I got my first job in the music business in 1970 in 
England at the Bath Blues Festival, helping set up.  
The headliners included Led Zeppelin, Pink Floyd, 
Frank Zappa, Jefferson Airplane; it was the 
greatest music of the era.   
 
One day in 1973, I found myself walking up the 
stairs of the Commodore Ballroom to meet with 
the owner and to persuade him to rent the venue 
to me, and some friends.  We wanted to promote a 
concert.  I was 23 and I didn’t really know what 
that meant.  He agreed and it was the first show at 
the Commodore of my generation’s music.  Forty-
four years later I continue to promote concerts 
throughout Canada and the United States. 
 
Those years have been filled with all that life 
offers.  I have experienced a long marriage, two 
wonderful sons, the passing of my parents, and the 

2

loss of one of my brothers, two sister-in-laws and 
close forever friends.   Concert experiences with 
some of the biggest music acts in the world and 
stories that I carry with a mixture of pride and 
disbelief, studies for a law degree, and of course 
my beautiful canine friends and the harsh hurt 
when they depart.  
 
Several years ago I began to actively seek the peace 
I knew I needed to balance my life.  I began to re-
connect to that feeling of peaceful solitude 
amongst nature which I recognized from my 
childhood. 
 
As I put my goal of a new place to live out to the 
universe, there were a number of factors that 
became clear to me. I was looking for a place 
where I would be able to grow good food to feed 
my family and friends.  I wanted a place where my 
family could always come to live.  I wanted a place 
where I could be physically active for as long as I 
was able.   
 
I wanted a place where my family of rescue dogs 
could live a fulfilling life.  I wanted a place where I 
could have music around me.  I wanted a place 
that was near the ocean and had untouched forest.  
I wanted a place where people came to visit and 
share their stories. 
 
My attention ultimately turned to the Powell River 
area and I began to read more about the Lund area 
and Desolation Sound.  I learned that this area is 
the home of the Tla’amin people.  I began to learn 
a little about the people who made the choice over 
the years to make this place their home.   
 
One evening in July 2015, after spending a fruitless 
day looking at real estate, I had dinner at The 
Laughing Oyster and Anna, who served me, asked 
what I was doing in the area.  She said she and her 
friends had looked at a great property in Lund that 
they weren’t going to be able to take.  I found the 
listing that night and the next morning drove to 
Finn Bay Road. 
 
Lund?  I didn’t know this would be my final 
destination until I drove onto the property that 

Continued on page 20… 



 

 

 

Lund Barnacle Fall 2016 

20 

Plants From Here 
Evergreen huckleberry - Vaccinium ovatum        Trish Keays 

3

day and was met by two beautiful German 
Shephards, and by Nic Anderson and welcomed 
by her mom Carol.  When we walked the fertile 
alder bottom, and the bowl level with house, 
cottages and then farther up into the magical 
arbutus forests and ultimately the bluff 
overlooking the ocean and Savary, I knew this was 
my home. 
 
So on December 17 as I drove over the Lions Gate 
Bridge with my dogs Katie, Baby and Jack and my 
lovely cat Audrey, I had such a strong feeling.  I 
was fully re-connected with my parents.  It was 
their work that gave us the farm that sustained us 
as a family when I was young and that place 
brought me to my home in Lund. 
 
Two days after I moved, Phil Russell and John 
Louie came to the land for a blessing ceremony.  
My sons Kelly and Grady, Nicole and Phil and 
John gathered in the bottom land near a beautiful 
alder and John led us through a ceremony blessing 
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the land and acknowledging the ancestors of this 
land and also our ancestors.  I am forever grateful 
for that.   
 
The alder (Dawn) has become the touchstone for 
the property for me.  It is where I speak to my 
ancestors and others who have been here before 
and to this land.  It’s where I give thanks.  It was 
where I had the idea to have a family reunion in 
July this summer, our first family gathering in 
thirty years. 
 
Since I have been here we have been bringing 
some TLC to the property.  I am grateful to 
everyone who has been working here, bringing 
their skill, hard work and good humor. 
 
I have added Penny, a beautiful rescued 
Rottweiler, to our Lund family.  I have met many 
folks who have been here a long time or a short 
time.  It feels like everyone came here to live the 
life they wanted, just as I did.  

Continued from page 19… 
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Red huckleberry is common in our forests - oval leaves, open lacy 
structure, growing under mixed forest canopy, often on nurse logs, 
old cedar stumps.  Not so common locally is its cousin, Evergreen 
huckleberry, an evergreen.  In spring, new leaves show light 
green, sometimes with a copper colour, before they turn shiny, 
waxy, dark green.   When cold, sun or drought stress the plant, 
leaves can turn pretty reddish-purple.    

The species name ovatum refers to the egg-shaped leaves, which 
have tiny teeth.  The purple-black berries are described as edible, 
even delicious and sweet.  I’ve found them sour and mealy.  Huck 
thrives in partial shade.  Dense stands on Texada Island grow in 
full sun, under the hydro line.  For many years, I had only seen 
evergreen huck on the Rock.  Then I found one lanky plant 
growing wide and tall in full shade, near Old Mine Road.     

The form is irregular, with one long branch here, clumped little branches there.  It stays dense and compact in 
sun, more elongated in shade.  One source says it grows up to four metres, but that’s twice the height of any I’ve 
seen around here.  The berries cluster along the branches, 10-20 times more fruit than red huckleberry.  Berries 
start to ripen in fall and can stay on bushes until December.  Spring flowers are small, white, and urn-shaped, like 
red huckleberry’s.   

Gardeners recommend planting evergreen huckleberry with rhododendrons and ferns.  According to one source, 

Photo courtesy of Google Images 
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More on the Ghosts of the Lund Hotel 
Dymph Vander Maeden 

2

it shears into a dense, formal hedge.  I’ve never had enough plants to try, although it has rooted easily.  According to 
another source, cuttings of half-ripe wood in August are “slow and difficult”.  It prefers well-drained, rich, sandy soil, 
grows anywhere that drains well.  A little pruning keeps it looking good:  the bush doesn’t grow fast.    Even if you 
don’t want to eat the berries, grow some for song-birds and all the other forest creatures that eat its leaves and fruits.   

Other common names are winter huckleberry, florist’s huckleberry, shot huckleberry, California huckleberry, blueberry 
bush.  Range is Pacific Northwest coast, south to northern California, from sea level occasionally to 3,000 ft.  Preferred 
habitat is low elevation forests, at edges and forest openings - and coastal, often near beaches in the salt spray zone.  
Douglas fir and Arbutus are tree companions.   

Attractive, long-lasting foliage – somebody saw a market for floral greens.  Western swordfern and evergreen 
huckleberry started the BC industry in the 1930s.  Demand for salal rose steadily from the 1950s:  now it is 95% of floral 
greens exported from BC.  Dark-green, flattened sprays of huck associated with partial shade are 98% of its floral 
market sales.  The other 2% is harvested December to March from the same plants growing in open sunlight, called 
“red huckleberry” because the leaves turn reddish: that’s not the huckleberry with the red berries.   

Most evergreen huck for floral greens is harvested within 5 miles of the sea.  Total value?  I could only find general and 
outdated estimates:  “Special forest products in BC had pre-tax revenues in 1998 of $80 to $105 million, and employed 16,000 to 
25,000 pickers.  These are conservative estimates since much is unreported.” “In the late 1990s, salal harvesters on Vancouver 
Island were paid an estimated $20 to $50 million per year.”  (Source 5).   No separate information found yet on evergreen 
huck, or harvesting from this area.  Can someone who knows help us here?  

http://www.greatplantpicks.org/plantlists/view/1611 
http://pnwplants.wsu.edu/PlantDisplay.aspx?PlantID=277 
http://academic.evergreen.edu/projects/ants/TESCBiota/kingdom/plantae/phylum/anthophyta/family/erica
ceae/genus/vaccinium/species/ovatum/holm-30jun04.html 
http://www.endgame.org/floral.pdf 
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Time ticks on and the ghosts of the Lund Hotel have been very busy indeed.  I made it my goal for this article to 
talk to as many people who have worked in the Hotel, past and present, to tell me their stories and experiences 
of the ghosts there. 

I was working on the gas dock throughout the past years in the winter months when the previous ownership 
closed down the rental of the hotel rooms in the old hotel section.  It was very quiet, there were not many 
people around, and I had the distinct feeling there were eyes on me. At times looking toward the upstairs 
rooms, I would see a man standing at the sliding glass door pull the curtain aside. He would be staring out, and 
he would sometimes let the curtain go and vanish, leaving the curtain swaying.  I also had the experience of 
having to unlock the lobby when the hotel was shut down to use the copier or such.  The door unlocked but a 
distinct force prevented me from opening the door.   

Another person said he came in by boat and, as he walked towards the hotel, he looked up and saw a man in a 
suit watching him. He felt very unsettled and became more so when we told him no one was in the rooms; they 
were closed.   At times it was the issue of lights.  There would be a light on one minute and the next it would 
turn off.  Inspection of the room found it was locked tight and no one was around. 

The housekeepers of the past tell of the feeling of a presence when they were cleaning certain rooms. At times 
after making the beds, they would leave, locking the door behind them.   Upon inspection of this room later, 

Continued on page 22… 
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they would see the indentation of a person on the bed.  They also felt they were being watched the whole time 
they were working in the room.  

In the bar, there is often the lady in the beautiful white dress dancing around. She often sticks around for a 
while dancing with her dress flowing around her. This lasts for different lengths of time before she disappears 
in a flash. 

There are also the tales of the man in the suit in different areas of the old hotel walking around in a very stern 
and agitated manner.   

There is a story of a cook working in the kitchen and a man standing looking over his shoulder as he worked. 
This was seen by a few people that day including the cook. He told people who said, “someone is watching 
you”, that “yes, he’s been there for hours”. 

Housekeepers have said they have had things moved and settings on the dryer changed to extreme hot every 
night. They have all learned to reset the dial before using after ruining some tablecloths. The dryer room is only 
used by the hotel housekeepers.  

Continued from page 21… 
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an excerpt from The Book of Whimsy 
Corabelle Scott 

1

This is a little tale about a little folk. I do not call them people for 
they are not born as we are but grow from the soil like a plant. I do 
not call them plants for they can move and talk and think and 
even fly. I call them what they call themselves:  whimsys. 

Whimsys are the children of Mother Nature. They are elementals 
made of nature by nature for nature. They are Mother Nature’s 
assistants and their purpose is to care for the planet earth and to 
ensure that the balance of nature is maintained. 

Whimsys differ from other types of fairies by having no visible 
ears, and they communicate with living creatures, including each 
other, through telepathy. Very few humans have minds open 
enough to hear whimsy thoughts; only the very young can 
perceive them. Whimsys are small and fast. Humans very seldom 
see whimsys, and if they do, they think they imagined it. To blend 
with their surroundings, they dress in clothes made of their 
surroundings. A whimsy on a beach would dress in seaweed and 
shells. Ones from the woods might sport leaves and lichens. Ones 
in gardens may wear flowers and leaves. Whimsys are also very 

Photo courtesy of Brian Voth Continued on page 24… 
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quiet. Even when many sing together, their voices 
blend in with the buzzes and chirps and cheeps of 
summer. Although humans seldom see whimsys, 
whimsys can see humans. To see all of a human, 
though, they have to be a long way away and 
that’s the way they like it. 

Whimsys are Mother Nature’s helpers and tend 
any flora or fauna in need of assistance. They 
might sit on eggs for a single bird whose mate was 
taken by a predator, take a tick out of a bear’s ear, 
carry pollen to flowers that aren’t covered by the 
bees flight plan, take seeds to a new location, cover 
earthworms washed out of the soil by a 
downpour, or help a butterfly who’s stuck in pitch. 

Midsummer Night’s Eve is their greatest 
celebration of the year. Many gather together to 
party from dusk to dawn on the shortest night of 
the year. To really enjoy themselves, whimsys park 
their wings so they can dance on the earth that is 
their home. Before they do that, they erect a barrier 
to prevent animals from accidently stepping on 
them. They call up a corral-like fence to encircle 
the party and mushrooms grow from the earth to 
make a fairy ring. Then the hosts put an 
enchantment on the fence so animals go around it. 
Many still stop outside the barrier to watch their 
friends dance and play. 

All whimsys are musically adept and play 
instruments that grow around them. Whimsys 
who live by the sea bring the horns and trumpets 
using empty shells from whelks and snails. 
Whimsys who live in grassy areas have grass 
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whistles and flutes. Wood whimsys have drums of 
nut and snail shells, and their friends, the spiders, 
spin spider-silk strings on nutshell halves for harp 
and banjos. Together, they are an orchestra. 

It’s not just singing and dancing; they feast, too. 
The bees donate a big honeycomb, the birds bring 
berries, squirrels and raccoons bring nuts and 
seeds, and the whimsys pick a huge salad of 
greens with dandelion leaves, chickweed, cress, 
wild onion, mints, and all sorts of herbs. The water 
whimsys add goose tongue and sea asparagus. 
Everyone picks strawberries, and hummingbirds 
fill countless fairy thimble cups with nectar from 
the  flowers. When the feast is ready and all that is 
missing is light, the whimsys start the music and 
the dark above them explodes with a thousand 
little lights all flashing to the music: the fireflies 
have arrived.  

 

Editor’s Note:  Look for Cora’s display of Whimsys at 
the Lund Christmas Craft Fair, November 26th.  

Continued from page 23… 
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Dome Magic 
Roisin Sheehy-Culhane, 

 as interviewed by Sandy Dunlop 

1

SD:  How did the Dome come to have its Gaelic name of Sidhe 
Comhairle?  Which of you named it that and why?  

RS-C: In Irish, Sidhe means Fairy and Comhairle means gathering. 
Both Phil and I decided on the name, initially because of the 
circular-shaped building. In Ireland, there are circular mounds in 
fields called fairy circles. Farmers don't touch them. As children, 
we were warned not to disturb them in any way as they were the 
fairies' places. 

Then, as the renovation was underway, everything seemed to 
magically come together, unlike most renovations! Our builder, 
Rik, was about to give up on it when he suddenly saw just how it 
could work. The right tradespeople turned up on the doorstep at 
the essential moment. We were running short of $$ but materials 
kept coming. Finally, we believed the fairies wanted this space 
and were helping us complete it. 

We initially thought that Comhairle meant circle, but our Texada 
Island friend, Pat Kelly, who is more proficient in the Irish 
language than we are, said it meant gathering, or wisdom. Either 
of which meanings I'm sure the fairies don't mind. 

 
SD:  On your website there is the quote, "In 
FaerieLand there is a place called ‘Sidhe 
Comhairle’ (pronounced ‘Shee Corla’) and 
wisdom it bestowed, to habitate alongside nature 
in the enchanted forest in The Dome.” Where 
does that quote come from?  

RS-C: The quote is from our visitors’ book, one 
of our first guests. I believe she was from 
Saskatchewan. 
 
SD:  Have either of you seen any evidence of 
fairies there? 

RS-C: We believe there are special qualities to 
the Dome. We can only speculate as to why, 
perhaps because the forest has never been clear-
cut, the land has never been disturbed. From our 
visitors’ book, we do know that almost everyone 
who stays there finds some measure of peace. A 
lot of guests report deep spiritual experiences. 
It's not unusual for someone to see a picture of 
the Dome or read even a few lines about it and 
know that they just have to be there, many 
coming from considerable distance away.  

Photo courtesy of Brian Voth 
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“SOMOS TUDOS BRASIL!” (*) 
The Head, Hands, and Heart of My Rio Experience 

           Malerie Meeker 

1

Most of Lund knows about my son, Tristen’s 
(Chernove), outstanding performance at the 2016 
Paralympic Games in Rio.  Three medals for 
Canada!  Gold (20 km TT road race), Silver 
(individual pursuit track race), Bronze (1 km TT 
track race); and a crash at km 20 of a 71 km road 
race which demolished the derailer on his bike and 
locked the chain on the small ring.  With no ability 
to change gears and at 2.5 minutes behind, Tristen 
got back on the bike and fought his way over the 
next 51 kms to finish 15th of 40 riders.  Astonishing!  
And I had the great good fortune to get to witness 
it all.  I’m asked often “What was it like?”  Three 
weeks out from this amazing adventure, I’ve had 
some time to reflect… 

 

Head:  “What?!!  Really?  You’re going to Rio?  What about all 
the crime and corruption?  The poverty…the favelas…the 
pollution!?  The government is crumbling; the country is in 
turmoil.  And zika for god’s sake!  You better be really, really 
careful.”  Given all the media hype, I was hoping for the best 
but expecting the worst.  What did I find?  Friendly and warm 
people, generous and kind.  Beautiful people, dark with blond 
hair and blue eyes, fair with indigenous features – total racial 
acceptance and inclusion.  I found people loving and caring 
for each other … black, white, indigenous, able-bodied, 
disabled, young, aging.  Above all, the high regard and 
appreciation afforded the athletes was unparalleled, 
something I have not experienced before – even with my 45 
year history of working in the disability sector.  I took 
Portuguese lessons before I went, because I wanted to be able 
to talk to Cariocas about the impact of hosting the 
Olympics/Paralympics on Brazilian life.  To a person, I heard 
that while the country faces huge challenges, welcoming the 
world to Rio was exactly the right thing to do.  I felt more 
than welcomed; I felt supported, acknowledged, accepted. 
  
Hands – or as the case may be, one hand, or no hands:  
Canada posted a great ‘thank you’ video (**) at the closing of 
the games with the message:  “Olympians show you what the 
human body is capable of.  Paralympians show you what the human 
spirit is capable of.”   4,000 athletes, and every athlete, every 
single one, has a story worth sharing.  It is no wonder that the 

Continued on page 27… 
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Brits call Paralympians “superhumans”.  Some 
examples: Alex Zanardi, former Formula 1 race car 
driver, lost both legs in a crash.  He credits the 
accident with turning his life around … for the 
better.  I watched a jubilant Alex crying and 
embracing his family as he accepted the H5 cycling 
road TT gold medal.  Or Kadeena Cox whose 2014 
stroke at age 25 triggered multiple sclerosis.  Not 
stopping, Kadeena declared she would compete in 
both track cycling and sprinting.  She won a 
bronze medal at the 100m sprint, switched to the 
velodrome where she set a new world record at 
the 500m time trial, then went back to the track for 
a 400m gold and a relay silver.  And there is our 
own Tristen, who is the first Canadian cyclist to 
win “all the colours!” and who inspires others not 
to be defined by or limited by their diagnosis. 
There were the swimmers who gracefully glided 
through the water using their only arm, the blind 
runners and their pilots running in perfect 
synchronicity, the fierce wheelchair rugby players 

Continued on page 28… 

Continued from page 26… 
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who screamed and taunted and crashed and were 
so joyous in the battle!  Every event was breath-
taking.  By the way…about that “superhuman” 
thing?  Did you know that 220 world records were 
broken by paralympians in September following 
the August Olympics?  Last word on hands - while 
the totals aren’t in yet, approximately 80,000 
Cariocas volunteered at the Olympics / 
Paralympics.  Volunteered.  Did Rio embrace the 
games?  Indeed! 
 
Heart:  I have been changed by this experience; I 
think I may have a different heart now.  I wasn’t 
expecting to fall in love with the Brazilian people; I 
didn’t imagine that I would make lifelong friends.  
Yet both happened.  I didn’t think I had much more 
to learn about disability values and inclusion; yet I 
learned more than I can say – deep and enduring 
lessons about dignity and respect.  Most 
importantly, I was given the opportunity to 
remember what wonderful teachers our children 
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SPCA Gives Thanks for Support 
Audrey Hill 

Thank you soooooo much to all the kind-hearted folks who donated their refundables - water bottles, pop 
cans, beer cans etc.  $1,500 has already been given to the SPCA for their low-income spay/neuter fund this 
year, and we're on the way to writing another cheque.   So grateful to all the Lund and Savary residents 
who haul their donations down to behind the Lund Hotel. Funds raised help Sliammon, Lund, and Powell 
River residents fix their pets. We’re fighting the over-population battle to ensure there is a home for every 
dog and cat.  

Kudos to The Lund Hotel staff who are very helpful with this project.  

Must not forget to thank kind Gordie Mallery who surprised me by making a lovely new box for the 
donations and Jim for painting it.  

Lund Community Garden Plans Put on Hold 
Ed and Julia Levy 

4

are, which is the best of all the heart lessons!  Thank you Tristen and “Muitos Parabens!” (***)  
 

(*) “WE ARE ALL BRAZILIANS!” 
(**) https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NsOtrqhhLPc&sns=em  
(***) “Many Congratulations!” 

The effort to re-establish the Lund Community Garden at the intersection of Finn Bay and Emil Roads has 
hit a considerable obstacle. Ever since the mid-1990s when Karl Larson pointed out that a thriving 
community garden had once been located on a portion of the lot they had recently purchased, Steve Lawn 
and his family had dreamed of donating the area to the Lund Community Society (LCS) to allow a garden to 
be created in the centre of the village. For the last nine months, discussions and preliminary plans have been 
ongoing. These included LCS, a registered charity, commissioning a survey of the plot and consultation with 
a lawyer about terms. In the course of this consultation, the Lawn family raised the concern that a 
community garden on a portion of their property could result in a disproportionate rise in taxes on the 
entire lot and that this could become an ongoing burden on the family. In their view, it would be unfair for 
the family to take this risk. On the other hand, the Lund Community Society simply could not take on what 
would be an open-ended risk, especially since this liability would be attached to land it would not be 
occupying and it would be difficult to determine that a tax increase was actually due to the presence of a 
garden on a small portion of the property. The Lawn family withdrew their previous offer to donate land. 

In spite of this major setback, the vision of a Lund Community Garden is not dead. If the Lawn property was 
to be subdivided/developed, the site may again be considered for donation to the Community. As well, 
several of us are keeping our eyes, ears and minds open to other possibilities. Feel free to contact LCS with 
any ideas about a suitable site.  
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Answer key for #40  

Crossword #41 by C. Cressy 
Edited by S. Dunlop 
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Community Page 
Adrian Redford  

1

Birth Announcements 

Since the last Barnacle, we have heard of no births to parents from Lund. Please let us know if we have missed 
one. 

 

Wedding 

Bourdais-Mason - September 10, 2016 

Nicolas Bourdais and Tanya Mason were married on this day.  The ceremony took place at Indian Point on 
Savary, and a very lovely and happy reception was held at the Gazebo. 

Congratulations to you both. 

 

Sympathy and Condolences 

Arlene Ann Desmet Carsten - December 5, 1937 – July 21, 2016 

Arlene passed away peacefully at her home in Okeover.  She is survived and lovingly remembered by her 
sons Jonathan and Christopher and her two grandchildren Jessica and Coltrane.  She was predeceased by her 
husband Al in 2014. 

Arlene had an illustrious career before moving to the Lund area in 1990. She and her husband Al attended 
Alfred University in upstate New York, where Arlene studied at the School of Nursing, but ultimately she 
pursued a career in politics.  Besides acting as chief financial officer for their own AJ Carsten Company, she 
was council chair of the San Diego County Board of Supervisors, mayor of Del Mar, California, served as 
executive director of the non-profit Institute for Burn Medicine, and was a founding member of the San Diego 
School of Medicine Associates.  During her tenure in various executive positions, her efforts were always 
devoted to improving the environment and conservation.  

The Carstens purchased property in Okeover in 1988.  There were 2 cabins on the property at the time, and 
they moved there permanently in 1990.  Several years later they opened a machine shop where they 
manufactured conveyor ovens and kilns for multi layered ceramic chip capacitators.  They did this in the days 
before everyone had their own home computers.  

Arlene enjoyed travelling the world with her husband, reading to her grandchildren and tending to her 
garden.  She will be fondly remembered by her many friends.  

 

Daniel Douglas Emmonds - January 29, 1953 – September 14, 2016 

After a long battle with prostate cancer, it was with much sadness that Dan lost the battle.  Dan leaves behind 
his loving wife and best friend Connie, his children Michael, Shannon (Dana) Steven (Sara) and Gregory 
(Courtney) and grandchildren Ombrea, Ebony, Tyler, Jarrod, Tianna, Kylie, Kevin, Alex, Mykayla, Cruze, 
Hendrix, Madelyn, and Taryn.  Dan also leaves behind his brother Ted, and sisters Elaine, Lorraine and 

Continued on page 31… 
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The Goodwill Committee of the Lund Community Society sends cards expressing thank you, get well, 
thinking of you, baby 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. 

2

Arlene, as well as many cousins, nephews and nieces.  He was predeceased by his father Leonard in 2008, and 
by his mother Norma in 2012. 

Dan loved the outdoors, boating, fishing, picking mushrooms, picking brush and camping.  He also loved his 
job as a prawn fisherman, which he shared with his brother Ted.  But most of all, Dan’s 13 grandkids were his 
pride and joy, he loved to be around them every chance he had. 

Dan was just a great guy who had many friends, and he will be sadly missed by all of them. 

  

Elizabeth Margaret Martlew - May 16, 1952 – September 2, 2016 

After a very courageous battle with cancer, Beth succumbed to the disease on September 2nd.  She is survived 
by her brother John (Pat) who live in Lund also, and by her brother Rob (Erica) and her niece Amber, and 
nephews Jordan, Devon and Jamie, who all live near Hamilton, Ontario. 

Beth was born in Hamilton, and moved to Vancouver in 1973.  She spent much of her time with craft activities 
such as carving, bead and jewelry work, painting and drawing.  She was a dispatcher for the Vancouver 
Police Dept from 1989 to 1999, and was a dispatcher for 911 calls from 1999 to 2007.  She moved from 
Vancouver to Lund in 2010, and planned to retire here.   

Beth will be remembered fondly by the people she met when she moved to Lund, and by her family, and 
friends whom she leaves in Vancouver. 

Saturday, November 26, 2016 

Italian Hall in Wildwood  
10 am – 4 pm 

Come out and take part in this great community event! The annual craft fair 
is Lund Community Society’s biggest fund raiser and has been coined 
“Powell River’s craft fair to attend” by vendors, artists and attendees. Enjoy a 
warm atmosphere, full lunch and dessert menu, kids crafts corner, excellent 
variety and craftsmanship of locally produced goods, and the community 
spirit felt throughout the building.  

Volunteers are always welcome for setup, baking, serving, children’s area and clean up!  

Contact Rosie O’Neill @ 604-483-2379 or see our website for more information and vendor applications. – 
http://lundcommunity.ca 

Lund Christmas Craft Fair 

Continued from page 27… 
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Gazebo Love 
Sandy Dunlop 

1

In the late 90’s, there was a surge of energy among 
Lundies on the topic of getting a community 
meeting place. The Lund Community Society had 
been negotiating for more than a decade for the 
subdivision of a piece of land for community use 
where a 
structure 
could be built 
for 
gatherings. 

At some 
point amid 
all this 
enthusiasm, 
it was 
strongly felt 
that the LCS 
would only 
be able to 
afford their 
part of the 
land 
acquisition 
and the 
building of 
their dream hall after a long period of fundraising, 
and even getting the land seemed to be taking 
forever. People began thinking about interim 
measures to give the community a place to hang 
out and bond while funds continued to be raised 
for the dream hall: a Phase I plan. There were lots 
of ideas. Finally, Roy Harcus was the one who put 
forward an idea in 1998 that many folks got 
behind. 

Roy had built a small gazebo at his oyster lease in 
Okeover at the mouth of Lancelot Inlet. The 
famous Summer Solstice events at Roy and Patti’s 
place happened in that gazebo. Roy had long been 
wanting to build a larger version somewhere, and 
he thought it would be a good idea to build it for 
Lund community usage. Thus began a large 
project that engaged more and more community 
members until hundreds of people were involved 
in some way. The community spirit and 
camaraderie were inspiring.  

At this point, the story gets murky, with several 

2

versions of what happened next. Whatever; it’s a 
rabbit hole. Whatever the reasons were at the time 
the decisions were made to follow the path we did, 
the situation is that the land the Gazebo sits on 
was never transferred legally to the LCS. It was 
then, and is now, owned by the Lund Water 

District. The 
intention of all 
parties at the 
time was that 
a piece of land 
of 
approximately 
three acres 
would be 
subdivided 
and sold to the 
LCS by the 
LWD for $1.00. 
It is the land 
upon which 
the Gazebo 
was built. The 
transfer didn’t 
happen and 
life moved on. 

The LCS has always maintained the Gazebo, but 
volunteer energy ebbs and flows in the Lund 
community and looking after the Gazebo is a 
many-faceted and time-consuming task at times. 
Dealing with vandalism and bad behaviour can 
break a volunteer’s heart. With not enough 
volunteers, the LCS works hard to keep it up. To 
upgrade by bringing in potable water, a long-held 
desire, would require quite a bit of money and 
sustained effort. 

In the meantime, provincial and federal 
regulations on watershed areas increased 
dramatically. On top of that, the Official 
Community Plan of 2015 discourages subdivisions 
creating small parcels, such as what was being 
contemplated. Our LWD volunteers were having 
to face a situation completely different from that of 
April 23, 1999 when they wrote the letter “…to 
confirm that the Lund Community Club has our 
approval and support in the activities they are 
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undertaking on land that is owned by the Lund 
Waterworks District….the Community Club has 
our permission to use the site for community 
activities, to construct trails or roads, and to build 
a hall or other buildings. We are in the process of 
drawing up an agreement to purchase with the 
Community Club giving them the right to 
purchase the property in question…” The LWD’s 
mandate is to protect the water supply, and, in 
light of all these new restrictions, they became 
even more cautious. 

The issue of liability was probably the one that 
tipped the scales toward the notion of the LWD 
gifting the property to the Regional District as part 
of a larger portion of land. This, in fact, is what is 
in process, but the machinations of government 
take a long time. The current and informal 
projection is that it will take a year or so.  In a 
letter from the LWD dated October 10, 2016, we 
are assured “Negotiations for the gift of land by 
the LWD to the PRRD (including that portion 
upon which the Gazebo is situate) are proceeding 
favourably, albeit slowly.” 

In the meantime, the LCS has insured it until the 
end of February 2017, and are looking at insurance 

4

options to take us into a somewhat uncertain 
future. The Gazebo is now useable by the 
community and can, once again, be rented for 
functions. It is hoped that the RD will make it into 
a park, the Lund Gazebo Park, perhaps, and look 
after the issues that have confounded us. The LCS 
wants to be part of this conversation and, 
eventually, to share the responsibilities of the 
Gazebo with the RD. 

This tale of the land transfer is, to my mind, the 
least interesting part of the Gazebo story, and it 
will play out in due course however it does. 
Regardless of this unstable ground, it is important 
that it be known by all parties that the Gazebo and 
the events held there mean a whole lot to many 
Lundies. A statement like, “I think we’d be hard 
pressed to find anyone who loves the Gazebo”, can 
only be coming from someone who just doesn’t 
know. The most interesting part of the Gazebo 
story is what it came to represent, and why some 
of us are so passionate about it.  

That Gazebo is more than a structure; it is a work 
of art, a creation that many people got to share in.  
It is the physical representation of the communal 
spirit that lives in Lund and shows itself strongly 
from time to time when hundreds of neighbours 
join together on a project. Lots of people put in 
small parts which, together, made a beautiful 
whole. The role of the Gazebo is to provide a 
common space where folks can gather without 
feeling they are infringing on anyone’s hospitality. 
It allows us to interact on a level plane. We get to 
spend time with a portion of our extended Lund 
family that we don’t see all the time, given our 
tendency to be consumed by the details of rural 
living. It’s a place where performers can perform, 
dancers can dance, and connections can be 
reconnected. The Gazebo can be said to be the key 
to the community. 

The old Lund Hall was this once, and its state of 
disrepair pains us when we pass by it daily. Many 
folks are still smarting over the loss of this 
community built/maintained/enjoyed facility. It 
became in need of many repairs and upgrades, 
having been built in 1932, but the responsibility to 
keep it up was beyond the LCS as ownership went 
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out of our control, and it was allowed to rot before 
our eyes.  Some folks worry that this could happen 
with the Gazebo. Without a central gathering place 
that feels right, it is much harder to keep 
community spirit alive. 

Memories of events at the old Lund Hall and at the 
Gazebo are some of our best recollections and 
favourite stories. Some of these were times when 
we felt “as one”. Times that were very powerful. 
Sacred even. It’s hard to speak of these feelings 
without sounding silly. Nevertheless, it is just true 
that strong emotions are attached to these 
memories. Something about the place grabs you, 
call it spirit or magic or the legacy from those who 
have gone before, and a warm feeling of 
connection rises.  

The Gazebo building, with its beautiful cedar and 
fir woodwork and arched braces (cruks), the brick 
patio, the stone work, and the gardens are all the 
work of creative and dedicated neighbours. 
There’s a story behind each of them.  

The Gazebo grounds were once wooded. The 18 
inch diameter cedar posts, the fir beams and roof 
timbers all came from trees on the property, 
selected and taken down by Roy and then milled 
on site by Russ Morrison. Volunteers began 
offering help, like George Huber, who levelled the 
ground in no time with his backhoe and stuck 
around to lift the heavy beams. Roy sought out 
and found each of those perfectly curved fir cruks 
on beaches and lying in the forest throughout 

Photo courtesy of Brian Voth 

6

Desolation Sound, and he transported them one-
by-one to the Gazebo and fit them into the 
structure. The beautiful ceiling extends from a 
center wheel, according to Roy’s design. In on the 
designing was Don Worthen, who also did a 
magician’s job of wiring the place, even putting 
outlets in trees. The May 21, 1999 edition of the 
Powell River Town Crier’s The Entertainer called it 
“The Donroy Castle”.  

Bricks for the patio were salvaged by Jeremy 
Duggan and others at Grant’s Reef where they had 
laid for many a year. The story goes that a barge 
filled with firebrick was heading north back in the 
30’s when it hit the Reef. In order to save the 
barge, the bricks were dumped. Jeremy and his 
crew brought back about 2500 of them to make the 
Gazebo patio.  A work crew supervised by Jack 
Anderson laid them out in an attractive pattern. 

The stone work and landscaping came from the 
Environmental Youth Team, a group of five young 
people supervised by the only slightly older 
Towagh Behr. Towagh said of his experience, “For 
every problem or need which we encountered 
during the project, there was someone out there in 
the community willing to donate their time, 
machinery, or materials. In addition to the 
constant work done by LCC executives, the 
number of skilled people who showed on 
site…was astounding”. The gardens have been 
lovingly tended for the years since by various 
green thumbed volunteers, solo or in work parties 
(which are fun in themselves). 

As a result of the input from local sound engineers 
during construction, the building has outstanding 
acoustics. An upgrade of the dance floor in 2012 
placed beautiful fir flooring on tires to make a 
sprung dance floor, a dancer’s dream. Dancing at 
the Gazebo can change your life. Where is there 
another dance floor on which you would find 
people from toddlers to eighty year olds, a half 
dozen young kids bustin’ moves right up in front, 
maybe two people in wheelchairs, a three-legged 
dog, mothers nursing babies, maybe 100 people in 
all, and ALL AND EVERYONE DANCING 
harmoniously together, with freedom, 
abandonment, and a terrific groove? 



 

 

 

Lund Barnacle Fall 2016 

35 

Continued from page 34… 

Photo courtesy of Natalia Stoll 

7

The number of functions that have happened at 
the Gazebo since it opened in May of 1999 for an 
Arts & Music Festival, and then had its grand 
opening in June with a Great Chili Cook Off, is 
impressive. So many weddings, celebrations of 
life, birthday parties, Easter egg hunts, Earth Day 
celebrations, fairs, music festivals (remember A 
Day in Tune?), feasts, theatre performances and 
dances have happened there, it’s as though the 
history of Lund from 1999 to the present is being 
housed within those Gazebo cruks. There was a 
period of time when something great was 
happening every week, if not every day. 

For the Millennium New Year’s Eve Party, walls of 
mill felt were painted and hung to keep in the 
warmth provided by two large heaters, and sturdy 
nets hung from the ceiling, filled with people. A 
CD, “Home-grown Originals”, was recorded at the 
Gazebo in June of 2002 featuring selections from 
performances by locals doing their original tunes. 
Memories of that event alone can bring a lump to 
one’s throat. The list could go on and on. 

There is some concern in our community that the 
Gazebo is slipping away, out of our control. There 
are quite a few folks, however, committed to its 
continued well-being. A recent event was held at 
the Gazebo on October 15th to connect with this 
place and celebrate it, as well as discuss our 
concerns and create a direction in which we can 
go. Although it poured rain, the music was 
fantastic, the dancing and the bonfire warmed 
our bodies, and the camaraderie warmed our 
hearts. 

Someone said recently that when she is there, 
she “…feels a connection to all the people who 
came before, who worked there, who played, 
danced, and celebrated. We have such good 
memories of good times in that space. It feels 
comfortable, like a really great backyard party.” 

 

May the Gazebo live 
forever!!  
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Fall Frames  
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