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Who is this colourful collection of folks who’ve decided to settle at 
the ‘end of the road’?  

Historically, we know that Tla’amin ancestors were here more than 4,000 years ago, availing themselves of 
rich fishing and berry resources. European settlement began in earnest in 1889 when Charlie Thulin set up a 
store and later a hotel to supply loggers, fishermen, and miners plying the coastal resources. Hard-working, 
practical and down-to-earth, they were the heart of the community and the backbone of its economy. Starting 
in the late 60’s, a wave of disenchanted US citizens arrived along with young urban Canadians sporting a new 
philosophy and seeking a simpler lifestyle. From 1889 on, newcomers experienced mixed reactions to their 
arrival from whoever was here before. 

So, who’s here now? A difficult question to answer with any certainty.  

Reliable demographics about Lund are as elusive as many of its residents. Geographically and politically, 
‘Lund’ is undefined. For census purposes, Statistics Canada (StatsCan) classifies Lund as a Designated Place 
(DP) - i.e., unincorporated, meaning no official status as a village or town –whose boundaries take in the Lund 
Water District and land east to Pryor Road which has some settlement, plus largely uninhabited areas to the 
northeast and south to Hurtado Point. StatsCan produces some census data for this area, but its accuracy is 
limited by the small study area, perhaps compounded by a lower census form return rate in 2016 than in 2011.  

The 2016 census puts the population of Lund (DP) at 297, which is almost evenly distributed by gender, 48% 
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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 authors 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 

Well, we’ve gone up to forty pages. I can’t believe it. From 
twenty-four pages in the winter 2014 issue, when this 
editorial staff started, to forty pages in less than four years. 
We filled them too, easily. So easily that I keep wondering 
where this is going. Are we becoming a magazine? 

We have been getting more requests to advertise than we 
have room for, and from businesses beyond the range that 
had once been arbitrarily set because we needed a boundary. 
The editorial staff had a meeting and we agreed to go to forty 
pages, extend the boundary, and reduce maximum ad sizes to 
allow for more ads. Otherwise, we’ll pretty much stay the 
same. They say print is dead in this cyber age. We say HA! If 
you want to read the Barnacle online, though, just go to 
lundcommunity.ca/barnacle. They’re all there, from 1988 to 
the present. 

The theme this issue is “Becoming a Lundie: Rites of 
Passage”, with articles from several points of view on what 
seems to need to be dealt with, experienced, or overcome to 
feel included in this community. This sandwiched in between 
stats on who lives here and what’s a Lundie anyway? Of 
course, we have all our regular columns, newsy bits, reports 
and updates, and as many photos as we can squeeze in. 

I hope you enjoy this issue. Have a fabulous summer!  

      -- 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 2017.** 

Advertising Rates 
Business Card Size:  $10.00 

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

 

 

Next edition is October 2017 
Deadline for submissions is October 10, 2017 
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This spring, my family and I moved to Lund and I fell in love. In wanting to contribute to this gorgeous 
community, I attended the June LCS meeting and volunteered to write this update so I could learn more 
about the organization. I learned that when the LCS decides something is going to happen - it happens.  
Every meeting begins with a report of the financials of LCS and the numbers show that this is a healthy 
organization, with good checks and balances, and thoughtful fiscal ideas, thanks to current treasurer Tasha 
Gee and former treasurer Judy Hicks. 
 
In recognition of the Tla’amin people, the LCS was asked by Phil Russell to add the traditional name of 
Kla’amin to the Welcome to Lund sign. After getting agreement from Hugh Prichard and Christine 
Hollmann at Terracentric (owners of the sign) and an agreement in principle with Tla’amin, the LCS looks 
forward to completing this excellent project. Phil is also working on a Reconciliation Project involving the 
carving of a canoe at Willingdon Beach. We’ll keep you up to date on both endeavours. 
  
The beautiful old waterwheel in the harbour is in need of repair. After careful discussion and consultation 
with Lund businesses, the LCS confirmed it will 
transfer $500 that was previously earmarked for the 
project from the general account as well as $425 from 
community donations to the waterwheel restoration 
committee.  
 
The Gazebo needed some sprucing up so Mary Ann 
Lammersen suggested a work party to do a general 
clean up, trim shrubs and such, as well as look at 
taking out the old outhouse. The date of the 
community work party is Sunday, July 30, 10-3. 
Christine Michaud suggested porta-potties for 
summer events and they are now onsite. Local 
electricians extraordinaire, Tasha Gee and Dillon 
Worthen, are working on the lighting (some of which 
involves crazy connections put in the trees back 
when). Perhaps this one will wait until a later date. 

The LCS looks after daily chores at the Northside 
Community Recreation Centre and is working with 
the Regional District (RD) - who own the building - to upgrade it. The upgrades being discussed will add a 

Lund Community Society Report  
Kirsten Clarkson (aka KC) 

 

What’s Happening at the Gazebo?  

August 12 
improv games for the whole family in afternoon, 
then karaoke with local musicians out for a jam 

 
September - TBA 

hoping for more Improv Now theatre 
and more local music 

 
for more info, contact Christine 
cmorgan.pmichaud@gmail.com 

(604) 223-6773 

Continued on page 4… 
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Regional District Update 
Patrick Brabazon, Director, Area A 

Regional Board Chairman 

2

new building onto the old one. Everyone is excited about this new development. In June, the LCS was 
presented with plans by Carsten Huber which they voted to accept. It will now go to the RD. If the plan is 
approved and the wish list granted, we’ll see a beautiful new building in a few years.  
 
The community worm composter is ready and the worms (3 lbs of them!) were moved into their new home. 
Soon there will be a sign explaining how to use it and Oceane Bergeron suggested forming a “composting 
club” of people to familiarize them with the system and act as a group of volunteers. 
 
At the May meeting, the RD Director of Emergency Services, Ryan Thom, spoke on emergency preparedness. 
Laura Rodden and Julia Dykstra of RD Planning presented the draft revisions to update the Lund Watershed 
Zoning Bylaw. 
 
I have a few projects on the go for Lund which I presented at the June meeting. I really want to contribute to 
this amazing community so I volunteered to make a new website for the LCS and for Puddle Jumpers. They 
are both almost done and will launch toward the end of July. I hope you’ll like them. 
 
I have a background in online teaching. I talked to the LCS about Lund being an amazing resource, worldwide, 
for people who want to learn about what Lundies are expert in! I suggest we teach it online and also as a 
destination learning centre. These ideas are in the kernel stage but I hope they will be well received and 
something will come of them! 
 
The LCS hosts some great community events. The Shellfish Festival (May 26-28) was a great success with 
Puddle Jumpers’ Chicken Bingo being particularly lucrative!  
 
Next up is the Christmas Craft Fair on November 18, so book your tables soon!  

Continued from page 3… 

Continued on page 5… 
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Names are important and change may be coming to the Powell River Regional District. Why?  
• The name Powell River is associated with the city and the resultant confusion has created problems 

in our relations with senior governments, and 
• The regional district covers an area from Toba Inlet to Jervis Inlet and half way across Georgia Strait 

to include Lasqueti Island. Neither Lasqueti nor Texada residents consider themselves as part of 
“Powell River,” and 
• The Tla’amin people have finally achieved their own government and it is time for our inclusive 

community to continue on with cooperation and 
reconciliation. Thus my discussions with Tla’amin 
included a suggestion for an appropriate name if 
the elders could offer one. They did, and qathet is 
a Tla’amin word that translates as “working 
together” and 
• This year is the 50th anniversary of the creation 

of the regional district; it is time to move on. 
 
So: qathet Regional District. Consultation with the 
public [you] begins now. You don’t have to wait for ads 
to appear, you can offer your opinion in writing to 



 

 

 

Lund Barnacle Summer 2017 

5 

2

administration@powellriverrd.bc.ca or snail mail 
works too. With public opinion assessed, the 
Regional Board will then decide on requesting a 
change from the Provincial Government. 
Optimistically there could be a new name on the 
door by December 19th, our 50th anniversary. 
 
Infrastructure and money are in the news these 
days, locally too. The Lund Sewer Utility is in 
need of work and, with a grant from senior 
government, it will begin this summer. This will 
include purchase and installation of backup 
power sources and repair and improvement of 
the treatment plant. Because it’s summer and this 
is Lund, some work will not commence until 
autumn but completion is set for December. 
Concerns? Call Mike Wall at 604-485-2260. 
 
Internet, again! Actually we should not abandon all hope. We are not alone in our struggle to get proper 
service in rural areas.  Strathcona Regional District has a proposal for combining the efforts of local 
governments into one coherent strategy. Our RD will be considering it this month. For a reminder of just how 
far we have to go, use what internet you have and look at Joseph McLean’s report at 
http://www.powellriverrd.bc.ca/wp-content/uploads/2011/09/Boradband-Update-Feb-2011-Report.pdf  

Continued from page 4… 

Vancouver Island University Opens in Lund  
Greg Cran 

VIU Powell River Campus Administrator 

1

Is Vancouver Island University expanding its campus to Lund? Yes, it appears so! Starting in September, a 
new Adventure Tourism and Recreation Certificate will launch its new courses from Lund. The certificate will 
provide students with a coastal experience that includes insight into Tla’amin culture and traditional ways of 
knowing. The program offers certification in a range of salt water, fresh water, and land-based industry-
related courses for those who are looking to work in the eco-tourism industry.  

Also in Lund this Fall, VIU will be offering the Culinary Magic Series with Chef John D. Wall at his House of 
Culinary Magic on Larson Road in Lund. John will be hosting the Bella Italia Class in October and a Parisian 
Patio Class a week later. This will be followed by a Gentlemen’s Night Class and Autumn Harvest, all of which 

Continued on page 6… 
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female and 50% male. This is a decrease of 11% from 2011, but close to 2006 levels. This decrease contradicts 
local perceptions that the population has been increasing – alternative facts, perhaps. New people are 
apparent around town, but these newcomers may be outweighed by those who have moved to Powell River 
or elsewhere for convenience or other reasons, and those who have died.  

The data shows a 33% increase from 2011 to 2016 in the 0-14 age group, which equates to just 10 children. 
Interestingly, it also shows a notable increase in the number of males versus females in this bracket. Both the 
overall increase and the gender distribution are consistent with recent years’ enrolments in the Lund 
preschool.  

At the other end of the age spectrum, the over 64 age group has increased to 33% of the total population, 
due to resident baby boomers aging into retirement and recent in-migration of retirees. At 50.3 years, the 
average age in Lund compares to that of Electoral Area A but is considerably higher than that of BC as a 
whole (42.3). 

Although the community is predominantly English speaking, 8% of respondents to the 2011 census reported 
speaking French at home.  

The housing stock is almost exclusively single-family dwellings. Of the 145 occupied private dwellings, 83% 
support one or two person households, a higher percentage than in Area A or the Regional District as a 
whole, where 3-person households are more common. A few private dwellings are occupied seasonally, but 
seasonal residents are not as common here as in other parts of Area A, e.g., Savary Island.  

Anecdotal evidence is that home ownership (versus rental) is common due in part to relatively reasonably 
priced real estate and the absence of restrictive regulations that can increase construction costs. The current 
rental market is tight to almost non-existent, with some people able to find only short-term rental housing.  

Local builders report increasing interest from young-ish couples with a child or two wanting to locate or 
return here, and from the 50+/- bracket of early or partial retirees. Land is available to accommodate 
increased development, but subdivision costs and limitations on the capacity of the existing sewer and 
water systems will be obstacles.  

We may be somewhat vague on who is here, but why came through clearly during the recent Official 
Community Plan public consultation and in everyday conversations - lifestyle, affordability, and glorious 
natural surroundings.  

2

will take place in October. Although John and Stefanie have only lived in Lund a short time, his culinary 
magic is becoming a hot item among those who have had the opportunity to experience his cooking. 
Remember the paella at the Shellfish Festival? 

From the first week of October until the end of November, Lundie Paul Mercs will present an Introduction to 
the Music Business “for the player, the businessperson and interested bystanders”. Here, participants will 
learn about how business and music intersect and, in doing so, how structure, network challenges, pitfalls, 
and opportunities work within the industry. Course participants will be entertained, as Paul suggests, with 
tales from the edge of the abyss!  

Another Lundie, Wendy Drummond, will continue to host Fibre Space. Both Paul and Wendy will be hosting 
their courses through VIU Powell River campus.  For further information, contact VIU Powell River campus 
at 604-485-2878.  

Continued from page 5… 
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Progress on a New Hall for Lund!  
Jack Anderson 

1

On July 6, the Lund Community Society’s (LCS) building committee for the new additions and renovations 
at the Northside Community Recreation Center (NCRC) had a productive meeting with members of the 

Regional District (RD). The RD was 
represented by Patrick Brabazon, Chairman 
of the Board and our representative for Area 
A; Mike Wall, the Manager of Asset 
Management and Strategic Initiatives; and 
Shawn Gullette, the Manager of Operational 
Services. Local builder and designer, Carsten 
Huber, presented his initial concept 
drawings and we talked about the various 
uses and requirements that have already 
been determined by public input and LCS 
directors’ considerations. We also talked 
about next steps and a community open 
house that will take place on October 1 from 
1 to 4 pm at the NCRC. We are all very 
excited about the new plan. 

Currently, the NCRC is bursting at the seams and is 
hardly adequate for our dynamic population. Programs 
and community events have been very successful, but 
they are often overcrowded. Many of us still remember 
the dances and banquets that used to happen regularly 
at the old Lund Hall and long for that kind of room to 
move and gather. We also need an emergency response 
facility that will retain the current emergency helicopter 
landing capacity. Not yet shown on the preliminary 
drawings is a room on the east end of the existing 
building intended for use as community space for arts 
and crafts and other uses the community wants and has 
interest to create. 

Realistically, we are probably looking at a couple of 
years before we cut the ribbon on the new facility. 
Carsten is now working on the next stage of the design 
drawings for the October open house. There, the 
community will be able to come together and talk about 
the plans and what we would like to see in an addition 
to our center. After that, there will be many 
opportunities for volunteers to come and help with early 
preparations on the site and, I am sure, many other 
things. 

We were pleased to hear that the RD is very committed 
to high standards of ecological design in the use of local 

Drawings courtesy of Carsten Huber 

Drawings courtesy of Carsten Huber 

Continued on page 8… 
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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 

Continued from page 7… 

2

materials, energy efficiency, smart water use, green roofing, and renewable energy as much as possible. 
Using local contractors and labour is a priority. It is also very important to all of us in the LCS to respect and 
honour the sensitivities and input of our new Tla’amin partners. 

Your ideas and feedback are welcome now and at the open house. You are also welcome to call me at (604) 
483-2419 or email jackanderson@xplornet.com with your questions and ideas.  
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Puddle Jumpers Preschool 
Nonie Bredt 

1

The end of the school year always seems to bring 
with it a wonderful sense of accomplishment. So 
much was packed into this year, it's hard to even 
know where to begin. And, as this is my last 
submission for the preschool (my son is 
graduating!), I'm a little sad to see it end.  

Our radiant teacher, Alisha Van Belle, kept the 
kids busy all 
through the 
year with 
creative 
seasonal crafts 
and super-cool 
science 
experiments. As 
Puddle Jumpers 
is a nature-
based 
preschool, at the 
end of April the 
children were 
learning all 
about insects 
and their 
connection to 
helping plants grow. They were excited to head 
over to Craig Road Farm to feed the baby goats 
and see the baby chicks. While there, they were 
treated to wonderful fresh goat cheese and snacks. 
For May, the theme was farm life and farm 
animals, which the kids absolutely loved. They 

2

planted all new edible plants in the garden, built a 
new scarecrow, made a really cool "sound" garden, 
talked about nutrition and what a healthy diet 
looks like…seriously, these kids were busy! For 
Mother's Day, the kids took time out of their busy 
schedule to host a Mother's Day Tea. They wrote a 
story and made really delicious fancy treats and 
tea for all of us moms and grandmas. It was 

adorable. Music 
class with Sandy 
Dunlop 
continued all 
through the year 
and into the 
beginning of 
June, and was an 
absolute class 
favorite. Thank 
you Sandy! I still 
have Little Missy 
Nature running 
through my 
head... 

After a remarkably 
cold winter and wet spring, the kids were pretty 
ramped up for some summer fun. I mean, who 
wasn't, right? In June, they made tie-dyed t-shirts, 
homemade ice cream, leaf sun-print shirts, nature 
potions, and ice soup. They went for an 
exploratory walk to the beach and learned about 
oceans and the many treasures our beaches have to 
offer. This, though, was all just gearing up for their 
much-looked-forward-to Water Fun Day! Squirt 
guns, bubbles, muddy car wash, and Alisha on a 
Slip n' Slide! Too fun!  

From the fall raffle in November to chicken bingo 
at the Shellfish Festival in May, many thanks to all 
the parents, volunteers, local businesses, and 
community members for participating in our 
fundraisers this year. As a self-funded program, 
Puddle Jumpers relies on tuition, grants, and 
fundraising to cover operational costs. Your past 
and continued support is truly appreciated by 
everyone at the preschool. The kids were warmly 
received on all their field trips – to the Northside 

Photo courtesy of Katie Beaton 

Continued on page 11… 
Photo courtesy of Puddle Jumpers 
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Fire Department, the Tla'amin Fish Hatchery, the 
Boardwalk Restaurant, and the Post Office. Each 
excursion is a highlight; thanks for all the treats 
and special attention from everyone throughout 
the year. To Nancy Bouchard, especially big hugs 
and much love to you. Thank you for all you do 
for the preschool. We love you so much! As a 
parent co-operative model, all families contribute 
in their own ways to the success of the program. 
Administration, registration, fundraising, 
playground improvement, field-trip planning and 
supervision, filling in for each other – a truly 
special preschool, Puddle Jumpers provides 
parents with the opportunity to be involved in 
their children’s first educational experience. 

At the end of the year, we said a warm and tearful 
goodbye to Carina Rempel, from Supported Child 
Development. Every day she brought with her a 
gentle, loving, and caring energy. She will be 
missed and we wish her all the best in her future 

endeavours. Our year-end party was at Okeover 
Provincial Park. The kids explored the beach, 
played parachute games, had a picnic, then a 
graduation ceremony. To Ametys, Koen, Graysen, 
Bowen, Abraham, and Alex, we love you and wish 
all of you the best in the future! To our teacher 
Alisha Van Belle, our dear Sheila Butts, and to all 
the parents and community members that I've had 
the absolute privilege of sharing the past two years 
with, thank you so very much. Have a safe and 
happy summer, everyone! 

4

If you are interested in enrolling your child for the 
2017/2018 year, please contact our Registrar, Kristi 
McCrae, at (604) 414 – 0628  

Photo courtesy of Puddle Jumpers Preschool 

Photo courtesy of Puddle Jumpers Preschool 

Continued from page 10… 

Photo courtesy of Puddle Jumpers Preschool 
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Photos courtesy of Katie 
Beaton & Puddle 
Jumpers Preschool 

2017 

Puddle Jumper 

Graduates! 
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Music and Arts 
          Paul Mercs 

1

When I was asked to write a review of the Lund 
Shellfish Festival, I agreed with a certain 
trepidation. I love attending community events 
and outdoor events in general. However, after 
producing so many of these events over the years 
throughout Canada, I unfortunately often view 
them with an eye for the detail where the devil 
lurks. I knew I would approach the Shellfish 
Festival that way and understandably I was not 
particularly interested in looking for any 
shortcomings and writing about them. So what did 
I find? 

With every event, the first step is the setting and as 
everybody reading this will know, the setting is 
absolutely magnificent. I can’t say I have attended 
any event in a better place. The water, the sky, the 
beautiful rock faces, the tended gardens, and 
lovely buildings: Lund Harbour is a paradise and 
perfect for this event. 

The layout is the next phase of planning and I 
looked and looked and the layout is spot on. The 
way the information booths and some artists went 
off to the left through the parking lot worked very 
well. I enjoyed talking to lots of the exhibitors and 
was happy to see the attention given to the 
Tla’amin Tribal Canoe Journey, the Wild Oceans 
Whale Society, and the WildSafeBC program. 

Going for a paddle in the Tla’amin canoe was a 
highlight of the weekend for me. Trying 

Photo courtesy of Brian Voth 

Continued on page 14… 
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desperately with limited success not to “clack my 
paddle”, I loved the comradeship even that short 
voyage created and I especially loved the songs. I 
consider it a great gift whenever I have the 
privilege to glimpse a part of the Tla’amin culture 
and the trip around Finn Bay and the outer harbor 
was a joy. 

The area in front of the Lund Hotel was very 
special. Where in the world can you get a massage 
like I did from the Blue Lotus folks in such a 
spectacular setting? In my lifetime, that was a first. 
Kudos to the Puddle Jumpers Preschool team for 
their energy in making the kids area such a special 
place. All weekend, kids were engaged in all sorts 
of activities and having lots of fun. Yay! 

Of course kudos also to the chickens, the stars of 
chicken bingo in the kidzone. They are one of my 
other favorite parts of the festival.  They remind 
me of Axl Rose of Guns and Roses: they do their 
show on their own time. It was my second year 
putting my money down, always late in the game, 
and I have never stayed long enough to see the 
end result. Next year it’s going to be my mission to 
study these superstars and get my money down 
early. 

The food set up was also well done with lots of 
room and choice. I understand it took some effort 
to get the oysters in on Saturday and it seemed like 
the effort was appreciated and rewarded. I am 
limited in my review here as I am not a real oyster 
eater and I failed in my duties to interview anyone 
who was partaking; but they seemed to be a hit, so 
well done all who made that happen. From my 
part, I have only good things to say about the 
Mexican food I had Saturday and the double order 
of paella I had on Sunday. As part of the food 
presentation, there were a number of cooking 
demonstrations but, being a rookie reviewer, I 
didn’t get organized to be there at the start and 
catch a whole presentation. However, well done 
Boardwalk Restaurant for sponsoring. 

As you can tell, I didn’t approach this Festival 
strictly from a musical perspective.  I was trying to 
look at the event as a whole but I did manage to 
catch most of the musical offerings. 
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So highlights for me which I will talk about more 
specifically were the Tla’amin Ohtaqken Canoe 
Family, Ben Wayne Kyle, Devon Hanley, the One 
Voices Choir, Shack á Jam, and, of course, Little 
Pharmer. 

The songs and drums of the Tla’amin are of this 
place and, as I now realize, resonate in this place.  
As I listened to them during the opening on 
Saturday, for a moment I began to hear in the song 
the connection to the actual land I live on. That 
was another highlight of the weekend for me. 

When have I ever been stopped in my tracks by a 
young person with an acoustic guitar, singing 
Michael Jackson’s Billie Jean? Never!! Ben Wayne 
Kyle has that kind of a voice and was a joy to 

discover. Lukah Bouchard had that spot and as we 
know was unable to be there and I know all our 
thoughts and prayers continue to go to his family. 

I saw Lukah briefly last year and from that brief 
exposure and seeing Ben and Adam Robertson on 
Saturday and then Ben with Austin Parise on 
Sunday reaffirms how immensely talented some of 
the young folks are in this region. It’s obvious they 
have worked hard over the years and should be 
supported whenever possible. 

Devon Hanley is the reason I go to the Laughing 
Oyster most Sunday nights. Her songs and voice 
speak to me and I am sure many of us of the time 
and place in our lives and where we live.  That is 
not an easy creative accomplishment. Her set 

4

Saturday with accompaniment was an added treat 
for me. 

When one of the One Voices Choir singers spoke 
the introduction to the Holly Near song, Singing 
For Our Lives, and the choir began to sing, it was a 
complete reaffirmation of the benefits we enjoy 
here and the vigilance needed to protect them. 

Shack á Jam’s France Gendron has the percussion 
skills and that natural gift to get an audience 
moving and did it on a hot Sunday afternoon. 
Marc Dupuis has worked very hard on the banjo 
over the last year and is becoming comfortable as a 
performer. I really hope they play next year. I want 
to see and hear the next phase of their progression. 

Last but by no means least on my list, Little 
Pharmer closed the event on Sunday afternoon. I 
couldn’t stay for much of this set as I felt I had to 
spend some time with my critters at home but, 
from the songs I heard and the times I have seen 
Cam before, he really is the real deal. Original, 
fearless, with something important to say and said 
with wit and ferocity. I am hoping Little Pharmer’s 
voice spreads loud and far. 

While I have singled out several of the 
performances, the authenticity of all the 
performers is a tribute to them and the time they 
have put into their craft and this place that has 
nurtured all of them over the years. 

Photo courtesy of Brian Voth 

Photo courtesy of Brian Voth 
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As I really can’t help myself, I made two observations. I would love to hear MC Sandy Dunlop’s always 
enthusiastic voice effectively carried throughout the site, bringing attention of the whole site to the next 
cooking demonstration, announcing the next musical attraction and most importantly announcing the 
winners and next opportunity to buy a square for the next chicken bingo. Maybe that’s just my desire to get 
in early next year. 

And second, which I am sure has been a major topic of conversation, is the Sunday. There seemed to be a 
decrease in attendance, exhibitors, and food. A one day event or something to keep the momentum up on 
Sunday? It’s clear a lot of work goes into this event and I would love to see every moment operating with 
the support it deserves. 

I do know this, the Lund Shellfish Festival is a wonderful community event and the organizing committee 
and everyone who puts it on deserves a round of applause from our community.  

Continued from page 14… 
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weakness in Paul’s relations with his son. We are 
drawn back and forth between sympathy and 
horror by the machinations of the characters and if 
we put ourselves in their shoes, we have a great 
deal of thinking to do! It is hard, though, to put 
yourself into the shoes of a character you find 
repugnant.  Some reviewers have compared this 
novel to GONE GIRL, but I found it much more 
compelling because in GONE GIRL, I was only 
watching these horrible characters, never 
identifying with them in the least. THE DINNER 
offers much greater food for thought: nature or 
nurture? Does parenthood exempt one from 
ordinary rules of conduct? How would we behave 
in a crisis? If you can enjoy the mental exercise 
while deadheading the flowers or strolling the 
beach, I recommend this book.  

A happy, crisis-free summer to you all!  

Lund Reads 
Ev Pollen  

1

Hello Lund book lovers! 

I finally got around to reading THE DINNER, by 
Herman Koch, and it lived up to the press it 
received. The novel begins with the narrator, Paul, 

griping 
about 
having to go 
to dinner 
with his 
brother and 
their wives 
at a 
pretentious 
restaurant 
where the 
brother’s 
celebrity 
will ensure 
them the 
best table, 
service, etc. 
Paul’s 
resentment 
of the air of 
privilege 

gets fairly dark, but he describes himself as a 
happy man, in love with his wife Claire, and 
making a happy life with their fifteen-year-old son 
Michel. Serge’s wife has been crying, and Claire 
walks her outside for some comforting. Paul’s 
brother Serge does not come off well in Paul’s 
narration, but the reader can think that is simple 
family dynamics or sibling rivalry. We are only 
reading Paul’s side of things, after all. He does not 
mention here the purpose of the get-together, the 
very serious discussion they must have about an 
incident that will profoundly affect all their lives. 
This is the “aperitif” section of the book, where we 
get first impressions of the characters. 

The next section, the “appetizer”, reveals much 
more background and the reason for Paul’s 
perceived moral superiority over his brother; but it 
is not until the “main course” that we are rocked 
by the events and shocked by the reactions of the 
main characters. We see the dirty underside of 
Paul’s marriage, the iron will of his wife, and the 
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Martha started scrubbing up dirty dishes before 
the water even turned warm. She needed a break 
from all the music and she needed time to think. 
No doubt, she’d be back with the group soon; 
playing her violin, adding to the mix of 
instruments; singing right along with those that 
knew how and those that didn’t. Everything came 
together in one big lively sound on Music Nights. 
It didn’t matter how good you were, or what you 
played, as long as you liked music, you were in. 
 
She is so stubborn… Martha thought as she 
powered through some dirty plates. If Molly wasn’t 
so stuck maybe there’d be a chance for her to change... 
Martha grabbed a large empty pot of crusty 
mashed potatoes and started in on it. She had a 
pot-sized problem and the dirty plates weren’t 
really helping much. 
 
Why she and Molly were best friends was often a 
mystery to Martha. Molly was as stubborn as they 
come and about as subtle as a brick. Molly was all 
fire and go, while Martha was more sit and listen. 
Still, for some reason she liked Molly almost as 
much as she liked playing music. Music didn’t 
exist the way people did. It had no substance. 
Music began and ended without changing 
anything visible around you. On the other hand, 
people were living songs. They carried the most 
intricate music within them and expressed it 
through their lives. Molly had a strong, bright, and 
clear song that was mixed with a deep sorrow. 
Martha loved that Molly had the courage to share 
her song; it was more than she was able to do. 
 
As Martha powered through the dirty pots, a half 
jazz, half reggae version of a Joni Mitchell song 
came swelling around the kitchen corner. It was 
riding on the notes of an easy sax lifted by a fast 
drumbeat; the rhythm gave the song that ‘glad to 
be sad’ feeling that made “Big Yellow Taxi” so 
popular.  
 
Ayden’s beats had the freshness of a spring day, of 
something new and exciting rising into the 
morning sun. Martha didn’t have to think too hard 
about what was behind Ayden’s lively playing. 

2

Sarah and Ayden had been hanging around the 
harbour for the past few days, so it was no surprise 
to see him show up tonight, not long after Molly 
and Sarah arrived. The surprise was that he 
brought a couple of conga drums, with a clear 
intention to play. She’d never seen a First Nation 
drummer at a Music Night before. After a few 
songs, it was great to see how easily the group 
welcomed him and Ayden could more than hold 
his own with locals who had been playing together 
for years.  
 
Ayden was more than good. He was damn good. 
Martha briefly studied at Julliard so she felt 
qualified to add the ‘damn’. She seldom used this 
expression when talking about musicians in Alice 
Bay. Here, being ‘damn good’ wasn’t the point. It 
didn’t even matter; that’s what made Music Nights 
so special. It wasn’t about perfection; it wasn’t 
about years of training. It was the joy of the music, 
the creation of sound as a group; that drew people 
together. 
 
As a new tune began, Martha went back over the 
argument she had with Molly at the end of the 
potluck dinner. They’d been standing side by side 
on the back porch sharing the last of a cranberry, 
salmon, and kale salad. 
 
“It’s not about me”, Molly barked as she swung the 
salad fork into the large bowl and stabbed a piece 
of salmon. “I have to think of Sarah.” 
 
“You need to be honest with her”, Martha replied, 
gently lifting some cranberries from the bowl with 
a teaspoon. 
 
Molly crushed some kale onto the large fork and 
pushed it in her mouth. When she noticed, Martha 
was glaring at her, she sighed, “Ok. So, I don’t eat 
like a princess. I’m not you.” 
 
“You need to tell her”, Martha said plainly. 
 
“It’s not that easy.” 
 
“Actually, it is. You can add whatever part you 

Pith and Vinegar 
Music Night         … short stories, poetry, and such 
part four of a short story by Paul Zuurbier 

Continued on page 18… 
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want before or after, but at some point ‘I’m your 
real mother’ needs to come out plain and simple.” 
 
“It’s not just the words. The words are the easy 
part. It’s explaining everything behind them. In the 
end, it’s easier if Sarah thinks I’m her aunt. She’s 
had enough challenges recently; she doesn’t need 
to hear this now.” 
 
“Easier for who?” Martha asked sternly. 
 
“Easier for everyone”, Molly replied as she walked 
away. 
 
Martha shook her head as she placed the clean pot 
upside down on the dish rack. She hadn’t spoken 
to Molly since they had talked on the porch and 
Molly was doing her best to avoid her. 
 
As Martha picked up another dirty pot, two thin 
arms suddenly flew down over her shoulders like 
warm honey. Sarah gave her a big hug from 
behind with maracas still clasped in each of her 
hands. 
 
“You have to come back! I love how you play the 
violin!” Sarah tried to pull Martha backwards 
towards the living room. 
 
Martha turned in Sarah’s arms and stepped away. 
Sarah’s smile was playful and her eyes were an 
even mix of full tummy and wine. The 
combination pushed Martha’s frown right off her 
lips. “How are you child? Are you having a good 
time?” she smiled. 
 
“Yup! The music is wonderful! And isn’t Ayden 
ah-mazing. I’ve never heard drumming like that 
before.” 
 
“No. You don’t get to hear that very often. He has 
a gift.” 
 
“He’s ah-mazing…!” 
 
“Yes, he is. Or are we talking about more than his 
drumming?” 
 
Sarah suddenly turned crimson red. She spun back 
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towards the music, then turned again to face 
Martha, then spun one more time because 
spinning was fun. 
 
“Do you know him?”… Sarah glanced around to 
make sure no one was listening. “Do you? I’m only 
just getting to know Ayden. You must know him 
from living here; you must know something?” 
 
“Ayden who…?” Martha asked playfully. 
 
“Don’t...!” Sarah grabbed Martha’s arms and 
pulled her off towards the front entrance. She then 
swooped around and whispered in Martha’s ear; 
“You can’t just say ‘who’ out in the open like that. 
What if someone was to hear you?” 
 
“If someone was to hear me say ‘who’?” Martha 
whispered back. 
 
“Yes, exactly. When two women are talking at a 
party and one of them says ‘who’ everyone knows 
it’s about a guy. So you can’t just ask ‘who’, out in 
the open like that, you have to be more discrete.” 
 
“Oh, like hauling a person into the corner?” 
 
“I had to stop you somehow. Besides, you’re the 
only person I can really talk to.” 
 
“About Ayden?” 
 
“Yes.” Sarah rolled her eyes and glared at Martha. 
 
As Martha was about to respond, Molly bust 
through the front followed by Bazz, the best sax 
player in town. They had just stepped outside for a 
few puffs and now Molly was explaining to Bazz 
that Sarah was her niece and that she was staying 
at her cabin now that Molly had moved into the 
seniors’ home.  
 
“She’s my only niece and I love that she’s here!” 
Molly told Bazz as they kicked off their shoes. Fire 
burned into Martha’s eyes. She couldn’t believe 
Molly was keeping this up. Was she planning to lie to 
the whole community about who Sarah really is? 

Continued on page 19… 
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Before Molly noticed them, Martha pulled Sarah’s 
spaghetti arms back toward the kitchen. 
 
“Aunt Molly says you’re her best friend in the 
whole world”, Sarah said, her head looking back 
towards Molly. She then gave Martha a big smile 
before plopping herself down on a chair by the 
kitchen table. “I wish I had a best friend like you! I 
wish my mom was a best friend.” Sarah closed her 
eyes for just a moment, but a large tear still found 
its way through her lashes. 
 
At that moment, a blast from the saxophone lifted 
the kitchen as the first few notes of ‘Baker Street’ 
blew into the room. This was one of Bazz’s 
favourite songs. The sound was full of sadness, 
and regret, and wanting to get away from 
something you can’t leave. Sarah felt it wrap 
around her like the city in the song. 
 
“She doesn’t feel like my mom.” Sarah slowly 
spoke to the floor without looking at Martha. “I 
can’t describe it, but I look for me in her, I really 
do. But I can’t see me there.  I can’t see where I 
come from.” 
 
Sarah’s words froze Molly as she rushed into the 
kitchen for a beer. 
 
“I was so scared when Aunt Molly brought me 
here. I’d never been out of the city before, but 
somehow it was ok. And everyone here has been 
so kind. And now Ayden... “, Sarah could hardly 
breathe as the emotion came rushing forward. 
“Ayden has thousands of years of history, of 
belonging… but I don’t even know who I am.” 
 
Molly slowly closed the fridge door as Martha 
turned and faced her. “Molly Bean. Either you tell 
Sarah, or I will, but this gets straightened out right 
now. I won’t stand by this lie for another second.” 
 
Molly looked at Sarah, then over to Martha “No. 
Not here.” 
 
“Yes. Especially here! In front of everyone you’ve 
been lying to.” 
 
“What are you two talking about?” Sarah brushed 

6

her tears away as she looked at Molly. 
 
“Stand up child”, Martha commanded. “Molly’s 
got something important to tell you.” 
 
The sound from Bazz’s saxophone continued. It 
was sad and full of memory; it was as if the music 
was searching for something lost long ago. 
 
Sarah stood up with the other two women. 
“What’s wrong Aunt Molly? Are you ok?” 
 
Molly gave Martha a hard look, but Martha didn’t 
flinch; she stared right back at Molly with the 
determination of a woman who has lived through 
too much hurt to care about being discrete. Molly 
slowly nodded and turned to face Sarah. 
 
“No child. I’m not ok. I’m not even who I’d like to 
be.” 
 
Molly paused and glanced back to Martha, who 
simply nodded once for her to continue. 
 
“I’ve always been strong, except with you… I 
didn’t have anything left.” A few tears swelled 
Molly’s eyes, but she refused to turn from Sarah, 
no matter how much it hurt to face her child like 
this. “I wish things could have been different, I 
really do, but I need you to know…” 
 
In one quick step Martha was at Molly’s side, her 
hands gently supporting Molly’s shoulders. 
“You see Sarah—“ 
 
“No!” Sarah’s hand flew up in front of her. “Stop. 
Whatever it is, I don’t want to know. Whatever 
you’ve done, you’re my family. Don’t ruin that for 
me. Please! I need to trust you Aunt Molly. I need 
to trust you.” A look of desperation crossed 
Sarah’s eyes as they flashed from Molly to Martha, 
then she rushed out of the kitchen. She pushed 
past some people coming in the front door and ran 
down the driveway. The sound of the saxophone 
filled the darkness around her.  

Continued from page 18… 
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A Different Place 
 

Estelle Ulmer  
(written at age 9) 

Sometimes on a summer day 
When we need somewhere to play 
Down to Grammy’s yard we race 
It’s such a lovely different place 
Her hedge is taller than the rest 
With flowers in it and a nest; 
Her grass is deep. 
And there’s no other place we’ve found 
Where dandelions grow big and round 
With seedy tops that you can blow up in the air. 
Just see them go over the hedge! 
When they come down, 
They’ll plant new plants all over town!!  

Photo courtesy of Francine Ulmer 

Health and Healing 
A Different Kind of Belonging         Malerie Meeker 

1

How many times have you heard – or perhaps 
said yourself – “Lund is the most beautiful place 
on earth; but I love it most because of the people”? 
What is it about the people? What is it that 
connects us so powerfully?  Some have suggested 
that it is because Lund is inclusive. While that may 
be true, I have spent my entire adult life working 
in one way or another to try to build inclusive 
communities; and I can unfortunately affirm that it 
is totally possible to be included in community but 
still not be part of community.  So what is it? Why 
are these people, this community, so important to 
us? Why do we feel so strongly bound to it? To 
each other? I’ve given this question a considerable 
amount of thought; based on my experience and 
my inquiry, here is my theory: 
 
I arrived on this spectacular peninsula in the fall of 
1970, a California city girl ready for an adventure. 
What I got was something quite other than 
adventure. Does it sound overly dramatic to say I 
felt like I had come home? But it is true; that is 
what I felt.  Home – in the deepest and fullest 
sense of that word. Home. This land. These trees. 
This sea. The prevailing sensation was captured in 

2

my thoughts at the time, thoughts which are still 
true for me today: I Belong Here. 
 
The kind of belonging I’m referring to is different 
from being included. It is a belonging that is 
anchored in the marrow of your bones and you 
feel through the soles of your feet. Whether you 
sense you are included and part of the community 
or not, you are here because you belong here and 
you know it to be true. 
 
Psychological research studies have proven that a 
sense of belonging is critical to health and well 
being.  Of course, these studies focus on 
belongingness within the context of social 
connection, rather than place connection. I’m 
suggesting that many of us experience a sense of 
belonging to this place; and perhaps it is that sense 
of belonging here, in this place, that we recognize 
in each other. And perhaps this different kind of 
belonging is what establishes our common bond. 
Whether wealthy or not, young, old, with leftist 
leanings, academic, religious or not. Whatever. We 
are woven together in the fabric of belonging – this 
land, these trees, this sea. 

Continued on page 21… 
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I wish my musings could end at the last 
paragraph. I would be happy if that were the case. 
But as I’ve thought about this topic and as I write 
about it, the process is overshadowed by the 
painful knowledge that while I sense I was in some 
way ‘called’ to this place, I certainly wasn’t 
invited. Finding a way to reconcile the fact that I 
feel I belong here, to land that actually belongs to 
the Tla’amin people, is challenging. And 
heartbreaking. Like others, I believe that 
shouldering some responsibility for the atrocities 
levied against the First Peoples of this land is my 
duty and one I take seriously. Truth be told, when 
I view this theory of belonging of mine through 
the historic lens of this place and of these people, it 
is blatantly disrespectful. Does it help knowing 
that many of us came as refugees, if you will, 

4

mourning the deaths of our friends and family in 
far off places and trying to escape that reality 
ourselves?  Does it help knowing that we came 
because we wanted more for our children?  I hope 
it does, but I’m not sure.  Regardless, the situation 
still makes my heart hurt.  And yet, the original 
premise is true for me: I feel I belong here; I know 
that feeling is shared.  
  
Perhaps the knowledge that we all want the best 
for this beautiful and magical place mitigates the 
problem…at least slightly. Maybe it can contribute 
in some small way to the healing that must 
happen. Whether First Peoples or newcomers… 
we love it here and in many ways we belong to 
it…we belong TO this land, TO these trees, TO this 
sea.  

Continued from page 20… 
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It all started with a continuous desire to get out of the hustle of the city life. My partner, Kyle Watters, 
and I were living in a moldy basement suite in the middle of Vancouver, with jail bar wires over our 
only visible window. Needless to say, it was a great motivator to look elsewhere to call home. If that 
wasn’t enough of a reason, our nature-seeking selves weren’t satisfied in a concrete jungle. In the 
summer of 2015 my brother, Andy Dow, and his in-laws invited us up to visit their residence in Lund.  

They offered us a room on their beautiful property, surrounded by endless forests. It was an offer that 
made me weak in the knees. When we first arrived, we were tour guided by our host, Malerie Meeker, 
who quite possibly sold us on Lund and Powell River in general through her genuine love and 
appreciation for this place she calls home. We were instantly filled with a similar sense of gratitude for 
the hospitality and stunning beauty of this part of the coast. 

Our main intention for the trip to Lund was to have a relaxing vacation away from the city. Yet it only 
took about five minutes after arriving to start having conversations about what life would be like for us 
if we were to move here. As a result, over the rest of our vacation we continued to say to each other, “if 
we are meant to move here, it will be obvious.” And we were on the look out for any ‘signs’ to confirm 
that truth. We wanted a clear sign. 

After a few days of falling in love with the area, our conversations about moving became more exciting 
and intricate, as the ‘signs’ we were looking for became plentiful, from beautiful encounters to crossing 
paths with inspiring people. There was one particular moment that stood out for us which I still say was 
the icing on the cake for the signs we were looking for. One afternoon, we were chatting with John 
Adcock on his and Malerie’s property, and I was expressing (with great enthusiasm) how much Lund 
already feels like home, and that we want to live here.  

In the middle of this passionate conversation, a bird (juvenile junco perhaps) landed on my shoulder and 
stayed there for a surprising length of time. We all saw it. And although it feels silly to write about in 
this moment, it solidified our decision to really make the move happen. It has officially been a year since 
we have resided in Lund, and I only see our roots deepening into this place. It has, thankfully, been 

effortless with finding work as well as a solid 
sense of community. We also survived the 
winter, which I’ve been told is a good 
initiation to experience into Lund living. I look 
out through our non-jail barred windows, to a 
peek-a-boo view of Savary Island and endless 
forest, and all I feel is gratitude.  

How in the World Did You End Up in Lund? 
Melissa Dow 
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Plants From Here 
Western Yew or Pacific Yew 
Taxus brevifolia            Trish Keays 

1

This smallish evergreen tree can be found 
throughout the Lund area, although usually only 
an occasional one here and there. Technically it 
doesn't meet the Red List criteria of vulnerable or 
endangered species, but is close to qualifying 
and/or may qualify in the near future. The tree is 
slow growing, with a tendency to rot from the 
inside of the trunk. Mature trees of 10-15 m tall 
and 50 cm in diameter often have a hollow centre. 
You might see taller trees in ravines and gullies. 
Yew is scattered through the wetter forests of the 
coast, at low to mid elevations. If you find it in 
drier areas, it’s usually along a creek or stream. 
Sometimes it doesn’t reach the height of a tree and 
remains a shrub. Different common names include 
western or Pacific yew, and bow-plant. 
 
Western yew grows in different kinds of habitats, 
dry and rocky to moist ravines, from California to 
the southern tip of Alaska. It thrives on rich sites, 
together with Douglas Fir, Western Red Cedar, 
and Western Hemlock in the forest canopy.  Salal 
and Oregon grape underplant at the low shrub 
layer, and skunk cabbage pops up with western 
yew at the wet end of the plant’s range. Yew can 
live up to 400 years, with 200-300 years more 
common.  
 
The bright red fleshy fruits that look like berries 
are distinctive to yew. Each is 5-6 mm long and 
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has one black seed, visible at the open end. The 
seeds and other parts of the tree are toxic, but not 
as poisonous as its relative, the English yew. For 
those who love accuracy in language, that fruit is 
called an aril.  
 
The needles of the conifer are 14-19 mm long, flat 
with a pointed tip (lanceolate), arranged spirally 
on twigs but twisted so leaf bases align leaves into 
two flat rows, except near stem ends of leading 
shoots where the spiral is more obvious.  
 
The bark adds its own charm, with reddish or 
purplish thin scales shedding off the trunk to show 
a rosy-coloured inner bark, similar to Arbutus. 
When yew grows as part of a wider forest 
ecosystem, it can be straggly-looking and spindly 
as it reaches for light.  
 
Western Yew is an important food for wildlife, 
including deer, birds (waxwings, nuthatches), and 
small rodents that eat the fruit. 
 
Taxus is a Latin word for “bow”. The Anglo-Saxon 
origin of the word “yew” may be brown. 
Traditional use of yew wood is for bows, paddles, 
and fishhooks. These uses made the most of its 
hard, decay resistant wood.  
 
The bark of Western Yew contains taxol, a 
compound that has shown promise in treating 

Photo courtesy of Alamy Stock Photos 
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3

breast, ovarian, and lung cancer. The bark was never harvested commercially because it is relatively scarce, 
and extracts of cultivated yews of other species were other sources.  
 
One woodworker calls Pacific yew “the cognac of woods”. It is fine, hard, and close-grained. It was 
considered a nuisance tree in coastal forests and has been salvaged by some woodworkers from slash piles. 
But because it tends to rot from the centre, one person reported that out of every three logs, only one 
produced good wood.  

References 
https://www.for.gov.bc.ca/hfd/library/documents/treebook/westernyew.htm 
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Taxus_brevifolia 
https://www.westwindhardwood.com/taproot/2012/07/pacific-yew-the-cognac-of-wood/ 
http://www.wood-database.com/pacific-yew/ 
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Lundlessness 
The story of how I accidently and unexpectedly became homeless in Lund 

Anastasiya Dyka 

1

Step 1: Preparation 

I came from Quebec to Vancouver and before the 
big move to Lund, I spent some time at Mountain 
Equipment Co-op. Moving from a huge city into 
the woods was going to be a big — albeit long 
awaited — change and I wanted to be prepared. I 
exited the store armed with new hiking boots and 
merino long johns. I took the bus home, crossing 
intersection after intersection of busy traffic in 
concrete-fueled August heat. I thought happily of 
my soon-to-be routine of waking up in the cool 
shade of the forest.  

A few days later, after a stirring ferry ride which I 
resolutely spent outside on the deck despite the 
strong, cool wind, I set foot in Powell River.  

Step 2: The Camper Experience 

I was coming to housesit in Lund for some friends 
of friends for a few winter months. I was arriving 
before their departure, though, and needed a 
temporary place to stay. Just a few days before my 
arrival, they called to proudly announce they had 
found a camper I could stay in until they left for 
their adventures. The camper had a somewhat 
dilapidated but homey 70s décor with children’s 
painting on the drawers. I showered in the main 
house and used a simple yet surprisingly effective 
interior, dry, portable, DIY toilet. My rent was a 
few hours of gardening and goat milking for the 
landowners.  

My evenings were punctuated by frequent 
journeys to a nearby park where I executed a ritual 
dance: walking slowly waving my phone around 
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me on an extended arm. The aim was, of course, to 
get even one bar of cell phone reception. If 
successful, this dance was followed by a 
meditative state induced by the everlasting 
"loading" icon in my email app. A state of nirvana 
was reached if and when I was able to receive 
news from my various job applications.  

I spent over a month in the camper. It was a 
peaceful month of contemplative writing and quiet 
walks on a nearby beach with my landlords' dogs. 
I was living in the woods, near the ocean, in a 
slow-paced community. At the end of the month I 
got a job offer: I was going to substitute-teach at a 
local school. I was delighted.   

Step 3: House-sitting 

When I finally moved into the cabin, I felt 
incredibly privileged. My living space had 
increased significantly. I had an indoor shower 
with hot water, electricity, and a private outhouse 
with a bright pink velvet curtain and old issues of 
scuba diving magazines. All my windows looked 
out into the woods. I looked after chickens, whose 
bright yellow egg yolks I contemplated lovingly 
before eating. I was awakened by a rooster, and 
sometimes by rats jumping around in the walls. I 
was in heaven (well I did not like the rat 
component that much, but it was all part of the 
experience).  

Then I began to connect with locals. I had heard 
many a tale about Lund's hippie, eclectic, artistic, 
and ingenious community. What I found were 
simple, generous people who opened their homes 
(Finn Bay Chicks Christmas Party!) and lives to a 
newcomer. While some seemed suspicious of a 
stranger from a big east-coast city, many seemed 
delighted by my presence and eager for me to join 
the community: "We need young, like-minded 
people like you to revitalize the community!" I 
heard so many times.  

I never really fit in mainstream society; even less 
so, in a big, time-racing, hyper-consumerist and 
workaholic city. I was always a bit too eccentric, 

Continued on page 27… 
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too idealistic, too sensitive, too critical of our 
society. In Lund, I felt I finally found a place where 
I belonged. In fact, sometimes I felt like I was too 
tame and not nearly radical enough!  

I joined the Powell River Fine Arts association. Got 
a spot at a community garden. Poetry, fueled by 
barely credible vistas and inner peace, was 
pouring out of me in unprecedented quantities. I 
worked with kids. I was hooked. I wanted to stay.  

Step 4: Contemplating Homelessness 

Before I left Quebec, I was already aware of the 
high prices of real estate in BC. Vancouver's mind-
blowing prices are often talked about in the media. 
I was not, however, aware that the housing crisis 
had reached all the way to the confines of hippy-
end-of-the-road-Lund. Once I took a look at the 
prices, I knew I needed a roommate. I was 
incredibly fortunate: a long-time friend of mine 
(the one who connected me with the people for 
whom I was housesitting) was also looking for a 
new home. So began our house-hunting 
adventure.  

This is when I learned about a peculiarity of BC's 
rental market: landlords have the power to 
substantially increase rent for every additional 
person occupying a dwelling. At first, I was 
convinced that such a practice, so clearly 
discriminatory against lower-income people, could 
not possibly be legal! For centuries, people have 
lived together in small quarters to reduce living 
expenses. Nor could the increase in rent be 
justified by sanitary or safety considerations; the 
places we were looking at could very comfortably 
accommodate two people. With the announced 
price fluctuating significantly depending on the 
number of potential renters, we could afford none 
of the places. 

I put a hand written and illustrated "Young 
Teacher Looking For House-sitting" ad around 
Lund and was fortunate enough to find another 
short-term housesitting opportunity for myself 
(my friend still had some time left at her place). 
Grateful, I grasped onto these additional few 
weeks.  

Yet the housing uncertainty persisted. At one 
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point, I had nowhere to go in less than one week. It 
was the end of February. I was standing in line at a 
grocery store reading a food bank poster when the 
realization struck: at 30-years-old, with eight years 
of post-secondary education, I was homeless. I was 
flabbergasted. 

Step 5: Temporary Rental 

Finally, our time ran out. My friend and I were 
able to stay at another house for a few days. We 
desperately called everyone we knew, and many 
we didn't know, in order to find a place. Through 
friends, we were able to find a summer cabin that 
wasn't inhabited most of the year. We could stay 
there for the next four months. It had no electricity, 
no running water, no plumbing. It was, however, 
on the waterfront in Lund. Never have I been 
happier. I did not mind the cold showers on the 
deck, nor the cooking in the narrow beam of a 
flashlight. Nor did I mind sharing a single, small 
space with my dear friend. I learned to fish, 
catching a grand total of four prawns; I learned the 
J-stroke on the canoe, going continuously in circles 
in the ocean in front of the cabin. Soon, however, 
we learned that the cabin was to be sold for over 
half a million dollars and we had to move.  

Step 6: Living in a Car 

At the time you, kind Barnacle readers, are 
skimming through these lines, I am living in my 
car. This isn't something that is easy for me to 
confess. As a teacher, I am unemployed during the 
summer and I decided to make the best of it: I 
converted the back of my second-hand Honda Fit 
into a bed and set out to explore the west coast, 
and hopefully, find a summer job.  

As I am typing this, I am sitting on a dock in 
Tofino, squatting in the shade of a big sailboat. I 
asked permission, by the way, before using the 
shade from the boat; you never know. Yesterday, I 
made some friends and went surfing for the first 
time in my life; a long-held vision coming true. 
Battling the waves, my whole body felt alive. 
(Although now, admittedly, it is mostly hurting.) I 
know I am not leaving the west coast. It is where 
my old soul feels grounded. But I might not be 
able to afford to come back to Lund.  

Continued from page 26… 
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We never thought about our relationship with Lund citizenry when we first decided to build here. We had 
fallen in love with the spot where we built but had not considered making this the primary residence that it has 
become. Our previous acquaintance with the village was from the early 70s to the mid-90s and consisted of 
quick stops at the dock to go to the old Nancy’s Bakery for bread and lunch, or to get gas for our boat. When we 
think about those times, we remember not thinking of Lund as a welcoming place. We found many people 
seemed wary and mistrustful. Nancy and Ben Bouchard made us feel welcome, but that seemed to be based on 
the fact that Nancy and Julia go back a long way – their families were close across-the-lane friends in 
Vancouver. Later Carol and Kuts Shoji, who were working with Ben on the blueprint for their new house, made 
us feel welcome. A little later, we got to know Parsela and Harry Robertson who have also been wonderful 
friends. 

This feeling that we were not welcome was pervasive after we built our cottage and moved here. We definitely 
got the feeling of “us” and “them” and we were clearly categorized as “them”. It wasn’t that people were 
uncivil; they were just uncertain of who we were and what we were about. That first winter we spent several 
weeks here, delighting in our new surroundings and cottage, discovering walks with our dog and starting to 

Continued on page 29… 
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get to know people. But we kept largely to ourselves. 

A thaw began in the spring. We got to know Ruth in the Post Office and the people in the store - Colleen, 
Dymph, and Cathy - who we think accepted us and we began to feel like a door was being opened. As the 
weather warmed, so did our feeling that we were surrounded by friends. Walking the short distance to the store 
could take up to an hour because we would run into people who were ready to stop and chat. That felt good. 
We began to appreciate and feel part of village life. 

Now, after more than ten years, we feel we’ve been successfully integrated into the village. We’ve thought often 
about those early months and wondered if everyone coming here has the same sense of being an alien.  

We understand the doubt with which new residents are viewed. Many of us who retire outside the city, on the 
Gulf Islands and elsewhere, are people with a fair amount of disposable income. And retirees have few 
“natural” avenues to meet members of the community – no children who mix with other kids and their parents, 
no fellow workers to share experiences with. These factors can generate feelings of suspicion and make people 
who are working hard to support their families cautious about newcomers.  

There are gathering places such as the store, the post office, restaurants, and the harbour. There are community 
groups that enable the village to function, like the water board, Northside Volunteer Fire Department, the 
harbor authority, and the Lund Community Society and the activities it sponsors. But as we have commented in 
a previous Barnacle article, there is a real need for a better community hall or gathering place where villagers can 
gather and interact. 

In addition there are some factors that are especially at play here in Lund. It was as though we were island-and-
boat summer folk come ashore. Folks from Savary, Hernando, the other islands, and off boats headed for 
Desolation Sound and beyond, are tolerated and acknowledged as being important for the economy of the 
village, but they are “the other”. They are largely city-folk, having their own socio-economic background and 
interests.  

Lundies are super conscious of our super environment. We delight in the flora and fauna, but are somewhat 
grudging about sharing with island-and-boat “invaders”. Another rite of passage for those who move here is to 
learn the interconnected backgrounds of residents, which can take quite a while.  

Now we feel like Lundies and love village life. We know we are surrounded by good people who would come 
to our aid if ever we got into difficulties – and we would come to theirs. We have never felt as safe as we do 
here. We’re glad we made it through the rites of passage and we promise to be welcoming to the next lot – 
though we aren’t sure those transient boat-and-island-like people deserve it, even if we were “them” once.  

Continued from page 28… 
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Hang’s Story 
Hang Mathieu 

1

Falling in love with a foreigner and then moving to 
Canada opened a new chapter in my life, filled 
with lots of excitement and also challenges. July 
20, 2009 was my first day in Lund and my first 
challenge was the temperature. While everyone 
else was enjoying the weather in shorts and tanks, 
I dressed for winter in turtleneck sweaters and 
thick long pants. 22C degrees was still chilly for 
me who was born in a tropical country with 39C 
degree temperatures. 
 
Lund is totally the opposite of my hometown, Sai 
Gon or Ho Chi Minh, the biggest city in Vietnam. 
It was hardest in the first couple of years when 
everything seemed to be very limited for me, 
including mobility, socialization, communication, 
no Asian market, and especially the lack of 
Vietnamese foods. These inconveniences made me 
very homesick. I missed my family, my friends, 
and my city life – all those things that had been so 
easy to be with and which were now unavailable 
to me. Another challenge. Fortunately, Pierre, my 
husband, was always (and still is) beside me and 
trying his best non-stop to help me go through 
difficulties and overcome the hardness. 
 
While studying to teach English at Hong Bang 
University in Sai Gon, I trained to do manicures, 
pedicures, and nail art at the Women’s Cultural 
Club, and then I did that as a part-time job. I saw 
this was something I could do here too. In 2011, I 
got on the bus to town and started to work at 
Cream and Sugar. Unfortunately, the salon soon 
moved to another location that was not on the bus 
route. I decided to work at home with a little sign 
saying “Hang’s Nail Art”. Business was not busy 
enough, however, so I switched to operating the 
crane for Pierre whenever he was short-handed. 
 
One day, Gloria Francis came for a manicure and 
told me that the Lund Store was short on staff and 
I could try applying there. Luckily, I was hired and 
have worked there since 2012. Things became 
smoother for me then. I met more new people 
every day which helped to improve my 
communication, socialization, and also my nail 
business. I have also learned much from my co-

2

workers to improve my language and skills. 
 
Joanne Wells was my first friend in Lund. We met 
on the ferry and quickly connected. She helped me 
a lot and looked after me as if I was her family 
member. She taught me to drive, to garden, and to 
stand up for myself in tough situations. She is now 
not only my friend but also my Mama Bear. 
 
Since there was not much Vietnamese food in 
town, I started to learn cooking and baking to 
satisfy my cravings by watching cooking shows 
online or on TV or reading cookbooks from the 
library. Soon cooking and baking became my joy 
and passion and gave me the chance to be a 
volunteer instructor for VIU’s Elder College 
cooking courses in 2016 and 2017. 
 
My life reached its fullest when our son, George, 
was born and was known as the New Year’s Baby 
in 2014. He was harmoniously welcomed by lots of 
cheerfulness in this community. This truly touched 
my heart and made me proud to say Lund is my 
home. 
 
Though Canada has a cold climate, the people in 
Lund are so warm-hearted. Wherever I go, 
whoever I meet, there is always a friendly smile to 
say “Hello” and “How are you?”. Lund is small in 
size but big in love. Becoming a Lundie was not an 
easy adaptation but thanks to lots of 
encouragement and support from family, friends, 
and neighbours, I now feel rooted. Lundies love 
nature, Lundies love the wilderness, and Lundies 
love people!  
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Rite Passage Feels Right 
Erin Innes 

1

I was driving home the other day when I came 
upon a friend with a one-ton truck, boat, and boat 
trailer stuck in the ditch. Another victim of that 
awful, too-narrow corner on Malaspina Road that 
always has crumbling edges, potholes, and a bank 
that tilts the wrong way. There but for good luck 
go any of us, any day. Luckily, everyone was fine 
and it was pretty close to my house so home I 
went, fired up the tractor, and came down and 
pulled them out. I thought of my dear friend 
Lawrence, who so many of us still miss dearly 
after he passed a couple of years ago, and all the 
times he came out in all weather at all hours with 
exactly the right piece of equipment to help 
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whoever needed helping. I never could have built 
my house or done any of the things I've done 
without help from Lawrence and from so many 
other neighbours and community members. 
Loaning tools, sharing skills, coming out to work 
parties - the way that this community helps each 
other is what makes it so special. Watching my 
friend drive safely away with the truck and boat 
undamaged, I felt like it was some sort of rite of 
passage: I'd gone from the one being helped to the 
one doing the helping. I always remember 
thinking to myself how grateful I was that Lundies 
are all so willing to help each other. Now I feel like 
I can say that I'm one of the helpers, too.  

Continued on page 32… 

How To Eat Rocks 
food self-sufficiency on marginal land part 2* 

 
*see the spring issue for part 1 at lundcommunity.ca/barnacle      Erin Innes 

1

They say that if your corn is knee-high by the 
fourth of July, you'll have a good corn year. If 
that's true, then this will be our first good corn 
year on this land. I've never put much effort into 
corn before, since we're stretching the reach of 
corn growing country up here - our summer is 
often too wet and too short, even though we're 
only 50km north of famous corn growing country 
in Chilliwack. Microclimates are like that. If I 
spend too much time babying the corn, I won't 
have enough time for everything else I need to 
grow. 

Gardening for food self-sufficiency means being 
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realistic about what you can grow well and what 
you can't - yet - on the land you live with. Here, 
that means sandy soil with lots of rocks, not a lot 
of organic matter, and hardpan clay or solid 
granite within a foot of the surface or less in many 
places. Plants have wet feet in the winter, and dry 
out quickly in the summer. All that water running 
through washes the nutrients out, so task number 
one here has been to build up the soil so it can 
store water and nutrients instead of losing them. I 
believe that the garden starts with the soil - plants 
are a by-product. 

At first, building up that sandy soil meant picking 
out rocks and making a LOT of compost. Using 
manure, straw, leaves, coffee grounds, brewery 
waste, and any other compostables I could get my 
hands on large volumes of, I built compost piles at 
least a cubic meter in size and turned them every 
three days. As I turned them, I added fresh 
nitrogen in the form of food scraps, grass 
clippings, or whatever I had on hand. This keeps 
the pile hot and composting actively, and 
produces usable compost in 30 to 40 days. Over 
the course of my first season gardening here, I 
made a dozen or more of those piles. 
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Needless to say, that's a lot of work. Now that the 
gardens are much bigger than they were that first 
year, we've enlisted about fifty helpers; two flocks 
of laying hens. The gardens are fenced in sections, 
so that we can move the chickens to a new area at 
the beginning of each spring and plant gardens in 
the section they've just finished scratching up, 
pooping over, and eating all the weeds and slug 
eggs out of. Weeds we pull all year go over the 
fence to the chickens, who eat them up and turn 
them in, doing the composting work for me. When 
we move the hens over, we have beautiful dirt 
ready to go. After a couple of years of intense 
production, the chickens come back around for 
another rotation. They hit each part of the garden 
once every two to three years and stay for the 
whole year, returning the nutrients that we've 
harvested out of the soil. Plus we get eggs and 
meat; a lot better for the soil, the climate, and my 
back than a gas-powered rototiller, and tastier too. 

Another challenge out here is making a hole in the 
jungle to make a garden at all. We raise pigs for 
meat, and they are amazing land clearing 
machines.  Rooting for edibles in the soil, they 
even dig out the roots of things like bracken fern 
and salmonberry that are really difficult to keep 
out of the garden. Remember that a lot of our 
regular food crops are annuals, and rainforest soils 
tend to be suited to growing perennials. We're 
trying to create something of an artificial soil 
ecology where we grow our annual vegetables, 
with much higher nutrient density and more soil 
disturbance than perennial ecosystems. It's a big 
job, and enlisting the help of other animals makes 
a huge difference. 

So once we've got some good dirt, what do we put 
there? Our most important crops for our own 
eating are potatoes, summer and winter squashes, 
beans, kale, collards, chard, beets, tomatoes, and 
cucumbers. We dry, salt, and can in jars, make 
pickles and sauerkrauts, and eat greens all winter 
long from the garden - except when they're buried 
in two feet of snow, like they were this past winter. 
This year, winter greens under cover! 

Each year there's things that work and things that 
don't, and each year we learn something new. 
There's no one right way to do it, each piece of 
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land is different, and the most important thing is 
to really pay attention and build a relationship 
with the particular place you're eating from. Five 
years in, things are really starting to flourish now. 
So that tells me that the time to start thinking 
about food self-sufficiency is five years before you 
have to. With climate change advancing droughts 
and floods and fires in so many of the faraway 
places that grocery store food comes from, it sure 
feels like we'd all better start now. Five years can 
come awfully quick.  
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Impressions from the House of Walls 
           John and Stefanie Walls 

1

When asked to write something on the theme of 
Becoming a Lundie: Rites of Passage, we hesitated. 
How are we qualified? After all, we’ve only been 
here eight months. It may take a lifetime to really 
feel like a bonafide Lundie. Or maybe not. 

We’re both natives of White Rock, knowing each 
other since we were fifteen. We have been together 
for twelve years; have three kids, Jeremy, Jack, and 
Scarlett; and had been living in Abbotsford for the 
last nine. Life in the lower mainland was just too 
much on too many levels so we had been eyeing 
the sunshine coast and Powell River for the last 
two. 

The family came up late last summer for a look, 
camping two nights at Inland Lake while we 
explored the area. Upon arriving in Powell River 
we felt like we’d come home, it reminded us so 
much of the White Rock we grew up in. After 
exploring Lund a couple times our minds were 
made up! We checked out the pub where we met 
our first Lundie, Tanya Bourdais. She was excited 
at the prospect of a new family and was really 
welcoming, saying families here want other 
families. We were decided. The big move 
happened November 29. 

We were mainly looking for a better quality of life 
– that was most important. We wanted freedom to 
be ourselves, be surrounded by nature and to get 
away from the masses and daily rat race. We faced 
so many challenges while living in Abbotsford 
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trying to have our small catering business; we 
couldn’t get anything accomplished thanks to 
endless restrictions and bureaucracy.  The fact that 
being in Lund allows you to build what you want 
and realize dreams and ideas was just amazing to 
us.  

We felt Desolation Sound and the tourism it 
attracts would be good for our business, and we 
are hopeful for our future here. But it was more 
about the feeling that Lund is this unique coastal 
outpost left over from another time. We love how 
people are free to do what they want and there is 
such a great mix of people who choose to call 
Lund home. It feels good to be here! 

During the first few months, though, some of the 
family felt lonely for what got left behind, and we 
were all a bit culture-shocked by the move. 

Phone and internet service here is challenging and 
took some getting used to. We have no landline 
and cell service is sketchy. Part of our daily ritual 

Photo courtesy of Brian Voth 
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is waving our phones in the air trying to find a connection. Oh and no curbside garbage pickup? Ummmm… 
okay. 

In the spring, we had our first encounters with wildlife. We had never seen a bear in the wild before, (well 
John hadn’t) and for a few days there were a couple of them lurking about, checking out our garage. They got 
into our deep freeze and we found a little stash pile of their findings. They tried to rip off the vent that sticks 
outside from our stove hood. We quickly got versed in bear security and they went away. Our dog Cedar is 
also a great bear dog, she only barks when there is a bear within sniffing distance. 

Having a dog is also great for bonding with other local dog lovers and owners when out walking. We had 
always wanted a dog but didn’t have the room.  

Having kids eases with integration. Kids play with other kids and you meet their families. Morning chats and 
coffee with other parents at the bus stop is great. Just checking the mail is a social event. The post office and 
Ruth & Kassidy are the glue holding Lund together. So many hover there and chat. We have met so many new 
people there.  

At first, some people were wary of us, seemed guarded, even giving us a scolding for what they feared we 
might do. Some people were warm, friendly, and welcoming. It seemed about 50/50. Checking out the Lund 
Community Society, volunteering to help in whatever is going on, and contributing to community events has 
introduced us to a lot of people here. Relationships are forming. 

To be considered a Lundie, by others as well as by ourselves, will take time, shared experiences, and deepened 
relationships. We’re working on it.  
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Answer key for #42  

Crossword #44 by C. Cressy 
Edited by S. Dunlop 
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Community Page 
Adrian Redford  

Birth Announcements 

This one should have been in the winter Barnacle, but we only heard of it recently. 

Welcome Ziva Joey Gys Hansen. Born in Campbell River hospital Dec. 28, 2016 to loving parents Emma 
Hansen (nee Behr) and Darryl Hansen. Delighted family members are Tianna, her big sister, and Powell River 
grandparents Margaret and Peter Behr and Cynthia Hansen. Emma attended the old Lund School from 
kindergarten to grade five. She and her family live in Campbell River. 

 

 

Sympathy and Condolences 

Braxton Leask – June 24, 1996 – June 17, 2017 
Dylan Buckle – February 20, 1996 – June 17, 2017 
 
It was with great shock and sadness that we all learned of this terrible tragedy.  For two young men to have 
had their lives taken from them so needlessly leaves everyone grieving with very heavy hearts.   

A joint service was held for them on Saturday July 8 at the Evergreen Theatre. It was a full house, a testament 
to the respect and love that the entire community held for these young men.  Many friends gave eulogies in 
praise of their lives.  They will never be forgotten and will live forever in the hearts of all who knew them. 

A benefit was held at the Gazebo on July 8 for the young people who survived this tragedy and it was well 
attended by many caring and supportive friends and relatives. 
 

Aaron Matthew Rushant – October 29, 1986 – June 15, 2017 

It was with sadness that the family of Aaron lost their son and brother to cancer.  He was the son of Don 
Rushant, who grew up in Lund, and the grandson of Bert and Jean Rushant, who were very long time 
residents of Lund and raised all of their children here. Aaron was predeceased by his father, but will be 
missed by his many friends and family. 

 

Thinking of You 

Good wishes and healing thoughts go out to Nancy Bouchard. We miss you Nancy. 

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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What Is a Lundie Anyway? 
Sandy Dunlop 

1

There are a couple of things that need to be 
acknowledged with regard to this issue’s theme – 
Becoming a Lundie: Rites of Passage. 

The first is that Lund wasn’t a place you could say 
you lived in until the Thulin’s named it that in 
1889. For many thousands of years prior, it was 
known as Kla’amin and was part of the Tla’amin 
Nation traditional territory. To say that those of us 
who have lived here for 1-40+ years are locals is 
playful posturing. This may make total newcomers 
feel better: none of 
us are locals. We’re 
all guests on 
Tla’amin land. To 
not be respectful of 
that is hubris. 

Nevertheless, the 
fantasy of being a 
card-carrying local 
(do you have an 
LCS membership 
card?) persists and 
has created a culture 
of Lundie-ness. Our 
village has an image and a reputation that stretches 
far and wide. This issue of the Barnacle invites you 
play a game, really, of looking at who’s here trying 
to fit in and what it might take to do that. 

By the way, the supposed locals also want to be 
treated respectfully by newcomers, visitors, and 
tourists.  Folks here can get downright snarky if 
that doesn’t happen. Folks from away bring diverse 
worldviews and experience which enrich our 
community and are much appreciated. We take 
issue, however, with things like cars speeding 
dangerously into town, overly revved and 
demanding people, bad parking, invasion of 
privacy while exploring, scary and irresponsible 
fire behaviour, lack of respect for the flora and 
fauna, and general cluelessness where self-
sufficiency is seen as a virtue. Once it was said that 
a t-shirt was going to be printed that had on the 
front “have a nice day” and on the back 
“somewhere else”. Everybody wants to be treated 
with respect and, although most are sensitive to 
that and behave accordingly, some do not.  

2

The second thing that needs to be mentioned is 
that if you do integrate into this culture, there is a 
price to pay. When you know your neighbours 
enough to care about them deeply, you are hit 
hard when bad things happen to them. There is a 
lot of sadness here right now, more a rite of 
passage to being a human being than anything to 
do with Lund. The community shows up in the 
way we pull together to support each other when 
there’s been a tragedy. 

There is a distinct 
culture in Lund, 
though. What is it? 
From the many 
conversations that 
resulted from 
exploring the issue’s 
theme, it seems that 
it’s as much an 
individual declaration 
that “I am a Lundie” 
as it is a matter of 
being accepted. Lund 
seems to draw folks 

who want freedom to 
be able to blossom. People who want a place 
where they can realize their own personal best 
and weave it into the fabric of a community with 
others doing the same, and creating an amazing 
social culture by doing so. That seems to be what 
we have here in our little unincorporated village 
on the Salish Sea, and it makes the rites of passage 
both basic and wonderfully intricate.  They 
include, but are not limited to: adjusting to the 
weather, the tides, the wildlife, the soil, the cyber-
isolation, cabin fever, housing limitations, making 
friends with who else is here, learning the 
interconnected background of residents and the 
history of this place, learning what goes and what 
doesn’t go here. 

Welcome to Lund and to Kla’amin. Here’s hoping 
you receive “the Lund hug” at some point during 
your initiation. It is also one of the rites of 
passage.  
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 Summer Sizzlers 
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