
D.I. General Store

Open 12pm to 8pm Wednesday - Sunday
(Pizza after 3pm Friday-Sunday)

Beef & veggie burgers (gluten-free buns available), fries & 
poutine (gluten-free vegan gravy available), Korean-style fried 

chicken, pizza, panozzos, and rice bowls. Try our signature Caesar!
Licensed · Dine-in & Takeout

3646 Denman Rd (the old bakery) · TakeoutNearYou.com 
(250)335-1099
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Join our mailing list at 
corlan@telus.net 

to get a notice for when we 
have a lunch planned.

We look forward to serving you 
great food as the 

vineyard/winery work permits.
Tasting room is open 11 - 5 

Tuesday - Sunday

Friesen Family Construction
Building for the future

Alan Friesen
250-898-4392

friesenfamilyconstruction.com

Local Licensed Builder 
2-5-10 New Home Warranty

Design
Custom Homes

Project Management

General Store Hours:
Monday to Thursday:   8 – 6:30

Friday:   8 – 7
Saturday:  9 – 7

Sunday and Holidays:   12 – 4
Post Office Hours:

Monday to Friday:   
9 – 12 & 1 – 4:30
Saturday:   12 – 3

Sundays and Holidays:  Closed
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 from the South Shore
 by Mark Prior 

Join us for highlights and reports from
this past year as well as the election of
our board of directors. Full details on our
website at hornbydenmanhealth.com.

BC Seniors Advocate Dan Levitt will then
join us for a conversation about what’s
working and what’s not, for seniors in the
community.  

46th
AGM

and 
Dan Levitt 
BC Seniors
Advocate 

1-3pm
Tues, Sept 9, 2025

Back Hall
1196 Northwest Rd

Denman Island

Refreshments
Rides from Hornby

More information at
hornbydenmanhealth.com 

250-335-2885
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2025-09-04 (Thu)
Time PDT (m)	  (ft)
02:19	 3.857	 12.7
10:03	 1.193	 3.9
17:45	 4.449	 14.6
23:06	 3.396	 11.1
2025-09-05 (Fri)
Time PDT (m)	  (ft)
03:33	 4.016	 13.2
10:51	 1.032	 3.4
18:12	 4.512	 14.8
23:39	 3.146	 10.3
2025-09-06 (Sat)
Time PDT (m)	  (ft)
04:32	 4.181	 13.7
11:33	 0.980	 3.2
18:36	 4.562	 15.0
2025-09-07 (Sun)
Time PDT (m)	  (ft)
00:14	 2.829	 9.3
05:27	 4.301	 14.1
12:13	 1.079	 3.5
18:58	 4.610	 15.1
2025-09-08 (Mon)
Time PDT (m)	  (ft)
00:52	 2.447	 8.0
06:22	 4.363	 14.3
12:51	 1.336	 4.4
19:20	 4.660	 15.3
2025-09-09 (Tue)
Time PDT (m)	  (ft)
01:32	 2.027	 6.7
07:20	 4.377	 14.4
13:30	 1.724	 5.7
19:44	 4.703	 15.4
2025-09-10 (Wed)
Time PDT (m)	  (ft)
02:13	 1.611	 5.3
08:21	 4.369	 14.3
14:10	 2.195	 7.2
20:10	 4.721	 15.5
2025-09-11 (Thu)
Time PDT (m)	  (ft)
02:57	 1.253	 4.1
09:27	 4.361	 14.3
14:54	 2.687	 8.8
20:38	 4.690	 15.4

Every summer mid to late August, like clockwork, I have a mini meltdown. 1+1=2. Ex-
cept this year, I had three in one week. Some action by a visitor always melts me down. It 
often involves a dog or a child or a spouse. It’s not pleasant and I am always three degrees of 
separation from sharing my angry words with those with no empathy or heart. 

But this kind of behaviour alarms me, quite frankly. The sheer lack of self-consciousness 
out there. What is happening to “human” beings? Consciousness was what separated us 
from other wildlife, was it not? Why have we become so mean and heartless? Is it the 
weather? The heat? The global unrest and divisiveness? Leaders unravelling worldwide? 
Fragile mental health? The aftermath of the pandemic? Trump?

I’m blaming it on the gadget that they call “smart,” yet those who use it seem to be getting 
dumb and dumber. This was all planned. Sean Parker, Facebook’s first president, shared 
their strategy: “How do we consume as much of your time and conscious attention as pos-
sible?”

Known as the “social-validation feedback loop,” they figured out how to exploit our vulner-
abilities. A little dopamine hit because someone liked the photo you posted of your perfect 
Asian chicken lettuce wraps, getting you to post more photos, so you can have even more 
likes and comments. Adore me!

Nir Eyal, wrote in Hooked: How to Build Habit-Forming Products, that your smartphone is 
a glorified slot machine. A ping when you insert your coin. A ka-ching when you pull the 
lever. “Training your mind to conflate the thrill of winning with its mechanical clangs and 
buzzes.” 

Like sex and hunger, the act of pulling the lever, becomes pleasurable in itself. Dopamine is 
social media’s partner in your brain. Even your smartphone looks and feels like a slot ma-
chine, “pulsing with colourful notification badges, whoosh sounds, and gentle vibrations.” 
We are distracted because we want to be. Because it’s fun. 

And then the nerds discovered “intermittent variable reinforcement.” Like slot machines, 
they use this psychological weakness to incredible effect. The unpredictability of the payouts makes it harder to 
stop. Social media does the same. Posting a picture of your lettuce wrap may get you some likes or nothing at all. 
Compulsively seeking a positive response, you are unable ever to logoff from the platform.

Social media apps are some of the most easily accessible products on earth. Max Fisher wrote in The Chaos 
Machine, “It’s a casino that fits in your pocket, which is how we slowly train ourselves to answer any dip in our 
happiness with a pull at the most ubiquitous slot machine in history.” And the Fear Of Missing Out makes one a 
slave to their gadget. Obsessively checking their Facebook feeds – during meals, while driving, immediately upon 
waking or before sleeping, and so on. This compulsive behaviour is intended to produce relief in the form of so-
cial reassurance, but instead it breeds more anxiety and more searching. It's as if we’re being forced into casinos 
at gunpoint, where we lose everything, generation after generation, and then we’re told 
we've got a gambling problem. 

Shucking Oysters: 
Nudge, Nudge

By Alex Allen
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continued on P.4...
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...continued from P.3
Facebook’s “Like” feature, Fisher writes, is 
the equivalent of a car battery hooked up 
to a sociometer. It’s not just the ‘Likes’ that 
we spend so much of our energy pursuing, 
it’s that they offer immediate gratification. 
This is a powerful form of approval because 
it shows the world how popular you are and 
activates your dopamine. When was the 
last time 80+people publicly adored you in 
person? 

People don’t want to miss anything, or fall 
out of touch, or have to rely on their own 
internal thoughts – to say nothing of having 
to converse with their like-minded phone 
scrolling mates, sitting right next to them. 
But social media is not a substitute for real 
public discourse. Instead of connection, we 
have disconnection.

As with every human invention, we have the 
dark side. Platforms that promote mob-like 
hysteria and harassment with virtually no 
constraints or safeguards. Identity groups, 
silos, cyber-bullying, fake news, and con-
spiracy theories. 

We enjoy being outraged. Fisher wrote, 
“Outrage is a simple emotional cocktail: 
anger plus disgust. Moral outrage is a social 
instinct.” Like when I saw the visitor treating 
their dog with complete disrespect, I was 
morally angry. I wanted to see them pun-
ished and shamed. The difference, I was not 
online nor out of line. 

But this is how people get riled up online. 
It’s what extremists and propagandists have 
figured out. Rally people to their side by 
triggering outrage, often at a poor scapegoat 
or an imagined bad person. Someone, say, 
who flips out at a ferry crew member might 
have once expected some finger wagging 
from fellow passengers. Now, if the incident 
is recorded and posted online, they might 
face weeks of abuse hurled at them not only 
from the local community but from all over 
the world. 

Unfortunately, it is easier than ever for shaming to spin out of 
control, and alarmingly, it has grown more crueller and even 
sadistic. Whether anything is true or false, has little bearing on 
reality. What matters is whether the post can provoke a pow-
erful reaction – a moral outrage. Facebook and Google, not 
only profit from shaming events but are engineered to exploit 
them. The more time feuding online, the more they idly reveal 
your browsing habits, the more precisely you can be targeted by 
advertisers. 

I have nothing against technology, so long as the tools are put to 
use to improve our real-world social life as opposed to dimin-
ishing it. Think hard about how much meaning and fulfillment 
“modern wonders” actually bring to your lives. If everyone is 
spending hour after hour on their phones, scrolling through 
texts and timelines, then that becomes normal behaviour. But 
as Matt Haig noted, “when normality becomes madness, the 
only way to find sanity is daring to be different.”
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Artificial intelligence (AI) has moved rapidly from 
speculative technology to a pervasive force shaping eco-
nomics, militarism, culture, and civil liberties. While its 
applications in healthcare, finance, and communication 
are often framed in terms of efficiency and innovation, 
the deeper question is political: who controls AI, how is 
it governed, and what power relations does it reinforce 
or disrupt? The political implications of AI reach into 
state power, global competition, governance, and the 
very idea of human agency.

Governments view AI both as a tool of governance 
and as a strategic resource. Nation states have adopted 
AI-driven surveillance systems to monitor 
populations, track dissent, and manage 
social behaviour. “Social credit” systems, 
facial recognition technologies, and predic-
tive policing illustrate how AI can consoli-
date centralized authority, while deploying 
AI in law enforcement and immigration 
control. The political danger lies in the nor-
malization of surveillance and the erosion 
of civil liberties, especially when such tech-
nologies are adopted without transparency 
or public debate.

AI has become a core element of international rivalry. 
The United States, China, Russia, and the European 
Union are racing to dominate AI research, infrastruc-
ture, and standards. This race has implications similar 
to the nuclear arms race of the 20th century, but with 
subtler tools: data monopolies, control over semicon-
ductor supply chains, and influence in setting global 
AI regulation. States that lead in AI may gain massive 
economic and military advantages, growing and creat-
ing new asymmetries in international relations. Small-
er states and cultures risk dependency on AI systems 
designed and controlled elsewhere, raising even more 
threats of digital colonialism.

Domestically, AI reshapes processes of governance 
in both overt and hidden ways. Algorithmic curation 
of information affects political discourse, amplifying 
certain voices while minimizing others. Mainstream 
disinformation campaigns across the ideological spec-

trum are powered by generative AI that are coercive to 
public opinion, with convincing deep-fakes and auto-
mated propaganda. Beyond media, AI-driven deci-
sion-making in welfare distribution, credit scoring, or 
policing, can deepen social inequalities if underlying 
systems reflect pre-existing biases, and those that are 
newly manufactured. 

The Canadian government, like those of most Western 
countries, has moved to bring forward legislation that 
ratifies the full spectrum of intrusions into privacy 
and civil liberty. This is often done under the guise 
of “security”, and to thwart human trafficking and 
the exploitation of children, where there are already 
existing laws and means of dealing with these issues. 
By elevating perceived threat levels, the populace can 
be coerced into accepting unnecessary and previously 
unacceptable digital surveillance and manipulations, 

using the tactic of manufacturing un-
warranted fears of an array of risks and 
perils.

The political struggle over AI is also a 
struggle over regulation. Should AI be 
governed nationally, through democratic 
institutions, or internationally, through 
treaties and standards bodies? Global 
consensus is far from assured. In the 
absence of robust resistance, private cor-
porations—particularly large technology 
companies—set de facto rules through 

the design and deployment of AI systems. This raises 
questions about accountability, as corporations in-
creasingly wield wildly excessive powers.

At the deepest level, AI challenges all political philos-
ophies by shifting the boundaries between human and 
machine decision-making. When algorithms influence 
judicial rulings, financial markets, or battlefield strat-
egy, responsibility becomes blurred. Who is account-
able for an AI decision: the programmer, the corpora-
tion, the state, or the algorithm itself? This diffusion of 
agency undermines traditional notions of free expres-
sion, sovereignty, justice, and accountability. 

While it may already be too late to mitigate the worst 
implications of AI and its outcomes, the task for 
politics in the 21st century is therefore not to adapt to 
AI, but to ensure that AI cannot and will not further 
corrupt and diminish our human experience.

Dr. Frankenstein, and the Politics 
of Artificial Intelligence

By Keith Porteous
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screen flicker: fragments of video calls, 
cascading news feeds from the final 
days, social media posts screaming into 
the void.
He leans back, the chair groaning in 
protest, and stares past the monitor at 
the pockmarked concrete ceiling. This 
is his ritual, his vigil. He’s not just look-
ing for schematics or survival data; he's 
asking questions.
Is this the end? The question hangs in 
the dead air—an absurd question. The 
end came and went. The Flame Deluge, 
they called it. A poetic term for the 
atomic fire that scoured the world clean 
of its arrogance. This isn't the end. This 
is the long, quiet, agonizing after.
Johnny runs a hand over his shaved 
head. He’s seen the new settlements 
rising from the ashes. He’s seen them 
build bigger walls, hoard more re-
sources, and eye their neighbours with 
the same ancient suspicion that led to 
the Deluge in the first place. They are 
rebuilding the world precisely as it was, 
with the same flawed materials: fear, 
greed, and the unshakable belief that 
surely, this time, they wouldn’t make 
the same mistakes. We’ve all said it. 
We’ve learned from history. Johnny 
snorts, a harsh, grating sound in the 
silence. Liars. All of them.
Will God come down? He scrolls 
through a rescued theological forum 
from the last week of the world. Thou-
sands of posts, a cacophony of prayer 
and panic. Promises of the Rapture, 
desperate pleas for intervention. John-
ny looks at the silent, indifferent sky 
through a crack in the ceiling. The 
only thing that came down was fire. He 
doesn’t think Jesus is coming back. If he 
was going to, he missed a spectacular 
entrance.
This is the knowledge that Miller 
bottled and left for us to find: the cold 
dread that settles in your gut when you 
realize the cavalry isn't coming. There 
are no divine 
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Johnny Alchemy has answered the 

question, Why are we here? 
By Gabriel Jeroschewitz

August 18th, 2025  
Abridged. But a further Johnny Alchemy 

will be coming at the beginning of October.

LI
TE

R
AR

Y

continued on P.7...

We watch him now, just as we watched them then. We are the echo 
in the ruins, the ghost in the machine, the collective sigh of a civiliza-
tion that looked into the mirror of its potential and chose to smash it. 
We saw what Walter M. Miller Jr. saw, and it left us staring at the ceiling 
of eternity, wondering if the cycle was the only truth.
His name is Johnny Alchemy, a name he gave himself. It’s a good name 
for a tough guy in a broken world. “Alchemy” suggests transformation, 
the turning of lead into gold. Johnny, however, works with silicon and 
rust, scavenging the digital graveyards of the Before Times. He moves 
through the skeletal remains of server farms and data centers like a 
priest through a fallen cathedral, his calloused hands seeking not relics 
of saints, but the cold, hard memory of humanity.
We watch him one night, silhouetted against the green glow of a sal-
vaged monitor he has coaxed back to life with a patchwork of solar cells 
and scavenged batteries. The air in his sanctuary—a reinforced con-
crete bunker that once housed the digital soul of a metropolis—is thick 
with the smell of ozone and dust. The ghosts he has resurrected on the 
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...continued from P.6
fail-safes. The responsibility was always ours.
Johnny finds a video file. A family huddled in their 
basement. The father tries to explain to his young 
daughter how their smart home works and how 
the network connects them to the world, even as it 
transmits launch codes and targeting data. He can 
explain what it does, but not why it’s doing it. The 
gap. The same terrible gap the monks of St. Leibowitz 
faced, copying blueprints for machines of death with 
the piety of scribes. Knowledge without wisdom. The 
most toxic compound in the universe.
Why are we here? Do 
we have a soul? This is 
the real gold Johnny 
seeks. He pores over 
the data not as an 
archaeologist, but as 
a coroner performing 
an autopsy on a spe-
cies, trying to find the 
precise moment the 
soul left the body. Was 
it when they learned 
to split the atom? Or when they used that knowledge 
to build a bomb instead of a star? He sees the Be-
fore People chasing power while preaching restraint, 
building weapons while claiming peace. They treated 
knowledge like a prize to be won, not a burden to be 
carried responsibly.
We recognize Johnny's look. It is the weary expres-
sion of the ageless observer, the Wandering Jew of 
Miller's tale, cursed to watch humanity's follies on 
repeat. Johnny has seen it in the data, and he sees it in 
the faces of the new tribes: the same lust for certain-
ty, the exact desperate search for a leader to absolve 
them of the terror of thinking for themselves.
Are there any true believers? Oh, yes. There are 
plenty. They believe in the New Canaan Warlord fifty 
miles east, who promises order through strength. 
They believe in the Fission-Prophets to the west, who 
worship an unexploded warhead. They believe in any-
thing that gives them a simple enemy and purpose. 
They are the true believers. But they are not what 
Johnny is looking for.
What guts him most, what we see twisting his tough-
guy face into a mask of despair, is the sheer, predict-
able, maddening inevitability of it all. The cycle. The 
grand, stupid, tragic loop. Humanity learns to build, 

builds to dominate, dominates until it destroys, and the 
survivors are left to know how to make again.
He could use what he knows. With the knowledge of 
these drives, he could become a king. He could build 
weapons, create control systems, become the Thon Tad-
deo of his age, a harbinger of a new, terrible renaissance. 
The temptation is there, a serpent whispering in the hum 
of the servers.
But then, he finds something else. A small, encrypted file 
buried deep in a university server. It takes him weeks to 
crack. It’s not a weapon schematic or a political secret. It’s 
a seed bank. A digital archive of every poem ever writ-

ten, every symphony ever 
composed, every philo-
sophical treatise on ethics 
and mercy. It’s a backup of 
humanity's soul. The people 
who made it must have 
known. They must have 
seen the fire coming and 
decided this was the only 
thing worth saving. Not the 
power, but the potential for 
wisdom.

In that moment, Johnny’s alchemy succeeds. He realizes 
he is not meant to turn lead into gold but despair into 
purpose. He isn't here to break the cycle—no single per-
son can. He is here to be a witness, a preserver, a monk in 
a leather jacket.
He begins a new project. He starts collating the data, cre-
ating a curated history. He places the launch codes next 
to the poems about peace. He puts the political speeches 
full of hate next to the philosophical arguments for empa-
thy. He adds his logs and observations of the world being 
reborn into the same old sins. He is not building a weap-
on. He is building a warning, a mirror.
He will never know if it will work. He will likely die here, 
in his concrete monastery, surrounded by the ghosts of a 
species that couldn't stop punching itself in the face. But 
as we watch him work, a fierce, quiet dignity settling over 
him, we feel something that resembles hope.
Self-help isn’t a grand solution. It’s in the small, defiant 
act. Johnny Alchemy has answered the question, Why are 
we here? We are here to remember. We are here to bear 
witness. We are here to tend the embers of wisdom, how-
ever small, and to pass them into the darkness, praying 
that the next hands that receive them might, just might, 
choose to build a hearth instead of an inferno.
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They're Lying About Venezuela 
While Moving War

 Machinery Into Place
By Caitlin Johnstone

Aug.30th, 2025
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As if we didn’t have enough ugliness in the world 
right now, Trump has deployed warships near Vene-
zuela’s coast, prompting Caracas to ready drone and 
naval patrols for conflict.
In an article titled “Inside Trump’s gunboat diploma-
cy with Venezuela,” Axios’ Marc Caputo writes that 
“The U.S. has never been closer to armed conflict 
with Venezuela, with a fully loaded U.S. flotilla sitting 
off its coast and dictator Nicolás Maduro living under 
a $50 million bounty.”
“President Trump ordered seven warships carrying 
4,500 personnel — including three guided-missile 
destroyers and at least one attack submarine — to 
the waters off Venezuela,” Caputo writes. “Officially, 
they’re there to combat drug trafficking. But Press 
Secretary Karoline Leavitt leaned into the ambigu-
ity of the mission on Thursday, noting that the U.S. 
considers Maduro the ‘fugitive head of [a] drug cartel’ 
and not Venezuela’s legitimate president.”
The US personnel reportedly include some 2,200 
Marines.
“This could be Noriega part 2,” an unnamed official 
in the Trump administration told Axios, saying that 
“Maduro should be shitting bricks.”

...continued on P.9...

So they’re not even disguising the fact that Trump is at 
least contemplating some kind of direct military strike 
on Caracas. Drugs are the official-official reason for 
the deployment, but the unofficial-official reason that’s 
being freely leaked to the press is to remove the leader 
of a sovereign state.
It’s probably worth noting that Trump-aligned pundits 
like Alex Jones have been busy manufacturing consent 
for regime change intervention in Venezuela.
“I don’t like any of these wars,” Jones said recently on 
whatever his show is called now. “But if you look at 
US doctrine and wars that we fought that were right, 
it’s in Latin America, this is our sandbox. And Ven-
ezuela is a communist dictatorship with the biggest 
oil reserves per square foot in the world, their people 
are absolute slaves, and I don’t like regime change, but 
they’re manipulating our elections, they’re flooding 
us with Fentanyl, and if there were surgical strikes to 
take out the communists there would be an uprising 
and they could have elections, and it would be a good 
thing.”
Jones could have stopped at “communist” and “oil 
reserves”. Venezuela has the largest proven oil reserves 
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A Curse 
by thomas p. hunterson

So we speak, so it is cursed.

By the rusted nails of greed, 
by the hollow laughter of bankers' gods, 
we bind this scheme.

May every blueprint curl like burnt paper, 
every profit projection sink in mud, 
every marketing slogan choke on its own gloss.

Let the survey stakes inspire blight,
let the bulldozers dream of rust, 
let the ground remember it is older than ownership.

We invoke the saints of red-taped permits, 
the trickster spirits of zoning bylaws, 
the phantom accountants who misplace decimal points.

May financing falter, 
both clients and grapes sour, 
and public opinion hiss like wind through broken windows.

Thus the land shall remain what it is: 
a stubborn altar of earth and sky, 
a place where a vineyard cannot take root, 
and where any who try will know only loss.

So we speak, so it is cursed.

of any country on the planet, and is not 
aligned with the capitalist western empire 
that is loosely centralized around Washing-
ton DC. Any reasons given for US regime 

change intervention beyond this should be 
read as excuses.
Whenever the US war machine moves its 
crosshairs to a different target I always get 
people telling me “No no Caitlin, THIS time 
the Evil Bad Guy really DOES need to be 
regime changed! THIS time our government 
and media are telling us the TRUTH!”
And it’s always so stupid, because it’s just the 
same rehashed lies over and over again. The 
empire takes whatever actions will help it to 
dominate our planet and its resources to a 
greater extent than it already does, and then 
it makes up justifications for those actions.
They’ll say they’re doing it for humanitarian 
reasons while ignoring the humanitarian 
abuses of empire-aligned nations. They’ll say 
they’re doing it to stop drug abuse while ig-
noring all the evidence regarding the actual 
causes of drug abuse, even as Maduro sends 
15,000 troops to the Colombian border to 
help fight drug trafficking. They’ll say they’re 
doing it to stop interference in US affairs 
while letting US-aligned nations like Israel 
interfere in US politics at will.
They’re just lying. The US empire lies about 
all its acts of war. Trump tried to orchestrate 

a regime change in Venezuela the last time he was in office, and 
he’s doing it again for the exact same reasons. It’s an oil-rich 
nation that refuses to bow to the dictates of Washington, and all 
the worst warmongers in the imperial swamp are eagerly push-
ing to absorb it into the folds of the empire.
That’s all we are looking at here, and anyone who says otherwise 
is lying.
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If I was stranded on 
a desert island the 
record I would like 
most to have would 
be for long distance 
swimming.

•DOWN •

1. Lung opening
2. Camp bed
3. French lake
4. Plant problem
5. Woman of the 

street
6. Bauxite bonanza
7. Hale and hardy
8. After time
9. Airport sight
10. Burglar's bane
11. Important one
12. Cover crop
15. 18-wheeler
21. Be a stage star
23. Affected manner
25. Absalom, to David
27. Even the slightest
28. Company image
29. Caesar's bad time
30. Factory
32. Atlas dot
33. Dunce
34. Avail oneself of

• ACROSS •

1. Competent
5. Cereal dish
9. Certainly may
12. League unit
13. 2-D measure
14. Cry of concern
16. Pound portion
17. Shoe making strip
18. Famous pig
19. Gab and gab
20. Alfred E.'s mag.
22. Actress Salonga
24. Chip contents, 
perhaps
25. Bio-pouch
26. Metrical unit
28. Exec's car
31. 10th anniversary 
gift
34. Cineraria
35. Chief Norse god
36. Parent sharers
38. Cry out
42. Colloid

43. Radii neighbors
44. Baby fish
45. Peace Prize city
47. Manage 
somehow
48. Bugbear
49. A pair
51. At this time
53. Policy whiz
54. Care concerns
57. 100 percent
59. Ballpark worker
60. Back at sea
63. Pork place
64. Cut with an ax
67. Assorted, abbr.
69. Advance an 
argument
71. Blush's kin
73. Hunk of gunk
74. Hands up time
75. Block of metal
76. Font widths
77. Money of 
Myanmar
78. Londoner's tax

37. Commanded 
old style

39. As a result
40. Desolate, once
41. Mild onion
43. Craft of sci-fi
46. Anomalous
48. Barn nester
50. Dos Passos 

subject
52. Create lace
54. Chill to the bone
55. French writer 

Zola
56. City of salts
58. Like sonnets and 

odes
61. Depressed mood
62. City on the 

Hudson
63. Conveyed
64. Greets warmly

• Last Week's ANSWERS •• Last Week's ANSWERS •

• TEST YOUR MATH SKILLS •• TEST YOUR MATH SKILLS •

• Last Week’s Answers •• Last Week’s Answers •

• GRAPEVINE CROSSWORD •• GRAPEVINE CROSSWORD •

GRUMPISM

“

“
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• CLASSIFIED ADS •• CLASSIFIED ADS •• SERVICES •

Exterior cleaning service. Offering 
cleaning solutions for your windows, 
gutters, roofs, decks, driveways, 
chimneys, siding, awnings, etc. 
Reasonable rates with professional 
results. 
Call or text Bjorn for free estimate. 
250 465 8645 

GUTTERS seamless, supply and install
also repairs, for free estimate contact
Kevin at 250 335 1986 or cell at 
250 667 3233. Serving All Areas.

MR. FIX-IT PLUMBING & All house-
hold major and small appliances. 
All large and small machinery. Yard 
machinery, chainsaws, outboards, 
automotive, sharpening, welding and 
fabricating. Call Rick Graham 335-
0954.(HI) 

• FOR SALE • 
 
+APPLIANCES FOR SALE. Ranges, 
wash
ers, dryers, fridges, dishwashers, gas/
electric range. All fully restored and 
come with a full six month warranty. 
Call Rick Graham 335-0954.

ISLANDS GRAPEVINE EDITORIAL POLICIES
Opinions expressed in the Grapevine do not necessarily reflect that of the Publisher.

Inciting violence, hate speech and pejorative language will not be tolerated.

Whether covering events that entertain us, presenting issues that concern and
affect us or highlighting the many interesting and gifted people we call 
neighbour, the Grapevine celebrates the diversity and inclusivity of our 
shared island life. The following is our policy on content:

• Profiles of individuals, history, reviews and op-ed are published free of 
charge
• Promotional content for products, services, programs, and events will be 
published at going advertising rates. 
• Public service announcements, notices of meetings, and news releases will be published for a fee. Exceptions
	 will be made for emergencies where the public is immediately endangered.
• With regret, no exceptions can be made for non-profit status.
• Letters to the Editor are published free of charge.

The Grapevine is happy to provide an open, public forum for all islanders to speak and be heard. We are stead- fast in 
our commitment to uphold freedom of expression.

As the record of our times, every issue of the Grapevine is a compilation of that week’s submissions. We do not edito-
rialize content, nor do we censor. We ask that writers moderate their own content. The Grapevine reserves the right to 
edit for brevity.

We are open to contributions from all Denman & Hornby Islanders. If you’ve something to say, send it our way! No 
copy and paste submissions. In your own words, please!

Denman Island local cedar kindling 
sales. Wildcrafted. Artisanal! Damn 
Cheap! Your fire will thank you! By 
burning!!
DISCLAIMER: “Denman Island natural 
cedar kindling” is not intended to 
diagnose or treat any medical condi-
tion. For external use only. 
250-897-8184 

WAGNER FIREWOOD. 2 cords to Den-
man, $680 plus GST.  Hornby, $720 
plus GST.  Text or call Scott at 
250-334-7323 

• FOR RENT •

Term certain Rental. Denman Island. 
Oct.1st, 2025 to March 31st, 2026.
Spacious one-bedroom, furnished, 
ocean front, newly built suite. Rent 
includes water, hydro, heat pump, 
laundry, WiFi, off road covered park-
ing. No pets. Phone 250 335 3277

• HELP OFFERED•

House sitter available for the Winter months. 
Good references. Call Heather 250-335-2041

• COMMUNITY NOTICES •

The next Denman  Island Residents Association 
public meeting will be September 8th, in the 
back hall at 7:30. Everyone is welcome. Topics 
will include roads, pesticide free and more. 

Epiphany: The Truehope Battle. Hornby 
Community Hall  Friday, September 5th at 6:30 
pm. A life-saving discovery and the battle to 
share it with Canadians, Director Todd Harris 
will attend. 

COMOX VALLEY TRANSITION 
SOCIETY EMERGENCY CRISIS LINE:
 250-338-1227 or Text: 250-218-4034 For more 
info visit 
https://cvts.ca 

NEED HELP? Alcoholics Anonymous 
250-338-8042
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THURSDAY 4

FRIDAY 5

SATURDAY 6

MONDAY 8

TUESDAY 9

WEDNESDAY 10

THURSDAY 11

• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
• RECYCLING CENTRE 1-5pm
• BOTTLE DEPOT 1-5pm
• CAP SITE Hub Comm. Hall 4-7pm
• FOOD BANK Hub Comm. Hall 4-7pm
• FREE STORE 3-5pm

• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
• RECYCLING CENTRE 9:30am-5pm 
• BOTTLE DEPOT 9:30am-5pm
• FREE STORE 9-12:30pm
• FARMERS MARKET Old School 9:30-12:30  
• DCA Used Book Sale Old School 9:30am-Noon 

• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
• AA Meeting DIUC Gathering Place 7pm

FRIDAY 12

SATURDAY 13

MONDAY 15

TUESDAY 16

WEDNESDAY 17

THURSDAY 18

SUNDAY 14

• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
• RECYCLING CENTRE 9:30am-5pm
• BOTTLE DEPOT 9:30am-5pm
• FARMERS MARKET Old School 9:30-12:30                 
• FREE STORE 9-12:30pm
• DCA Used Book Sale Old School 9:30am-Noon

• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
• RECYCLING CENTRE 1-5pm
• BOTTLE DEPOT 1-5pm

• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
• AA Meeting DIUC Gathering Place   7pm
• Employment Services 9am-3pm DAC
• Volleyball still happening 6:30-8pm by the C.R.S.                               
• DIRA Public Meeting 7:30pm Back Hall

• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm

• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
• RECYCLING CENTRE 1-5pm
• BOTTLE DEPOT 1-5pm
• CAP SITE Hub Comm. Hall 4-7pm
• FOOD BANK Hub Comm. Hall 4-7pm
• FREE STORE 3-5pm

• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
• AA Meeting DIUC Gathering Place 7pm
• Employment Services 9am-3pm DAC
• Volleyball still happening 6:30-8pm by the C.R.S. 

• Peter T. Mason • Land Surveying 757•8788 (All)
• Able & Ready Septic Pumping Service • 250•338•8822 (D/H)
• Bottled Water Delivery • DenmanWater.ca • 250•228•7161 (D)
• True View Tree Care • Wild Bill - Senior's Discount • 250 • 898 • 7246

•  ( H )  H o r n b y  •  ( D )  D e n m a n  •  ( U B )  U n i o n  B a y  ••  ( H )  H o r n b y  •  ( D )  D e n m a n  •  ( U B )  U n i o n  B a y  •
•  ( F B )  F a n n y  B a y  •  ( C )  C o u r t e n a y/ C o m ox  ••  ( F B )  F a n n y  B a y  •  ( C )  C o u r t e n a y/ C o m ox  •

• Good Medicine Massage • Carly Woolner • (250) 879-0979. By Appt. (D)
• Physiotherapist • Acupuncturist • TCM Herbs • Carmen RPT, RTCMP 	
		                  www.spectrahealth.ca   335•2260  (D/H)	  
• Physiotherapy • Christopher Mainella 250-335-2260              
• Massage Clinic • 2796 Northwest Rd. • Leyah Kelly 335•2584 (D)
• Acupuncture • Jenny McCartney, R.Ac • 250•508•8160

• Denman Activity Centre (Seniors) Rentals  335•3027 (D/H)
• ACCOMMODATIONS & RENTALS •

• REAL ESTATE • INSURANCE • FINANCIAL SERVICES •
• Jordan McDonald • Oakwyn Realty • 604•616•1137 (D/H)
• Tuele Group, Royal LePage in the Comox Valley, 
                                                                                                Jenessa & Donna 250 335 1720

• BUILDING • CONSTRUCTION •
• Excavator/Backhoe/Tandem Gravel Truck & Transfer Trailer
         Kenny Mather •  250•703•6512 (All) • John Isbister • 250•335•2565 (D)
• Tandem Gravel Truck & Transfer Trailer • Lora Mercieca 
					       • 250•650•9986 (D/H)
• Wicked Shovel Excavating & Landscaping • Doug Schmidt • 		
					        250•222•8076 (ALL)
• Ray Ulovec Excavator/Backhoe, ROWP Septic Installer, Land clearing,                 
                                                                               ponds, site prep.  250-335-3145 (D/H)

• HEALTH & WELLNESS •

• BUSINESS DIRECTORY •• BUSINESS DIRECTORY •

• SERVICES •

FORTNIGHT EVENTSFORTNIGHT EVENTS

• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
• RECYCLING CENTRE 1-5pm
• BOTTLE DEPOT 1-5pm
• DAAC Open Mic 7pm Back Hall

• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
• RECYCLING CENTRE 1-5pm
• BOTTLE DEPOT 1-5pm
• CAP SITE Hub Comm. Hall 4-7pm
• FOOD BANK Hub Comm. Hall 4-7pm
• FREE STORE 3-5pm

• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
• AA Meeting DIUC Gathering Place 7pm

SUNDAY 7

• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
• Hornby Denman Health AGM 1-3pm Back Hall



It was the dawn of 1976 and I don’t think that there was anyone out there happier about it than 
me. We had just been through the harshest winter in recorded history, and the idea of putting away 
the snow shovels and parkas was a welcome thought indeed.

February 2nd found us all outside, huddled together in anticipation of our annual family event. 
We all watched with fingers crossed as we arched our backs against the icy wind while stomping 
our feet and patting our hands together to keep warm. Suddenly, we heard a rustling sound. Could 
it be? Yes! My Uncle Mike emerged from his cave to see his shadow, a harbinger of good fortune, 
warm weather, and prosperity for the year to come!

April soon turned to May and the fields and roads dried up as the time for planting drew nearer. 
One day I was busy trying to pry my brother’s head out of the chicken fence before the heinous 
birds pecked his face away when I heard a strange sound off in the distance. It was a high pitched 
revving sound, an engine of some sort. Suddenly from around the old shed flew not one, not two, 
not three, but four brand new dirtbikes! It was my friends Larry and Doug, and their two little 
brothers!

They all pulled alongside where I stood, and as Larry lifted his visor I said, “Wow! Cool bikes! 
When did you....how did you....” I was utterly speechless!

“Our Dads’ went into town and bought them for us! You should ask your old man to get you one! 
Then we could all go riding together!”, was Larry’s cheerful challenge. And with that they all sped 
off, tires spitting gravel as they laughed and cheered.

I finished up my chores for the day and I even took the extra steps to put in a fresh bale of straw in 
the calf pens, a job Dad usually had to force me to do.

That night at the supper table I nervously pushed Mum’s bark mulch meatloaf around on my plate, 
trying to work up my nerve. Finally, I could contain myself no further.

“Dad,” I said, “Doug and Larry’s Dads bought them these really cool dirtbikes, and I just know 
we’re going to have a good year, so, I was wondering, well, could I get one too so I can go riding 
with my pals?”.

Dad looked annoyed as he picked up the large wooden spoon and spanked another huge pile of 
mashed potatoes down onto his plate.

The Donkey And The Dirtbike
by Conrad Campbell



“Those dirtbikes are the most dangerous things on the planet! I’m not getting any son of mine 
one of those bloody suicide machines! I’ve got a better idea! Your Uncle Mike and I will drive into 
town tomorrow and get you a nice safe horse! You’ll have just as much fun and your Mother and I 
won’t have to worry about you killing yourself!”.

So the very next day Dad hooked up the old trailer, sobered up Uncle Mike, and off to the city they 
went. I can’t say that I was anxiously anticipating their return, but curiosity soon began to get the 
better of me. As daylight began to fade into dusk, the old phone on the wall began to ring.

“Hello”, Mum spoke into the receiver.

It was Dad.

“Hey, it’s me. Listen, your brother and I found the boy a good horse but we’ve decided to stay in 
town for the night, as my eyes aren’t what they used to be and, well, you know this old truck. We’ll 
be back at first light, don’t you worry, we’ll be fine”.

“OK. OK. just don’t be too late”, was Mum’s reply.

I had to know what was going on.

“Are Dad and Uncle Mike alright, Mum?,” I asked.

“Yes,” Mum answered. “They’re at some stripper bar getting drunk and gave me the usual bullshit 
about bad eyesight and the truck breaking down. They should be here tomorrow around noon”. So 
off to bed I went.

The next morning I was roused from my slumber by the sound of a loud horn. Dad and a bleary 
eyed Uncle Mike stumbled out of the old truck and as I approached I could see the trailer rocking 
back and forth accompanied by a loud braying.
 
“Come on, son! Come and check out your new horse!”, grinned Dad, and just as he spoke the old 
trailer was rendered to splinters by the vile beast it had encaged.

As the dust cleared, I was able to make out the figure of, no, it couldn’t be....could it? Then it be-
came all too obvious.

“Jesus Tap Dancing Christ you guys!”, I moaned. “That’s not a horse! It’s a fucking 
donkey!! What the hell were you thinking? Does this look like a fucking horse to 
you?! Did the loud braying not tip you off? Or were you totally oblivious to these 
big red letters painted on its side that say DONKEY FOR SALE??  Anybody with 
an eye and an asshole can tell that this a is not a fucking horse!!”.   

Then Dad sheepishly looked at Uncle Mike.  “Well, let’s get this thing in the barn 



before somebody sees us. Come on, Mike, I’ll pull, you push”.

Finally, I’d heard enough. I decided to go back to the house and see what was for breakfast, while 
these two Mensa candidates figured out what to do with that mangy mule.

I walked up the porch steps, and opened the screen door to see Mum at the stove stirring a pot of 
what looked like tile grout.

“Hey, Mum, any porridge left?”  I asked.

“Porridge?!? What are we made of money? I want you to take this over to your Grandma. She 
called and said she’s not feeling well”, then handed me a wicker basket with a checkered cloth on 
top. I lifted the edge and peered inside. Just as I thought - two bottles of vodka and a carton of 
cigarettes. Chicken soup for the soul, alright.  

“It’s cold out”, Mum warned. “Better bundle up. And be careful! Mr. Harrison said he saw a wolf 
lurking about!!”. So I pulled on my red hoodie and headed off to Grandma’s house with basket in 
hand.

I set off along the path and it drew me deeper and deeper into the forest.  ‘A fucking donkey’, I 
muttered. ‘What a couple of world class morons!’ . I reached into the basket and tore the wrapper 
off of one of the packs of cigarettes, and as I placed one between my teeth, I pulled out my Zippo 
from my breast pocket and snapped open the lid to expose a willing flame. The tip of the Roth-
mans crackled as I drew its welcome smoke into my healthy pink lungs. Ahhhh heaven, I thought, 
as I took a generous swig of Granny’s vodka. I knew I could polish off a quarter of that thing, water 
it down in the stream, replace the cap, and old Granny would be none the wiser. The trick was to 
give her the fresh bottle first, and by the time she mowed through that, she’d be so bombed I could 
give her paint thinner and she wouldn’t know the difference.  

After about an hour of walking I had finally arrived at my destination. Odd... the front door was 
wide open. That wasn’t like the old bird, as she had a penchant for passing out in front of the TV 
naked and harboured an irrational fear that someone would happen by and snap a photo of her 
that would end up in one of those GILF fetish magazines.

I cautiously walked into the kitchen and there was Granny, sitting at the table with her back to me.

“Oh, there you are”, I said with a sigh of relief. “I was worried something bad had happened to 
you”.

“Goodness no, my child, I’m fine...just fine!”, she replied, and turned her head and flashed me a 
wide grin that exposed pearly white teeth.

Now, the thought occurred to me to say something pithy like, “Oh Grandma, what big teeth you 
have!”, but I didn’t just fall off the turnip truck yesterday. This was clearly a wolf, dressed in her 
mustard stained sweatpants and worn out old Pink Floyd t-shirt. The dead giveaway was the teeth 



- the sparkly white teeth. You see, Granny wouldn’t know a toothbrush if she tripped over one, 
and her chompers were stained a lovely hue of brown from years of drinking black coffee and 
chain smoking. They looked like two little rows of baked beans. The second tip was that when 
I told her I was worried about her, she was actually nice to me, something my real Grandma 
would never do.

I reached into my vest and pulled out a fresh cigarette and sparked it up, and as I shoved my 
lighter back into my pocket I took a deep puff and looked at its glowing ember as I exhaled the 
thick smoke from my lungs.

“Listen up, wolfy boy”, I sighed. “I’ve had a really shitty day and 
I’m in no mood for any of your ‘All the better to eat you with’ 
crap. So I’m gonna make this real easy for you. You come into 
town with me, I’ll see you get a fair trial. And nobody gets hurt. 
We got a deal here or what furball?”.

Suddenly the beast leapt up on its hind legs, tore off Gran-
ny’s nightcap, and hissed, “Not today kid! I ate your shitty old 
Grandma, and now I’m going to eat you too!!”.

But that morning good fortune had smiled upon me. You 
see, Granny always hid her weed under a loose floorboard in 
the kitchen, and as luck would have it that wolf found him-
self standing directly over top of it. Without even thinking I 
stomped down on my end of that plank and it flew up and nailed him right in the acorns and 
he folded up like a Grade Four love letter.

Suddenly the wolf began to choke and gasp for air, so I grabbed him by the throat and spun 
him around and started to administer the Heimlich Maneuver, and after three or four good 
cranks to my surprise out popped Grandma! And she was big mad...

“What the fuck kept you, you little shit head?!!? I could hardly breathe in there! And where’s 
my vodka? And you bloody well better not have drank half of it and watered it down in the 
stream like you always do! Now gimmee my smokes and make me a damn coffee!!”.

All of a sudden a hunter burst through the door with some of the local farmers.

“There! There it is! The wolf that has been killing our sheep! Oh, thank you, my dear boy! 
Thank you! A curse has been lifted from this land! Let us all rejoice!”.

Soon word of my exploits spread throughout the land, and from that day forward, I would 
become known as.....

That kid whose Dad was too cheap to buy him a dirtbike.

THE END
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