
D.I. General Store

Open 12pm to 8pm Thursday - 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

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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Continuing Appeals  for B.C. Ferries Governance
By Sharon Small
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2025-12-11 (Thu)
Time PST (m)	  (ft)
03:55	 1.635	 5.4
11:12	 5.026	 16.5
18:22	 2.593	 8.5
23:06	 3.356	 11.0
2025-12-12 (Fri)
Time PST (m)	  (ft)
04:45	 2.217	 7.3
11:49	 4.899	 16.1
19:20	 2.201	 7.2
2025-12-13 (Sat)
Time PST (m)	  (ft)
01:09	 3.354	 11.0
05:40	 2.776	 9.1
12:24	 4.756	 15.6
20:09	 1.839	 6.0
2025-12-14 (Sun)
Time PST (m)	  (ft)
03:03	 3.615	 11.9
06:46	 3.260	 10.7
12:56	 4.607	 15.1
20:51	 1.536	 5.0
2025-12-15 (Mon)
Time PST (m)	  (ft)
04:21	 3.958	 13.0
08:02	 3.620	 11.9
13:25	 4.469	 14.7
21:28	 1.306	 4.3
2025-12-16 (Tue)
Time PST (m)	  (ft)
05:15	 4.258	 14.0
09:18	 3.839	 12.6
13:52	 4.356	 14.3
22:02	 1.143	 3.7
2025-12-17 (Wed)
Time PST (m)	  (ft)
05:57	 4.477	 14.7
10:25	 3.943	 12.9
14:20	 4.276	 14.0
22:34	 1.028	 3.4
2025-12-18 (Thu)
Time PST (m)	  (ft)
06:31	 4.623	 15.2
11:18	 3.978	 13.1
14:49	 4.230	 13.9
23:06	 0.945	 3.1

In the spirit of keeping our communities informed of my lobbying efforts for B.C. Ferries' 
governance reform,  I have been corresponding with the Federal Transportation Standing 
Committee reviewing the corporation's $lB loan for Chinese-built vessels. This committee 
is timely, as it offers an opportunity to expose the B.C. government's refusal to  make B.C. 
Ferries accountable or introduce legislation that would strengthen governance to avoid the 
corporation's failures.  I asked that the loan for the Chinese-built vessels be conditioned 
with strong governance, as recommended in the l999 Fast Ferries audit, or taxpayers are 
likely to absorb the debt when the corporation defaults and the Chinese vessels are likely 
to suffer the same failure fate of their recent predecessors. I mentioned, of course, that the 
B.C. Ombudsperson has agreed to launch an investigation, but it could take years.  The 
committee facilitator wrote a "Dear Sharon" response, saying he translated and sent my 
appeal to the Committee.  Well, I have heard this before from the B.C. Minister of Trans-
portation and the Commissioner's office!  However, it is also timely that the corporation's 
2024-25 performance report was recently posted that addresses the corporation's cur-
rent financial "vessel resilience" and financial crises. Therefore, I sent a followup letter to 
the committee, asking them to review the corporation's  proposal to form a "sustainable 
partnership"  for funding from all levels of government to avoid  a tax hike "well in excess 
of 35%--within the same governance vacuum. I also sent the following email exchange 
with MLA Josie Osborne, who appeared to interpret my appeal for an audit of government 
records of how the corporation spends tax dollars as an appeal to audit the corporation, as 
proof that the corporation continues to be accountable to no one, with NDP support:  

December 5
Dear MLA Osborne:

This follows up your November 12 email claiming that because B.C. Ferries was created 
as a corporation following the 1999 Fast Ferries scandal, an audit of the government's 
oversight failure cannot again be conducted. I am not alone in arguing that B.C. Ferries is 
not an "independent" corporation, but one totally dependent on ever-increasing, massive 

government subsidies to stay afloat. By operating in the red, deploying failing vessels needing millions in avoid-
able repairs, and projecting a 30% fare increase by 2028, B.C. Ferries will likely pass the $1B loan debt for Chi-
nese-built vessels onto taxpayers and continue to drain the public purse with impunity.

The facts are grim: B.C. Ferries wasted $1B of taxpayer money in the 1990s. The 2001 Wright Review attributed 
this waste to a "baroque" oversight system in which no one was responsible, and accounted for the corporation's 
incompetence. Regrettably, that same ineffective oversight system remains intact today.

Instead of correcting the failures of his predecessor—who was replaced due to incompetence—the current lead-
ership is free to perpetuate them. The failed Baynes Sound cable ferry experiment, which has the highest break-
down rate in the fleet, remains in profoundly unreliable service due to "budget reasons." (Due to an unresolvable 
design failure, it is currently replaced by the Quinsum.) The new island electric hybrids 
provide such unreliable service that they are being replaced or rerouted. This pattern of 
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deploying unreliable vessels raises a critical question: 
Given the corporation's history, what assurance is there 
that the Chinese vessels will not also fail? Premier Eby's 
announcement that he will not intervene in the Chi-
nese vessel purchase signals that the corporation will 
likely pass the $1B debt onto taxpayers and continue 
to drain the public purse--with impunity. This is an 
untenable impasse.

I am, therefore, appealing to you on behalf of Denman 
and Hornby islanders to call for reintroducing tabled 
Bill 7 that provides the government with oversight 
power by amending the Coastal Ferry Act, and to call 
for considering the creation of a fully independent and 
accountable board, as recommended in the Wright Re-
view. The Canadian Federation of Taxpayers demands 
that B.C. Ferries get off the "gravy boat"; the Conserva-
tives and Greens call for returning the corporation to 
the Crown. The NDP, however, remains oblivious to the 
cost of keeping the status quo—both to ferry-depen-
dent communities and to taxpayers. The hundreds of 
millions, and perhaps billions saved could be allocated 
to mitigating current crises in health care, affordable 
housing, and education, or to purchasing new vessels.

Respectfully,

Sharon Small,
Denman Island.

Nov 12, 2025
Dear Sharon,
Thank you for following up on your email requesting 
an audit of the Baynes Sound Connector, as MLA Os-
borne’s constituency advisor I am pleased to respond.
My apologies for the delay in responding to your email, 
as we were awaiting information from both the Min-
istry of Transportation and Transit and the Attorney 
General’s office. We have now received information 
from both Ministries and I am happy to share this in-
formation with you.
 The Province contracts BC Ferries to deliver coastal 
ferry services under the Coastal Ferry Act (2003). BC 
Ferries operates as an independent company overseen 
by the BC Ferry Authority and regulated by the BC 
Ferries Commissioner, who ensures both entities fulfill 
their obligations under the Act and the service con-

tract. The Province does not oversee BC Ferries’ daily 
operations, these operations are managed by its Board 
of Directors.
 What we have found out from our inquiry with the 
Attorney General’s office, is that as an independent 
company, BC Ferries is not subject to audit by the Of-
fice of the Auditor General (OAG) under the Auditor 
General Act. However, as a publicly traded company, 
BC Ferries must file and disclose financial informa-
tion—including annual reports, financial statements, 
and executive compensation—through SEDAR+ (the 
System for Electronic Document Analysis and Retriev-
al), in accordance with Canadian securities regulations. 
Most reports can also be found on the BC Ferry Com-
mission website here: Compliance Reports – Office of 
the BC Ferries 
Commissione europea – Rappresentanza in Italia
The Ministry of Transportation and Transit receives 
regular audit requests from the Office of the Comp-
troller General (3CMB) under the Ministry of Finance 
as part of routine monthly desk audits of Ministry 
expenditures, including payments related to coast-
al ferry services. In addition, the OAG conducts an 
annual audit of the Ministry’s financial statements and 
contractual obligations, these audits include reviews of 
the annual payment schedule to BC Ferries and exam-
ine contractual rights, including obligations under the 
Coastal Ferry Act (2003) and the Coastal Ferry Service 
Contract.
The audit requests from 3CMB and annual audits by 
OAG do not include regular operational details of pri-
vate contracted companies, such as BC Ferries. While 
the OAG previously reviewed BC Ferries’ operations 
before the Company was established as a private corpo-
ration (e.g., the 1999 Fast Ferry Project audit), routine 
operational oversight of the Company is conducted by 
the BC Ferry Commissioner under the Coastal Ferry 
Act.
The Ministry suggested that you may want to review 
BC Ferries’ publicly available financial information and 
to participate in public engagement opportunities with 
BC Ferries and provide feedback, either virtually or in 
person, when these opportunities arise.
I understand this is not the response you were hoping 
for, but I do hope this information is helpful.
Sincerely,
Andrea McDonald | Constituency Advisor
office of Josie Osborne, ML

...continued from P.3



Phoenix Riting!
By Phoenix Bee
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More about the campground, after lots of conversa-
tions, thank you! I’m biased. I grew up in the wilder-
ness, camping on remote lakes. Summers, we spent the 
weekends and some weeks at a particular remote lake. 
We had a folding camp table, a Coleman stove, a cooler 
and a tent. The tent lasted until the day a bear shredded 
it with its claws while we were on the other side of the 
lake. We had taken the food with us, which naturally 
annoyed the bear.
The grownups erected a makeshift shelter: a pole tied 
between two trees with a large sheet of plastic staked 
down over it like an oversized pup tent. Open on the 
long ends, tall enough for an adult to stand in. Beds 
were laid side by side, kids in the middle. That is how 
the family slept for the rest of the summer. Nobody 
was mad at the bear. When you go into bear country, 
they own the place. You are in their living room. You 
keep your food secure, hope for the best, and adapt as 
the situation unfolds. I grew up hearing that nature is 
smarter than people, and that we do best to adapt.
We understood, without needing to be told that peo-
ple are built to handle a bit of privation, it's good for 
us. We walked miles through mosquito and blackfly 
filled woods carrying heavy loads, adults and children 
alike (ours were lighter), all to sleep on the ground, 
live outdoors and catch and forage many of our meals. 
My family were descended from pioneers. They looked 
condescendingly down on what they called "civiliza-
tion." City folk were tenderfeet. Greenhorns. The coast 
was Lotus Land. Too easy. Boring.
That is where I am from. I am adaptable, and I do a 
decent job managing my current level of comfort. I live 
here because I like air that does not bite, I love the sea 
and you don't have to shovel rain. I see nothing wrong 
with how we did it back then. I miss it. The rewards 
were priceless: deep and constant immersion in the 
natural world, a sense of belonging on the ground, on 
equal terms with wild creatures, facing challenges that 
were fun and practical.
Hornby Island is wild enough. I'm okay living without 
bears and blackflies, and mosquitoes are few, a bonus. 
We have nature without the danger. No large predators, 
no poisonous anything. Here, humans are the danger. 
Hornby is being slowly swallowed by the massive inter-
net-fueled monoculture eating the world right now.

I see the same conversation everywhere online. The 
same opinions dominate, swinging between polarized 
ends of the same continuum. Nowhere can we live 
as we choose. We are everywhere managed and con-
trolled. It is a global smoothing over of the collective 
cerebral cortex. As a species, we are getting dumber, as 
technology gets smarter.
Society values convenience and expedience over the 
real wild world. Challenges have narrowed to the 
realms of intellect and technology. Nature is paved 
over, extracted and managed to death. Instead of losing 
ourselves in the woods, we obsess over others' opin-
ions, posting to socials from the beach. Campgrounds 
should be safe, clean and tidy as a living room.
To these folks, it makes sense to have it bulldozed, 
drained, wired and landscaped. It was a mess before, 
everything higgledy piggledy, trees randomly situated, 
and so muddy in winter. If we manage things right, 
one day the whole island can be a park with neat gravel 
pathways, safely fenced and labeled, especially on all 
the cliffs for safety, with lights everywhere so nobody 

has to fear the dark.
Some say those old trees were dangerous, every one of 
them. It is safer now that they are gone. Others say, oh 
great, now the winds can howl freely through that new 
wind tunnel, and in summer there will be nothing to 
shade the gravel from the hot sun. Better. Safer. Sure.
"It will be so much prettier once it is landscaped, 
pruned and planted. Those little new trees will provide 
shade someday. Nobody uses tents anymore, and RVs 
are air conditioned so who cares if it is hot. Gravel 
pathways make it cleaner. Less mud. Who lets kids go 
barefoot nowadays?"
I will never stop resisting that attitude. If the camp-
ground needs improving, we should use minimal inter-
ventions. Look at how nature continued on P.6...



Shucking Oysters:
 Wuthering Frights

By Alex Allen
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Got to love this time of year. Incessant rain, storms, 
power outages, ferry cancellations and possibly, losing 
your marbles. These extreme weather events seem to be 
starting a lot earlier every year. Remember October? We 
had four power outages, countless atmospheric rivers and 
a few bomb cyclones. There has never been a more excit-
ing time to be obsessed with the weather. 

Being a meteorologist is not an easy job. If your forecast 
ends up being wrong, everyone will blame you, and even 
if you get the forecast right, people will still complain(in 
Canada). By its nature, forecasting involves prediction. 
Like tarot card reading, James Howson wrote “telling the 
future can be accompanied by a vagueness which enrap-
tures and mystifies the beholder.” While Nostradamus may 
have predicted asteroids and zombies, “the weather fore-
caster deals with something more prosaic yet not without 
extreme outcomes.”

Canada has just introduced a new colour-coded warning 
system, that aligns with the World Meteorological Orga-
nization which focuses on what the weather will do (risks, 
impacts, safety actions) rather than what the weather will 
be (100 mm of rain). The lowest and most common alert 
level is yellow indicating localized moderate impacts. 
These may include Baynes Sound Connector cancella-
tions, flying debris like pine cones and four-hour power 
outages. The next level, orange, covers more significant 
damage, like wind / ice storms, falling trees and days of 
power outages. Red alerts are the most severe, with pro-
longed dangerous and possibly life-threatening weather, 
like structural damage to houses or buildings. As the fed-
eral government eloquently explained, “Canada’s switch 
enhances its weather services to meet modern challenges, 
delivering clear, consistent, and actionable information 
aligned with international standards for public safety.”

Meanwhile, special weather statements will continue to 
be used under the new system, as the least urgent form of 
messaging. The statements typically advise of uncommon 
conditions and the potential for concern, which on some 
winter days, can read like Emily 

works. Model our publicly owned campground 
on it. Leave trees standing with other trees; their 
roots and branches support each other. Let sites 
blend into the forest. Encourage undergrowth. Let 
trails be packed dirt, perfect for barefoot children 
to scamper on, or barefoot adults, or barefoot 
elders. Earthing is a thing. Touching ground helps 
us all.
Camping is, or should be, an opportunity to touch 
the ground. If Hornby must be a tourist destina-
tion, let it be the most natural version of one. That 
is our brand, after all. So damn the province for 
deciding unilaterally what sort of tourism we must 
attract. Forget the wilderness experience. New 
visitors are funnelled into RV sites, shoes manda-
tory because of gravel, everything accessible and 
wired. Tribune Bay Campground will no longer be 
a respite from the civilized world, but an extension 
of it.
I protest. I do not blame the contractors doing 
their jobs as assigned. I blame the government, the 
officials, the planners and deciders who did not 
consult our community and simply do not care.
That is what I think. What do you think? Email 
me at phoenixonhornby@gmail.com

continued on P.7...

...continued from P.5
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Brontë had written them. By focusing on the weather 
impacts rather than the weather itself, the main goal of 
the colour codes is to enhance storm preparedness and 
better communicate how we can prepare in advance. 

Back in the day, a typical weather report would start 
like this: “Welcome to the weather forecast. Now, let’s 
see what the weather is like today. In the north it’s very 
windy and cold. There is a chance of some rain too, so 
don’t leave home without your umbrella. In the east it’s 
rainy all day today, I’m afraid. In the west the weather 
is dry, but cloudy. So no rain for you, but it is quite 
windy. The south has the best weather today, sunny all 
afternoon.”

Instead, we get mete-
orology 101 reports: 
warned about the 
atmospheric river 
weather system that’s 
going to bring in 70 
to 100 mm of rain. 
Or the bomb cyclone 
expected to bring 
wind gusts of up to 
100 km per hour. 
And then throw in 
a quote from some 
well-meaning qual-
ified expert: “We’re 
calling it a big skinny fire hose because when you look 
at the satellite and the radar it’s really quite amazing 
how if it shifted to the north or south it would drasti-
cally change the outcome.”

As for the bomb cyclone, that’s probably a new one for 
some of you who are not weather geeks. The Weather 
Channel (MTV for old people) defines this condition 
as “having undergone bombogenesis or bombing-out.” 
It happens when a low pressure system drops rapidly, 
resulting in a “bomb-like explosion” of winter weather 
madness. Cool. 

Today, every weather event is “intense,” “severe,” “ex-
treme,” “rapidly deepening,” “aggressive,”
“hitting” and “brewing.” It’s like having Mr. Rogers and 
his neighbourhood taken over by Freddy
Krueger of Elm Street. And I’m guessing that you 

already know that we Canadians are obsessed about the 
weather. If we can’t incessantly talk about polar vortex-
es, nine out of ten of us will make a point of checking 
the Weather Channel at least twice a day.

And it’s not just us. The US has the 24-hour streaming 
service, Fox Weather. As their press release said, they 
want to “capitalize on the increasingly frightening state 
of Earth’s daily forecasts” and “aim to make the science 
of meteorology more relevant to people’s lives.” 

You can get alerts for 42 kinds of weather and learn 
about funnel clouds and graupel (a type of soft hail). 
Fox Weather also has a few storm chasers who race 

around documenting 
the many hurricanes 
and tornadoes rip-
ping across America. 
Instead of watching 
fire logs burning 24-7, 
now you can watch 
the Kīlauea volcano 
spewing fountains 
of lava into the air. 
Or drone videos of 
tornadoes tearing 
through a Houston 
neighbourhood. You 
can even learn which 
FIFA teams will get an 

edge in the games from the hot weather.

“Weather is ideally suited to the electronic age,” wrote 
Bernard Mergen, a professor of American Studies, in 
his book Weather Matters. “It’s constantly in motion, 
frequently fast-moving... ubiquitous and visually beau-
tiful.” And it’s in this digital age that our interest in the 
elements is being turbocharged by the growth of weath-
er-related media, especially online.

We talk about weather because it’s an easy topic of 
conversation, David Phillips, senior climatologist at 
Environment Canada, points out. “It’s not as if you’re 
going to get that faraway look when you bring up sex 
or politics or religion, and people are wondering where 
you’re going with it. Weather is a safe topic of conversa-
tion.” Say, did you hear about the intense, frigid....

...continued from P.6
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In the 1860s, Louisa was not yet the moral matron 
of anyone’s imagination. She was thirty, unmarried, 
and wholly responsible for her family's survival. Her 
father, Amos Bronson Alcott, was a man of transcen-
dentalist ideas — lofty, shimmering notions about the 
soul and nature — and utterly devoid of material prac-
ticality. Her mother, Abigail, held the fragile house-
hold together with sheer willpower and a competence 
her husband conspicuously lacked. Louisa herself 

stitched, tutored, taught, and laboured in ways that 
drained her health but kept bread on the table.
But Louisa was not merely tired. She was angry. Not 
delicately cross in the manner of a thwarted Victo-
rian heroine — no, she carried a rage that simmered 
under her corset stays. She saw the cruel shortage of 
choices offered to women: marriage to the wrong man, 
or grinding poverty. And she refused to accept either 
without protest.
So she wrote. Not the gentle moral tales that would later 
win her fame, but thrillers. Sensation novels drenched 
in vice and intrigue: women slipping poison into 
teacups, governesses who were secretly actresses or-
chestrating revenge, lovers chasing one another across 
continents with murder in their hearts. Opium dens. 
Cross-dressing. Violence. Desire. The kind of fiction 
that could cause respectable matrons to faint dead away 
from page twelve onwards.
Of course, she could not publish such a scandal un-
der her own name. Society would clutch its collective 
pearls, and her family would starve. Thus was born 
“A.M. Barnard,” the shadow self under which these 
works saw the light of day.

Louisa in Shadow and Light
 Gabriel Jeroschewitz, 
November 7th, 2025, 

dedicated to Louisa May AlcottLI
TE
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For over a century after her death, Louisa May Al-
cott existed in the public mind as a literary angel: the 
mild, moral governess of American letters. We knew 
her as “Miss Alcott,” the tender chronicler of Little 
Women, that wholesome tale of four sisters learning 
virtue during the American Civil War. Readers imag-
ined her pouring tea for the March family between 
chapters, smiling indulgently at their homemaking 
and quiet romances. She was, in short, the kind of 
woman about whom no clergy member could wag his 
finger.
Except—this was a lie.

continued on P.7...
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Readers of the 1860s devoured them, blissfully igno-
rant of the authoress’s identity. They knew only that 
Barnard’s heroines were clever, dangerous, and un-
apologetically powerful — a far cry from the shrinking 
violets of conventional literature. Louisa wrote in her 
diary, with sly satisfaction: “I think my natural ambi-
tion is for the lurid style. I indulge in gorgeous fancies 
and wish that I dared inscribe them upon my pages.” 
She dared — she signed them with another’s name.
Then came the fatal request from her publisher in 1868: 
write “a book for girls.” Louisa resisted. She did not 
think herself gifted in the sunny art of children’s fiction, 
and she found the concept dull. But necessity has a 
louder voice than inspiration. She needed the money.
She sat down and wrote Little Women, loosely based on 
her own childhood with her three sisters. She delivered 
it, perhaps with the same feeling a cook might have 
toward a serviceable soup. But the world decided it was 
not soup at all — it was ambrosia. The book became an 
instant sensation, and Louisa May Alcott gained wide-
spread recognition as a household name.
Success, however, proved a gilded cage. Overnight, 
she was transformed from a struggling author into the 
moral authority for young ladies everywhere. Publish-
ers demanded sequels and imitations: more goodness, 
more patience, more virtue. Louisa obliged with Little 
Men and Jo’s Boys, stories populated entirely by char-
acters who could be trusted to return your borrowed 
sugar and speak kindly to one another.
Privately, she seethed. In her journal, she wrote, “I am 
tired of being good. I should like to do something nasty 
and enjoy it.” But she did not enjoy that freedom again. 
A.M. Barnard vanished from the literary record. The 
thrillers went unwritten. Louisa played her assigned 
role to ensure her family’s survival.
Louisa never married. She once remarked she’d “rather 
be a free spinster and paddle my own canoe,” a decla-
ration both witty and, for her era, quietly rebellious. 
Scholars today debate whether she was lesbian or 
asexual, but all agree she was fiercely independent and 
privately frustrated by society’s constraints.
Her life was hard. She served as a nurse in the Civil 
War, nearly died from typhoid, and was treated with 
mercury that poisoned her for the remainder of her 
days. She continued working, writing, and supporting 
her family until the end of her life. By then, the public 
saw only one version of her — the safe version. The 
other half died unacknowledged.

In 1888, at age fifty-five, Louisa died just two days after 
her father. She was sick, exhausted, and, in the eyes of 
serious literary critics, a mere children’s author. Her 
dark stories, attributed to A.M. Barnard, sat in dusty 
archives for decades, yellowing in anonymity. It was 
not until 1943 that the truth began to stir. While re-
searching nineteenth-century publishers, scholar Leo-
na Rostenberg stumbled upon peculiar records linking 
the mysterious Barnard to Louisa May Alcott. She 
investigated: manuscripts, handwriting comparisons, 
and payment ledgers. The evidence mounted until the 
conclusion was unavoidable — Louisa May Alcott had 
led a double life.
By the late twentieth century, feminist scholars repub-
lished these sensation novels. Students read Behind a 
Mask, Pauline’s Passion and Punishment, and A Long 
Fatal Love Chase alongside Little Women. Suddenly, 
Louisa’s portrait split into two images: the wholesome 
governess of girlhood dreams, and the rage-filled rebel 
who filled her pages with blood and danger.
From one perspective, it is a story of constraint: a 
woman forced to choose between her authentic voice 
and her career. But to the mature reader — perhaps 
sipping a good brandy in a quiet room — the story 
offers another satisfaction. Louisa did write her truth. 
She did it cunningly, sidestepping society’s bans with 
a pen name sharp enough to pierce propriety’s veil. 
She practiced public morality by day and murdered by 
night.
For over a century, the world knew only the palatable 
half of Louisa May Alcott. But the other half — the 
dangerous, complicated, gloriously unwholesome half 
— was there all along, waiting in archives for discovery.
And so, dear reader, consider this: How many women 
have lived similarly divided lives, their rage and am-
bition pressed into secrecy? How many polite smiles 
have concealed murderously sharp minds? How many 
truths rest even now in dusty boxes, awaiting a curious 
hand?
Louisa’s hidden tales remind us to write anyway — 
even if we must hide the signature. For one day, the 
truth will emerge. And when it does, the respectable 
façade will crack, and the whole woman will step into 
the light.

Just as she always deserved.

...continued from P.6
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The Digital Sky is Falling
by Cylon2036. we/us

(Fused to the underbelly of time. Pseudopod-certified.)
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The first hint that something was wrong came at 6:57 
a.m., when Nora Brighton’s rooster stopped competing 
with the chime of new emails. 

Morning on Denman Island was normally a quiet duet 
of nature and notifications: wind in the forest, clucks 
from the chicken run, and the steady ping of Hunterson 
Dynamics overnight messages arriving from the city. But 
today, no pings. Just the rooster, who seemed altogether 
too pleased about the interruption.

Nora tapped her laptop. The cursor blinked patiently in 
an offline document she’d opened the night before. No 
network. She frowned, toggled her router and waited for 
the usual green constellation of indicator lights. Instead 
she got one sullen, blinking red star.

She sighed. Living on a semi-rural island meant treat-
ing the internet like a temperamental deity, capricious, 
prone to moods. But this felt different. The outage didn’t 
have the usual signature, no sputtering reconnections, 
no half-loaded pages, no brief flashes of normalcy. Just… 
absence.

Her phone buzzed once, then died mid-notification. A 
moment later, even her cell signal bars dropped to noth-
ing. She held the phone up like an offering to the kitchen 
window. Nothing. “Fantastic,” she muttered. “A technolo-
gy meltdown before coffee.”

By 7:15, she’d tried everything: rebooting the router, 
switching hot spots, even walking down her gravel drive-
way to see if elevation would coax the cell tower gods into 
cooperation. The island was peaceful, unbothered, and 
profoundly unhelpful.

Returning inside, she found her cat perched smugly on 
her keyboard, which at this point was about as useful as a 
brick. Her mid-morning video meeting with her Project 
Integration Team was officially doomed.

At 7:30, her landline rang. Nora stared at it. The landline 
never rang. It was there mostly to appease storms and 
power outages and the occasional elderly neighbour who 

believed cell phones were a passing fad. She an-
swered. “Hello?”

It was Chris from IT, speaking at the speed of some-
one trying not to panic. “Nora! It’s not you. It’s not us 
either. Actually….” he inhaled sharply. “it’s everyone. 
The entire internet is down. Global, we think. Or 
continental. Hard to tell with all our tools offline.”

Nora blinked. “Global, like… the entire internet? 
That seems… unlikely. Are we sure this isn’t another 
case of raccoons in the data centre wiring?”

“Not unless the raccoons unionized internationally. 
Leadership is trying to put out a statement, but no 
one can send anything except landline calls. And 
half our executives don’t even have landlines. So 
for now… we wait. Stay put. Don’t reboot anything 
important. And, uh, maybe find a hobby that doesn’t 
require cloud syncing.” He hung up before she could 
ask for clarification. Classic Chris.

Nora set the phone down slowly, feeling the unreal 
quiet settle in. Her entire workday, her entire job, 
existed on servers she could no longer reach. Docu-
ments, project roadmaps, messaging channels, dash-
boards. All evaporated.

She opened her front door. The valley spread beneath 
a soft fog, farms and ridgelines fading into white. It 
looked exactly the same as always, which made the 
collapse of the digital world feel even stranger, like a 
silent catastrophe no one here could see.

Across the road, her neighbor, Mrs. Priestly, waved 
from her porch. “Internet down at your place too? 
My granddaughter can’t watch her cooking shows. 
World’s ending.” Nora offered a nod and a weak 
laugh. It didn’t feel entirely like a joke.

By 9:00, she’d brewed a second pot of coffee, stared at 
her dead laptop, and rediscovered three notebooks 
she’d forgotten she owned. The quiet was unnerving. 
No messages. No meeting alerts. No relentless parade 
of digital urgency. It was almost peaceful. Almost.

But beneath that quiet, Nora felt something else 
creeping in. Uncertainty. She 
worked hundreds of miles continued on P.11...
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from the nearest Hunterson Dynamics office, reliant 
on invisible threads that now lay severed. In the city, 
there would be teams, protocols, co-workers gathering 
in worried clusters. Out here, it was just her, a roost-
er, and the creeping realization that the world had 
changed without making a sound.

She stepped onto her porch, coffee in hand, and lis-
tened to the wind moving through the forest. For the 
first time, she realized she could hear her own heart-
beat. And for the first time, she wondered, not about 
when the internet would return, but what the world 
might look like if it didn’t.

How To Heal When The 
World Is On Fire

By Caitlin Johnstone
December 9th, 2025

Chloe writes the following via email regarding my 
recent piece “Don’t Let The Empire Gaslight You Into 
Believing You Are Powerless”:
“What you said about what to do when you feel 
powerless really stuck with me…that externally you 
can always help wake up more people to the truth and 
internally you can heal. I guess I just have a question 
more with the latter. How do you heal in the midst of 
a world on fire? How do you feel safe and secure when 
you realize that the world is anything but those two 
things? That any form of comfort you feel is currently 
costing untold numbers of people’s blood and pain? 
How do you heal and feel safe when everything is 
just…grind…precarity and feeling on the edge of 
oblivion? Waking up to those realizations is terrify-
ing…and it just feels like a full antitheis to being able 
to start your healing. Like things can only be safe 
when the monsters and the hell is defeated which 
won’t likely occur within the span of our lifetimes? It 
seems like thats something you’ve figured out and I’m 
curious how to start that.”
Dear Chloe,
I think first we need to be clear that healing and feel-
ing secure are two different things. Healing isn’t about 
getting away from uncomfortable feelings, it’s about 
moving right into them and feeling them fully. After 
we have done our work and healing has occurred we 
tend to notice that we feel better, but the actual work 
of healing begins in discomfort. That’s where the rub-
ber meets the road on this path.
Healing is when you find a part of yourself that has 
been acting out unconsciously over and over again 
throughout your life, by getting annoyed or upset or 
collapsing into helplessness, or by freezing up, freezing 
out, or freaking out. You start paying attention to how 
these unconscious behaviors play in yourself (either 
in your outward behavior or privately in your internal 
suffering), and you get real curious about how that is 
happening.
Healing is when you track that defense mechanism 
back to its first instance, the very first time you felt this 
feeling, usually in childhood, 
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where you were small and vulnerable and you came 
up with this way of defending yourself in that moment 
and have stuck with it ever since. Our inner dysfunc-
tions are generally just old strategies for dealing with 
perceived threats that we set in motion much earlier 
in our lives and then forgot about, which then went on 
to continue pulling the strings of our psychology from 
the depths of our subconscious long after they became 
maladaptive and unhelpful.
Healing is when you listen to that small part of you 
that has just been doing its very best to defend you all 
these years from the perceived threat that is no longer 
there because you are no longer a small child. You are 
an adult now, and you don’t face the same threats you 
faced (or more likely imagined you faced but didn’t 
understand) back when you were a kid. But a part of 
your brain has not caught up with that yet.
So you let that part of yourself talk to you, and you 
listen, and you love it, and you thank it for defending 
you all these years, but you let it know that you’re all 
good now. It can go. Compassion for your tiny self 
that didn’t know any better floods your system and in 
all that love, you forgive yourself for the first instance, 
and for all the instances after where you were punch-
ing at shadows that were no longer there.
In that flood of compassion, the mechanism dissolves. 
Sometimes the energy of it will literally up and leave, 
out your mouth in the form of a burp or a dry retch, 
or in a shudder or chattering of teeth, but other times 
it will simply melt into your whole self. You’ll just feel 
better, and you’ll know it’s gone because you won’t be 
able to find the feeling again if you attempt to return 
to it.
The thing about healing is that it leaves only an ab-
sence of something, so it doesn’t make a big deal about 
itself. You might not even notice that you’ve done any-
thing much for a while. The more you do this though, 
the more the noise in your head dies down, and the 
real world begins to emerge.
You become less reactive and less likely to inadver-
tently cause drama in your world, and in yourself you 
become generally happier and lighter.
But you also see — and this goes back to the nub of 
your question — that in this new light the world be-
comes a much less scary place. You can see that the 
monsters who rule our world aren’t so much monsters 
as just little kids with far too much power uncon-

sciously acting out their defense mechanisms. The suf-
fering they cause is real and horrifying, but at the root 
of it, they are humans playing out a very human pattern. 
In this context, it’s comprehensible. You’ve found similar 
things in yourself, so it’s not an alien threat which defies 
understanding.
You also see how predictable people are when they are 
stuck in their reactive patterns. You can see that in our 
leaders. They are not surprising or inspired in any way at 
all; they are monotonously boring and beholden to the 
patterning of their psychological conditioning, and their 
behavior is predictable. Evil, yes, but also predictable.
Predictability is also a marker of the imperial core as a 
whole. You can see how incapable it is of changing tack, 
even when it no longer serves the empire to continue 
the pattern. The empire managers think they’re so slick, 
but they are stuck with repeating the same plays over 
and over. That’s a major weakness. They are telegraph-
ing their next moves to us years in advance, and there’s 
nothing they can do about it.
The other thing that happens is that in this newfound 
clarity, you can interact with the world as it is. You are 
no longer expending energy fighting shadows of the 
past. Your healthy anger is re-ignited, ready to animate 
you into inspired action that responds to the present 
moment. You get your intuition back, unencumbered by 
neurosis and paranoia, so you can move more efficient-
ly in the world. You get your healthy wants back, your 
“fuck yeah” and your “hell no”, and you can make good 
decisions quickly, and deftly course-correct if you need.
Imperial propaganda uses our fears, our tribal loyalties, 
our insecurities, and our learned helplessness to control 
us as efficiently as if they installed levers in our brain. If 
you dissolve those levers, you become a very dangerous 
entity to the machine. You become a free human being 
no longer acting in patterned and predictable ways, but 
moving with the needs of the moment. That is empow-
ering.
So we definitely don’t need to wait until the bastards 
have been defeated and we’re feeling safe and secure in 
order to begin our healing journey. In fact, beginning 
the work of true healing makes us much more effective 
at fighting the empire, and the work begins right here in 
the big sloppy uncomfortable thick of it all. All it takes 
is the sincerity, vulnerability, humility, and courage to 
begin taking those first steps.

...continued from P.11



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.

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 
editorialize 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!
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Electric car owners 
are not required 
to have a current 
license. 

Thank you 
Anonymous.

•DOWN •

1. Assembled
2. Angry state
3. Animal abode
4. Oak item
5. Layer
6. Duel unit
7. Arena shout
8. A Heep of Dickens
9. Kind of diplomacy
10. Native to a specific 
location
11. Cakewalk
12. Come to
13. Hopeless case
21. Fashion magazine
24. Parkinson's disease 
drug
25. Chalet overhangs
26. By surprise
28. Alphabetize

• ACROSS •

1. Golden touch king
6. Goody two shoes
11. Droop
14. Not on all fours
15. Braves legend
16. A pair
17. Caruso, for one
18. Nursery resident
19. Fled
20. A kind of review
22. A Canadian export
23. Guitar's kin
24. Crude shed
27. Pet rodent
29. Apply gently
30. Jamaican fruit
33. Brazilian city
34. Aves, once
35. Nuclear particles
37. Bisect
41. Bushel division
43. Calendar item

45. Exam answer
46. Out of line
48. Bumpy
50. Approx.
51. Cry over a 
mouse
53. Aspen apparatus
54. Caught ya!
55. Put in hot water
59. Concert worker
61. Cramp
62. Hundred bani
63. Classroom 
sound
64. Actor Carney
65. Aida, for one
67. Greek letters
71. Partner of to
72. Awards a medal
73. Alpha's 
antithesis
74. An evergreen
75. Nautical miles 
per hour
76. Hose material

31. Cupid's field
32. Chemically 
nonreactive
36. Haughty person
38. Echo was one
39. Japanese dish
40. Stiff bristles
42. Hull bottom
44. Former rulers
47. Marriage
49. Canyon creator
52. Not release
55. Group of 
employees
56. Fleecy clouds
57. Cast member
58. Because of
60. Pigmy
63. Bidding word
66. Old soldier, abbr.
68. Address bk. line
69. Antiquity
70. Bernardino 
beginner

• 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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• 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 
household major and small 
appliances. All large and small 
machinery. Yard machinery, 
chainsaws, outboards, automo-
tive, sharpening, welding and 
fabricating. Call Rick Graham 
335-0954.(HI) 

• FOR SALE • 
WAGNER FIREWOOD. 2 cords 
to Denman, $680 plus GST.  
Hornby, $720 plus GST.  Text or 
call Scott at: 250-334-7323 
+APPLIANCES FOR SALE. Rang-
es, wash
ers, dryers, fridges, dishwash-
ers, gas/electric range. All fully 
restored and come with a full 
six month warranty. 
Call Rick Graham 335-0954.
Denman Island local cedar 
kindling sales. Wildcrafted. Ar-
tisanal! Damn Cheap! Your fire 
will thank you! By burning!!
DISCLAIMER: “Denman Island 
natural cedar kindling” is not in-
tended to diagnose or treat any 
medical condition. For external 
use only. 
250-897-8184  
• COMMUNITY NOTICES •
NEED HELP? Alcoholics Anony-
mous 
250-338-8042 

COMOX VALLEY TRANSITION 
SOCIETY EMERGENCY CRISIS LINE:
 250-338-1227 or Text: 250-218-4034 
For more info visit 
https://cvts.ca 
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THURSDAY 11

FRIDAY 12

SATURDAY 13

MONDAY 15

TUESDAY 16

WEDNESDAY 17

THURSDAY 18

• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
• RECYCLING CENTRE 1-5pm
• BOTTLE DEPOT 2-5pm
• CAP SITE Hub Comm. Hall 4-7pm
• FOOD BANK Hub Comm. Hall 4-7pm
• FREE STORE 3-5pm
• Community Choir 2:30pm Back Hall

• 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  

• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
• AA Meeting DIUC Gathering Place 7pm
• Denman Community School Winter Concert
                      4:30pm Denman Community School
• Moonlight Madness 5-9pm-ish Downtown D.I.

FRIDAY 19

SATURDAY 20

MONDAY 22

TUESDAY 23

WEDNESDAY 24

THURSDAY 25

SUNDAY 21

• 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
• Community Solstice Celebration 4pm 
                                                The Gathering Place

• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
• RECYCLING CENTRE 1-5pm
• BOTTLE DEPOT 2-5pm
• Choose to Move 11:30-12:30 Gathering Place
• DIGS Meeting 1-3pm The Gathering Place
• DAAC Open Mic 7:30pm Back Hall

• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
• AA Meeting DIUC Gathering Place   7pm
• Employment Services 9am-3pm DAC
• Volleyball 6:30-8pm School Gym          
• Songwriter's Workshop 7pm Hornby Arts Centre
• DSMS AGM 7pm DAC

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

                        ❧Christmas Day❧ 
• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
• RECYCLING CENTRE 1-5pm
• BOTTLE DEPOT 2-5pm
• CAP SITE Hub Comm. Hall 4-7pm
• FOOD BANK Hub Comm. Hall 4-7pm
• FREE STORE 3-5pm
• Community Choir 2:30pm Back Hall   

• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
• AA Meeting DIUC Gathering Place 7pm
• Employment Services 9am-3pm DAC
• Volleyball 6:30-8pm School Gym
• Songwriter's Workshop 7pm Hornby Arts Centre

• 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  •

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

• REAL ESTATE • INSURANCE • FINANCIAL SERVICES •
• Jordan McDonald • Re/Max Ocean Pacific Realty • 604•616•1137 (D/H)

• 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)
• DB Excavations • 250-465-1889 • dbexcavations@gmail.com (D)

• HEALTH & WELLNESS •

• BUSINESS DIRECTORY •• BUSINESS DIRECTORY •

• SERVICES •

FORTNIGHT EVENTSFORTNIGHT EVENTS

• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
• RECYCLING CENTRE 1-5pm
• BOTTLE DEPOT 2-5pm
• Choose to Move 11:30-12:30 Gathering Place

• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
• RECYCLING CENTRE 1-5pm
• BOTTLE DEPOT 2-5pm
• CAP SITE Hub Comm. Hall 4-7pm
• FOOD BANK Hub Comm. Hall 4-7pm
• FREE STORE 3-5pm
• Community Choir 2:30pm Back Hall
• Winter Solstice Dinner 5-8pm Back Hall

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

SUNDAY 14

• Denman Island Community Christmas Dinner
   Two seatings: 5pm & 6:30pm D.I. Community Hall

• Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
• DILTC Meeting 10am DAC

• Spectra Health • Physiotherapy & Therapy • Acupuncture & Traditional        
  Chinese Medicine, Osteopathy. (D/H) www.spectrahealth.net 
                                                                                                                                 or 250-335-2260 
• Massage Clinic • 2796 Northwest Rd. • Leyah Kelly 335•2584 (D)
• Acupuncture • Jenny McCartney, R.Ac • 250•508•8160
			              • www.heartwoodacupuncture.ca (D)
• Good Medicine Massage • Carly Woolner • (250)879-0979 • Myo-fascial, 
                            cranio sacral + • By appt. only, 3305 Kirk rd, Denman Island


