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- — Beef & veggie burgers (gluten-free buns available), fries &
— poutine (gluten-free vegan gravy available), Korean-style fried
25“ 7[}3 9'92? chicken, pizza, panozzos, and rice bowls. Try our signature Caesar!
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Phoenix Riting!

z
S
E By Phoenix Bee
S

What a year it has been. It's been like this for a few years now. At
the end of every year, since about 2016, it seems, we look ahead and
hope for a less crazy one. Please, we say, let this year not be as crazy
as the last!

And every single year has been crazier. Every New Year, we say the
same thing all over again. I don’t remember this being such a phe-
nomenon in the past. I remember when the New Year was a time
when some of us made resolutions about what we wanted to im-
prove in ourselves and our lives. On New Year’s Eve we partied, or
did our own private thing, assessed the year behind us, and antici-
pated the changes we might make to improve our lives, change our
bad habits. But did we ever look back on every previous year as an
absolute train wreck the way we do now?

I know only one thing about the year to come, and it is this: it’s
going to be even weirder. So much weirder I can’t even imagine it.
Guaranteed. The crazy quotient of each passing year is increasing
exponentially. Every year is stranger than the last. It’s like we're
hurtling toward a ‘weird’ event horizon. It’s not the Al singularity
we should be bracing for, it's the weirdness singularity. I don’t think
we've crossed it yet, but... maybe.

We've fallen down the rabbit hole, or stepped through the looking
glass; that’s more like it. We're in the backwards mirror world now,
looking out at “normal,” but unable to reach it. Nothing makes sense
anymore.

In the year to come, I resolve to roll with the changes. To dance with
them. To look for whats right, question my assumptions, and pre-
pare for the strange ahead. What else is there to do? Oh, of course
sometimes I'll protest and complain. 'm human, after all. There’s
real release in expressing frustration with the stupid choices made

continued on P.5...




...continued from P.2

by the deciders of the world, especially when those decisions intrude unacceptably into
my life and community. Ultimately, though, I will adapt. We will all adapt, or else start
blowing gaskets and leaking in public.

Can't have that. Must... contain... self...

Thing is, as local songwriter John McLachlan sings, “The future will always win.” You
can't stop what’s coming, if it's coming. You can't step in front of a speeding train without
getting smashed by it. Some who are trapped on the train might fight their way to the
engine and shout in the engineer’s ear, only to be told, sorry! The brakes are broken and
there’s no stopping this thing.

History has momentum. The events, however weird, destructive and nonsensical, that are
playing themselves out now must carry on to their bitter or natural conclusion. Perhaps
those of us not trapped on the train, who still have the will, can run alongside and lend
our weight to slowing it down, even rescue those few that we can. Maybe that’s futile. But
what else is there to do?

We can effect small changes here (I hope) and there (maybe). We can probably mitigate
some damage. Protect a few. But this thing will play itself out. I'm becoming convinced
George Carlin was right: the owners will have their way, and they do not care what we
think or say. The majority, whose numbers are required to have any effect to slow or even
stop the train, are too busy munching processed snacks and scrolling their TikTok feeds
to notice or care. Or else they are occupied with a titanic struggle merely to survive and
they have no spare brain cells to pay attention to the bigger picture.

The masses aren't listening, and those who are listening already know. Futile or not, I
won't stop saying what I think. That’s how I'm wired. And even though nothing seems

to be changing, despite so many miraculous scientific breakthroughs revealing in depth
what an interdependent, complex, diverse wonder this living planet truly is; despite the
many brilliant alternatives being discovered to generate energy, clean the oceans, grow
food, and so much more; despite all the kind, loving hearts working together, striving,
saving all they can, I'm going to continue to feel it all. I'm going to laugh and dance and
cry and shout and sing as hard as I possibly can.

There will still be a world when this weirdstorm has passed. Whenever that happens,

I have faith in this living Earth. I believe she knows what she’s doing, no matter how it
looks and feels right now. And I know, deep in my bones, that we crazy, destroying hu-
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TIDE TABLE

- Secondary Tidal Station Ford Cove «

+ Source: tides.gc.ca -
2026-01-02 (Fri)
Time PST (m)  (ft)

06:00 5006 16.4
1051 3.898 128
1519 4747 156
23:06  0.054 02
2026-01-03 (Sat)
Time PST (m) ~_ (ft)
06:41  5.129016.8
11:45 3797 125
16:15 4711 155
23:51 0049 02

2026-01-04 (Sun)
Time PST (m)  (ft)

07:21 5190 17.0
12:38  3.636 119
17:11  4.611 15.1

2026-01-05 (Mon)
Time PST (m)  (ft)

00:35 0.196 0.6

07:58 5210 17.1
13:31  3.425 112
18:09 4.437 14.6

2026-01-06 (Tue)
Time PST (m)  (ft)

01:17 0494 1.6

08:32 5202 17.1
14:25 3.169 104
19:08 4.196 13.8

2026-01-07 (Wed)
Time PST (m)  (ft)

01:57 0926 3.0
09:05 5.167 17.0
15:22  2.875 94
20:11 3917 129

2026-01-08 (Thu)
Time PST (m)  (ft)
4.8

02:37 1461 .
09:36  5.098 16.7
16:20 2.562 8.4
21:22  3.649 12.0

mans are collectively acting on her behalf. That in the very long run, somehow, it’s going to turn out that some-

thing is right about this.

I don’t know what it is. But this New Year, I choose to believe in the good. Faith, it’s said, can move mountains.
Faith can grease wheels and encourage life to grow. Faith is an exercise, a practice, and I commit to deepening
mine. I'm not talking about faith ‘in something, God, a religion, leaders, the ones who know. Faith is simple. I
have faith in blessings, in life itself, unfolding all around me, in vast entities, like this world and this cosmos, to

evolve always in the direction of love.

Life feels better with a little faith. It's not easy against all the evidence but it works for me. Give it a try, if you

haven't already.

My wish for you all is that you each have the best year you possibly can given the circumstances. I wish that all
your crises be awakenings, that your lives evolve lovingly, that it all works out one way or another. Happy New

Year!
That's what I think. What do you think? Email me at phoenixonhornby@gmail.com é
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Monster Hunters
By Quinn Ireland

B en Vinkenhut hated school. He was bullied ev-

ery day, and he usually ended up in the trash can.

Ben looked like your average 13-year-old boy. He

had long, light brown hair and bright blue eyes. He al-
ways wore a light brown hoodie. But Ben was about to
find out that he was no ordinary boy. One warm spring
day in mid-March, Ben was waiting at the bus stop
with his friend Johnny Maken. Johnny was identified as
tall with brownish hair and freckles with long, skin-

ny arms and brown eyes. He wore a light brown hood-
ie that looked two sizes too big. Ben suspected that

it was his older brother Fred's. "UUUGGGHHH..."
groaned Johnny, "It sure is hot out today!" "Yeah, I
guess," said Ben. He wore the same
expression as he did every school day,
mad and grumpy. "Are you okay dude?"
asked Johnny, "You seem... weird this
morning." " Well," Ben explained; "I
promised someone a snickers bar to-
day, and I forgot to get it." "Who want-
ed it?" asked Johnny. "James Jones,"
answered Ben. James was the bully

at Mountain Range Middle School.

He bullied most of the students, but
Ben was always his biggest target. "He's gonna kill you
for that, dude!" exclaimed Johnny, "He loves his snick-
ers bars!" The Bus gently pulled up to where the two
boys were standing. "Great," said Ben in a sarcas-

tic tone, "Another fun day at middle school." As the bus
pulled up, Ben couldn't stop thinking about how James
Jones would wedgie him in front of the whole class.
James somehow knew how to do mean things when

the teachers weren't looking. Ben always got in trouble
for making loud noises when the noises were not his
fault. Most of the time, they were James's banging Ben's
head on the wall. Or sometimes they would be Ben
screaming from James giving him a wedgie. They got
onto the bus. Ben sat beside Johnny. One of the one
thousand things that Ben hated about the pool was the
bus ride. He found it long and boring with no enter-
tainment. After a half an hour bus ride, they got to
school. Just as Ben was getting off the bus, he heard a
voice say, "Hey Vinkenhut, where's my snickers?" It was
James Jones and his gang of two other boys, Dike Hard-

masher and Wendle Bloodlust. James' henchman
had names quite scarier than James Jones, but it
did not interfere with his ruthless bullying. The evil
trio was known to the school as the gruesome gang.
Ben didn't know what to say. He decided to lie. "Uh...
sorry James, but as I was waiting for the bus, a raven
swooped down and... took the snickers bar from my
open backpack." "Stop right there, Vinkenhut, why
was your backpack open?” Ben scrambled for an
excuse before saying; "Weeellll... when I was buying
the snickers, the shopkeeper asked for two dollars. I
reached into my backpack for the money, and forgot
to close it," explained Ben."You're not that dumb,"
snorted James, "Or maybe you are." Dike and Wen-
dle laughed along with James. "Well, I'll be oft." said
Ben sprinting away while yelling back; "Nice talking
to you guys!" He sped down the hall. "Get back here!"
- shouted James before perusing Ben's
wake with his sidekicks. Ben ran into
a classroom and locked himself in.
Just then, Ben heard a jingling out-
side the door 19. He looked toward
the door and to his horror; the lock
was being picked by James. James

1 to peer at Ben through the window.
"Hey everyone!" he jeered, "Look
| what Vinkenhut's wearing!" Ben
looked down and saw that he was wearing a pink
sweater that was about two sizes too small for him.
It belonged to his mom. Ben had done a lot of grow-
ing over the summer and winter break and was cur-
rently taller than her. Students began to look through
the window and laugh at Ben. He darted around the
room finding refuge behind a desk in the corner of
the room, out of sight range from the window. "I wish
I didn't have to wear this sweater.” He said angri-
ly. As he said this, the most unexpected thing hap-
pened. His pink sweater grew. Moments later, it had
grown to be a perfect fit. Then it turned a bright shade
of red and fake flames appeared around the sleeves.
But confusment turned to horror in a heartbeat. James
had almost gotten the lock and taunted Ben; "Your
dead meat, Vinkenhut!" Ben quickly hid behind a
stack of books on the teacher's desk preparing for
the worst. Just seconds later, James Jones had com-
pletely picked the lock and opened the door. Come
out, Vinkenhut." He said with a creepy singsong voice
continued on P.5...




...continued from P.4

and an evil grin. Right on queue, Wendel found Ben
crouched behind the books and called Dike over. They
picked Ben up by the arms and held him suspended

in place. Please don't wedgie me!" yelled Ben,"I for-
got to get the snickers bar, I'll buy you three tomor-
row." But James wasn't mad. He was staring with his
mouth wide at Ben's hoodie."Where did you get one of
those?" He asked in disbelief." I guess it just appeared
on me." Ben could not answer. The shock of his hoodie
transforming and James nearly beating him was too
much. "Dude," continued James, "That's a fire blaster
hoodie! I've heard that they cost thousands of dollars!
The most expensive clothing brand in the world!" Just
then a huge mean voice said; "Oi!" All the kids who
were standing behind James, Dike and Wedel panicked
and started running. Ben turned around and a giant
man about nine feet tall was standing in the doorway.
He was wearing sunglasses, and a giant cloak that had
the letters M.H on it."Ben Vinkenhut!" he shouted,
"Come here son, we need to talk!" é

Under the Social Awning

by Cylon2036. we/us
Pseudopod-certified

"

ow many times can a man turn his head and pre-
tend that he just doesn't see?" Blowin' in the Wind, Bob
Dylan
They called it a consensus, though everyone knew there
had been no counting. By noon, social media was filled
with certainty. Certainty had become extremely com-
mon. It carried hearsay, and traveled in groups. If you
stood with it, you felt safe, like standing under an aw-
ning in the rain. Lauren stood under it.
She was, by nearly every private measure, a good person.
She helped find lost cats. She called her mother twice a
week. She had once taken a professional risk to defend a
colleague who was unable to defend herself. She believed
in fairness the way people believe in gravity. She had
always stood firmly principled.
The screens of social media pulsed with the name of the
local newspaper and its publisher and editor, a single
father who rented his modest home. A sentence clipped
from an article in the paper had gone viral, stripped of
context, polished into something sharp and damning.
The crowd had done the rest. Committee Chairpersons
had been notified. Some friends and friendly acquain-
tances abandoned him. Now came the final step of
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public condemnation. Smears and false accusations
would follow. Silence would be interpreted. Lauren
felt the familiar social pressure unfurl.

If she refused to join the mob's chorus, there would
be consequences, subtle at first. The slow cooling of
conversations and invitations. Her partner’s reputa-
tion was important to her and her sister’s grant appli-
cation depended on community support. No one said
these things out loud anymore, and they didn’t need
to.

If she joined in, the cost was internal, a tightening in
her chest. A story she would later tell herself about
how this wasn’t really harm, how it was only partici-
pation, how her single voice didn’t change the pos-
sible outcomes. Internal costs were untracked. They
didn’t compound socially. They were invisible.
Lauren looked at the publisher's editorials defend-
ing himself. He was not playing the victim, and that
somehow made it more difficult. She searched her
memory for something to justify the act, some ru-
mor, some proof that he deserved what was happen-
ing. The social media smears continued.
Participation was easy, just type and hit "post."
Lauren thought of a line she once loved from a

Bob Dylan lyric. She couldn’t quite remember it.
What she remembered instead was the exhaustion
of being brave when no one thanked you for it. She
typed a few words supporting the mob, then hit
"post.”

The mob accepted her input with affirming chimes.
Somewhere, a score adjusted by a fraction so small it
would never be noticed alone. The crowd’s certainty
deepened, fed by many similar posts as social media
attacks swelled. Certainty had a short half-life once
its work was done. Lauren closed her laptop.

That night, she dreamed of social justice, and sup-
porting community charities and housing initiatives.
In the morning, she woke early and made coffee for
her partner. She did all the small good things she
knew how to do. They still counted. She promptly
took care of her remaining volunteer tasks for the
day.

She wondered, not for the first time, how many of
them equaled the cost of one honest support for a
neighbour under unjust fire, and why the answer
never appeared anywhere she could see it. Her part-
ner reminded her that they were under the awning,
and out of the rain. é
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The Grapevine Print Shop s
Printers of % and "™ Flagstone

On Island printing service
Colour or B&§W
Competitive pricing

Inguiries: 250-335-9143 or theislandsgrapevine@gmail.com

Celebration of Lifeand Art: Teresa Colby

Silent Art Auction Fundraiser

Ceramics, Printmaking, Paintings
Noow - 4 FM
Sunday Janvary 11, 2026

5781 Stanehill Flace Dewman lzland BC

All Proceeds to the Denman Conservancy and
Comox Valley Transition Society

Please park on Stanehill Place and take a short ,
level walk in.

Saturday Janvary 10, Moon - 3 FM
Preview Art and buy smaller items
Seeprint plates and learn abowt the processes

Sunday Janvary 11, Noon - 3 FM Silent Art Auction Results 3-4Fm
Smaller art available for direct purchase

All wanners take thar art home with themn. Mo mailing o shipping. Help with packaging
available. See parking attendant and drive in for prckup.

Zee Facebook: Teresa Colby Denman Isand for photos of an
See CGomox Valley Printmakers Assn Webaite: artist Teresa Colby BA Emily Carr Liniversity

Come have fun! Free | Supday Jan 11:

* Bonfire and 3'morz

" Cider, Cocoa, Cookies

* Children's Art Projact: Acd colowrs to a large garcen iron mobile

* Information on establishing a new orchard and wildife meadow
* Four Propana Bells to ring and sing along in D+ chord
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Denman Island
Local Trust Committee
Regular Annual Meeting

Schedule

The Denman Island Local Trust Committee meeting schedule
for 2026-2027 is available at www.islandstrust.bc.ca,Denman
Island General Store, Marcus Isbister Old School,Islands Trust
Northern Office: 700 North Rd, Gabriola Island

Receive meeting notifications, news, events, (=] @
and important updates directly to your inbox by 3
scanning the QR code or subscribing at
www.islandstrust.bc.ca/subscribe.

L o/
Lo

Preserving and protecting over 450 islands

Islands Trust and surrounding waters in the Salish Sea
( ISLANDS GRAPEVINE EDITORIAL POLICIES \
Opinions expressed in the Grapevine do not THE
necessarily reflect that of the Publisher.
Inciting violence, hate speech and pejorative language will not be ]SLANDSI
tolerated.

The following is our policy on content: ey LI

RN N T

AKTI

« 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.

o 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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The Féte of the Immortal Sea
as seen by Elric Fen,

Shore-Watcher of Glassehaven

Gabriel Jeroschewitz, December 6th, 2025, Happy New Year
Dedicated to Robert Burns

I tell yu now of that nite, tho it’s a thing I shudnt keep
in my mouth long — it heavs on the mind like deep
tide on the ribcage. It wer late in the warm-seazun, the
kind yu call the Heartsmonth, when the town does its
lantern-show, the Féte of Lumes. Women in silk-colors,
men in bright coats, laughter like a spun chain runnin
down the quay. We all was lookin landward at the gar-
dens, at the quick lovers dartin from bower to bower,
while out-behind us the sea lay quiet — quiet in a way
that is its own kind of sound.

I was not partake like the others. I am shore-watcher, so
my eyes go sea-side. I dont kno if you felt it before: how
the sea can seem asleep in its skin but its deep belly

is turnin. Its coil moves miles under, and if yu listen
long yu can near feel it in your own chest. That nite,

for no reason I cud name, I got the sudden sense that it
was lookin back at me.

Yu mustnt think me fancy-talkin. I mean plain: the

sea lookt. As if it had found me in the crowd and want-
ed a word.

Now, Glassehaven has its old yarns — the ones we half-
jest about in the taverns but half-hide from children.
Fétes that wer watched from the waves themselves, by
things not fish nor bird. Times when ships lay at anchor
right off the quay and the music carried out across the
water, to be answered by lights out at the black edge,
lights that was not lantern nor star. Old folk say the

sea got memory longer than any church record, and it
keeps the faces of them that stood at its lip, even thou-
sand years gone.

On that nite I swear I heard it call, not in sound but

in pull. My feet wanted the wet stones. My hands felt
the salt-stick from the air. And my heart — it quickt
like a lad in first courtship, only this was no girl’s
glance, but something far deep.

The féte went loud then — some manner of fire-throw-
er and drum-beaters in the garden-square. The lovers
all pressed in close to see, petals from the bower-trees
falling in their hair. But the sea behind them, it flasht.
Not the white of common lightning — no — this was a
red fork in the clouds, a spear of it, split in two mid-air
and stabbing down into the far horizon.

And between that spear’s flicker and the next breath,

I saw the ships — three of them, pale sails in the half-
dark — all shudder at once. A quiver ran up the masts
and the canvas went slack as if a hand had been laid on
their backs.

I thought of old says: When the Immortal watches, mor-
tal timbers feel it.

I started toward the breakwater. The stones there old
and black with weed, slipper as eel-skin. A man shudnt
walk alone past the last lamplight, not with deep tide
on the turn — but my steps was not my choosing.
When I come to the water-edge, it was no longer quiet.
Slow roll, yes, but each rise carried in it a sound like
far music. Not played on strings nor pipes — more a
thrum, a deep tune that yu don’t so much hear as feel
low in the gut. It made me think: maybe the sea’s own
heart got its rhythms, and now it wanted me to match
mine to it.

I looked back — the féte was still bright, still laughing,
still throwing its perishable flowers in the garden. But
even from there, I could see how small it was against
the seaface.

Yu see, the sea don’t care if yu are name-known or
name-lost. It don’t care if yu are kissing under boughs
or dancing in paint and wine. It’s seen every féte along
every shore since man first thought to put a lamp in the
dark. It’s seen lovers vow under myrtle trees and orange
nights. It’s seen them sink together when the ship goes
down, the music stopped mid-note. Their bones rest
under miles now, no light there at all.

The red forks came again — higher this time, and
stranger. They didn't strike down but seemed to pause
mid-sky, like they was holding. And in their light I saw
out past the breakwater — shapes, pale as sails, but
taller and narrow. Not ships.

They was lined in a half-ring, far enough that their feet
— if they had feet — must be in water too deep for the
harbor’s chart. I cudnt count them proper. Their heads
was not heads, more curves where the lightning caught
and slid off.

I thought — fool that I am — that maybe they was
watching the féte same as me. But the longer I stared,
the more I knew their gaze was not on the gardens. It
was fixed on the quay. On me.

I felt it then, hard in the chest: a mighty power, as if the
whole sea had leaned in. Joy, yes — not joy like a mor-
tal’s, but that nameless lift yu

get when yu are part of some- continued on P.9...




...continued from P.8

thing too big for all your words. It was as if I'd been
chosen to stand in that moment between the féte and
the Immortal.

The power came with a promise. Not in speech, but
in tide: You will not be forgot.

I can't tell proper how it happen next. There was

a change — a cold drawn up through every wave

at once. The music from the féte faltered, a drum
missed its beat. A smell of iron ran in the wind.
Then — nothing. The garden’s light still shone, the
lovers still laughed. But a shadow had moved be-
tween us. Not one yu see with eyes, but one yu sense
in the bones.

Behind that shadow lay a place I shud not go.

The Immortal waited. The ring of pale shapes held
as the red lightning spears froze mid-sky. I felt my
breath slow, my pulse match the low-thrum in the
tide.

It was asking — no, it was offering. A féte of its own,
with no end.

I knew the old tales: the ones who accept are taken.
Not drowned like common shipwreck, but brought
into the depth where time is not. They say those ones
dance there forever, music of eternity in the quiet —
no breath, no day, no night, just the endless.

The quayside stones under my hand was slick. The
water close enough to take me in one step more. My
heart was strong — too strong for any mortal féte.

I thought of the lovers back in the bower, their flow-
ers already fading. I thought of ships that sailed for
joy only to sink by morning. And I thought of the
Immortal, who has kept its own music longer than
the stars.

I stepped forward.

The water rose — not high, not rough — just enough
to take my balance. The ring of shapes parted, two
and two, making a way. The red lightning swam
down into the path, turning the black into a strange
warm gold.

I didn’t fall. I went.

I can’t tell yu the rest in mortal words. There’s no
sense of hour in that place, only the feel of the sea’s
heart opening to you. Vast gardens there too, not
bough nor flower but coral risen like towers, weed
streaming like silks. Others moved about me — not
fish, not men, but tall and curve-headed, their long
arms carrying lights no fire ever made.

We danced. We danced without ground underfoot,
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and the music was the deepthrum and the pulse of the
tide.

It was love, if love is being part of a thing that will never
end.

I don’t remember leaving. One breath I was there, the
next I stood again at the quay, dawn just breaking, the
féte gone. Not a petal left on the stones.

But I carry it. The power, the joy without name. I am
still shore-watcher here in Glassehaven, but some
nights — the warm-seazun nights — the sea will look
back at me.

And I know it remembers.

Postscript by Elric Fen:

If yu read this and think to go alone to the breakwater
on Heartsmonth, yer a fool. The Immortal gives only
one féte to each man. And once yu step forward, there’s
no turning back — save if it sends you. But if it does,
yu will be never whole again for mortal shores.or sing

Auld Lang Syne, é

The Israeli Government Put My Name
At The Top Of An Antisemite' Listsy

z .
E Caitlin Johnstone
§ December 29th, 2025
LTSRN b g
Koy geneimlcrs al anll-Sessthim and dalegRimization in Austdalia
i e g, Al

& 0 -

M y name appears at the top of a list in a document
the Israeli government released earlier this month in
order to draw false associations between the Bondi
Beach shooting and online criticism of Israel and its
atrocities.

The PowerPoint document, released by Israel’s Ministry
for Diaspora Affairs and Combating Antisemitism, is
titled “Delegitimization and Antisemitism in Austra-
lia— A Snapshot October—December 2025,” and its
claims have been cited by Israeli media outlets like Ynet

News. continued on P.10...
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...continued from P.9

Page five of the document is titled “Actors: Key genera-
tors of anti-Semitism and delegitimization in Australia,”
where the name Caitlin Johnstone is listed at the top of
a column titled “Active influencers and content creators”
which is ranked by number of followers. Page seven
describes me as an “Anti-Western blogger, promoting
conspiracies and complete delegitimization of Israel”
This word “delegitimization” appears throughout the
document, which I personally find funny. They knew
the “antisemitism” claim couldn’t stand on its own, so
they had to tack on this weird extra complaint about
people “delegitimizing” the state of Israel—as though
that’s a bad thing. I'll always deny harboring any hatred
toward Jews or Judaism, but I'll happily admit to trying
to delegitimize a genocidal apartheid state that cannot
exist without nonstop violence and abuse.

Azlora

Koy gpermratees of anl-Setrinm b
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The document attempts to make the argument that in
the two months leading up to the Bondi attack there
was an epidemic of antisemitic “hate speech” online,
absurdly insinuating that those of us who were crit-
icizing Israel and its abuses during that time incited
two ISIS guys to commit an act of terrorism. Like ISIS
were just a bunch of cuddly wuddly snuggle bears until
some Australian influencers tweeted mean things about
Israel.

Page 14 of the document is captioned “Examples of
recent hate speech in the two months leading up to the
attack: Selected anti-Semitic tweets on X: Caitlin John-
stone,” and it consists of two tweets. You can tell who-
ever collected them was just doing advanced searches
for specific keywords from the people on their list
because the word “Jewish” is highlighted in one of their
screenshotted tweets, which means they had to scroll
past the many tweets I've made over the years which
would contradict the antisemitism narrative they’re
trying to build.

The first tweet is from August 6 of this year, and it
features a screenshot from journalist Owen Jones

noting that just 6.7 percent of Israeli Jews surveyed had
told pollsters that they are “very troubled” by reports
of starvation and suffering in Gaza. I captioned the
screenshot as follows:

“Poll after poll after poll shows that Jewish Israelis are
horrible people who are quantifiably much more cruel
and immoral than pretty much any other population.
At a certain point you have to stop thinking the polls
might be mistaken and see that the only real mistake is
Israel”

Note that I didn’t say “Jews” but “Jewish Israelis”. Poll
after poll after poll shows that Israeli Jews are indeed
horrible people who hold sociopathic attitudes toward
Palestinians, because that’s what happens when you’re
the privileged group in an apartheid state. White South
Africans were horrible people during South African
apartheid too. You can’'t have apartheid without indoc-
trinating your public to see the disempowered groups
as less than the empowered group. It doesn't say any-
thing about Jews or Judaism that this is the case; that’s
just how apartheid works.

The second tweet is from October 6 of this year, and it
reads as follows:

“Someone who is truly and sincerely worried about

a rise in antisemitism will oppose the mass slaughter
of children under the Star of David banner by a state
which claims to represent all Jews while Jewish billion-
aires buy up media to silence criticism of that state and
Jewish oligarchs openly purchase the president of the
world’s most powerful government to ensure the facili-
tation of that state’s atrocities”

I guess this one might look antisemitic if you didn't
know that every single part of it is completely true.
Israel has indeed been mass slaughtering children and
does indeed have a Star of David on its flag. Israel is
indeed claiming to represent all Jews when it argues
that criticism of Israel is hateful toward everyone who
is Jewish. Larry Ellison’s family has indeed been buying
up media platforms like CBS where virulent Zionist
Bari Weiss has been put in command, and purchas-
ing control of TikTok after Congress forced its sale to
stomp out criticism of Israel. President Donald Trump
has indeed repeatedly admitted to being controlled by
megadonor Miriam Adelson, the world’s richest Israeli.
These dynamics are indeed likely to feed into antisem-
itism in a very real way. I didn’t create those dynamics.
Zionists did.

This is the Israeli government’s best argument that Aus-
tralians like myself incited the

Bondi attack. I tweeted about continued on P.11...




...continued from P.10

genocide and apartheid and it violently radicalized a
father and son in Sydney, who then apparently invent-
ed some kind of time machine and traveled back to
2019 to join ISIS. That's their strongest case.

If you've been wondering why I've been writing so
much about the Bondi Beach shooting, this is why. It’s
being used to justify an aggressive assault on freedom
of speech and assembly in Australia, and that assault
is happening at the forceful urging of the Australian
Israel lobby and the Israeli government, which is now
going so far as to compile official public lists of Austra-
lians whom it deems guilty of dangerous wrongthink.
Israel’s Ministry for Diaspora Affairs and Combating

Hirrtry For Duspons Aftain
] Combgiing Bl —

Antisemitism also put together a full-page profile on
me and my work back in September in a release titled
“Antisemitism & Anti-Zionism in Australia Key In-
fluencers, Incidents, Groups, & Trends”, which I'll just
copy and paste here because it makes me look awe-
some:

Caitlin Johnstone, an Australian independent journal-
ist and political commentator. Her writings frequently
describe Israel as a “genocidal apartheid state” and a
“settler-colonialist project” that perpetuates systemic
violence and oppression. She argues that Israel’s actions
are not isolated incidents but part of a broader strategy
to maintain dominance over Palestinians.

On her social media platforms, Caitlin Johnstone
frequently shares strongly anti-Israeli content in the
context of the ongoing war in Gaza, while largely omit-
ting criticism of Hamas. In a post dated April 15, 2025,
she dismissed concerns about Israelis feeling unsafe,
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suggesting instead that their discomfort stems from a
sense of guilt over what she described as the “genocide”
in Gaza.

In an Instagram post dated April 7, 2025 Johnstone ap-
peared to indirectly justify the October 7 Hamas attack,
stating that “Hamas succeeded in exposing the true face
of the empire” She went on to highlight alleged Israeli
actions in Gaza since the attack, while omitting any
acknowledgment of the massacre carried out by Hamas.
The profile also includes some banger tweets I made
like “Being a liberal Israel supporter these days prob-
ably feels like being a defense attorney for an accused
murderer who won't shut up about how much he loves
murdering”

I'm not going to lie, I do regard all this attention I'm

Acior: B
Koy generefors o anb-Bematiam sad delegiblmeniion A Ausidalia

"o CHl )

getting from Israel as a compliment. Winding up at the
top of an Israeli list of enemies is certainly more of an
assurance that I'm doing the right thing than winning
some shitty western “journalism” award like a Pulitzer
would ever be.

But I'm also not going to act like miss tough girl and
pretend it doesn’t creep me the hell out at the same time
to have this murderous ethnostate keeping an eye on
me. Israel is so intensely creepy.

Anyway, with that I guess I'll just use this opportunity
to remind everyone that I am an entirely crowd-fund-
ed writer, so if you enjoy seeing me piss off the Israeli
government you can always toss a few coins in my hat
to help fund my little operation here. Also a friendly
reminder that the best way to make sure you see every-
thing I publish is to get on my free mailing list, which
will always be 100 percent free regardless of whether or
not you become a paying patron.

Thanks for traveling along on this bizarre adventure

with me. f
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Betsy Harvey
31 August 1927 - 16 December 2025

After a long and very full life, Betsy passed away on December 16, 2025,
in her 99th year, surrounded by the love of her family.

A transplant from Kingston ON to Victoria BC, Betsy met Bob while at
Vic College, and they married at Oak Bay United Church in the sum-
mer of 1950. Over the years, they lived in Duncan,Victoria, Vancouver
and Nanaimo as Bob’s law career developed and they raised their family.

Betsy and Bob had long known Denman Island but it wasn't until 1984
that they decided to build on the lot closest to Longbeak Point at Komas
Ranch. This idyllic spot on Henry Bay turned out to be their final home
together. Beach walks and trail tramps, Henry Bay swims and tennis
matches on the Komas Ranch courts, concerts at the Community Hall,

lunches at the Seniors Centre and the Denman Garden Show were all joys for her. Bob and Betsy
revelled in the special brand of West Coast living found on the Island, and delighted in sharing it
with family and friends who often visited.

Denman friends and family became an integral part of who they were, and Betsy always welcomed
their company...the Jim & Barbara Harvey family, Jane & Patrick Fawkes, the Fred & Penny Burd
family, Kathy Rieder, Hari, Doreen Tetz, Lucine Farley, the Bob and Bev McPhee family just to name
a very few.

After 62 years together Bob passed away on Denman in 2013. Betsy found an apartment in Oak Bay;,
just around the corner from where her family's home had stood and facing the very church she was
married in. Those next 12 years was a time for connecting with old friends and making new ones at
the nearby Monterey Centre.

Family defined Betsy’s life. She was an extraordinary, wonderful, loving mother, grandmother, and
great-grandmother. Betsy is survived by her 4 children - sons Rob (Judi), John (Cathy) and daugh-
ters Elizabeth (Trevor) and Annie (Dave); her 6 grandchildren - Sara (Chuck), Kevin (Kathia). Chris
(Jennie), Ian (].D.), Heather (Tara) and Jack; and her 6 great grandsons - Keith, Eli, Max, Connor,
Spencer and Shea.

To the end, Betsy was filled with optimism and interest in other people. She will be greatly missed by
all who knew her and loved her. The family would like to express their heartfelt gratitude to the Is-
land Health Palliative Care Team and the staff at the Victoria Hospice for their compassion and care
in her final days. Betsy will rest eternally beside Bob at St. Stephen’s Anglican church in Saanichton,
BC.

There will be a service in Spring 2026.

Besty's obituary can be found at: Mary Elizabeth (Betsy) Harvey | Obituaries | McCall Gardens
Funeral and Cremation Service | Victoria BC
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« ACROSS .

application
41. Atom fragment

1. Made up one's mind42. Combine

6. Drains of power
10. Common
crustacean

14. Serious theater
15. Builder's map
16. Hera's daughter
. Delicious

. Copied

. Hardly luxurious
. Garment flaps

. Rip off

24. Vodka cocktail
25. Angled edge
28. Blazed a trail
29. Kind of vein
32. Amatory writing
. Certain cyst

. Cuddle up

. Foyer spread

. In name

38. Afflicted

39. Cooling

resources
43. Kind of sleeve

«DOWN .

1. Bookie terms
2. Get ready for an
exam

44, Aardvark fodder 3. Samoan cash

45, Piebald horse
46. Crafty

48. Kiddo

49, Pavement
erosion

51. Not one to trust
55. Musical medley
56. Serving to warn
58. Food for pigs
59. Being, in
philosophy

60. Helmsley of
hotels

61. Beach shades
62. 500 sheets of
paper

63. Rear ends, in
Soho

4. Comes into view
5. Foot, e.g.

6. Breadth

7. Church vestment
8. Ashen

9. Cook clams

10. Wedding locales
11. Rote

12. Aid a thief

13. Garden plots
18. Kind of dance
22. Someone who
applies a trade

24. Authentic

28. Allow

30. Divvy out

31. Bass viol

33. Assumed mane
34. A Darling dog
36. So much, to
Verdi

37. A good deal
40. Church elders
42. Kind of beer
44. Army command
45. Money under
the table

47. Peptic problem
48. Greek letter
49. Fort Bragg, e.g.
50. Podrida pot
51. Derive from
52. Artist's mecca
53. Bald eagle's

25. Tennis star Beckercousin
26. Draw out

27. Process of plant
growth

54. Nordic rugs

57. NAFTA member
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GRUMPISM

€C An optimist stays

up until midnight to
see the New Year in.
A pessimist stays up
to make sure the old

year leaves. b
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® SERVICES o

Denman Property Services:
handyman repairs, chainsaw work,
yard care, cleanup, small builds
window cleaning. Reliable, local.
Call/text David at 778-585-2855 for
homes, acreage, fair rates, flexible
scheduling, island-wide support.

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.
250 465 864

GUt'I"I'lERS seamless, supply and
insta

?Is? repairs, for free estimate con-
ac

Kevin at 250 335 1986 or cell at
250 667 3233. Serving All Areas.

- CLASSIFIED ADS -

MR. FIX-IT PLUMBING & All house-
hold major and small appliances.

All large and small machinery. Yard
machinery, chainsaws, outboards,
automotive, sharpening weldln§ and
fabricating. Call Rick Graham 335-
0954.(HI)

® FOR SALE »

Llama and Alpaca Socks, mitts, and
toques.

Naturally warm and wonderful.
100% Alpaca yarn for knitting.
Fleeces for spinning and artwork too.
Rose on Denman 250-335-1117

WAGNER FIREWOQOD. 2 cords to
Denman, S680 EI)_Ius GST. Hornby,
$720 plus GST. Text or call Scott at:
250-334-7323
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+APPLIANCES FOR SALE. Ranges, wash
ers, dryers, frldges dishwashers, 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. Artisanal! Damn
Cheap! Your fire will thank you! By
burning!!

DISCLAIMER: “Denman Island natural
cedar kindling” is not intended to diag-
nose or treat any medical condition.
For external use only.

250-897-8184

* COMMUNITY NOTICES »

NEED HELP? Alcoholics Anonymous
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

. ART EVENT
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« BUSINESS DIRECTORY -

« (H) Hornby - (D) Denman - (UB) Union Bay -
« (FB) Fanny Bay - (C) Courtenay/Comox -

~

(" [ « ACCOMMODATIONS & RENTALS - |
« Denman Acfivity Centre (Seniors) Rentals 335-3027 (D/H)

[« 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 [nstaller, Land clearing,
ponds, sife prep. 250-335-3145 (D/H)
« DB Excavations - 250-465-1889 . dbexcavations@gmail.com (D)

I « SERVICES - |
« 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

| * HEALTH & WELLNESS - |

« Spectra Health « Physiotherapy & Therapy « Acupuncture & Traditional
Chinese Medicine, Osteopathy. (D/H) www.spectrahealth.net
or 250-335-2260
« Massage Clinic - 2796 Northwest Rd. « Levah 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 Y,

Dol phing duhgre::reatimai Puffer fish
A

Fum Tact- Dodphing get high from Puffer Mehneuraloxin
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FRIDAY 2

SATURDAY 3

sunoays (

MONDAY 5
TUESDAY 6
WEDNESDAY 7

THURSDAY 8

FRIDAY 9

SATURDAY 10

sunpbaYll  C
MONDAY 12

TUESDAY 13

WEDNESDAY 14

THURSDAY 15

FORTNIGHT'EVENTS

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

« 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
« Volleyball 6:30-8pm School Gym

\; Songwriter's Workshop 7pm Hornby Arts Centre )

ANUAN AN

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

(< 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

T
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« Dora Drinkwater Library 1:30pm-3:30pm
« Employment Services 9am-3pm DAC

)
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« RECYCLING CENTRE 1-5pm
« BOTTLE DEPOT 2-5pm
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