
Chapter Seven 

A Rough Ride 

 

The morning skies were dark and the air felt full heavy. The notes from John Livingstone were in 

her backpack.  Dana placed the fragile newspaper clippings from the Vancouver Sun into a zip 

lock bag.   Shoop was about to learn a whole lot more about his life story.   Dana worried it 

might turn out to be too much information.   Shoop emotionally fragile state made things 

complicated. All attempts to warn Shoop about the next chapter had failed.   

She paddled on her own to Bastion Bay.  Ethan and Ari had plans to hike the ridge with Nicole 

and her grandfather. Dana climbed into the yellow canoe. She anticipated lots of tears and 

drama, so was relieved the kids would be busy.  Despite a crosswind and a significant chop on 

the usually calm waters, Dana made good time.  She felt strong and prepared as she entered 

the familiar bay and saw Shoop.   

 “Gilakesl’la, shall we get started,” Dana said as she retrieved her notes and the zip-lock bag of 

newspaper articles from her backpack. The now familiar sight of Raven gently delivering Shoop 

in his beautiful holographic state on to the green grass greeted her.   

“Dana, Dana, Dana!  I have been waiting and waiting. Today will be the best day ever!   

Everything will be better now.  I will finally know how I came to stand on the shores of Shuswap 

Lake.  My confusion and foggy state of mind will soon be transformed.  I will have clarity and 

knowledge about my life story.    Oh, the joy! How I have waited for this moment.   It is about to 

arrive.  Hurry let’s get started,” blubbered Shoop in his now predictable, heightened emotional 

state.  

“Yes, Shoop, you are about to hear about your journey to Shuswap Lake.  Raven, I am counting 

on you to help me out with telling this tale.  I have pictures to help us with all the details.  You 

are a talented and highly intelligent being.  I appreciate your help” she replied watching Raven 

puff up with pride.   Dana knew it was Raven’s magic helping her tap into the space and time of 

1972.  How else could she explain “entering the picture” and retrieving the conversations word 

for word?  The shimmering black feathered hologram gave her a nod to begin.    

Raven looked at the photos.   Dana’s was instantly transported. The words flowed effortlessly. 

 

 



 

“Shoop, do you remember Dray was coming first thing in the morning to provide the travel 

details?  You must know that transporting an eighty-five foot long totem pole across the Strait 

of Georgia, and then navigating   500 km of highway over two mountain passes, was not a 

simple itinerary.   

Dray was no stranger to organizing and delegating.  He was after-all, president and owner of a 

big oil company. He handed Richard Hunt a heavy folder.   

 “Good Morning Friends.  How are you- all today?” bellowed the Texan in his familiar drawl.  

“We have a saying back in Texas:  the party’s not over till the fat lady sings.  So let us go over 

my plan for shipping this beauty to my new Resort. I’ve arranged with a trucking company to 

haul her all the way to Canoe, B.C. 

The truck and the two trailers rig are over a hundred feet long.  Henry, I want your boys to 

travel along with the trucker.  One will drive a pilot truck to warn traffic of the over-sized load, 

one will travel with the trucker.  I will cover every expense. Now let’s get this show on the 

road,” announced Dray, as he pulled out a map with the designated route highlighted in yellow.   

Henry agreed that Richard and John should assist in this final leg of the journey.  There was one 

condition, however, and it was non-negotiable.  Henry stood up and faced Allan Dray.    

“Mr. Dray, my boys have a commitment back here at Thunderbird Park next week. The museum 

staff arranged over a year ago for us to meet several members of the royal family.  My 

stepfather, Mungo Martin, and I carved a hundred foot pole to mark British Columbia’s one 

hundred year centennial.   It stands outside Buckingham Palace. It seems the royals are very 

fond of the pole and want to meet the boys and me.  There is talk of a presentation with the 

premier and the museum curator. 

 The boys will have to be back here by in one week,” stated Henry, with a tone indicating there 

was no room for discussion on the matter.     

“All right then...I can work with that. Our big beautiful pole will be raised up and resort and 

enjoying the mighty fine view of the Shuswap waters from my new resort in no time.  You can 

bet on it, “said Dray, recalling the day he and Harvie shook hands on the original bet that got all 

this started. 

 

 



 

“ I’ve made arrangements to get you all on to the early morning ferry to Vancouver.   You will 

overnight in Vancouver, and then travel through the Fraser Canyon, staying in Lytton. You 

should reach Tappen by mid-afternoon in plenty of time to connect with the barge at a sawmill 

site just outside a town called “Canoe”.  Once you arrive, they will haul the pole across the lake.  

You will be at Bastion Bay in no time.  A day or two to raise up that big old girl, and bing-a 

banga-boom, my resort will be officially open for business,” announced Dray.   

“Wait one minute. Did I hear you say you plan to haul put this eighty-five foot pole across the 

lake?  The waters at that old sawmill site are filled with rafts of logs ready to ship.  What if the 

barge hits a log or worse, the weather doesn’t hold?  Storms come up quickly on that lake.  

What is wrong with good old trucking? There is a road just off the Trans- Canada at Tappen. It 

goes to Bastion Bay. That would be my suggestion,” said Henry, now not sure that the Texan 

really understood the challenges they might face.   

“Absolutely not! I won’t hear of it.   That road you are talking about is a single lane logging road.  

It has hairpin turns and switchbacks that make me nervous.  I have everything arranged. Don’t 

you worry?  This totem pole means a lot to me.  And even though it’s not as tall as your 

Buckingham Palace pole, what we have here is “world-class”.  I don’t want anything to happen 

to it. The arrangements are all in place,” said Dray as he handed over his maps and a small 

booklet with details of the trip along with a big fat envelope of cash.   

“So Richard, and John, I will see you at my new resort in a couple of days. Enjoy the ride.  You all 

are going to be quite the site going down that Trans Canada Highway,” responded Dray, 

delivering his Texas style firm handshake once again to each one of the men. 

“It has been a real pleasure doing business with you Mr. Hunt.  Your painted pole is going to 

look mighty fine at my resort.  I would be pleased if you and your family come for a stay with us 

at our new resort.  I already have a couple of deluxe cabins ready.  Did I tell you I re-named the 

place “Totem Resort and Marina”?”  

Once Dray was gone, the boys looked at each other and immediately voiced their concerns. 

Richard was the first to speak.  

“Dad, I don’t think the Texan has any idea what it is like traveling through the mountain passes.  

It’s October. The days are getting shorter and we will be lucky if we don’t meet up with at least 

one snowstorm.    What do the folks at Canoe Sawmill know about hauling an eighty-five foot 

totem pole? I have a bad feeling about the whole thing.” 

 



 

Henry had similar concerns but was reluctant to dwell on what could go wrong.   

“Listen boys, we kept every part of the bargain we made with Mr. Dray. I admit that when I first 

met him, I wasn’t sure what kind of man we were dealing with.  But, turns out, I like him.   He is 

an honourable man.   It’s seems to me the Texan is used to getting what he wants.  If he made a 

deal with a barge operator to transport the Hunt pole to Bastion Bay...then it will probably be 

fine.  

My biggest concern is that you make it back in time for the presentation at the end of the 

month. ” said Henry. We will have relatives from Fort Rupert attending.   

“And John, you might be right about the weather.  Pack your woolies,” added Henry as he was 

leaving the building.  

Despite the worries, the next morning was warm and sunny.  The ferry was on time.  

Dana took a short break to do her check in with Shoop.  He was glowing.  Obviously pleased 

with what he was hearing,    

“You know, Dana, there are not a lot of totem poles that can say they have taken a ride on the 

BC Ferries,” said Shoop as he noticed her digging for something in her backpack. 

“You are spot on with that statement Shoop.  Here is a picture and newspaper article I found.  

Aunt Betty saw it in the Vancouver Sun and cut it out for me. Look at the date.  October 24th, 

1973.   You can see how the crew and passengers crowded around you to get a better look.  A 

reporter for the newspaper interviewed John and Richard.  People were asking questions and 

taking photos.  John and Richard couldn’t make their way up to the top deck for a cup of coffee.  

Everyone was asking questions about where the pole was headed.  Richard explained how 

Henry had designed each section. They told the tourists about your connections with your 

mother pole from Tongass, Alaska.   John identified each one of the animal crests.  Richard told 

the Wild Woman story and acted out the part where the frightening creature lumbers through 

the the forest searching for children who had stayed out too late.  The tourists loved it.  Richard 

and John were right in there working the crowd.  The show went on for the entire time it took 

to cross the Strait of Georgia.”  

John’s pilot car was first off the ferry.  He led the way way up the steep hill from Horseshoe Bay 

to Vancouver.   Richard and the trucker followed closely behind. Traffic slowed to take in the 

spectacular sight.      

 



 

 

The next leg of the journey, through the Fraser Canyon was challenging but uneventful. The 

truck company Dray hired was experienced and competent. They reached Lytton for an 

overnight stop.  

The following morning, signs of nasty weather were right out the front door.  Heavy rain had 

fallen all night long.  The temperature was dropping.  They were worried they might see snow 

on the passes.   

 The snow held off, however, and they made it through the two passes without any difficulties.  

After filling up with fuel for both the vehicles, they left the brown hills surrounding Kamloops 

behind.   Now the weather started to get nasty.  The rain was heavy and causing problems with 

visibility. The winds were close to gale force.  They reduced their speed to a slow crawl.   All 

hopes of staying on schedule were dashed.   

The big rig with its two trailers now swayed with each gust of wind. Every turn was made with 

extreme caution.   

The daylight was fast disappearing.  They were still a long way from Canoe where they were to 

meet the barge. 

At a small village called Tappen, they pulled into a rest stop.  The weather report was 

discouraging.  Winds were predicted to reach gale force levels.  The amount of rainfall was 

already causing concerns about landslides. Nothing was going according to plan at this point in 

the journey.   

To add to the list of woes, John expressed his concerns about the bog rig.  The trailer carrying 

the the top part of the pole was not tracking behind the truck cab as it should.  The three men 

braved the wind and pelting rain to check every inch of the rig, but couldn’t see anything that 

looked out of place.   

“Hopefully, Richard yelled out over the noise of the storm, “The problem is due to the gale 

force winds.    

The three climbed into the cab of the pilot truck to evaluate their situation.   

“This storm is only building. Things are only going to get worse.  There is no way a tug operator 

will haul the pole in   these conditions.  I doubt it will be much better tomorrow,” stated the 

truck driver.   



“This is bad. When a storm like this comes in, it could take a week for things to calm down.  We 

can’t wait around for conditions to improve. We have to get back to Victoria,” added Richard.   

Turns out Richard and John were not the only ones with a deadline.  

 “Yeah, I have commitments back on the island as well. I don’t have time to wait this storm 

out,”  

 Richard looked at the map that Dray had sent with them.  The truck driver noticed the 

dedicated logging road to Bastion Bay. 

 “Hey, if we back track to Tappen, we can get on to this logging road.   I spend years hauling logs 

up and down mountain roads like this one back on Vancouver Island.  I never lost a log my 

entire twenty years trucking.  And I did it without a pilot car.  I say with Richard leading the way, 

we can deliver this painted log on time.  Sure it will be slow going and the wind, and rain make 

it a real nail-biter, but I think it’s doable,” said the truck driver.   

Richard and John were not as convinced. They had to consider what was being proposed. They 

went back and forth, about what option was best. Finally, John made a decision. “Listen, I don’t 

think we have many options.  It will be days before this storm settles.  If we wait it out, we still 

have to raise the pole once we get to Bastion Bay.  All three of us have to be back in Victoria. I 

say we take the logging road. “  

 

Dana paused delivering her recount to check in with Shoop.  True to form, Shoop showed all 

the signs of coming undone!  He might have serious memory problems and there have been a 

few hints he isn’t the smartest tree trunk in the forest but he certainly knew things were not 

going well. 

“Dana!  Tell me everything will be okay.   You must tell me they are NOT planning to haul a big 

rig with two trailers stretching one hundred feet, over twenty miles of a single lane mountain 

logging road during the worst storm in years.   Oh, let’s just add to this craziness; it’s night time 

and John can barely see out from window of his pilot car,” wailed Shoop now in full his 

emotional super-charged state. 

 “Mr. Dray will have a Texas sized hissy-fit. This isn’t the plan he gave the boys.   I hope they 

know what they are doing. “  

Dana respond by saying, “Shoop, they made the best decision they could, given the 

circumstances.   I can tell you there were only a few close calls the first fifteen miles along the 

mountain logging road,   then they met up with Suicide Hill.” 



 

Dana decided to proceed.  She might as well get the worst over and done with.  Shoop would 

just have to suck it up and handle the news.  This is what he asked for... this is how his story 

unfolds.  You can’t change the story just because it isn’t pretty,” reasoned Dana.   

“John leads the way.  He is able to keep in touch with Richard and the driver via the radio.  

Visibility is the pits. The rain is coming at them sideways. Branches and debris are all over the 

road.  John’s biggest worry is that the road is more clay than gravel.  Clay and rain together 

make it like traveling on a blanket of slippery snot.  

Richard can see that the next switchback is going to be the hardest one so far. He picks up the 

phone to warn Richard. “I can barely see in this rain. There’s a steep slope coming up. The creek 

is bursting its banks.  I’m slipping all over the place. All I can say is to take it slow. Stay away 

from the shoulders. “  

“We only have a mile and half to go,” Richard radios to John. “If we can make it past this last 

switchback I think we will be singing a happy song,”  

Just as he hung up his radio, John looked in his mirror.  That last curve proved to be too much.  

He watched helplessly as the top trailer twisted sideways and broke away from the truck. 

The second trailer snapped apart, crashing down the mountain slope landing in the raging and 

rising creek waters.   The horror of of the crash making an ear-splitting crack and snapping 

noise. It came to a final thud, at the bottom of the ravine.   

The three men bolted out of their vehicles to take in the nightmare that just happened. 

The headlights from both trucks illuminating the lower portion of the pole still attached to the 

second trailer, now at the bottom of the ravine. Henry Hunt’s masterpiece was in pieces. 

The eerie light made it feel like they were in a scene from a horror movie.  They stared down 

the slope and realized the pole split apart between the raven crest and the grizzly bear.  They 

could not see any sign of the Raven crest.  

Richard and John scrambled down the rain-soaked side of the mountain.  

“Look John, over by that boulder. I can see the raven’s beak poking out. It must have landed 

here after the pole split apart. It’s covered in mud.”   

Richard scrambled over to look.   



“Not good! What a disaster.  It’s just the beak.  Keep looking for the Raven crest.  It has to be 

close by,” he yelled over the noise of the wind.    

 

“Found it,” yelled the truck driver as he wiped the mud away to reveal the precious crest.   

“Hey, at least we can put the Raven crest back together,” said John standing almost in a daze on 

the drenched forest floor.  

“I can’t imagine what the rest of the pole looks like down there at the bottom of the slope.  Did 

you hear it popping as it went crashing down the hill?  It’s a twisted mess down there.  It’s too 

dark to go down to the creek to check things out.   This whole nightmare can’t get any worse.  

All we can do is drive the last mile  to the resort and deliver the bad news to Dray,” said John 

turning his back away from the disaster and headed up the the hill.    

At this point in the telling of Shoop’s story, Dana correctly predicted check in with Shoop’s state 

of mind.  As expected, he was an emotional wreck.   

“Yeah Shoop, I can’t lie to you.  It really is a disaster scene. I tried to warn you.  Remember... 

the Blue pages I kept trying to tell you about? 

“You can’t have pages more blue than what you just described! Why me? What will happen to 

me?” cried Shoop.     

“The truth is that things don’t get better over the next little while,” answered Dana.   

“How could anything get any worse?  I’m split apart like a big piece of kindling and my most 

important and sacred of all crests was buried in a pile of mud without its beak.  How can I go 

on?” sobbed Shoop as the tears flowed.   

“You’re right, Shoop.  The situation is bad.”    

“What did Dray say?” asked Shoop. “Oh my! Oh dear! He will be furious.   Dana, you told me he 

has bags of money...He can make this better? Dray will fix everything. He loves me.   Tell me 

Dray makes a plan to save me,” begged Shoop, desperate to hear something positive.   

“Of course Dray was furious.  He ranted and carried on,” said Dana as she was recalling the 

Texan’s response to the new.    

 “If you had followed my plans, this would never have happened.  What am I going to do with a 

busted up totem pole?  That hunk of cedar can stay right where it is, for all I care,” roared Dray, 

purple with anger.    



  

 

 

Dana tried to soften the bite of Dray’s rant... 

“Shoop, I am sorry to say that Dray walked away.  He left for the city the next morning.   No one 

knew what to do next.  He didn’t respond to any of John or Richard’s attempts to contact him 

and get his direction.   It was if the pole was dead to him,” said Dana as she watched him wail.   

“Now Shoop, Be strong. You’ll get us all crying. Hey, obviously things get better.   I mean look at 

you...you are standing up straight and everyone says you are thing of exquisite beauty. You 

wanted to know all the bits about your story. I know it is hard.  Maybe I should stop.   I 

understand if it is too hard for you to hear.  You are upset,” said Dana, her heart breaking to see 

her good friend so devastated.   

“I am upset- of course I am upset! I am a sadder chunk of wood now that I know my story than I 

was before we started.  Of course, I do not want to hear any more.    I am the poster child for 

posttraumatic stress syndrome.   And I mean literally POST because what you are looking at 

here is nothing but a big old post of disappointment.  

I thought Dray loved me.  He told Henry I was beautiful... Dray even heard my song that I carry.  

Oh the sadness! No more. I can’t take any more. I can’t handle the heartache.   It is just as well I 

get used to the idea I am nothing more than a big signpost.   That Texas oilman only wanted to 

impress his rich friends in Calgary. That is my story.  I have got to live with it,” wailed Shoop. 

“Go away. Leave me alone. I wish Raven never came up with the idea that you should help me 

know all the bits of my life-story,” wailed Shoop suddenly returning to his wooden form leaving 

Dana standing once again in a puddle of tears.  

 

As Dana paddled away from the resort, she reflected on what just happened.  “ 

This whole “talking to a totem pole while it’s in a holographic form was a disaster waiting to 

happen.  I knew I wasn’t the one to help Shoop.  I should have insisted that Shoop get his story 

bits from his close relatives.  It was not my place to try to help him.  Just because, I cared for 

Shoop and I visited him for forty summers didn’t mean I was the right person to help him.  Now 

I have made things worse,” thought Dana as she made the lonely paddle back to her own cabin.  



The rain began to fall. It was getting dark.   Not even a sliver of moonlight helped her navigate 

her way to Crescent Beach on that saddest of nights.  She failed to be the friend that Shoop 

needed.  He would probably never communicate with her again.  Such a loss.  Such a loss.   

 

 

 


