
 



 



 

Pearls that Guide

“When a totem pole is raised up, it is like the birth of an important 
person. The pole is given a name and treated with the same kind of 
respect you would give a chief. Like the elders, each pole is a teacher, 
a storyteller.”
– Norman Tait, Nisga’a Artist

***

“Totem poles lie at the heart of Northwest Coast art. They are 
boundary markers or ‘icons of territorial claims’. They are our deeds 
to the land. They serve as witnesses to the encounter of our ancestors 
with supernatural beings who control all the fish, animals and plants 
of our world. They are our charter of rights from time immemorial.” 
– Chief Walter Harris, Gitxsan Artist



 

“Anislaga’s life was rich in history, intrigue, and power as she careful-
ly shaped the generations to come. Her many achievements include 
bringing peace to the region, running a successful business as a First 
Nations woman in the late 19thcentury, and weaving the most com-
plex and beautiful Chilkat blankets and aprons. It is without a doubt 
that Anisalaga was a formidable woman and a superlative artist whose 
story is interwoven with the major historical narratives of our prov-
ince and nation.”  
– From “Anasilaga Chilkat Blanket Comes Home” March 1, 2014: U’mista Cultural Society,
   Donna Cranmer 

***

 “Their (native artists of the north pacific coast) genius has produced 
monumental works of art on par with the most original the world has 
ever known.” 
– Marius Barbeau, Director of the Canadian Museum of Civilization, author of the book   
   “Totem Pole, 1950 
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It’s hard to know where to begin with a story like this, because you 
aren’t sure what even counts as a beginning. Even at the end, the story 
is here, and then it is there. 
 I think I should start with that late August evening, circa 1974, 
when the Wilson family came together around the summer’s last 
beach fire. It was the tradition to sift through the summer memories 
and craft a story to share, a short but worthy tale, telling of blissful 
summer days spent on the shores of Shuswap Lake.
 The beach bonfire crackled and sparked, safely contained in the 
crude fire pit made earlier in the summer on the shale shoreline. The 
rising moon promised to be full, making the night almost like day, 
but all silvery and shimmery. The day’s last CPR freight train could 
be heard rumbling and rattling, as if the tracks were laid just behind 
the cabin, instead of miles across the lake. 
 It had been a scorching hot day. Kids and adults chased the sun in 
their quest to soak up the last of summer’s brilliance. Some had taken 
pause to compose their little ditties that would be shared that night. 
No one said it aloud, but there was an expectation for excellence re-
garding the chosen narrative. The family had a flair for the dramatic. 
 As stories go, most followed a simple everyday style. You could 
count on a retelling about swinging from the rope tied to the mas-
sive but long-dead cedar that leaned out at a perfect angle from the 
cliff. The thirty- foot drop into the deep clear water was considered 
a rite of passage.   Older cousins bragged about boldly entering the 

The Prologue

***
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old hippie’s geodesic dome, where forbidden plants were discovered 
growing in tiny pots.
 On this moonlit night, the stories started in a timely way. The 
adults, puffed with pride, recounting their summer projects; the in-
stallation of a used propane fridge, construction of the new out house 
with a view. They looked for praise and acknowledgement that the 
aging Larson boat had worked like a hot damn. Marilyn told of a 
new telescope she skillfully set up to observe eagles and loons, but 
everyone around that campfire knew she really spent hours spying 
on the old hippie and his gardening project. Warren, the only boy in 
the Wilson clan, bragged about knee boarding, getting up on one ski 
for the first time and learning to dock the boat at the marina in town 
without anyone’s help. This was quite the achievement because the 
Larson handled like an old freighter.
 The entertainment factor improved with the presentation of a 
play. Patsy-Anne, the oldest Wilson sibling, expertly organized the 
cousins in a short production they called, “The Osprey Rescue”. It 
was about an epic battle between an osprey and a rather large trout 
that almost involved a drowning (the bird of prey, not the cousins). 
The play got two thumbs up. 
 Next it was my turn to share. I am Gabriole, the youngest of the 
four Wilson girls. I chose to present a grand conversation I had with 
Old Mr. Young about the year the sockeye salmon made their way up 
the Fraser River into Shuswap Lake back, back in the early thirties. 
He told me that the lake was teeming with salmon. I decorated his 
words with some of my own.  I informed the family that Mr. Young 
said that the fish were so plentiful it was as if the lake was carpeted 
in a quivering red shag rug; and you could walk on the backs of the 
sockeye, from Crescent Bay to Sicamous.  
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The Prologue

 I ended my oral narrative by announcing I intended to become a 
writer some day.
 It was getting late. The fire now glowed with radiant and steady 
heat.
 Dana, the middle Wilson girl, age ten, was the last to take her 
turn spinning her summer’s tale. She had given the presentation a lot 
of thought. She believed she had something important to share. Her 
beginning few sentences were delivered in a whispery manner to add 
drama. This is what she said.
 “My story”, she began, “is about the new totem pole that was 
raised at the resort at Bastion Bay. Aunt Betty has been telling us all 
summer that we have a gigantic, vertical history book standing right 
here at Shuswap Lake. She says a famous artist called Henry Hunt 
carved the pole and the pole’s story goes back a hundred years to 
when a daughter was born to a Tlingit chief in a village in Alaska. Her 
name was Anisalaga, which means Raven. 
 Aunt Betty made everything about the totem pole sound fun and 
super important. She told me to show respect because when a pole 
is raised up, it is like the birth of an important person. It should be 
treated like a chief or an Elder because each pole is a teacher and a 
storyteller. She taught me a lot about the pole. Every time we paddled 
to the resort I learned more and more.
 Aunt Betty and I decided to name the pole “Shoop... S for 
Shuswap, H for Hunt, two 00s for eyes, because he is like a chief and 
P for pole. Get it?” 
 Dana continued, despite the squirming of the two shorter family 
members.  (Everyone knew they had the attention span of a hum-
mingbird.)
 “Anyway, that’s what Aunt Betty and I call him.” 
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 Dana now looked directly at her younger audience and asked, 
“Don’t you think having a pole like Shoop makes our sleepy little 
camp glamorous and sophisticated? We don’t even have any electric-
ity or phones and the only way you can get here is by boat...so it’s 
kind of cool that we have an eighty-foot masterpiece practically on 
our very own beach.”
 Dana was determined to deliver her entire performance.  She 
had rehearsed all day and besides, what’s wrong with learning a bit 
of history?
 “So, back to my story… I learned something really interesting 
about Shoop on the last day of Aunt Betty’s visit when we paddled 
over to the resort. 
 Aunt Betty worked on sketching Shoop’s crests. I brought out my 
Nancy Drew book and read. It was getting hot, so we decided to take 
a break and have lunch. 
 We finished off the leftover pizza we brought and headed to the 
store for some ice cream. On the way back, I decided to ask Aunt 
Betty why she was so interested in Shoop. 
 She told me some cool stuff about this Tlingit woman named 
Anisalaga. But I didn’t pay a lot of attention to everything she told 
me.  I kind of zoned out after a while. But when I heard Aunt Betty 
say, ‘You know Shoop sings to me’- well, that got my attention! I 
wanted to hear more details, but Aunt Betty clammed right up. She 
said I would probably think she was crazy as a bat because everyone 
knows a totem pole can’t sing. 
 After a lot of begging and pleading, I finally got her to start talking 
again. 
 She started by telling me that she knew the reason that Shoop 
ended up here on Shuswap Lake. I almost interrupted Aunt Betty 
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to tell her that this information was old news, because me and Patsy 
listened in on a conversation that mum had with Aunt Madeline.”
 Patsy interrupted Dana. “I don’t remember doing that. That 
would be rude.”
 Dana knew her sister was with her. Maybe she just needed a re-
minder.
 “You remember. They talked about that rich oilman named Allan 
Dray who came up from Texas to work in Calgary,” said Dana.
 Patsy shook her head signaling she wasn’t going to admit to any-
thing. 
 “Well anyway,” continued Dana, “this Dray guy was a geologist, 
just like Dad, except he happened to own his own oil company and 
had bags of money. He wanted to buy himself a totem pole. Everyone 
in the oil patch knew about this because he liked to hang out at the 
Petroleum Club, where Dad and Uncle Ken have lunch. 
 Even though I knew this, I decided to look interested because it 
was good manners. I am glad I didn’t stop her.” 
 Now Dana, made a point to look directly at Patsy, before going 
on with her narrative.
 “Aunt Betty told me she wondered why a Texan would be so in-
terested in totem poles. She decided to do some detective work. She 
found out how the Texas geologist first got so interested in native art.
 She said it all started when Dray’s new best buddy Mr. Eric Har-
vie, (he’s Dad’s boss and he owns the Glenbow Museum in Calgary), 
showed him a piece of a totem pole he bought. It was a broken off 
Raven crest from a totem pole that has a whole lot of history.
 Mr. Harvie bought it because it was a copy of the raven crest that 
sat at the top of a totem pole that was stolen from a village in Alaska 
in 1899 by a bunch of rich business men. It ended up in Seattle and 
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the guys who stole the pole got in a whole lot of trouble.  It was in all 
the newspapers. Anyway…back to what Aunt Betty told me.
 As Harvie was bragging about his new museum piece, the Texan 
suddenly signaled him to be quiet. He told Harvie that the chunk of 
red cedar carved in the shape of a raven was singing a song. 
 Harvie had not heard a thing. He told the Texan he was a cra-
zy person. A chunk of cedar full of holes from hungry woodpeckers 
didn’t sing. 
 They went back to the Petroleum Club, where all the oilmen 
hang out.  And that’s where the Texan announced he was going to 
buy himself the tallest and best totem pole in the world and it was 
going to have a raven sitting at the very top. 
 Mr. Harvie thought this was hilarious. He told Allan Dray you 
can’t just “buy” the best and tallest totem pole in the world.”
 Dana had everyone’s attention now. She decided to turn up the 
level of interest and deliver the next bit standing up.
 “That’s when the Texan made a bet with Harvie. He said that in 
one year, he and his wife, Thelma, would sip iced tea on the shores of 
Shuswap Lake while admiring his new totem pole.” 
 After Dana gave her audience some time to take everything in, 
Gabriole asked Dana for some clarification.
 “Are you telling us that Shoop can sing?’ 
 “Now that’s a story for another day,” answered Dana.
 Sisters, parents, aunts and uncles begged for more details, but 
Dana wouldn’t answer questions.  She just walked away from the 
campfire singing a song. 
 All of us kids doused the fire and headed to bed. That night I 
dreamed that Shoop and Dana became good friends. In the dream, I 
was all grown up and I had become a writer.
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The Year Was 2005: Dana Makes a Scene

 Turns out that the dream came to be a reality.  I did become a 
writer. One of the best stories I ever wrote was about Shoop. It talks 
about friendship and how we can get to know, love and help each 
other when we walk and learn together. 
 It was story that goes here, and then there and then back again.

1

The Year Was 2005: 
Dana Makes a Scene

Dana Wilson, and the kids made their way to Totem Pole Resort. 
The year was 2005. They moved quietly through the Shuswap waters 
towards Bastion Bay.  They paddled together in the same patched but 
perfectly serviceable yellow canoe Dana used when she was a young 
girl.  
 Things started out in a predictable and routine way. The water was 
calm and smooth as glass. Loons in their full summer plumage made 
an appearance, then promptly disappeared, diving at warp speed to 
fish the deep waters of the Shuswap. Tourists leaning out from top-
heavy houseboats, waved to the paddlers. Ethan, age ten, and Ari, age 
nine, had plans to visit her best friend, Nicole. Her family recently 
purchased a new jet ski. The afternoon was full of promise.  Dana had 
packed a lunch.  She brought her canvas and paintbrushes.  The light 
was perfect to capture the beauty of Shuswap Lake. She had plans to 
sketch sections of the totem pole, if she had time. 
 Nicole, age nine, waved as they approached. She helped pull the 
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 canoe up the sand and shale pebbled beach. The entire group cast the 
friendly greeting Gila’kasla toward the towering wooden pole, as this 
was a long tradition.  Dana unpacked her art supplies from the canoe. 
The totem pole offered a sliver of shade for her while she sketched.  
Ethan, Ari, and Nicole made a mad dash to the store to buy candy.
 A perfectly predictable and fine summer’s day at Shuswap Lake. 
But this sunlit August afternoon turned out to be unpredictable.  In 
fact, it might be described as extremely out-of-the ordinary, even, life 
changing.
 Let me explain how things unfolded.
 The kids finally took a break when Nicole’s grandfather, Dr. Doug 
Armstrong, had to refuel the jet-ski. They made their way up the long 
wharf toward the store.  Ice cream, chips, and sour candies were ea-
gerly anticipated.  
 As they neared the store, a buzz of activity and conversation greet-
ed Ari, Nicole and Ethan.  It seemed that there had been a “confron-
tation”. Everyone was talking about it. 
 The kid at the cashier, not more than sixteen or seventeen, was 
standing at the till. He usually pumped gas down at the docks and 
did odd jobs around the resort. He was a friendly kid who liked to 
interact with the tourists. As Ethan paid for his ice cream cone, the 
boy glared at Ethan and asked, “Is that your grandma down there by 
the totem pole?” 
 “Yeah, that would be my grandmother,” Ethan answered. “Is 
there a problem?” 
 “She’s crazy as a loon! You should tell her to keep her big high 
and mighty attitudes to herself.” The three paid for their cones and 
headed toward Shoop.
 “What the heck could have got everyone so worked up?” said 
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Ethan, as they made their way toward the totem pole. 
 “My guess is it has something to do with Shoop.  Grandma can 
get worked up when folks don’t give him the respect he deserves.” 
 Ari was the first to approach her grandmother, “Grandma, what 
happened at the store? Everyone is talking.”
 The three sat down on the thick green carpet of grass surrounding 
the resort’s eighty- foot totem pole. Even though they had a feel-
ing they knew what this dust-up was all about, they were eager to 
hear the details. Their grandmother was well known for delivering 
enthusiastic information sessions about the totem pole they all called 
“Shoop”.  They suspected the commotion was likely the result of one 
of her tirades.  
 “Yeah ... about that ... I admit I got a bit worked up and emotion-
al,” she answered with only a hint of remorse. 
 “It just makes me crazy! I don’t understand how people can be so 
uneducated. Would it be too difficult for them to learn even the most 
basic knowledge about our Shoop? Why wouldn’t they take the time 
to learn and appreciate the fact that we have a gift standing right here 
on our shores? I just had to say something,” responded Dana. 
 Dana looked at her grandchildren.  She knew she had to spill the 
beans and tell them the whole story.
 “It was hot, and I had a craving for an ice cream bar. As I was 
paying, I made a comment to the young fellow behind the till about 
how nice the resort was looking. I told him that I thought the flower 
baskets on the dock were a nice touch. I knew he did some of the 
maintenance for the resort.” Dana explained.
 Ethan prompted with, “What got everyone talking? Did he say 
something to upset you?”
 “Well, not at first, responded Dana. “I headed toward the door. I 
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 thought it was the end our friendly banter. But I was wrong.” 
 Ari added, “It sounds to me like you were perfectly friendly, 
Grandma.”
 “Yeah, it was all nice and polite until he asked me what I thought 
of his “touch-up” paint job he just finished applying to the totem 
pole. Apparently, his dad is a house painter. He gave him some old 
paint that was left over from last year. The kid told me he decided the 
pole was looking faded and could use some “sprucing up,” said Dana 
confident she was giving an accurate description of the events.
 “Let me take a guess at what happened next,” said Ethan. “You 
gave the kid your mini-history lesson about Shoop.” 
 “Well of course I did! I was so shocked. What an outrageous thing 
to do to a priceless masterpiece! I just had to educate the young man. 
He knew absolutely nothing about Shoop,” answered their grand-
mother without any hesitation or remorse.
 “I bet you told him that everyone in Canada should show respect 
for the important and historic art our First Nations have contributed 
to our communities,” said Ari, eager to show her grandmother that 
she listened to her constant lectures about Shoop and the stories and 
history he carried.
 “Well not exactly. I think my rant started something like: 
 You painted the totem pole with left over house paint. What were 
you thinking? That pole is a world-class treasure. Would you hand a 
paint brush to a kindergarten kid and let him ‘touch-up’ the Mona 
Lisa?”
 “So, was that the end of it?” asked Ethan.
 “No. Unfortunately, the conversation got a little more energetic 
when he came back with: 
 ‘Hey Lady, wealthy German tourists stayed at the resort last week 
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and they thought the pole was colourful. Tourists want to see a pole 
that is shiny and bright. You should be thanking me.’”
 Ari and Ethan looked and each and tried not to laugh. They knew 
what was going to happen next. 
 “I decided to provide him with a few facts,” continued Dana. 
 “I started off by informing him that those German tourists trav-
eled all the way to Totem Pole Resort because they knew that they 
would be greeted with the sight of one of the finest totem poles in the 
world. Many Europeans take the effort to learn about Pacific North-
west Indigenous art. They study Tlingit and Kwakwaka’wakw artists. 
They learn everything they can about important artists like Mungo 
Martin and Charlie James.”
 Dana paused. It was hot, and she was thirsty. She continued with 
the recount of her mini-lecture after drinking some water. 
 “I told him that if he had taken even a modest amount of effort 
to learn about Shoop he would know that the famous Henry Hunt 
carved and designed the pole,” she continued. 
 “I let him know that totem pole he slapped used house paint on, 
has historical connections to a mother pole that was raised over a 
hundred years ago by a Tlingit noblewoman. Then I think I wrapped 
things up by asking him:
 Don’t you think a pole as important as this one should not have 
old, used house paint, carelessly slapped all over it by a teenager hired 
to pump gas?”
 “So, did he answer your question Grandma?” asked Ethan.
 “Nope.  He came back with: 
 ‘Lady you are crazy as a loon and I stand by what I did. Everyone 
likes to see the totem pole looking spiffy. There are about ten boats wait-
ing for gas down at the dock.  I don’t have time for loony old ladies.’
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  Dana took a deep breath and after telling her tale, she wondered 
if she had come across a tad too strong. 
 “Well, you sure got everyone at the store talking,” said Ari.
 “Yeah, maybe, I got a little carried away. Sorry about that,” said 
Dana, with a slightly embarrassed tone.
 “Don’t worry about it, Grandma,” said Ari. “Our family knows 
how important Shoop is. We appreciate you teaching us what you 
know about Shoop.
 “I don’t know why folks don’t appreciate Shoop. It’s a mystery; 
but what can we do about it?” asked Dana, not sure there was an 
answer to her question.
 “Most people just want to come to this resort and relax on the 
beach,” added Nicole as she looked outward toward the crowded 
shore of sunbathers and swimmers. “It’s like Shoop is invisible to 
them.  They treat him like a stranger.” 
 Ethan added, “Grandma, I’m glad you gave that kid a ‘Shoop 
Lesson’. Maybe he will lay off the touch–ups.” 
 “Thanks kids. It means a lot to me that you appreciate Shoop. I 
don’t know why I got such a bee in my bonnet,” said Dana. 
 “You kids should get back to having some fun. This is a glori-
ous day and it’s ridiculous to waste time getting all worked up about 
something we can’t do anything about,” announced Dana as she shift-
ed her attention to her sketching project. 
 The kids headed toward the beach. She looked at the silky green 
grass surrounding Shoop’s massive base.  She noticed the colourful 
arrangement of annuals and flowering bushes. It occurred to her that 
the idiot kid with the cans of old house paint, might not have a clue 
about totem poles, but he did keep up with the resort’s landscaping 
duties.
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 “Maybe I was too hard on the boy,” she muttered to herself. “I 
have to remind myself that the issue isn’t that folks don’t show Shoop 
respect; it’s more a matter of them not taking the time to get to know 
him.”
 As Dana arranged her easel and art supplies to take full advantage 
of the light bouncing off Shoop’s crests, she reminded herself that if 
it hadn’t been for her Aunt Betty’s influence back in the early seven-
ties, she would probably be just as indifferent and uneducated about 
Shoop as the tourists who visit the resort year after year. 
 Dana was suddenly overcome with emotion. 
 “I will never forget you, Aunt Betty!” she said to herself as she 
reflected on the life changing experience her aunt had provided. She 
was the same age as Ari, when her parents agreed to let her go stay 
with her aunt for the last two weeks before school started back in 
1973.
 As Dana sketched, she thought about the time she spent with 
her in Victoria, BC. She was only thirteen, at the time and had never 
been away from home before. Her aunt’s apartment was close to the 
BC Royal Museum where she worked. Between their walks in Beacon 
Hill Park and picnics on Dallas beach, her Aunt arranged for the two 
of them to spend time at Thunderbird Park. There was a replica of 
a big house from a Kwakwaka’wakw village called Tsxasis built right 
beside the museum.  The day they visited, the famous artist, Henry 
Hunt, was laying out his design for what would come to be known as 
the fourth Hunt Family Crest Pole and it would be raised up on the 
shores of Shuswap.
 Dana remembered watching Henry Hunt as he carved. She still 
could recall the sound of steady tapping coming from his sharp adze.  
She remembered the scent of cedar that filled every corner of the ce-
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 dar plank building where he worked. His methodical and even strokes 
resulted in symmetrical images joyfully emerging from the core of the 
massive red cedar log.  Dana wondered if he was part magician. 
 Dana purposely directed her thoughts toward Shoop. Ever since 
she was a young girl, she treated Shoop as her confidant and friend.  
Like all good friends, he was a great listener. 
 “Shoop,” she whispered, “you know it was love at first sight.  
When I first saw your raven crest, it was if I was transported to an-
other time and place. Did I ever tell you about a dream I often have, 
where a great big raven takes Aunt Betty and I to visit a small village?  
We travel in a great big wooden canoe and finally come to a beautiful 
place that is called Beaver Harbour. The dream doesn’t make much 
sense because everyone is wearing old fashioned clothes. 
 She continued with her monologue.
 “When I wake up, Shoop, the dream gets all fuzzy and confusing.”
 As Dana reflected on her thoughts, sadness washed over her. She 
remembered her Aunt Betty’s losing battle with lung cancer.  She died 
a few years after Shoop was raised up on the shores of Shuswap Lake. 
 But before she died she shared as much as she could about the 
famous Anisalaga, who along with her husband, ran the Fort Rupert 
Hudson Bay Company outpost on Vancouver Island over a hundred 
years ago.
 Dana’s Aunt Betty made it her mission to share what she was 
learning about Pacific Northwest Coast Indigenous art with her fa-
vourite niece.  She took her to museums and told her everything she 
knew about the famous carver, Mungo Martin. He is credited with 
saving the artform of the totem pole. 
 Her aunt knew so much because she was working on her master’s 
thesis at the University of Victoria in the early 1970’s. She studied 
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Kwakwaka’wakw traditions and their many accomplishments.  She 
even traveled to London for the single purpose of viewing Mungo 
Martin and Henry Hunt’s, giant of a totem pole known as the Lon-
don Centennial Pole. It stands in front of Buckingham Palace. The 
Canadian government commissioned the thirty-meter totem pole as 
a gift to Queen Elizabeth and to mark BC’s one hundredth birthday. 
Dana doesn’t remember everything that her Aunt Betty taught her, 
but her caring and gentle teachings made a big impact on her life. 
 A heavy weight pressed against her chest. After all those years, she 
still missed those long talks they used to have. Dana fell asleep in the 
warm sun, unaware that a large black raven feather had silently fallen 
from above and landed gently on her chest.  Without any conscious 
effort on her part, she took the feather into her hand and held it in a 
firm grip.
 Her sleep was interrupted when she was awakened by the strang-
est ‘gloking and garbling’ noises she had ever heard. 
 She heard a slow and melodic song. It was oddly familiar. She 
looked out toward the summer beach scene to see if others were no-
ticing the strange sounds.  
 Jet-skis were buzzing and whirling in their ridiculous circles. Kids 
of all ages were squealing and screeching. Clearly, no one seemed to 
take notice of the rasping guttural bird-like noises.  
 Dana frantically surveyed her surroundings, but couldn’t locate 
the source of the song, or locate the odd guttural racket. 
 When she looked down, she noticed she was holding something. 
It looked like a raven’s primary feather.  Where had it come from?   
Dana looked upward and took in Shoop’s eighty- feet of majestic 
splendor.  
 She used the black feather to shield her eyes from the bright sun 
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 as she tried to focus on Shoop’s highest crest. The feather was as much 
purple and green as it was black. 
 Suddenly, a wall of salty water fell from above and knocked her 
off her feet. She wiped her eyes. Despite the incomprehensible water-
fall that had just cascaded from above, Dana was calm. She reached 
for the huge feather that now lay on the soggy grass and examined it 
once more.  The hints of iridescent green and purples throughout the 
plumage seemed to dance in the warm sunlight.
 She had a sense that her life was about to change.

2

Totem Poles Have Feelings Too

Dana forced herself to stay focused and alert.  Part of her wanted 
to run as far and as fast as she could from that patch of grass.   She 
thought about running, but she didn’t. Instead, she made herself 
breathe … in and out, in and out. 
 Whatever was happening was generating a lot of noise. It was 
as if Shoop had become a tower of loud wails, sobs, heartbreak and 
sadness. 
 Dana’s attention shifted.  She concentrated on the sounds: deep, 
resonating glok-gloks, high knocking toc-toc -tocs, and then an ut-
terance sounding almost like Gilakas’la’, followed up with several 
dry grating kraa-kraas, returning to gloks, gloks, and then more Gi-
lakasl’as. The familiar Kwakwaka’wakw greeting, was now recogniz-
able. 
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 Then without warning, a bird-like image floated from above.  It 
had shaggy blue-black, elongated, pointy throat feathers, a slightly 
arched short bill, flapping wings that made a sound like rustling silk, 
and a wedge-shaped tail. The flying creature resembled the familiar 
and common raven but was much too large to be any raven she had 
ever encountered.  Besides the ridiculous size of the bird, it’s plumage 
seemed to be vibrating with a brilliant display of iridescent purples 
and greens. The creature’s eyes were intense, beady and black.  The 
beak was a bold and bright yellow. The “raven-like thing” was at least 
a meter tall.  The shimmering effect reminded Dana of a hologram.  
Could Dana be looking at a ‘holographic form’ of a giant raven? It 
was all that she could come up with. She worked hard to try and 
think logically and make sense of what was happening.
 “This must be what crazy looks like and sounds like,” she said to 
herself. “That kid was right; I am batty as a loon.” 
 The gloks and garbled speech-like noises started to change.  They 
began to take on a recognizable pattern. The nonsense guttural tones 
were becoming almost intelligible. The raven-like hologram now 
spoke with an oddly familiar and friendly tone. 
 “Gilakas’la to you Dana.  Raven here,” sputtered the shimmering 
vision as he lifted a wing to reveal a mini-sized version of Shoop, now 
also transformed into a hologram-like form. He set the mini-Shoop 
carefully on the grass and continued to address Dana as if this inter-
action was an every day occurrence. 
 “As you can see and hear, Shoop is having a very bad day,” an-
nounced the apparition. 
 As if on cue, the comment was followed up with more wails 
and sobs of sorrow from Shoop. The drama escalated.  Dana looked 
around to see if people were gathering around her to check things 
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 out. But no one was paying any attention.  She was alone with this 
craziness!
 “Shoop has something he wants to say,” announced the holo-
gram, slightly annoyed that Dana seemed distracted.
 Dana looked directly at Shoop. 
 “You think you know sadness, Dana? What about me?” sputtered 
the mini-version of Shoop. 
 “I am a sad and sorry sight! I am a painted pole of unhappiness. 
I am eighty feet of woe and misery. I am six thousand, three hun-
dred kilograms of disappointment,” wailed Shoop. Water now flowed 
from the hologram making the already wet grass, spongy.
 “I am the sorriest totem pole ever to be raised up. And it is all be-
cause my memory is on the fritz. I am just a great big wooden, soggy 
sieve. Every fiber of my being is nothing more than a hunk of confu-
sion. Cedar chunks of confusion; that is all that I am,” he wailed as 
he added new heights of dramatic flair to each utterance. 
 “I am as dumb as the proverbial post,” he announced, continuing 
with his performance. 
 “It’s no wonder that kid from the resort keeps slapping left over 
paint on me. I don’t get any respect!” he continued without any indi-
cation this rant was about to end.
 “But hey, I don’t blame the gas-jockey kid.  I am so confused I 
don’t even respect myself! It is a mystery to me why I can’t remem-
ber how I came to stand on this beach,” said Shoop, running out of 
steam.
 Dana couldn’t help looking at the Shoop hologram with empa-
thy. Her thirty-year long connection to this painted post made it im-
possible not to feel his terrible pain.  Shoop continued to explain his 
sad situation.
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 “I remember some things about my life.  The stories I carry and 
all the knowledge of my ancestors’ crests … all of that is in perfect 
order.  But I have no idea about other important parts of my life.”
 Dana wondered what other “parts of life” are important to a to-
tem pole. She was about to find out.
 “I don’t know who carved me, or how I arrived here at this lake, 
or whose traditional territory I am standing on.  I don’t even know if 
the people of this land love me. How can I go on another day without 
love?” sobbed Shoop as he cast his gaze toward the lake. 
 It was clear Shoop was in a deep state of despair. Dana was sym-
pathetic to his pain but completely unsure of what to say or how 
to help. She looked desperately toward the raven. She knew ravens 
were the most intelligent of all the birds, especially in their ability to 
communicate.  So why was this feathered giant bird with the shim-
mery feathers being so quiet? Shouldn’t he have the answers to solve 
Shoop’s rather complicated life crisis?
 Dana looked directly at the holographic raven’s beady black eyes.  
She signaled for him to step up and work his magic.  
 “Oh no, Grandmother Dana.  Don’t look at me like that! I have 
things to do and people to see. My genius is needed elsewhere…and 
besides, Shoop told me you are his friend,” replied the raven in a firm 
and lecture like tone.
 “You must admit that you know a thing or two about his life 
events.  Sure, I am clever and, as you must have noticed, particularly 
good looking, but Shoop seems to want you to help him through his 
terrible troubles.  So, like I said, I have a lot of things going on right 
now.  Honestly, it’s as if the entire world looks to me to solve their 
problems.”  And with his grand speech completed, his holographic 
form vanished.  
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  Dana was forced to reach out to Shoop on her own.  His wailing 
and waterworks seemed to be escalating by the second.  
 “Shoop, please, calm down.  How can you possibly say you are 
dumb as a post? That is just nonsense! You are a treasure. You are a 
majestic form of art. You must know that. We all respect you.  The 
important Hunt family crests and stories that you carry are treasures.  
We are lucky to know you. My family has greeted you with a friendly 
“Gilakas’la” every summer for over thirty years. You are loved and 
adored!” said Dana, determined to offer some form of comfort. 
 “But Dana, I am a totem pole. I need to know all the parts about 
my life.   Even though I remember my stories and traditional teach-
ings, I can’t seem to recall the big events in my life history. It’s like I 
know my inside bits but not my outside bits.  Oh, it is too hard to ex-
plain.  I just feel broken.  It’s like I am lost. I wonder where I belong? 
I wonder who I am and how I got here,” cried Shoop.
 “Well Shoop,” began Dana with an unsure voice, “I have very lit-
tle experience helping totem poles. I am still not sure what you need.  
I really don’t think I can help,” said Dana wishing that the conceited 
raven had not taken off.  
 Hearing only rejection in Dana’s response, Shoop started up with 
the wailing once more.
 “I’m just the saddest totem pole ever to be raised up. Loneliness 
and tears fill my days. I will never take my rightful place as a respected 
chief, storyteller and teacher if I can’t solve this terrible problem. Am 
I respected? Am I loved? We all need love. Don’t you agree? What if I 
am not loved? You must help me know my story. Dana, please. Will 
you help me Dana?”
 Dana was shocked to hear this request. Her immediate thought 
was to redirect Shoop’s focus.
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 “Shoop, what about the raven.  He seems to be smart and 
friendly.  Why doesn’t he help you?” asked Dana.
 “Yes, Raven is a dear friend,” explained Shoop. “Thanks to him, I 
can time-travel to visit Anisalaga.   She comforts me but is unable to 
tell me about how I was raised up. She hopes I will come to know my 
own personal history, but it just has not happened yet.  It is as if I am 
only half formed. I need to know all the bits, if I am ever to become 
whole.”  
 Dana looked directly at Shoop’s hologram. “What could I possi-
bly do to help you, Shoop?”
 “Raven says you know my ‘outer’ bits. He told me that you would 
be the perfect one to help me.  Please, please, help me learn my story! 
I do have memories of you talking to me.  I know you love me and 
I believe it is this love that you show me that will help me get better. 
Anisalaga says everyone needs to be loved,” sobbed Shoop, now ex-
hausted from the effort of sharing his sad story.
 “Oh, Shoop. It must be frustrating not knowing how you came 
to stand on these shores. But I don’t know why Raven would tell you 
I could help. It’s true that we are friends, and I adore you, but I really 
don’t see what I could possibly do to help. Sure, I know some things 
about you, but I don’t know everything.” said Dana while wondering 
just how it was that she was having a two-way conversation with a 
totem pole. 
 She continued despite the strange circumstances. “I went away 
to university. Then I taught school on Vancouver Island. There were 
summers when I was only able to make short visits to the lake. And 
there were some years that I just lost track of what was going on here 
at Totem Pole Resort,” said Dana.
 She decided to try and present the “Raven Solution” one more 



22

SHOOP’S SONG

 time.
 “Shoop, Raven seems to be a good friend.  He has some pretty 
awesome powers, so it just seems to me, he is the perfect candidate to 
help you.” 
 Suddenly the shimmering feathered hologram swooped down 
from … somewhere.
 “Now just hold on,” replied Raven in a strident guttural tone.
 “I have enough to do bending space and time so that Shoop can 
visit Anisalaga. And, like I said, I have my own agenda. Did you 
know Stephen Hawking and I are working together to nail down 
space-time travel using the holographic principals and string theory? 
Honestly, he keeps me hopping night and day!”
 Dana could not believe what she was hearing. Raven and Stephen 
Hawking? Is this feathered creature just flapping his wings, or could 
it be true?
 “It is up to you Dana. Step up, girl! Help your friend. Friends 
help each other. I can offer my brilliant mind and highly advanced 
skills to assist your efforts if you really need help, but I have things to 
take care of,” responded Raven full of pomp and pride.
 “Raven, if you are so clever you know I am not the best one to 
help Shoop. I think Shoop needs to hear about his story from the 
Hunt family. They are his true family and they will know how to help 
him find his identity and purpose,” answered Dana, believing that a 
settler like her, would simply not be up to such a mammoth task.
 “Raven, why don’t you make that connection happen? Shoop’s 
relatives are the knowledge keepers he needs. They will make him 
whole again. They will help him become a respected chief.” Dana was 
surprised that she was speaking with so much confidence. 
 “Now Dana,” said Raven.  “You are Shoop’s friend. He is in a bad 
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way. He needs you.  A friend helps a friend.” 
 Shoop’s wails and cries started to build again. 
 “You must help me Dana. I can’t go on like this!” cried Shoop.
 “I adore you Shoop, but I am a settler. I am not from the Tlingit 
or Kwakwaka’wakw Nation. Protocols must be followed. You are an 
important totem pole and carry knowledge and stories. I have tried to 
make sure all my family shows you the respect you deserve, but your 
relatives will help you,” answered Dana, once again impressed with 
her calm and articulate delivery. 
 Dana was thankful she had listened carefully to the Elders who 
shared their knowledge and stories with her Grade Three students 
when she was a teacher on Vancouver Island.   She knew how import-
ant it was to follow correct protocols. Mistakes are easily made if one 
was not mindful. Thank goodness, she could tell Shoop where and 
how to seek the help he so desperately needed. 
 Dana was about to offer her assistance in contacting one or more 
of the celebrated and accomplished Hunt family members, but before 
she could get her words out, she was once again witnessing Shoop’s 
ability to produce huge quantities of tears. 
 “But you are my friend. I need you now! I need your help today! 
I can’t wait another minute!” cried Shoop in between sobs and wails.
 “We are connected. Almost all the memories about the things 
that have happened to me slip through me.  But I do remember your 
visits. I don’t know why I remember your visits but nothing about 
what happened to me. 
 There has to be some explanation as to how I came to have a big 
hunk of steel holding me together,” cried Shoop as he hopped around 
to reveal the repair job that took place when he was first raised up on 
these shores.
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  Raven suddenly started to giggle.  
 “What’s so funny?” asked Shoop.
 “Well it just occurred to me that you might be the world’s first 
POST that actually has PTSD… POST Traumatic Stress Disorder. 
Get it? You are a POST and you have STRESS and your DISOR-
DER is you that you have a memory like a sieve,” chuckled Raven, 
convinced he should add “hilarious comedian” to his long list of 
skill sets.
 Shoop looked completely confused. It wasn’t the first time he 
failed to see the humour in Raven’s so called “jokes”.
 Shoop now took a moment to compose his next argument to 
persuade Dana to help him.
 Raven skipped closer to Dana. He smelled like cedar and huck-
leberries. He spoke into her ear, as if he held some grand knowledge, 
that was meant only for Dana.
 “But seriously …. You DO have a powerful effect on Shoop. He 
seems to glow and become adventurous after you visit.  Your friend-
ship is healing. He often asks me to take him back in time to visit 
Anasilaga after you or your grandchildren paddle back to your cabin 
in that old yellow canoe.   
 Shoop’s hologram now shimmered with energy. He had come up 
with the perfect plan that would convince Dana to help him.  
 “I have an idea! Why don’t you, me and the kids time-travel back 
to Tsxasis.  We can spend time with Anisalaga,” said Shoop bubbly 
with hope and enthusiasm. 
 “It will be a blast,” said Shoop. “Did you know Anisalaga de-
fied the government’s anti-potlatching laws and raised a pole in 
the early 1900’s?”
 Dana had no idea how to respond. She stared at Shoop in disbelief. 
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 “Let’s do it!” said Shoop hoping that if he offered something as 
exciting as a trip back in time, Dana could not resist helping him. He 
reasoned that it would be his way of “giving back” to Dana after all 
her years of friendship.
 Shoop jumped in once again. “I just had a great idea! Let’s bring 
those three-young people that are so friendly and kind to me on our 
trip.  They would have a blast visiting the village. Think of it as ed-
ucational field trip for the kids. They will learn about my ancestor’s 
wisdom and knowledge. What do you say?” 
 Dana could not form the words to respond.  Shoop continued 
with enthusiasm and confidence, unaware of Dana’s sate of panic.
 “Go get the kids. This will be so fun. Raven, you have feathers for 
everyone, right?
 “Sure, I have four feathers for space-time travel,” answered Raven, 
suddenly available and eager to be involved. 
 Shoop was so sure of his action plan, he continued to give direc-
tions. 
 “And after our field trip, you I can tell me every detail of my 
life-story.”
 With his speech concluded, four huge black primary raven feath-
ers floated from above and landed at Dana’s feet.
 “Wait! Hold your horses, everyone!  What did you just say? Just 
settle down you two! This all sounds too crazy for me.”
 Dana took a deep breath, paused for emphasis, then began with, 
“You can forget the time travel business-especially if it involves those 
precious kids. Can you imagine if anything happened to them? They 
can learn about Fort Rupert and Anisalaga in their classrooms. There 
are history books for that kind of learning!” blasted Dana, now shaking 
with fear and concern for her grandkids and their best buddy, Nicole. 
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  “No Shoop. I told you, there are others who can help you. I am 
certain of this.”
 Dana needed a powerful diversion, if she was to side-step this 
crazy plan of Shoop’s.  She had an idea.
 “Shoop, I think we should talk about something important.  I 
know that you have not received a traditional name. If I am not 
mistaken, most important totem poles receive a name. The only 
way you can receive this gift is through your family.” said Dana, 
confident that her comment would move the conversation away 
from Shoop’s travel plans. 
 “When you connect with your relatives, they will help you under-
stand your identity, and, perhaps, gift you with a name. This will help 
heal you.”
 Shoop was silent.  Dana’s words seemed to have made an impres-
sion.
 “Don’t worry, Shoop.  You will get better. I can connect you with 
the right people. I heard that Anisalaga’s great-great grandson is a 
respected cultural leader.  He travels around the world talking about 
Anisalaga’s contributions and accomplishments. He even has one of 
her Chilkat blankets. He will help. All the pieces of your life story will 
soon fit together. Don’t worry Shoop.” 
 Her speech completed, she patiently waited for Shoop’s response 
to her perfectly articulated and thoughtful solution. She waited. And 
waited. She continued to wait, then looked out at the busy tour-
ist-filled beach. 
 When she turned back to look at Shoop, both holographic forms 
were no longer there. She looked up. Suddenly, the quiet was broken 
by a whooshing sound. Once again, Dana was drenched in a cascad-
ing waterfall of sorrow. 
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 “Shoop, you have to quit with the water works! I am soaking 
wet!” she said as she wiped the salty sadness from her face. 
 Dana noticed Ethan, Ari and Nicole leaving the store. Their ice 
cream cones dripped in the hot sun as the three were heading toward 
her. Thankfully the holographs were gone. She had no idea how to 
explain what just took place, nor did she want to.  
 Then Dana heard Shoop’s wails and sobs building in volume from 
high above.   In a desperate attempt to quiet him, she called out, “Al-
right, Shoop. If you keep quiet, I will think about helping you.  But 
don’t get your hopes up! Just quit with the noise!” 
 Finally, the wonderful sound of silence washed over her… and 
just in time. 
 “Grandma who were you talking to? And why are you all wet?” 
asked Ari. 
 “Hi kids.  Uh…I guess I am kind of wet.  It’s such a hot day.  
I decided to jump in for a quick dip. How about we head back to 
Crescent Beach? Help me gather my art supplies.  Say hello to your 
grandad, Nicole. We have to get back to our cabin,” responded Dana, 
in a manner that left little doubt that the plan was to get in the canoe 
and paddle home. 
 Ethan gathered the wet blanket. He didn’t notice that four large 
black feathers were bundled in with the blanket. He wondered why 
the grass was wet and soggy. 
 As Ethan walked toward the canoe, he whispered to Ari, “Do you 
think Grandma is alright?” 
 “Something is going on. I’m sure I heard her talking to someone. 
Maybe we can get her to spill the beans on the way home,” said Ari. 
 “Kids, why don’t you paddle? I’m kind of tired out.” Dana said as 
she took the middle seat.
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  Ethan and Ari expertly maneuvered the old yellow canoe out of 
the bay, past Bastion Creek, leaving the hectic summer scene behind. 
Dana looked back at Shoop.
 “It was probably all a dream,” she thought to herself. 
 “The afternoon sun was really intense. Everyone knows that too 
much sun is not good for you.  That’s all that happened. I should have 
worn my hat.  The blasting sun caused some sort of heat stroke.  That 
explains those crazy talking holograms.” Dana was desperate to make 
sense of what just happened.  
 The grandkids paddled with a steady and quiet rhythm. The sun 
warmed their shoulders as they headed toward home.  
 Dana tried to stop thinking about Shoop’s desperate plea for help, 
but his wails and sobs remained stuck inside her head. Then she re-
membered her last words to Shoop.
 “Good grief! Did I really tell Shoop I would think about helping 
him? Why on earth did I say that?” Dana asked herself. 
 “What could I possibly do to help him? How do you help a totem 
pole with selective memory problems? And what’s up with Raven 
being so here, then there, and then not here? You would think that a 
being who can restore light to a darkened world could come up with 
a solution for Shoop. I am a settler. Shoop needs to learn his story 
from his relatives. They will know what to do. One must always be 
respectful of protocols.” 
 Dana could think of nothing else.  She repeated the same 
thoughts, and asked herself the same questions, over, and over again. 
There was one question that kept haunting her. 
 Shouldn’t friends help each other? 
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A Campfire Conversation

The canoe slipped quietly past the summer cottages. They soon ap-
proached their cabin on Crescent Bay. When they reached the shore, 
Ari helped Dana out of the canoe and then gathered her art supplies.  
They made their way to the cabin.  Ethan checked to see if everything 
was out of the canoe. That’s when he noticed four jet-black feathers 
wrapped in a wet blanket. 
 They were the largest raven feathers he had ever seen.  He held 
them up to the sun and was awestruck by their iridescent green and 
purple hues. The feathers had an unusual energy. He could feel a 
slight vibration travel from his hand, then through his body as he 
examined each one.  He carefully placed them in his backpack and 
made a mental note to ask his grandmother where they came from, 
and how they ended up in the canoe. 
 Dinner was ready. He put his backpack in the corner with more 
care than usual.   He had a lot of questions to ask his grandmother, 
but he sensed timing was important. He tried to think of how he 
wold begin the conversation. He was suddenly overwhelmed with 
hunger. The aroma of good food filled the air.   
 “Hey, something smells delicious! I’m starving. It’s hard work 
swimming and jet-skiing all afternoon,” announced Ethan, now com-
pletely distracted by the promise of a delicious meal.  He grabbed a 
wobbly chair and sat down to his favourite dinner of fried chicken 
and chips. During dinner, Ari and Ethan reported that they had the 
“best day ever”. 
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  “Nicole’s family bought a new jet-ski and it is so cool! Can we get 
one Dad? Please!” 
 The request for the purchase of a jet-ski had been presented 
countless times this summer. Ethan’s father conveniently didn’t seem 
to hear the request.  He asked Ari to pass the potatoes. Ethan knew 
both his parents thought the machine was annoying.  They argued 
that the noise made the loons unhappy. 
 He didn’t press the point. His Mom brought out the pie she had 
made from freshly picked huckleberries and placed it on the table. 
Ethan had some serious eating to do.   Fried chicken, chips and fresh 
pie! Maybe life at their camp wasn’t all bad.  
 That night, the family gathered around the campfire. Dana stared 
at the burning logs.  After a lot of thought about her bizarre expe-
rience, she decided to stop pretending the afternoon’s events didn’t 
happen. 
 Shoop needed her help. She wasn’t sure how or what she could, 
or would do to help, but things just had to improve for Shoop. She 
would make sure of that. Raven was right. Friends help each other. 
 Dana looked at the slow-burning campfire. The moon was rising. 
The rest of the family was busy with board games inside the cabin.  
She was happy to enjoy the fire on her own.   It gave her some time to 
think about the things she knew about Shoop’s “outside bits”.  There 
had been difficult times. Shoop’s life story included some serious “ups 
and downs”.  Suddenly, it occurred to her that helping Shoop might 
present challenges.
 It was obvious from the histrionics and emotional outbursts, 
Shoop was in a fragile state. Dana worried he might not be able to 
handle learning about the “difficult” parts. Some things that hap-
pened to him were just plain horrible. 
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 Maybe not knowing the details would be better than knowing. 
One thing Dana had learned was that sometimes, what you think is 
helpful, can turn out to be quite the opposite. 
 Dana’s good mood vanished.
 “How the heck am I supposed to know how to help a depressed 
totem pole with selective memory problems anyway?” she mumbled 
to herself.
 “Who worries about an eighty- foot totem pole? No wonder folks 
think I am batty.”
 Dana suddenly felt exhausted. It had been the strangest and most 
puzzling day of her entire life. 
 As the fire’s heat and light diminished, she thought she heard 
Shoop calling out across the lake.   
 Then the rustle of swooshing wings made her think a large raven 
was flying by. She scanned the moonlit lake but didn’t see anything. 
Then the fire’s embers glowed as something made a second pass above 
her head.  
 “Why would a raven be flying by the campfire this late at night?” 
she wondered to herself.  She noticed Ethan and Ari coming out the 
cabin door and approaching the campfire. 
 “Hey kids, I was just about to douse the fire and head for bed.”
 Ethan found a comfortable spot on a log beside his grandmother. 
He had his backpack with him.
 “Grandma, Ari and I have been thinking about what happened 
at the resort today.We were kind-of wondering why you were soaking 
wet. It’s not like you to jump in the lake with all your clothes on. And 
things seemed a bit wacky this afternoon,” Ethan said, looking down 
at the fire rather than at his grandmother. 
 Now Ari took over.   She looked across the embers, directly at her 
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 grandmother and said, “Ethan found four raven feathers in the canoe. 
They’re beautiful. Where did they come from?” 
 Ethan reached into his pack and showed the feathers to his grand-
mother. Dana gasped.  She immediately recognized them.   
 “How did these get in the canoe?” she asked as she reached out 
and held them in her hand. 
 “We don’t know Grandma.  That’s what we are trying to figure 
out,” said Ari.
 The jet-black feathers vibrated in Dana’s hand. She couldn’t be 
certain, but she felt Raven was near by.
 Suddenly the dream that she told Shoop about came back to her. 
As she gazed into the fire, she remembered the details. The events of 
the dream were no longy blurred or hard to recall. She was with her 
late Aunt Betty.  She was in a village nestled along the rugged shores 
of Vancouver Island.  She knew she was in a different time. Majestic 
totem poles facing outward to the crashing west coast waves, dwarfed 
cedar plank houses. In the dream, she is standing in front of a house 
decorated with a traditional drawing of a two-headed serpent that 
filled the entire front of the house. She is talking to a young girl. She 
is holding a huge black feather.  
 Over the years, Dana wondered if her recurring dream, was a 
journey back in time, but decided it only made sense if she consid-
ered it to be a rather vivid dream.  She had not thought about that 
so-called “dream”, or her Aunt Betty for such a long time.  Her eyes 
filled with tears. Even after so many years, she still missed her aunt. 
 “Grandma, why are you crying? Please tell us about these feath-
ers.  We really want to understand how they came to be in the canoe”, 
said Ari, giving her Grandmother a hug. 
 A campfire, glowing with embers on a warm summer night, can 
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inspire those gathered around.  It feels like a safe place to be and 
the warmth and soft glow of the burning logs, encourages those in 
the circle share secrets and memories. This is exactly what happened. 
Dana decided to share.  
 She began to tell her grandchildren about Shoop’s request for 
help. 
 She gave the shorter version of the afternoon’s events but didn’t 
hesitate to include the odd way that Raven, and Shoop presented 
themselves in their holographic like forms.  She told of how Shoop 
worried that he didn’t belong, and he wondered if he was loved. 
 Her grandchildren accepted what she told them.  In fact, they 
acted as if having a conversation with a totem pole and a raven that 
presented themselves in the form of a holograms, was an every day 
occurrence. 
 Dana did not regret sharing.  She was honest with her grandchil-
dren.  Dana knew her grandkids loved Shoop. 
 “Kids, you can’t imagine how difficult it was to hear Shoop tell his 
sad story,” said Dana.
 “I have to tell you that I am completely overwhelmed.  I don’t 
really know what to do to help him. Dana decided she would be 
completely honest and admit she was unsure about what to do next. 
 “What did you tell Shoop? Did you tell him you would help?” 
prompted Ari.
 “At first, I told him I thought I wasn’t the best person to help. I 
told him that he was Kwakwaka’wakw and that his relatives would 
know how to make him whole and happy. He didn’t seem to want 
to hear about my plans to contact the Hunt family in Fort Rupert. 
He wanted immediate answers. He was desperate for relief from his 
confusion about his life events. He kept sobbing and begging me to 
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 help him.”
 “That must be what Nicole was hearing.  She asked me if I could 
hear loud wailing sounds from the beach when we were swimming.  
She told Ari and I that the crying sounds were just like the ones she 
hears coming from Shoop first thing in the morning,” added Ethan.
 “Shoop is so unhappy, Grandma. We can help him,” Ari respond-
ed without any hesitation. 
 “Apparently, he wants to know who created his designs.  He wants 
to know how he came to stand on the shores of Shuswap Lake. He 
has all sorts of questions. The weird thing is that he does remember 
certain things.  He can remember the stories he carries, and he knows 
and visits a friend of his from an earlier time. He calls her, Anisalaga.
 As soon as she mentioned the phrase, “earlier time”, she regretted 
it.  The last thing she wanted to do was spark the kids interest in time 
travel.  She turned to look directly at her grandchildren. They didn’t 
seem to react, so she continued.
 “For the most part, Shoop’s memory is like a big wooden sieve.  
He doesn’t remember most of the things that have happened to him, 
but he seems to know that we visit, and he appreciates that our family 
shows him respect.” replied Dana. 
 “I know it’s confusing, but it’s not as if we have ever known a 
totem pole before.  Maybe a lot of the poles that stand on territory 
that is far away from their traditional lands, experience this type of 
sadness,” said Dana.  She wasn’t about to pretend she knew all the 
answers.  
 “Don’t worry, Grandma.  We will figure things out together,” said 
Ari.  She could always be counted on to make those around her feel 
better.  
 “Thanks Ari.  Shoop did tell me that he is very fond of you, Ethan, 
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and Nicole.  He considers all of us his friends.”
 “So, let’s get started. We should make a plan. What should we do 
first?” asked Ethan.
 “Now hold on kids.  It’s not that simple.  There are strict rules 
that must be followed when dealing with an important pole like 
Shoop.   We need to acknowledge and respect First Nations tradi-
tional ways of being and knowing. Showing respect is very import-
ant.” cautioned Dana.
 “I explained to Shoop, we loved and respected him, but we are 
settlers. His story belongs to the indigenous community.”
 “What about Raven, Grandma? Why can’t he work some of his 
magic and help his friend out?” asked Ari. 
 “I wondered the same thing, Ari. Raven seems to be a very good 
friend to Shoop.  However, when I asked Raven why he didn’t help, 
he got kind of puffy and claimed he was in constant demand.  I know 
it must sound crazy, but he started blabbering on about quantum 
mechanics and string theory.  He says he has meetings with Stephen 
Hawking,” said Dana, once again regretting her reference to Raven’s 
ability to be here and there and everywhere. 
 “Wow, what did you say to that?” asked Ethan.
 “Well before I could ask him for more details, he started giving 
me a lecture about how to be a “good friend”.  Raven told me that I 
should ‘just step up and help’ because it’s the right thing to do.” 
 “He is right, Grandma. Good friends do help each other,” said 
Ari.
 “I know. But, the whole thing is so overwhelming!  I tried once 
more to tell Shoop that I thought his relatives were the traditional 
knowledge keepers. That’s when he really turned on the water-works! 
His cries got louder and louder. His tears were like a waterfall. That’s 
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 how I got so wet.  From Shoop’s tears!”
 “We have to help him, Grandma. Shoop is our friend,” said Ari, 
as she struggled to keep her own tears from adding to the unhappy 
situation.
 “Kids, I want to do the right thing. It’s true that I know some of 
the important events that happened to Shoop when he first got here. 
There is a lot I don’t know, though.  Of course, I want to help him, 
BUT . . .” 
 “Grandma-don’t worry.  We will figure things out.”
 “You are absolutely correct.  We can do this!” said Dana. All three 
stood up and gave each other high-fives.
 “You kids are the best! It’s late. You need to get some rest. We 
have some serious planning to do think about. Let’s start first thing 
tomorrow morning.”
 Dana watched as Ethan and Ari headed up to the cabin.
 The heat from the campfire was comforting.  The light from the 
rising moon was calming. Dana was so thankful for her beautiful 
grandchildren. They didn’t react to the afternoon’s odd events with 
disbelief. They didn’t try to tell her that she must have been mistak-
en. They didn’t tell her that totems and ravens don’t talk, wail or ask 
for help.  They believed every word she told them, and they wanted 
to help. 
 The more she thought about the situation, it made perfect sense. 
Of course, her grandchildren were connected to Shoop. They had 
greeted him with a friendly Gilakasl’a since they were babies.  Ni-
cole had also been introduced to Shoop when she was just an infant.  
Just like the Wilson clan, her family has always shown a deep respect 
and appreciation for indigenous art and culture.  Nicole spent every 
summer playing on the beaches of Bastion Bay. Even when she was a 
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toddler she preferred to play on and around the green grass surround-
ing Shoop.  Her parents once told Dana that it seemed as if their 
daughter was listening and talking to the totem pole. She often sang 
when she played beside the huge painted pole. 
 Dana did not regret sharing Shoop’s sad story. It was the right 
thing to do. Shoop deserves respect, and like Raven said, “Good 
friends help each other”. 
 “Yes. It’s the right thing to do”, she whispered to herself.
 Dana never forgot that night around the campfire with her grand-
children.  It was the beginning of an incredible adventure.

4

Rules

The morning sun bounced off the lake.  Ethan, Ari and Dana got to 
work as soon as the breakfast dishes were cleared away. The first thing 
they decided to do was search for artifacts, photos, and newspaper 
clippings about Shoop.  They looked in musty closets and cluttered 
cupboards. Old trunks were opened. Adults were quizzed about what 
they remembered about Shoop.  Ari made a crude timeline with basic 
drawings and dates to map the ‘big ticket’ items in Shoop history. 
She reasoned that visual information would be easier for Shoop to 
remember- given that he was such an artistic individual.
 Dana thought Ari had a good point. She had to admit that the 
strategy just might prove helpful.  The truth was, she had no idea how 
to proceed, or if there even was a “best way” to go about helping a 
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 totem pole deal with his selective memory problems. 
 At least it got things started. Besides, it was fun to dig through old 
scrapbooks and photo albums going back to 1970 when the family 
first started hearing rumours that a Texas oilman was going to put up 
the world’s largest totem pole at his new resort on Bastion Bay. By 
the afternoon, they were ready to head off to meet with Nicole.  Ari 
and Ethan couldn’t wait to bring their best buddy, Nicole up to date. 
Nicole’s family probably had stacks of pictures of Shoop.  Nicole’s 
mother was a librarian and she had a habit of cutting newspaper arti-
cles about Shoop and filing them in drawers.  
 They found a large box and labelled it “Shoop’s Life Story”.  By 
noon, the three were ready to paddle the yellow canoe to Totem 
Pole Resort.   
 Once they arrived Dana asked that they spend a few minutes to-
gether. She had been going over in her mind how to approach Shoop. 
 Dana began her by announcing, “I think it best I talk to Shoop 
alone. I am not sure how he will react to the information we have 
collected.  You can tell Nicole what you know about Shoop’s troubles, 
but not a word of this situation to anyone else.” 
 Ari and Ethan immediately voiced their disappointment.
 “I know you want to help, but let’s just see how it goes today.”
 And that is how they began the afternoon.  It was a lot like any 
other sunny August afternoon — except that it wasn’t.
 “Away you go!” said Dana. “Find Nicole and enjoy the day. I will 
deal with Shoop. Who knows, he might be over his worries and woes. 
Or maybe the whole event was in my imagination. Just go and have 
fun. Let me handle Shoop.”
 Ethan and Ari reluctantly made their way to Nicole’s cabin. 
Dana unpacked her blanket and a picnic basket. She lifted the 
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“Shoop’s Life Story” box from the canoe and walked up the shale 
beach.  She made herself comfortable under the shade of Shoop’s 
massive structure. 
 Unsure of what to do next, she looked upward and took in the 
full height of the painted giant. She attempted to make eye con-
tact with Shoop’s top crest. It wasn’t easy. He was extremely tall.  
She waited patiently, hoping the more accessible holographic forms 
would appear. 
 Finally, she heard the familiar glok, glok, the swishing and 
swooshing of Raven’s wings beating against the warm air, and finally, 
the garbled Gilakas’la greeting. 
 She watched as Raven hopped toward her. Shoop was tucked 
safely under his wing. They both looked stunning. Their shimmer-
ing holographic forms were a beautiful sight. Shoop started babbling 
even before Raven set him on the ground.
 “You are back! You have come to help me! I knew you would. You 
are a good friend! Gilakas’la! I haven’t felt this alive for years! My tears 
of sorrow, my confusion, my muddled thinking-they will all vanish. 
Thank you! Thank you! Let’s get started. I can’t wait a minute longer.” 
 Dana was growing used to Shoop’s high level of drama.  She won-
dered if all totem poles were this emotional.
 “So, how did I get here? Tell me. Tell me everything!” sputtered 
Shoop, almost unable to get the words out in his excited state.
 Raven stood quietly beside Shoop on the soft verdant grass. He 
looked directly at Dana, then asked, “Where are the kids?”
 “Well, I thought it best that our first meeting take place without 
the younger set.  You see, I want to talk about a few things that wor-
ry me, before we start talking about the “details” of your life story.” 
 Shoop immediately started to fret.  “Worries, what worries? There 
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 is no need to worry. Just get started. Look at me! I am shaking with 
anticipation.” 
 “Calm down, Shoop.  I gave your request a lot of thought. 
Even though, I still think your relatives are the better choice, I am 
here to help.”
 “Great news! So, what’s the hold-up?” asked Shoop.
 “Well, it has to do with those four feathers. 
 “When I saw those feathers that mysteriously ended up in the 
canoe,” began Dana, giving Raven a definite glare, “it took me back 
to an important time in my life. I am not exactly sure, but I think I 
held a feather that looked almost identical to the ones in the canoe.  
I was only a young girl, at the time, and I only remember bits and 
pieces of what happened. Anyway, it got me thinking about the time 
I spent with my aunt Betty when I was the age my granddaughter is 
now.  Aunt Betty thought you were a real knock out. She taught me 
about your noble ancestry. It is because of her that I know a lot about 
how you ended up here at Shuswap Lake on Secwepemc Territory.  
So, I want to help you because I know Aunt Betty would want me to.  
Did you know she died almost a few years after you were raised up on 
these shores?” asked Dana, getting a little off track.
 “No, I didn’t know that. I am so sorry. However, I do remember 
you and your Aunt were great time-travelers. Remember when Raven 
warped space and time and took you back to the Tlingit village in 
Tongass, Alaska. That was when Anisalaga was just a teenager learn-
ing to weave her Chilkat blankets. The family was preparing for a 
journey to Fort Rupert. That goes way back in time. Didn’t you travel 
with them in that huge dugout canoe all the way to Vancouver Is-
land?” asked Shoop. 
 Dana was stunned to hear this information. Parts of it made sense. 



41

 

Rules

 “I don’t remember much about that trip.” She asked to hear more.
 “Well, let me think. Ah yes, it’s coming back to me now.  Anisala-
ga was going to meet her future husband, Robert Hunt,” said Shoop, 
hoping everyone would take note that he was more than just a pretty 
talking pole. It was a mystery how or why he could remember some 
things and not others.  
 “I heard that there was a big blow while you were out in the wa-
ters of Hecate Strait,” he began, happy to hear he wasn’t the only one 
with a memory problem.  Seems important events in Dana’s life were 
slippery as Teflon.
 Shoop continued, “Now that was a wild and crazy canoe ride. 
Everyone said you and your aunt paddled pretty good- for settlers.” 
 Suddenly, details of the time-travel/nightmare came back to her.  
She started to shake. It was a terrifying experience. 
 “Wait a minute. I always thought that what happened out on 
those stormy waters was a nightmare.  Are you saying it really hap-
pened?” asked Dana in a high screeching tone.
 “Roger on that one good friend.  It really happened.” 
 Dana took over the telling.  “We paddled through huge swells 
and punishing rain. Anisalga and her mother tried to calm us with 
a song about a raven, but I was frozen with fear.  I believe it is the 
reason that, to this day, I am a terrible traveler. No wonder I am not 
a very brave person. Now I get why I worry a lot and avoid risky situ-
ations,” ranted Dana, remembering that she had an important point 
to make with Shoop.
 “This whole thing about going “back in time” is exactly what I 
wanted to talk to you about,” said Dana, as she looked at her shak-
ing hands.  
 “Shoop, here’s the deal. You absolutely must promise me that you 
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 will not take me or the kids on any space/time travel adventures. We 
will help you as much as we can, but you have to promise to keep 
us right here in the present.  No time-travel trips. Do I make myself 
clear?”
 “Oh, fiddle sticks, Dana! Those were the old days before Raven 
had perfected his string-theories and horizon event equations.  Trust 
me, you and the kids would have a blast going back in time!” an-
swered Shoop as if Dana’s request was one that could be negotiated.  
He was about to find out how there was a serious side to Dana. 
 Dana responded immediately in a raised voice. 
 “I want to make it perfectly clear, I have no desire to explore 
space-curve time warping. That once-in-a-life-time experience was 
enough for me. Do you understand? I want to stay right here in the 
present.” 
 Now Raven suddenly wanted to get into the conversation.  He 
seemed to puff himself up before he began speaking.
 “Dana, Dana.  The whole thing is easy-peasy-lemon-squeezy.  All 
you have to know is that Einstein’s E=MC2 equation says the faster 
you move the heavier you get. And you must know that the faster you 
move through space the slower you move through time.”
 Raven continued his lecture, despite the fact that Dana was look-
ing perplexed. 
 “Space and time is warped and bent by the matter and energy in 
it; all you have to do is study quantum mechanics, string theory or 
s-matrixes,” said Raven.
 “Stop!   I do not want to hear any more.  I do not trust any type of 
travel that depends on warping space and time. So, here is the deal…-
take it or leave it.  There will be absolutely NO TIME TRAVELING 
for me and especially and certainly not for those kids,” said Dana, 
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noticing that Shoop seemed distracted.  
 She decided to break it down in terms that Shoop could handle. 
Short and to the point.
 “Shoop, here’s the deal . . . I – we, will help you if you agree that 
you will NOT take us on any scary adventures.”
 “Okay, Okay!  I agree. Now can we get started?” responded 
Shoop.
 “Not quite yet.  There is something else I want to say before we 
begin.  I know some things, but I don’t know everything. And there 
might be times when I just can’t help you.  For example: I mentioned 
that I know you did not receive your true Kwakwaka’wakw name 
when you were raised up.  We all call you Shoop, because that’s the 
name Aunt Betty and I came up with when you first arrived. I am a 
settler and can only help you know about your time on these shores. 
I have to be honest with you and tell you I might not have all the 
answers,” said Dana.  
 “Well Settler Dana, we will walk and learn together,” said Shoop 
in the sweetest voice Dana had ever heard. 
 “Let’s get started! I can’t wait another minute.”
 “Wait . . . say the rule back to me once more.” 
 “There she goes again.  Why is she going on about a rule? Arggg! 
I am dumb as a post! Just a big ol’ wooden sieve,” muttered Shoop. 
 Dana looked to see if Raven could get them back on track. 
 “Don’t look at me that way, Dana.  My work here, is pretty 
much done. I managed to get you and the kids on the Shoop recov-
ery train.  I’ll check in occasionally. In case you hadn’t noticed, I can 
be here and then there and the back there again.” Raven started to 
stretch his wings.
 Dana started to protest.
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  “Hey, got to go.  Stephen Hawking is about to announce some 
news about black holes. “
 As quickly as he appeared, he disappeared.

5

Old Photos, Old Memories

Dana lifted the lid and opened the cardboard box. It was just her and 
Shoop. 
 “Alright let’s get started then,” said Dana as she located some ar-
tifacts. 
 “I have two very old photos to show you. They go back to the 
year, 1970. Let’s look at this one first,” said Dana as she presented a 
faded and bent old Polaroid image for Shoop to examine. 
 “I brought this picture to show you because it reminded me of 
the first time I heard about the big changes planned for Bastion Bay. 
My Mom is telling everyone about the run-down place called the 
Nightingale on Bastion Bay. She said that there was a rumour that 
a rich Texan bought the place and he was going build a brand-new 
resort and he was going to call it Totem Pole Resort. Then my Aunt 
Madeline said it was just a bunch of yackety-yack.
 I usually didn’t pay attention to what the adults were going on 
about because I was a kid with better things to do, but when I heard 
‘totem pole’, I paid attention,” said Dana pausing to check in with 
Shoop. 
 “Is this the kind of information you want to know about?” she 
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asked. “Like I told you, all I can do is share what I remember.”
 “Don’t stop. Tell me every detail. I don’t want you to leave any-
thing out. I am going to be whole again. Finally, I will know the out-
side bits of my life.   What are you waiting for? Tell me everything,” 
begged Shoop. I can’t wait to hear about this Texan? Wait a minute. 
Did you say Texan? How does a Texan fit into my life story?” asked 
Shoop.
 Dana looked at the faded photo. The afternoon sun was making 
her thirsty.  She tried to focus on the photo.  She looked carefully 
at each of her family members. They were seated at the picnic table 
enjoying a noonday meal. 
 As she concentrated on the image, it seemed to become sharper, 
the colours brighter.  Her memory of that summer afternoon was 
suddenly extraordinarily sharp. It was if she were now in the picture. 
Even though it happened forty years ago, she remembered every-
thing. She could even feel the warm summer breeze as it brushed her 
shoulder.  She could smell the familiar scent of Coppertone sun tan 
oil. 
 Without any effort on her part, she began saying back the conver-
sations that took place at that old picnic table. She was stunned that 
she could remember everything with such clarity.
 “It’s the weirdest thing,” said Dana as she turned her eyes from 
the photo and looked at Shoop.
 “I can see and hear everything as if it is a movie. Do you want me 
to tell you what I am hearing, Shoop?”
 Shoop signaled for her to continue. 
 “Raven must be working his space-time magic,” thought Dana 
to herself. How else could she recall every word? The dialogue now 
flowed effortlessly from her lips. This was turning out to be a lot of 
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 fun.  She settled into the experience. Her father was speaking to her 
mother and uncles seated at the picnic table. 
 Remember that geologist from Texas? I think his name is Allan Dray. 
His wife is Thelma. We met them at the Petroleum Club New Year’s Eve 
Party. He owns his own oil company. You and Thelma got on like a house 
on fire. Allan was sitting at the table with my boss, Eric Harvie. Those 
two know how to have a good time. 
 Yes, I remember. Thelma was charming. She told me she was adjust-
ing to life in Calgary but was not impressed with our cold winters. That 
was a great party by the way. 
 Yeah, well the rumour is that the Texan bought that run-down resort 
at Bastion Bay. They say he’s going to tear the place down and build him-
self a fancy resort. He even has a name for the place. He wants to call it 
“Totem Resort”. Seems he likes totem poles. 
 Are you kidding me? Why in heck would an oilman from Texas want 
a resort at Shuswap Lake?
 Are you ready for a good story? 
 Of course. I want all the details. 
 So, this is what I know so far: Harvie is always buying artifacts for 
his Glenbow Museum. He was bragging about these two separate pieces 
of a totem pole that he just purchased. They were from a sixty- foot totem 
pole that was originally raised in Fort Rupert, BC. for a potlatch. He 
paid a lot of money for them because they happened to be exact replicas 
of a famous totem pole that was stolen by a bunch of Seattle businessmen 
in 1899. It is a real ‘made for the movies’ story. Apparently, these guys 
were cruising up near Tongass, Alaska. They came across a Tlingit village 
with hundreds of totem poles. Some were marking important gravesites of 
chiefs and Elders. No one was around . . . or so they thought. They moored 
their yacht and started poking around. One pole stood out as exceptional. 
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They decided it should come back to Seattle with them. They just up and 
chopped it down and rolled it down to the beach. The pole was too big to 
fit in in their yacht, so they chopped it in two. When they got back to Seat-
tle, it was decided that it would look good in public park called “Pioneer 
Square”. 
 The whole city enjoyed looking at the pole. It wasn’t long before trou-
ble started. Some kids had witnessed the theft. The Tlingit chiefs and 
Elders were furious. There was a nasty lawsuit. It was a big story at the 
time and was in the newspapers all over the country. 
 And what does all this have to do with Allan Dray and Thelma?
 I am getting to that. The way the guys at the office tell this story is that 
when Harvie took Allan Dray to check out his new pieces of totem pole.  
he was so impressed by what he saw that he decided he wanted to buy his 
own totem pole. 
 “Good luck with that Dray,” Harvie says back. 
 That’s when Dray and Harvie made a bet on the whole crazy idea. 
They shook hands to make everything official. 
 He tells everyone “You all will see. I am going to own the biggest and 
best totem pole in the world.” 
 Can you believe it? He bet old man Harvie bags of money that in one 
year, he would own the tallest totem pole the world has ever known.
 “Now Uncle Ken and Donnie start talking,” explained Dana.  
She didn’t want to stop but she felt she should check in with Shoop 
to see if her story was making sense. Shoop responded by insisting 
she continue and quit wasting time. Dana returned to her trance-
like state.
 Yeah, I did hear about that bet. But don’t worry. The whole thing is 
just a bunch of blustering. It won’t happen.”
 “Norean gets up and starts clearing plates and glasses from the 
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 picnic table,” added Dana, as if she was the narrator in a play.
 Good Grief. Isn’t there enough going on in the oil patch to keep these 
guys busy? How do they come up with these crazy ideas?
 Well wait until you hear the latest. When Harvie and I were meeting 
at the Petroleum Club about the new well that Fina is drilling, Dray 
comes over to our table and starts chatting us up. 
 He says, “Hey Donnie, I know you and that engineer from Standard 
Oil, Ken Harris, have cabins at Shuswap Lake. I just bought a big old 
resort on your lake. We all are going to be neighbours. 
 I asked him if he was talking about the Nightingale Resort. “Yup 
that’s the one,” he answers. 
 “Sure, its run down to the ground and the docks are sinking but it is 
the best damn beach on that entire lake”. 
 All I could think to say was, “That place is kind off the beaten track. 
Shuswap Lake is all about the wilderness and fishing. Are you sure it’s a 
good place for a resort?” 
 “Don’t you worry,” he says, “I plan to patch up the logging road and 
bring in electricity. Hell, that’s not the half of it. 
 I just got back from Victoria. I am mighty proud to tell you all, I got 
myself a famous totem pole carver to build me the biggest damn totem 
pole in the world. Your sleepy little beach is going to be famous. You can 
count on a Texan to get things done.” 
 “No disrespect Dray,” I say to the guy, “but what the heck were you 
thinking? We don’t want a resort anywhere near our cabin. My family 
chose our sleepy little beach for the very reason that there wasn’t road 
access. We like it the way it is.” 
 “Wait and see. My totem pole is going to bring tourists all the way 
from Europe he says. “Hey, I just thought of something. I’m going to call 
it Totem Resort. You just watch.  I’m going to make a killing on this deal. 
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You all will thank me when your property values go sky high.”
 Then he tells me I should stop by for a visit next summer for a drink. 
 He says, “Bring your wife. Bring the whole family. Thelma makes a 
nice iced tea. I always say we are here for a wild ride and I like to shake 
things up. My totem pole will put your Canadian lake on the map. Just 
wait and see.”

***

Dana took a deep breath. She realized she had been in dream-like 
state. It was the only way she could explain how the words came so 
effortlessly.  As she looked at the old Polaroid, she wondered, again if 
Raven was working some of his magic. 
 She looked at Shoop. She was expecting him to shower her with 
compliments on her excellent recall.   Shoop was not a happy holo-
gram.  
 “What’s wrong, Shoop. I don’t know how I did it, but I remem-
bered every detail as if I were right back at that picnic table with my 
Dad, Mom, Uncle Ken, and Aunt Betty. 
 “Well what’s wrong, is my outside story is based on a Texas 
oilman making a bet with your Dad’s boss. How does that sound 
to you?”
 Dana had to think fast to console Shoop. 
 “Hey good friend, everyone’s story has some ups and downs 
to it.” 
 “It isn’t exactly the story I expected to hear- but keep going. I can 
take it,” said Shoop.
 “Okay, good. Let’s look at this second photo. My Aunt Betty 
talking to my mom while we are hanging out on the beach. This is 
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 what I remember. My Aunt Betty is talking.
 I know something about this Dray fellow. Everyone at the BC Royal 
Museum was talking about him. I was spending time in the archives 
department doing research on Mungo Martin for my master’s thesis. He’s 
the guy they credit with restoring and promoting the art of totem poles. 
Anyway, I heard that Allan Dray walked into the museum, went up to 
the first staff member he saw and announced that he wanted to buy a 
“big old totem pole”. He asked my friend, Molly, who works at the front 
reception desk to direct him to the right person. 
 She walked him over to the entrance of Thunderbird Park where 
Henry Hunt and his apprentices were working on restoring a pole. 
 Molly told me this Texas fellow walked up to Henry Hunt and said,
 “I want to buy the world’s best and biggest totem pole in the world. 
I’ve been told that you guys are the finest carvers in the country, in the 
world for that matter. I have decided you would do just fine for the job.” 
 Molly said the look on Henry Hunt’s face was one of shock. He is 
usually a quiet fellow, always deep in thought. Henry didn’t take the man 
seriously and went on with his work. The Texan didn’t back down. He 
pulled out his cheque book, right then and there, and wrote a cheque for 
thirteen thousand dollars. He hands it over to Henry. 
 “Now this is just for the work you and your boys will do to carve me 
the tallest and best pole that has ever been put up. I’ve already talked to 
my logging company buddies to find me a big old cedar tree that will be 
just right for the job.”
 Before he walked away he says,
 “Now y’all remember this has to be the tallest and the finest totem pole 
ever made. Oh, and I want a Raven to sit at the very top. I’m sure you can 
do that for me. I’ll be in touch. Have a nice day now.”
 Then he walked out of the museum.
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 Everyone was talking about what happened. Most of the people who 
worked at the museum thought the whole thing was a joke. Henry Hunt 
was too famous and talented to take the project on. Other folks were sure 
that even if he agreed to carve the Texan a totem pole it was an impos-
sible task to deliver on the ‘tallest in the world’ part of the deal. Cedars 
required to meet the height requirements for the pole the Texan wanted 
can’t be found. The Beacon Hill pole that Henry and Mungo Martin 
worked on and raised in Victoria is over a hundred and thirty-six feet 
tall. Those giants are long gone. Just another way the white man has con-
tributed to the attack on indigenous culture and art. 
 Shoop’s emotional level was going sky-high again. Dana won-
dered if all totem poles were this high strung.
 “It is a lot to take in Shoop,” she said. “Perhaps we should take a 
break.” 
 “No way! I must know who the Texan got to carve his pole. Did 
Henry Hunt agree? asked Shoop. 
 “Please say yes! Henry Hunt is Anisalaga’s great grandson. I know 
all about Henry because he is Mungo Martin’s stepson, and Mungo 
apprenticed under Charlie James, and Charlie James was the one who 
Anasilaga got to create a totem pole for her potlatch. Every time I 
visit Anisalaga I say hello to that beautiful pole. 
 “Shoop, for someone who says he is dumb as a post you are sharp 
as a tack when it comes to your knowledge about the Hunt family.”
 “I know. I have no idea why I can remember every name in the 
Hunt family tree, but I can’t tell you how I came to be looking out at 
these waters. It’s as if my ancestors are in every fibre of my being.  It’s 
a mystery!” said Shoop looking perplexed.
 Dana suspected Shoop was getting tired.  She had no idea how to 
pace this crazy journey they were on.  She suggested once again that 
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 they take a break. 
 Shoop would have no part of this idea. It seems Dana had a lot to 
learn about the energy levels of a totem pole. 
 Dana noticed Nicole, Ari and Ethan walking toward Shoop.  Ni-
cole was carrying a case that looked like it held files. She guessed it 
was full of newspaper clippings and articles about Shoop.  The kids 
had spent a big part of the day searching for information. 
 It appeared from the bulging case that they were successful.
 As the three approached, Ari was the first to realize she was look-
ing at Shoop in his holographic form.  
 She whispered, “You guys, Look! Grandma and Shoop are talking.  
Shoop looks just like I imagined he would as a hologram. Let’s not 
make too much noise.  We don’t want to frighten him.”
 “Hi kids.  Shoop and I have had a wonderful time talking together.

6

Raven Shares

“Gilakasl’a, good friends! I’m delighted to have this opportunity to 
chat,” said Shoop, as he turned to face the eager youths. 
 “I hope you don’t mind conversing with me in my holographic 
form.  It was Raven’s idea.  He said that my shorter, mini version 
makes for a better conversation.  He tells me that sometimes I can be 
a real “pain in the neck”. I’m not sure what he means by that, but to 
tell you the truth, I don’t get half of what that corvid goes on about.”  
 Nicole was the first to get things started.  She reached into the 
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tan coloured case and pulled out a stack of drawings she had made of 
Shoop when she was just a pre-schooler.  
 “Gilakas’la Shoop. I think you look awesome in your holographic 
form!” said Nicole as she reached for pictures and newspaper articles 
about Shoop.
 “Do you want to see some drawings I made of you when I was 
only five years old?” she asked.  
 Nicole sat down on the grass and reached in for several folded pa-
pers.  She carefully smoothed out the precious art work.  There were 
eight drawings of Shoop. The last of the simple, but accurate sketch-
es, included an osprey nest perched at the very top of Shoop’s raven 
crest. The huge nest spilled over and practically covered the entire top 
crest with a tangle of sticks and branches. 
 Shoop loved the drawings and asked for more information about 
the nest. 
 “Oh Shoop. That great big nest made you extra special.  It looked 
like you were wearing a crown,” said Nicole.
 “Well I do know that I am connected to a Tlingit princess,” add-
ed Shoop.
 Ethan was eager to get in to this show and tell experience.  He 
presented a newspaper article he found folded in one of his Dad’s 
Wooden Boat magazines. It included a photo of Shoop with his osprey 
nest prominently featured.  
 “Shoop, you were in the Sicamous newspaper,” said Ethan.  “Do 
you want me to read what it says?”
 “Indeed, friend, indeed!  This is so exciting. I had no idea I was in 
a newspaper. I must be famous!”
 Dana could see that her painted friend, was enjoying every sec-
ond of their time together. She wasn’t sure how the kids would react 
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 to seeing Shoop, in such an unfamiliar form, but they hardly took any 
notice. 
 She relaxed and listened to Ethan read from the article.   
 “So, Shoop, the title says Totem Topper,” he began in a clear and 
confident voice.
 “The pole at Totem Pole Resort and Marina has been the nesting 
grounds for an osprey.  The bird has been working on the nest for about 
ten weeks.”
 Ari, determined not to be left out, chimed in with, “Shoop, did 
you know the tour boat operators liked to cruise past you, and tell 
the tourists that you were the only totem pole that he knew who was 
having a “bad hair day?”. 
 Next, Nicole, gave the details of the foolish Canada Goose that 
had the nerve to try and take up residence in the nest.  She described 
the not-so-epic battle between the two birds. The osprey family won, 
of course. That goose never returned.
 Dana wondered if Shoop was getting tired.  When she studied 
the talking hologram, the exact opposite was evident. She could feel 
Shoop’s energy and excitement. He was having a blast! 
 Dana made the decision to bring out the photograph she took 
when she was in Victoria.  Her Aunt Betty and Molly, from the Mu-
seum, were chatting on the lawn of Thunderbird Park. They were 
having lunch. In the lower right- hand corner was a raven.  Off to the 
side, an elderly First Nations man looked to be studying the raven. 
 Dana placed the photo, so all could see and asked Shoop, “Do 
you think you are up to looking at one more photograph?”
 “Yes, of course. Go on. I have not felt this good for a very long 
time. Every new piece of knowledge you are bringing me seems to 
make me stronger. It is as if learning about my outside bits is a healing 
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medicine. All of you are doing an amazing job of remembering!” 
 “Thanks, Shoop. I appreciate you saying that,” said Dana. 
 She stared at the photo and prepared herself for the experience 
she called “jump-in and be part of the picture”.  Dana was eager to 
show-off this little bit of magic to the kids. She stared and waited.  
Not much happened.  She didn’t hear any conversation.  She had 
nothing that added to what she just told Shoop about the photo. 
What did she do last time that worked so well? The silence was be-
coming slightly embarrassing.
 “Glok, glok, gilakes’la, I see you have gathered for a fine day of 
sharing,” sputtered Raven as he landed and presented his shimmer-
ing, iridescent blue-black, holographic form to the group.
 “Now that is a splendid photo you have…Did you notice the 
lovely raven in the bottom left corner?  Oh, the plumage, the pitch 
black and purple iridescence, the sheen, the shine, of the creature…
yes, a fine looking young raven is featured in this photo,” said Raven.  
His attempt to draw attention to himself was obvious to everyone. 
 The entire group moved closer and examined the photo closely. 
 “I wonder if the man sitting on the grass is Henry Hunt? said 
Dana, recalling a distant and foggy memory that Mr. Hunt was the 
working at the BC Royal Museum the year she visited Victoria. 
 She looked to Raven, hoping he would do something to sharpen 
her memory.  But Raven had a plan.  He placed himself in front of 
the group. He obviously wanted to be part of the sharing. He puffed 
himself up. He made several guttural utterances.
 Dana knew that the words captured in the old photograph were 
about to come to life.  Raven had jumped into the picture that was 
taken decades earlier. 
 “Raven, please tell us about this time,” prompted Dana.
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  “Okay, I guess I could take a break from my important calcula-
tions and demanding duties for a while,” responded Raven, enjoying 
the attention.
 “Yes, I remember that summer afternoon,” he began.  “I see Betty 
and her friend Molly on the lawn.  Molly worked at the BC Royal 
Museum when Henry Hunt was the resident carver at Thunderbird 
Park.” explained Raven. 
 “Tell me what is going on,” begged Shoop.
 Raven became very calm. He spoke and acted like he was in a 
dream-like trance. The words began to flow. 
 Molly and Betty notice Henry Hunt sitting on the grass, in front of 
the bighouse at Thunderbird Park. Henry is staring into the black eyes of 
that huge gorgeous young raven. He is talking to the bird as if they were 
old friends. Molly and Betty are trying to make out what was said but 
the glok, gloks and guttural utterances coming from the raven didn’t make 
any sense to her, and Henry was using a language they did not under-
stand. They guessed correctly that he was speaking Kwak’wakl. 
 After a lengthy dialogue between bird and artist, Henry stands up 
and tells the raven he is going to make a Texan who owns an oil company 
a happy man. Then he looks at Betty and Molly and some tourists. He 
explained that he was about to start working on a very fine and very tall 
totem pole. Molly and Betty approached Henry.  They asked him to tell 
them more. 
 He said the pole he was about to carve was already fully imagined in 
his head.  It would feature his great grandmother, Anisalaga’s, six family 
crests. Those crests were originally carved on a memorial pole raised up to 
honour his great-great- grandmother. 
 Henry knows it would probably be the last large work he would ever 
create. Henry turns to go back into the bighouse to inform his two assis-
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tants, Richard Hunt and John Livingston that they better get started. 
 Now Raven gave himself a big shake. His holographic form shim-
mered and shone in the bright sun.  He continued to share a few 
more memories from that time.
 Everyone at the museum was excited because the pole promised to be 
right up there with the world’s greatest totems ever created. The entire staff 
was talking about it for days.
 Raven made some guttural sounds, that seemed to indicate he 
had come to the end of his tale.
 Ethan, Ari, and Nicole reached out to Raven and Shoop and gave 
them a “High Five”.  
 Ari asked, “Henry Hunt was talking to you, wasn’t he?
 Raven puffed his feathers.
 “You are one awesome bird Raven. Thanks for helping Shoop learn 
about how he came to be carved,” said Dana, as she took a deep breath. 
 “Happy to help,” said Raven, “but I have to tell you, I will not be 
available for quite some time.  I have some inter-galactic issues to ad-
dress.” said Raven swooping upward toward the sun and out of sight. 
 Raven had arrived just in time. She was thankful for his help.  She 
should not have been so critical. It seems Raven has his own way of 
helping his friend Shoop, and he certainly seemed to be able to be 
here and there when needed. 
 “You look pleased, Shoop,” she commented rising and stretching 
after sitting for too long. 
 “Indeed!  I am pleased. I am a pole with a story. Henry Hunt 
announced that he is going to carve the world’s greatest totem pole. 
He was talking about me!  Henry Hunt was talking about me! No 
wonder I am a work of such stunning beauty!” 
 “I hear you, and I agree. You are certainly majestic. I love the part 
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 about your connections with Anisalga’s family crests.  Your ancestry is 
one of high status,” commented Dana. 
 “I know,” said Shoop.  “Say hello to royalty! It makes perfect sense 
to me now! No wonder, Anisalaga takes the time to talk to me when I 
visit. I am learning so much about my outside identity.  It is all good!”  
said Shoop as his holographic form vibrated with positive energy. 
 “There is no doubt that you carry an amazing matriarchal lineage. 
My Aunt Betty studied the life achievements of Anisalga. She told me 
that this woman was a worthy role model.  She was an artist, and a 
successful business woman who ran the Hudson’s Bay outpost for years 
after her husband Robert’s passing. She raised eleven children. And just 
to add to her accomplishments, she brought stability and good will to 
the three unique cultures living at Fort Rupert,” said Dana. 
 “Oh dear, I am feeling a big cry coming on, said Shoop. “But 
don’t worry, they are not tears of sorrow. I am happy. I can’t wait to 
learn more. I know I am special. My story is awesome! I want to know 
what happened next.  Tell me everything you know, Dana.” 
 “Yes. Shoop, your story is amazing. I will get to the next bits, but 
you know, every story has some ‘blue’ pages. Sometimes there are 
trials and challenges that must be dealt with along the way.”
 Dana had to prepare Shoop. If there was one flaw that Dana had 
noticed about Shoop, it would have to be that he tended toward the 
“over-dramatic”. He was a very emotional being.
 “What are you talking about? How can there be anything ‘blue’ 
in my story? I am a pole created by Henry Hunt and my crests and 
stories belong to the famous and talented Anisalaga. This is so much 
fun! Don’t stop. What are blue pages again?” asked Shoop.
 Dana decided it was time to take a break. Shoop obviously still 
struggled with his memory. She must remember to pace this whole 
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crazy rescue mission.
 “Let’s save the next bits of your story for another day.” She didn’t 
tell Shoop, but the real reason she wanted to put this adventure on 
hold was because she wasn’t all that sure about exactly what happened 
next. All she remembered was that it wasn’t good.

7
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That night, Dana realized there were no photos in the cabin to help 
with the next bits of Shoop’s personal time line. The only items she 
found were two yellowed and fragile newspaper clippings from 1973 
folded and tucked in between the pages of her old Nancy Drew book. 
At least it was something. Would it be enough? It was a long time ago. 
Nothing was coming to her. It was like staring at a blank page. 
 Once again, Dana wondered why she thought she could help 
Shoop with his memory issues and unusual identity crisis. She was 
only one person. And now, Raven wasn’t even available to help. She 
should have been firm about Shoop getting help from his relatives. 
How was she supposed to remember what happened back in the sev-
enties and eighties? 
 How could Raven abandon her at this important time? Typical 
of Raven—here and there and then back again. Running time as if 
it were his personal canvas. Raven’s brilliant mind astounded and 
frustrated Dana. When she was younger she had a passion for read-
ing anything she could her hands on that talked about time.  She 
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 recalled wrestling with a quote from a theoretical physicist named, 
John Wheeler, for months on end.   His favourite saying, “Matter 
tells space how to curve; space tells matter how to move”, remained 
incomprehensible to her.  Now she wondered if John Wheeler and 
Raven were buddies and that Raven could actually help her under-
stand the quote.
 Thinking about Raven’s high level of intelligence and curving 
space was not helping her. She needed to craft a plan of action. 
 “I need to focus,” thought Dana as she tossed and turned.  Every-
thing would be easier if Raven would just take over.”  
 “Why does Raven think I can help Shoop?” she asked herself 
this question over, and over again. Finally, sleep took over. When she 
woke up, she knew exactly what she needed to do. 
 Dana made a phone call to John Livingston. John was Hen-
ry Hunt’s apprentice back in 1973. She knew he was a successful, 
well-established artist in Victoria, BC., so it didn’t take long to find 
contact information for his gallery. After a clumsy introduction over 
the phone, John proved to be a treasure trove of information. He was 
generous and willing to answer all of Dana’s questions about Shoop’s 
early days and years. Thank goodness because with Raven who knows 
where, John was her only hope.  
 Turns out Mr. Livingston had an incredible memory for every-
thing that happened during those early days of his apprenticeship 
with Henry Hunt. They talked for almost an hour. Dana made co-
pious notes. His descriptions of the events were clear and provided 
everything Dana needed for the telling of Shoop’s next chapter. 

***
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Ethan, Ari, and Nicole were busy all day.  They had made plans long 
before they learned Shoop’s sad story, to hike up Bastion Creek and 
explore the falls that cascade down through Black Canyon with Doug 
and Mary Armstrong.  Dana would have a couple of uninterrupted 
hours with Shoop. 

***
Eager to get started, Dana gazed upwards at the gigantic vertical 
structure and called out to her friends. “Gilakas’la.”
 Shoop responded on cue by presenting himself in his spectacular 
shimmering holographic form. 
 “Dana, Gilakes’la. You are here. I must tell you that you bring me 
immense joy! It’s as if I have been hungry and you are providing me 
with nourishment,” panted Shoop, vibrating and wobbling from the 
rapid descent down the pole. Dana couldn’t help making a mental 
note that Shoop’s flair for the dramatic was a bit “over the top”. 
 Dana wanted to get right to the task. She had her notes she had 
so carefully taken, carefully arranged and ready for presentation. 
 “Let’s get started,” Dana announced, but was immediately inter-
rupted.
 “Shouldn’t we wait for the kids? Asked Shoop turning himself to 
look toward the beach. 
 “Shoop, they are on a hike.  It’s just you and me today.  I hope 
that’s okay with you,” she responded. 
 “Aw, but they have to come next time.  Promise they will come 
next time?” begged Shoop.
 “I promise Shoop.  Now I have to tell you that these next bits of 
your life story come from John Livingston himself. I had to phone 
him because I needed help with remembering the details. Do you 
remember Raven explaining to you that John and Richard Hunt as-
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 sisted Henry Hunt? asked Dana.
 “Of course, I remember.  I am remembering lots of things.  It is 
like things stay stuck inside of me now like I am made of Velcro.  No 
more of slipping and sliding out the cracks and holes. Now where are 
those kids? I hope they are on there way,” asked Shoop.
 Dana decided to ignore Shoop’s last question, as he clearly was 
still having memory troubles. 
 “Shoop,” she began, “John Livingston told me you were the most 
important and tallest pole he had every worked on. He remembers 
gazing at your horizontal form and being overwhelmed by the sheer 
size and scope of Henry’s design. I had such a good talk with John.  It 
was an amazing conversation.” 
 “Way to go Dana! “I knew you would find a way to help me.”
 “Well, as I explained before, I know some things, but it is hard to 
go so far back in time and get all the details in place. I was one busy 
lady back then; raising my three kids, teaching school, and lecturing 
at our local university to help pay off the mortgage. I didn’t always 
make it to the lake and when I did, I was usually marking papers. 
Those years were kind of a blur. You can imagine how happy I was 
when John agreed to share what he remembered.” 
 Shoop became slightly agitated. He thought she was going on 
about stuff that he wasn’t that interested in.  He rudely insisted that 
Dana stop with the chit-chat and get to the good stuff. 
 “All right, I will tell you what Richard told me about the next 
chapter in your life-story. It’s kind of complicated though,” respond-
ed Dana, not knowing how Shoop would respond to the tale she was 
about to tell. Ready or not, Dana began her narrative. 
 “So once the project was officially a ‘go,’” she began, scanning 
her notes as she talked to Shoop.  “The next step was to find a wor-
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thy red cedar log. It was decided Nitinat Lake, on the west coast 
of Vancouver Island, was the perfect spot to search. One of the big 
logging companies had felled some giants in an old growth forest of 
Douglas Fir and cedar. Henry, Richard, and John, drove the logging 
roads to see if any of the massive logs might be suitable. Six lay on the 
forest floor. Three of the six were possible contenders. They chose an 
ancient cedar specimen. It was over 450 years old and measured 140 
feet in length. 
 Once they got a good look at this majestic cedar, some changes 
needed to be made.  Henry told the lumberjack that the top twenty 
feet would have to come off because of heavy branch growth. In addi-
tion to this bad news, Henry discovered that the bottom stump had 
a lot of rot. 
 Dana was interrupted with the sound of familiar Shoop theatrics.
 “Oh, that’s not good!” wailed Shoop. “How am I going to be the 
world’s tallest pole if they have to cut off the bottom and the top from 
the cedar?”  
 “You’re right. The pole was now down to just over twenty-six me-
ters (85 feet), so it would not equal or better the famous pole stand-
ing in Beacon Hill Park in Victoria. It was still one mammoth- sized 
specimen, but shy of what they wanted. 
 They decided it would have to do. The next task was to make 
arrangements to haul the log to Victoria — on the Texan’s bill of 
course.”
 “Did they start to carve right away?” asked Shoop hopefully. 
 “Nope. Problem was you were too long to be carved at Thunder-
bird Park. It took a while, and involved a lengthy search, but Hen-
ry finally found a suitable site at an old shipyard near Ogden Point 
where they used to repair the BC ferries. 
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  Henry got to work. His design was already perfectly formed in his 
mind. He put his whole heart and soul into carving. He shared with 
several of his colleagues that this totem pole would be his last major 
work. Perhaps that was the reason he chose to work almost exclusively 
with the traditional tools he’d inherited from his great mentor and step-
father Mungo Martin. The work went on all day and into the night. 
Three months later, in mid-October of 1973, you were complete. Allan 
Dray arrived the next day to inspect his painted totem pole.”
 Dana enjoyed sharing John Livingstone’s information. The sun 
was warm on her shoulders. She remembered she hardly slept that 
night. It would explain her sudden desire to rest. Suddenly she fell 
into a deep sleep.  
 Raven, typically here and then there, and then here again, 
swooped down to continue the telling of the tale.  
 Raven puffed and shimmered.  Shoop was alert and ready to hear 
the next bits in his life-story. 
Raven puffed his feathers. 
 “Mr. Dray walked into that cavernous building. His eyes soon 
adjusted to the light. Shoop, you were the most spectacular sight! The 
entire building was filled with your presence. You were in the hori-
zontal position, of course, and every inch was easily examined. The 
sweet aroma of cedar filled the air. You were a real beauty. Every crest 
perfectly carved. Each ovoid and circle constructed with the care of 
the master’s touch. Allan Dray was stunned by what he saw!
 “Damn! Mr. Henry Hunt! You and your boys did a bang-up job. 
This here totem pole is just what I wanted.” Raven, now the con-
summate storyteller, nailed the Texan’s southern drawl. Shoop was 
spellbound. 
 Raven continued. 
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 Then Dray seemed to freeze mid-sentence. He says to Henry . . .
 Listen! Can you’ all hear that? 
 Raven became even more animated in the telling of this part of 
the story. He certainly was a bird of many talents.
 “Henry,” Raven continued, “was a man of few words and did not 
respond to Dray’s question. He noticed, however, that the Texan was 
shaking and looked pale. Dray couldn’t take his eyes away from the 
Raven crest. It seemed as if Dray was in a trance. Henry and the boys 
didn’t make a sound. 
 After a few moments, the Texan explained why he was so shaken 
up. His eyes filled with tears as he explained that as soon as he saw the 
raven crest he heard a haunting but beautiful song. He told Henry it 
was the same song he heard when he visited the Glenbow Museum 
two years ago when he saw a Raven crest for the first time.
 Now, it made sense. Henry Hunt understood why the Texan 
commissioned the pole. The Texan heard the Raven Song that you 
carry, Shoop.   It’s strong beat and pleasing melody took over his very 
being.  The Texas oilman heard your song!”  
 Raven knew that Shoop was hanging on his every word. He con-
tinued with the story.
 “Finally, Dray relaxed. He spent the rest of the morning exam-
ining every inch of the newly crafted masterpiece. Hearing the song 
and seeing the finished work in the horizontal position, spanning the 
entire length of the shipyard floor, changed his life. 
 Allan Dray continued to learn everything he could about you.  
He asked Henry to name and explain each of the six Hunt family 
crests. He wanted to hear the stories deeply intertwined with myth 
and truth that were now chiseled into the massive cedar. He asked 
Henry about the tools he used to chip away the cedar and reveal such 
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 beauty.   He asked about the choice of colours applied with such care 
and precision. He asked Henry how he came to be such a talent-
ed carver. Henry explained that the great Charlie James and Mungo 
Martin had influenced and shaped his artistic style. 
 Then they discussed the unique composition and design. Yes, 
Anisalga’s family crests made up most of the pole, but two of Hen-
ry’s great-grandmother’s oral narratives, Tsonoqua, and Two Headed 
Serpent were also represented. This made the pole a heraldic or crest 
pole rather than a story pole. It also embraced both the Tlingit and 
the Kwakwaka’wakw Nations cultural and historical knowledge he 
inherited from his ancestors.” Raven’s volume was increasing with 
every phrase. 
 Dana woke up and saw that Raven had once again, come to her 
rescue.  Just as before, Raven was the consummate storyteller. Shoop 
was hanging on his every word. Raven gave a few glok gloks, stretched 
and preened, then continued his narrative. 
 “Of course, all this information was new to Allan Dray. It was as 
if a light had come on and showed him a new way of thinking and 
being. Henry Hunt had created a magnificent and historically im-
portant work of art. And that kind of art changes a man forever.
 Dray thanked the artists. 
 “You all have done an outstanding job. How do you say thank 
you in your language?” 
 “Gilakas’la,” answered Henry.
 “Well that’s what I want to say to you. “Gilakes’la.” replied Dray. 
 He continued with his accolades. 
 “I never could have imagined when I first asked you to make me 
the tallest totem pole in the world that I’d come to lay my eyes on 
such a fine piece of artwork. I collect art. Nothing has given me more 
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pleasure than gazing on this monumental piece. I am just an old-fash-
ioned Texan, but in my mind, this totem pole is on par with the most 
original the world has ever known.” 
 Henry appreciated the praise the Texan showered on him and 
his young apprentices. He knew the pole was one of the finest pieces 
he had created. Every adze stroke unveiled the crests and supernatu-
ral beings his ancestors encountered from time immemorial. It was 
perfect. 
 The sun was setting, the light fading. Raven had shared a story 
about a friendship based on mutual respect between Allan Dray and 
Henry Hunt. The men were from distinctly different cultures. They 
lived and worked in different settings. Yet they both appreciated the 
creative power and brilliance embodied in the completed work. 
 The two men shook hands then arranged to meet the next 
morning. Plans for transporting the totem pole to Shuswap Lake 
needed to be reviewed. Raven was interrupted by Dana’s stretching 
and yawning. She insisted that they take a break.  They turned to 
check in with Shoop. They asked Shoop how he was feeling about 
what he had just heard. 
 Shoop, in true dramatic form responded in a charged emotional 
state. 
 “I feel absolutely fabulous! The Texan loved me! He heard the 
song I carry! Henry Hunt loved me. His design was perfection. I 
reflect my maternal ancestors. I also carry two of the finest Kwakwa-
ka’wakw stories ever told. One about Wild Woman and one about a 
double headed Serpent. I am grateful to Mr. Dray for commissioning 
me. He is an honourable and good human being. My story is perfect. 
I am shaking with anticipation to hear more. Don’t stop!” chattered 
Shoop, once again vibrating with enthusiasm and joy.
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  Dana was happy for Shoop, but his emotional reactions remind-
ed her she needed to proceed cautiously. The next chapter in his story 
might prove too much if she wasn’t careful. She needed to prepare 
Shoop.
 She took over from Raven to announce, that it was time to take a 
break.
 “I will come back tomorrow with some photographs. However, 
I want to tell you something Shoop. Remember when I explained to 
you that every story has blue pages? I think you . . . I think you might 
need to get ready for . . .,” Dana didn’t quite know how to say what 
she needed to say. 
 “What are you talking about? What the heck are blue pages?” 
asked Shoop, once again revealing he still had a memory like a sieve.
 “Well, Shoop I think I should remind you that every life story 
has some ups and downs. And in your case, I mean that literally, not 
figuratively,” said Dana. She had to be honest with Shoop. 
 “Shoop, we should stop for today.”  Dana started to gather her 
things. 
 Shoop responded with a fast-paced response that left no room for 
confusion. 
 “Absolutely not! You can’t stop now. I want to hear every single 
word you, or Raven bring my way.  Can’t you see how happy I am?  I 
know that I will reach my destiny as a respected chief and story teller.  
Soon, I will know all the bits of my life-story. Anisalaga is going to be 
proud of me. Now what are you waiting for?” asked Shoop. 
 “Shoop, not all the things that happened in life are easy. Sometimes, 
there are some difficult times. When I was about to face a challenge, my 
Dad used to say, Princess, it’s time to put your big girl panties on.”
 Once Dana heard the words, she knew it didn’t fit the situation. 
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She needed to do or say something that would prepare Shoop. But 
what were the right words? The journey to Shuswap Lake was a rough 
ride. Again — literally, the ride was rough. 
 “Shoop, I am tired. We have covered enough for today. I will 
bring newspaper clippings and some photos for you and Raven to 
look at. There is no rush. Besides, there are a bunch of tourists com-
ing toward us.  It looks like they want to take your picture.
 Now get back to your traditional form. And don’t say or make 
another sound.  Everyone around here already things I am crazy as a 
loon.”
 Dana waved her arms at the holographic image.  
 “Doesn’t the totem pole look lovely in the afternoon sun?” asked 
a woman with a strong German accent. 
 Dana picked up her paint brush and made some additions to her 
canvas, while making polite conversation with Shoop’s admirers.
 A short time later, Ethan, Ari, and their ever-present best- bud, 
Nicole climbed out of a small motor boat. They informed Dana that 
after they had hiked to Paradise Falls, they went fishing. Ari held up 
her beautiful trout for her grandmother to admire. 
 Just another full and action-packed day at Shuswap Lake, thought 
Dana to herself. 

8

A Rough Ride

The morning sky was darkened by storm clouds. A light morning rain 
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 stippled the water. John Livingstone’s precious recollections about 
Shoop’s moving days were safely stashed in the backpack. 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’s 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 were 
spending the day in town.  They were asked to help with grocery 
shopping and the dreaded laundromat. 
 A crosswind resulted in a significant chop on the usually calm 
waters. Dana’s usual idyllic paddle to Bastion Bay was turning into a 
challenging workout.  Despite the weather, though, she made good 
time. She felt strong and prepared as she entered the bay where Shoop 
made his home. 
 “Gilakas’la, Shoop.  Shall we get started,” Dana said as she re-
trieved her notes and the zip-lock bag of newspaper articles from her 
backpack. Even though she was getting used to dealing with Raven 
and Shoop in their beautiful holographic state, she still was thrilled 
every time she witnessed their shimmering forms.
 “Dana, Dana, Dana! I have been waiting and waiting! Today is 
the day. 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 
lifted. I will have clarity and knowledge about my life story. Oh, the 
joy! How I have waited for this moment. Hurry. Let’s get started,” 
babbled Shoop in his predictable, highly emotional manner. 
 “Yes, Shoop, you are about to hear about your journey to Shuswap 
Lake,” Dana said as she unpacked her notes.   She was pleased that 
Raven was present.  The truth was that she could use some help with 
this next chapter in Shoop’s life.  It was obvious to her, Raven loved 



71

 

A Rough Ride

to hear compliments and flattery. She began to lay the praise on thick 
as peanut butter.
 “Raven, I am counting on you to help me out with the telling 
of this next chapter in Shoop’s life.  I have pictures from newspaper 
articles and notes I took from a phone conversation I had with John 
Livingston.  He was very helpful and told me what he remembered.  
But it is hard to know everything that went on.  You have an excellent 
memory.  Will you help fill in the details?”
 Raven seemed distracted.  Was he doing his calculations already?  
Dana decided to bump up the flattery a notch or two.
 “I need and appreciate your skills and talent,” she said watching 
Raven puff up with pride.
 “It just seems to me that you sprinkled a bit of magic when I was 
showing Shoop those tattered old photos. How else could I remember 
conversations word for word.  The photo’s over forty years old!” said 
Dana, realizing she could not possibly continue without Raven close by. 
 I might need your special skills again today.”
 The shimmering blue-black feathered hologram gave her a nod, 
obviously pleased that Dana recognized his cleverness. 
 “No worries, I will hang around and help out if you need me.  
Why don’t you get started?  I’m busy working on horizon event equa-
tions right now. This new quantum mechanics math takes a lot of 
concentration.” 
 Dana began her narrative somewhat reluctantly.
 “Shoop, do you remember that Allan Dray told Henry Hunt he 
was coming first thing in the morning to provide the plans for trans-
porting you to Shuswap Lake?  
 Dana didn’t wait for an answer.  She could tell by his confused 
expression that some facts still went right through him like a cold 
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 Shuswap north wind. 
 She decided to just dive right in. No sense sugar-coating this next 
chapter. 
 “So, Shoop.  Here’s what happened next.  Mr. Dray had arranged 
all the travel plans.  He was no stranger to organizing and delegat-
ing. After all, he was the president and owner of a big oil company. 
He handed Richard Hunt a heavy folder. Everything relevant to the 
transportation a totem pole across the Salish Sea, and then navigating 
the 500 km of highway over two mountain passes, was neatly orga-
nized in a large file folder.” 
 Next, Dana pulled out a Victoria Colonist newspaper clipping 
of Shoop lying horizontally in the old BC Ferries Ogden Point ship 
yard.
 Without even noticing, Dana fell into her dream-like state and 
the words flowed effortlessly, just as they had the first time.
 The Texan bellowed in his familiar drawl. “Good morning friends. 
How are you-all today? 
 We have a saying back in Texas: the party’s not over till the fat lady 
sings. So, let’s go over the plans for shipping this beauty to my new resort. 
The sooner we get ‘er done, the sooner I will be able to admire my totem 
pole standing in front of my new resort. 
 I’ve already arranged a trucking company to do the hauling. The 
truck and the two trailer rigs are over a hundred feet long. Henry, I want 
your boys to travel along with the trucker. And Richard, I want you to 
drive the pilot truck and warn traffic of the over-sized load. Of course, all 
the expenses are already taken care of. Now let’s get this show on the road,”
 Now Dray pulls out a map with the designated route highlighted in 
yellow. 
 Henry agreed that Richard and John should assist in this final leg of 
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the journey. But he had a concern. 
 “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 mentor and teacher, Mungo 
Martin, and I carved a hundred-foot pole to mark British Columbia’s 
hundred-year centennial. It was presented to Queen Elizabeth and stands 
in Windsor Great Park in London. 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 staff. Henry’s tone indicated there was 
no room for discussion on the matter
 Dray doesn’t see a problem because, according to his plan, the boys 
will be back in Victoria in one week. 
 “All right then . . . I can work with that, says Dray.  Our big beau-
tiful pole will be raised up at my resort and enjoying a mighty fine view 
of the Shuswap waters in no time. You can bet on it, said Dray, recalling 
the day he and Harvie shook hands to seal the original bet that got all this 
adventure started.
 Dana didn’t stop to check on Shoop.  She was in a deep trance. 
Her delivery was flawless. 
 I’ve made arrangements to get y’all on the early morning ferry to 
Vancouver. You’ll drive through Vancouver, and then travel the Fraser 
Canyon, staying overnight in Lytton. You should reach Tappen by mid-af-
ternoon the next day.  This will give you ’all plenty of time to connect with 
the barge at a sawmill site just outside a town called Canoe. Once you ar-
rive, they will take over and transport the pole across the lake. You’ll be at 
Bastion Bay-to meet them. Binga boom, bam…your travels are complete.   
A day or two to raise up that big old girl, and my resort will be officially 
open for business.  
 Now Henry jumped in and signaled he had some serious concerns 
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 with the plan.
 “Wait one minute he says to Dray. Did I hear you say you plan to put 
the totem pole into the lake and haul it across the Shuswap? 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, what if 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 when you get to Tappen. It goes right to 
Bastion Bay. That would be my suggestion. 
 Henry’s not sure that the Texan understands the challenges they might 
face in getting you to the lake. 
 Mr. Dray responds with ‘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. Then Dray handed over the maps, and a big fat envelope of cash. 
 He tells Richard and John that he will meet up with them at his new 
resort in a couple of days. Enjoy the ride. You all are going to be quite the 
sight going down that Trans Canada Highway,” says Dray, delivering his 
Texas style handshake once again.
 Then he really turns on the charm by saying that it has been a real 
pleasure doing business with Henry Hunt. 
 He says, ‘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 
resort. I already have a couple of deluxe cabins ready. Did I tell you I re-
named the place “Totem Pole Resort”?’ 
 Once Dray was gone, the boys looked at each other and immediately 
voiced their concerns to each other.
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 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 a storm, or worse, snow. 
What do the folks at Canoe Sawmill know about hauling a 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. 
 Henry says ‘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 person and I respect him. It seems to me the Texan is used to 
getting what he wants. If he made a deal with a barge operator to trans-
port 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 presen-
tation 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 woollies,” 
added Henry as he was leaving the building.’ 
 Despite the concerns about the weather, the next morning was warm 
and sunny. The ferry was on time. 
 Dana came out of her trance-like state.  She needed a short 
break. Whatever it was that she was doing, was tiring, but exciting.  
She remembered to do her “check in” with Shoop. She could tell he 
was a happy camper. He was glowing and 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.
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  “You are spot on with that statement Shoop. Here is a picture 
and newspaper article I found in a bedroom back at the cabin.  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 newspa-
per interviewed John and Richard. People were asking questions and 
taking photos.
 Dana summarized the article and described what was happening 
in the pictures.
 John and Richard couldn’t make their way up to the top deck for 
a cup of coffee because of the interest around the pole. Richard was 
a natural with the tourists. He explained how Henry had designed 
each section and told the tourists about your connections with your 
mother  pole from Tongass, Alaska. John identified each one of the 
animal crests. He used the correct Kwak’wala names. Then Richard 
told the Wild Woman story and acted out the part where the fright-
ening creature lumbers through the forest searching for children who 
stayed out too late. The tourists loved it. Richard and John were right 
in there working the crowd until the ship’s whistle interrupted the 
show.
 Dana returned the newspaper clipping to her backpack and 
pulled out her written notes she had made as John Livingston retold 
his recollections of the events to Bastion Bay. As soon as she started 
to speak, the familiar trance-like state took over.
 John’s pilot car was the first to come off the ferry. They made their 
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 challeng-
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ing but uneventful. The truck company Dray hired was experienced and 
competent. They reached Lytton for their scheduled 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. Richard was worried they might face freezing rain or snow on 
the passes. 
 The snow and ice held off, however, and they made it through the 
two passes without any difficulties. After filling up with fuel, they left the 
brown hills surrounding Kamloops behind. Now the weather started to 
get nasty. The rain was heavy and caused problems with visibility. The 
winds reached gale force. They were forced to reduce their speed to a slow 
crawl. All hopes of staying on schedule were dashed. 
 The big rig with its two trailers 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 the small village called Tappen, they pulled into a rest stop. The 
weather report was discouraging. Winds were predicted to continue at 
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 concerns about the big rig. 
The trailer carrying 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 truck. They couldn’t see anything that looked out 
of place. 
 The three climbed into the cab of the pilot truck to evaluate their 
situation. 
 “Hopefully, the problem is due to the winds, but this storm is build-
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 ing. Things are only going to get worse. There is no way that the tug oper-
ator at Canoe will haul the pole in these conditions,” says John.
 “I doubt it will be much better tomorrow,” stated the truck driver. 
 “This is bad. A storm like this can 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. 
The truck driver says,
  ‘Yeah, I have commitments back on the Island too. 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, we can get on to this here logging road. I spent 
years hauling logs up and down mountain roads like this back on Van-
couver Island. I never lost a load in all my years of driving. And I did it 
without a pilot car. I say with John leading the way, we can deliver this 
painted log on time. Sure, it will be slow going. The wind, and rain make 
it a real nail-biter, but I think it’s possible.’ 
 Richard and John were not as confident, but they had to consider all 
their options. They went back and forth about what to do. Finally, John 
made a decision. 
 ‘Listen, I don’t think we have a choice. It will be days before this 
storm settles. If we wait it out, we still have the pole to raise up once we 
get to Dray’s resort. All three of us have got to be back to Victoria. I say we 
take the logging road.’
 Dana paused to check in with Shoop. She wasn’t surprised to see 
Shoop was showing all the signs of coming undone. He might have 
serious memory problems and there had been a few hints he wasn’t 
the smartest tree trunk in the forest, but he certainly knew this part 
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of his story was 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 hun-
dred 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 the window of his pilot car,” 
wailed Shoop now in a full emotionally 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,” wailed Shoop.
 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 for most of the way. But when they were only a few 
kilometers from the resort, they met up with Suicide Hill.”
 “Did you say, Suicide Hill?” asked Shoop in a high- pitched voice.
 Dana took a deep breath. She might as well get this over and done 
with. Shoop would just have to suck it up and handle the news. This 
is what he asked for and this is how his story unfolds.
 “I can’t change the story just because it isn’t pretty,” said Dana. 
She decided to continue.
 ‘John leads the way. He keeps in touch with Richard and the driver by 
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. He says that he can barely 
see because of the heavy rain. There’s a steep slope coming up. The creeks 
are bursting. 
 ‘I’m slipping all over the place. Take it slow. Stay away from the 
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 shoulders.’ 
 They creep along and make their way up the steep winding road. 
 “We only have a short way 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 with horror. 
That last curve proved to be too much. He watched helplessly as the front 
trailer twisted sideways and broke away from the truck.
 Next, the second trailer snapped apart, crashing down the mountain 
slope landing in the raging and rising creek waters. 
 An ear-splitting crack and snapping noise was heard by all three of 
the men. The largest portion of the ruined totem 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 illuminated the lower portion of the 
pole that was still attached to the second trailer at the bottom of the ra-
vine. Henry Hunt’s masterpiece was a shattered mess. 
 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 had 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 moun-
tain. 
 “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 re-
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veal the precious crest. 
 “Hey, at least we can put the Raven crest back together,” says John, 
standing 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 check things out. This 
whole nightmare can’t get any worse. All we can do is drive the last kilo-
meter to the resort and deliver the bad news to Dray,” said John turning 
his back away from the disaster and headed up the hill. 
 At this point in the telling of Shoop’s story, Dana correctly pre-
dicted 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 any bluer than what you just described! 
This is just a bunch of black! Why me? What will happen to me?” 
cried Shoop, not even caring if he made any sense. 
 “The truth is that things don’t get better over the next little while,” 
answered Dana. 
 “How could anything get any worse? I’ve 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 tears gushed on to the grass. 
 “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 posi-
tive. 
 “Of course, Dray was furious. He ranted and carried on,” said 



82

SHOOP’S SONG

 Dana as she was recalling the Texan’s response to the news. 
 Dana tried to soften the bite of Dray’s reaction. She failed. The 
truth could not be softened. He was furious that his plans were not 
followed. 
 The last thing the boys heard from Dray was ‘What am I going to do 
with a busted-up totem pole? Those hunks of cedar can stay right where 
they landed, for all I care.’
 “Shoop, I am sorry to say that Dray walked away. He left for Cal-
gary the next morning. No one knew what to do. He didn’t respond 
to any of John or Richard’s attempts to contact him. It was if the pole 
was dead to him,” said Dana almost drowned out by Shoop’s wailing. 
 “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 beauty. You wanted to know all the bits 
about your story. I know it’s hard.  I understand if it is too much for 
you to hear. You are upset,” said Dana, her heart breaking to see her 
good friend so devastated. 
 “I am upset. Yes, I am upset! I am the saddest chunk of wood that 
ever existed.  Yes, I am upset! I do NOT want to hear another word 
about my stupid life-story.    I might as well be a posterchild for that 
thing Raven joked about. He called it post traumatic stress syndrome. 
Because I am actually a POST, and now I am STRESSED!  What you 
are looking at here is nothing but a big old post of disappointment. 
 “Shoop, you can’t mean that.”
 “Of course, I mean it.  I thought Dray loved me. He told Henry I 
was beautiful. Dray even heard the 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 flashy 
sign for this resort. That Texas oilman only wanted to impress his 
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rich friends in Calgary. That is my story. Now, I have to live with it,” 
wailed Shoop.
 What Shoop said next, felt like crushing blow to Dana.
 “Go away. Leave me alone. I wish Raven never came up with 
his plan to have you help me know all the bits of my life-story,” 
cried Shoop. 
 Dana was standing, once again, in a puddle of Shoop’s tears.  He 
signaled the end of the conversation by returning to his eighty-foot 
form. 
 The cloudy sky and rain added to Dana’s bad mood. She reflected 
on what just happened as she paddled back to her cabin at Crescent 
Beach.
 “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 best one 
to help Shoop. I should have insisted that he get his outer life-story 
bits from his close relatives. It was not my place to try to help him. 
Just because I adored that big old painted pole and visited him for 
countless summers, didn’t mean I was the right person to help him. 
Now I have made things worse,” thought Dana. 
 What was earlier in the day a light sprinkle now changed to 
a heavy rain. It was getting dark. Not even a momentary 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.  Oh, how she 
dreaded telling the kids what just happened.  And where was Raven 
when she needed him most?  Why didn’t he step up and help when 
she needed him the most?
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Tyson, the family’s black lab, made a sudden bolt for the dock. His 
persistent bark signaling a boat was entering their bay. Nicole and her 
grandfather buzzed into sight. They were aboard a new jet-ski. Ethan 
and Ari raced to the beach to greet them. 
 It had been a couple of days since Dana and her grandkids had 
connected with Nicole. Shoop’s decision to shut down and end his 
quest to learn information about his life story left them all in a defi-
nite bad mood. 
 Dana, in hindsight, probably gave Shoop too much information, 
over too short of a time period. It was more than he could handle. 
Everyone was hopeful that with time to reflect, Shoop would find the 
courage to reach out once again. And if he did, they would be ready. 
 The amount of information that had been gathered on Shoop was 
amazing.  Nicole’s parents and her grandfather kept adding to the big 
filing case.  Ari and Ethan made an exciting discovery of a long-lost 
photo album loaded with pictures of Shoop.   And Dana came across 
her old diary she kept when she was young.  There were lots of entries 
about Shoop. 
 It was such a shame. Just when information about Shoop’s colour-
ful history was right at their fingertips, he chased his friends away.  
 But summer was short, and the dreary weather system had passed 
through. The morning sun was a welcome sight. When Ethan saw the 
jet-ski, his smile was as wide as it could get.  
 “Could there be anything better than having your own jet-ski?” 
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thought Ethan as he bolted to the beach. 
 “Hey, what’s up?” said Ethan, as he now sauntered onto the dock. 
 Dana also welcomed the visitors with a friendly, “Hi Nicole. 
Good Morning Doug. You have arrived in style! 
 “Good Morning to all. Another day in paradise,” said Doug as he 
and Nicole stepped on to the dock. 
 “I wanted to invite you and your family to a barbecue at Bastion 
Beach. There will be lots of good food. Nicole’s Dad is happy to take 
the kids out tubing behind this fancy new toy of ours. 
 I also wanted to let you know there is a Strata meeting scheduled 
in a couple of days. I thought you might be interested because there’s 
been some rather unsettling talk about our beautiful totem pole. I 
don’t know all the details yet, but I think we should keep on top of 
things.” explained Doug. 
 “What things?” thought Dana, wondering if Shoop was about to 
face more bad news. 
 Ari interrupted the adults. 
 “Let’s get ready, Grandma.” 
 Summer fun was back on the agenda. Ethan and Ari ran up to the 
cabin. Towels, sunscreen, extra clothes, and flip-flops were jammed 
into their backpacks. 
 Dana took her time gathering her sketchbook and acrylics, frus-
trating the kids with her slow pace. Even though she didn’t expect 
to connect with Shoop, she decided to use the time to work on her 
paintings. They finally arrived just after lunch. The beach was hop-
ping with activity. It promised to be a busy and social day. 
 Dana arranged her blanket carefully.  The massive totem pole pro-
vided a sliver of shade. She made good progress with her sketches. 
Dana was determined not to let Shoop’s state of despair and sadness 
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 get to her. Every day of sunshine was a gift. 
 The kids, although disappointed that Shoop had withdrawn 
into the darkest of doldrums, enjoyed the day as they whipped and 
whirled around the bay behind the shiny, new jet-ski.  They bounced 
and bumped and screamed and squealed. They knew how to have a 
good time.
 Around mid-afternoon, Doug Armstrong and his good friend, 
Ernie, came over to join Dana. They were eager to escape the busy 
beach and spend some time admiring the towering pole. 
 Ernie lived down the road from the resort, in the small village of 
Tappen. He was from North Shuswap First Nation and was a well-
known celebrity. He has won pow wow dancing championships in 
Canada and the States. 
 “Isn’t the totem pole looking fine?” said Ernie as he reached over 
to shake hands and greet Dana.
 “You know I am a real fan. This totem pole just speaks to me.,” he 
added, as he gazed skyward to admire Shoop’s towering presence. 
 “You and me both, Ernie,” added Doug. “The reason my wife and 
I decided to buy a cabin here was because of this totem pole.” Doug 
remembered the first time he saw the pole up close. 
 “Did you know that we are lucky the pole is even standing here 
today?” asked Ernie. “My Dad told me about the night he and his 
buddies rescued the pole from the bottom of Suicide Hill.” Ernie, a 
natural storyteller, seemed to be in a fine mood, and ready to give and 
receive some friendly conversation. 
 “I knew the pole didn’t make it to the resort in one piece,” re-
sponded Doug, “but I never heard how it was rescued. I’d be interest-
ed to hear the details, if you have the time to tell the story,” said Doug 
revealing his keen interest in Shoop. 
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 Dana was also eager to hear what Ernie had to say. Her knowl-
edge about how Shoop was rescued from the muddy creek-bottom 
was close to zero.
 “I always wondered how they managed to get the pole raised up, 
given the terrible accident at Suicide Hill. I heard the locals say that 
the scene looked like a nightmare created by Frankenstein. It was one 
of the worst storms this area had seen in thirty years.  
 “Yeah, I heard that too,” said Ernie. “What a rescue mission! It is 
kind of a ‘feel-good story,’ Ernie said, settling in to a comfortable po-
sition on the green grass. “You might know, Allan Woods from Blind 
Bay. He was the one most folks credit with organizing the rescue 
operation. That totem pole was in one sorry state. The lower half was 
buried in mud and broken branches at the bottom of Suicide Hill, 
and at least two of the crests had snapped off and couldn’t be found at 
first.  The weather was cold and wet. Thankfully, the wind had finally 
calmed down after the brutal storm. The logging road to the resort 
was in bad shape. Slides and some flooding made most of it useless. 
 Word was that the Texas oilman who commissioned the totem 
pole was devastated that his totem pole was had become a ruined 
hunk of wet cedar. He just walked away from the whole scene. No-
body could get a hold of him. His dream of owning the tallest and 
best totem pole in the world was literally smashed to bits after a year 
of planning. I guess it was just too much,” said Ernie.
 Doug, eager to hear more, asked,” Well they couldn’t possibly let 
it lay at the bottom of the creek. It was a priceless piece of art. What 
happened next?” 
 “John Livingston and Richard Hunt were desperate to find some 
way to save the pole. They had watched Henry Hunt put his heart 
and soul into the project and they were determined to turn things 
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 around. They just didn’t know how or what or to do. Luckily, Allan 
Woods was at Bastion Bay waiting to meet John and Richard. Mr. 
Dray had arranged with Allan to prepare the site and to raise up the 
pole. Once John and Richard realized they were not going to get any 
direction from Dray, they knew Mr. Woods was their only hope to 
get the pole and all its scattered parts up to the road and then trans-
ported the final stretch to the resort. 
 Allan was on board right away. He had good organization skills 
and a lot of local contacts. He made calls to his buddies who worked 
in the logging industry. Allan had some heavy equipment close by 
because they were logging a section of cedar and hemlock in the next 
valley over.  As soon as the rain let up, the men got to work removing 
debris and repairing the road, so they could get their machines to 
Suicide Hill.” 
 “These guys sound like heroes to me.  They really stepped up!  Tell 
me more. I am interested in how they organized it all, and saved our 
Shuswap treasure,” said Dana, eager to learn more.  
 “It was no easy task,” continued Ernie, “but those guys knew how 
to operate equipment on steep mountain slopes. Larry Toebosch and 
Eddie Meige worked their magic using a crane. After a couple of days 
of hard work and good luck, the upper portion was aligned with the 
lower portion. The break was uneven, allowing the two pieces to be 
pulled together. There was damage, but not that bad, considering what 
happened that night. The raven crest was in poor condition, but John 
and Richard were amazing. They knew how to put everything back 
together. Soon our beautiful totem pole was patched up good as new.
 Next job was to prepare the site and secure the huge pole into 
it’s rock and concrete base. In all, it took over ten days longer than 
was expected, but John and Richard made it back to Victoria in time 
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to meet some royals that had come to see them.  But the best part 
was that they were able to tell Henry that the Shuswap Hunt Pole 
remained a thing of beauty.”
 “Amazing!” said Doug, aware that the outcome could have been 
completely different if it weren’t for the generosity and good will of 
so many. 
 “Yeah, everyone was pretty stoked when the pole was finally 
raised up and looking out over the Shuswap. The way my Dad tells 
the story, the pole brought folks together at a time when the loggers 
were facing a nasty recession. They knew they had a done good thing. 
Their kids and grandkids would get to know a culturally and histor-
ically significant piece of Pacific Northwest Coast art. Everyone who 
came to help talked about a sense of awe and a peaceful feeling when 
they were around this pole. I know it sounds strange, but some folks 
were convinced they could hear the pole sing a song. 
 And of course, John and Richard were so thankful for everyone’s 
help. They said the pole looked as good (well almost as good) as when 
Henry shipped it from Vancouver Island.” 
 Once again, Ernie gazed upward to take in the Shoop’s grandeur. 
“Yes sir, those colours just make me want to dance!” he said with a 
big grin on his face. “I am not alone when I say that our totem pole 
is loved by a lot of people.” 
 “Ernie, thanks for sharing,” said Doug.  “My family bought our 
cabin in the mid-eighties, so I never knew anything about the “ups 
and downs” of this totem pole’s early history.”
 “No pun intended,” he added. 
 “Well it wasn’t the only time folks volunteered to help.  During 
the eighties, cabin owners and community members from Sicamous 
and Salmon Arm gave their time, equipment and money to do a good 
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 bit of maintenance on the pole. I remember when the beak from 
the Cannibal Bird section came loose. Right away, a carpenter from 
Sicamous, loaded his small motor boat with his tools and headed to 
Bastion Bay to put the raven back together.” 
 “You’re right, Ernie, I remember when big cracks near the Eagle’s 
feet needed attention, this guy called Barry came and fixed everything 
up good as new,” said Doug as he gazed upward to look at the sea-eagle. 
 “And of course, John Livingston has always been our “go to” man 
when the totem pole needs work,” added Dana, remembering a pho-
to and article she had set aside to show Shoop. It featured the resto-
ration work and minor repairs done in the mid-eighties.
 “John loves this pole and he has dedicated a lot of time to making 
sure it is in good condition. He knows the exact colours Henry Hunt 
had originally chosen for his design. It was the first project of this size 
John had ever worked on, and it made a big impact on the course 
of his career. Of course, the fact that it is a Hunt Family Crest pole 
makes it even more important to him and the entire Hunt family,” 
added Ernie.
 Doug now remembered hearing that John was afraid of heights.  
Despite this challenge, he worked day after day, climbing up and 
down the seven stories of scaffolding until everything was perfect.
 “It seems to me everyone has a great big heart when it comes to 
this totem pole,” said Dana. 
 “I know,” agreed Doug. Who doesn’t love this big wooden giant? 
My kids couldn’t wait to get to the cabin to see if the osprey nest was 
still perched on the very top crest.” 
 “We always said that our totem pole at Shuswap Lake was the 
only one who ever had to worry about having a bad hair day.” 
laughed Ernie.
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 “It takes a lot of caring folks to keep our tall history book in good 
condition,” said Doug. Nice to know the totem pole will be around 
for many years to come. 
 “Well, this has been fun. I should start getting ready for the big 
barbecue,” said Doug as he stood up and stretched. They had been 
sharing stories for a good hour. Dana was ready for a swim. 
 As Ernie and Doug turned to head back to the tourist-filled 
beach, they both stopped to listen. 
 “That’s odd. I hear music. It almost sounds like the totem pole 
is singing. Can you hear anything? I must be I losing my marbles. 
Probably too much sun.” said Ernie.
 “I hear it too!” said Doug as he looked around searching for a 
logical explanation. 
 “Oh, look here come the kids. They must have their music 
cranked up,” said Doug as he waved a friendly greeting. 
 “Hi Grandpa. Hi Mr. Philips. Did you see us out there on the jet 
ski?” asked Nichole
 Doug suddenly remembered the reason he had come down to the 
beach in the first place was to keep an eye on the kids as they whirred 
and buzzed around in the family’s new toy. 
 “Ernie was telling me about the time the local loggers saved our 
totem pole from the bottom of Suicide Hill. I completely forgot to 
keep an eye on you guys. Sorry about that, sweetie.   I fell down on 
my grandpa duties,” said Doug apologetically. 
 Nicole laughed, “No worries, Grandpa. We were fine.” 
 “Nicole got up on the wake-board. It only took her two tries,” 
Ethan announced. 
 Ari took her turn to make Nicole’s grandpa feel better about miss-
ing out on his granddaughter’s big achievement. 
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  “I know how stories about the pole can be distracting. My grand-
ma is always telling us stuff about Shoop. Ethan and I know practi-
cally everything about Shoop’s crests and where they come from. And 
she is always telling us about Anisalaga. She was the one who com-
missioned the original Hunt Family Crest pole for a potlatch back 
in the early 1900s. Grandma says Shoop is like a great big vertical 
history book.”
 “Shoop?” Ernie queried, wanting to hear more. “I didn’t know 
the totem pole had a name.” 
 “Well that’s what my family has called him for years. We don’t 
know if he has a real First Nation’s name. Grandma says most totems 
that are raised up have a naming ceremony, but she doesn’t think this 
happened for Shoop, because he stands on Secwepemc territory,” ex-
plained Ari. 
 “It is true that totem poles are not a part of the Secwepemc cul-
ture,” said Ernie.  “But we always show respect. We are lucky to have 
such important example of indigenous art standing on the shore of 
Shuswap Lake.” 
 “That’s exactly what grandma says. But then she gets kind of crazy 
when it comes to Shoop,” said Ari, knowing this was her chance to 
tease her grandmother.
 “She thinks he is the undiscovered jewel of Shuswap Lake. She 
thinks they should make a movie about him.” 
 “I have to agree with your grandmother, Ari. Shoop is a real char-
acter and we love him too,” said Doug.
 “Well, folks, it’s been nice remembering old times, but Doug and 
I are in charge setting up for tonight’s beach barbecue.  Hope to see 
you there,” said Ernie turning to face the young people.
 “Oh, and by the way, I liked the music you were playing on your 
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iPod.” 
 Nicole, Ethan and Ari looked up at Shoop. 
 “We left our iPods at the cabin. It was probably Shoop singing. 
He sings when he’s happy,” announced Nicole. 
 “Time for a swim,” announced Ari.
 “Last one in is a rotten egg.”

10
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After a refreshing dip, the kids made themselves comfortable on the 
soft grassy slope, under the shade of Shoop’s five-meter circumfer-
ence. Ethan was in a reflective mood.  He announced that his af-
ternoon on the jet-ski was the best time he ever had at the lake. He 
couldn’t imagine a better machine. It was like a dirt bike that floats.  
It spins, makes rooster tails, speeds up, slows down, turns on a dime, 
and stops on command. But the best part about a jet ski, according 
to Ethan, was that he could get a license to operate one by himself in 
a few years.   How cool would it be to jet ski over to see Nicole at the 
resort? Paddling the ancient, yellow fiberglass canoe with his grandma 
and sister was soon to be history if Ethan had his way.
 “Grandma, we have got to get a jet-ski! It’s time to get out of 
the dark ages. Everything about our camp is so old-school. We don’t 
even have internet access. Our cell phones need to be charged on 
Grandpa’s old generator. Totem Pole Resort is such a cool place. 
They have everything.  Even the internet! I vote for a total upgrade 
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 for our camp.”
 “I hear what you are saying Ethan, but the ospreys and eagles 
would not appreciate the noise and chaos that comes with those noisy 
machines. I can barely tolerate the houseboats that go up and down 
the lake. I don’t see a jet ski arriving at our dock anytime in the future. 
Now go get your backpack from the canoe. You kids need more sun-
screen,” said Dana, knowing that her words were the exact opposite 
from what Ethan wanted to hear. 
 The backpack was stuffed full of candy they bought at the store. 
The sunscreen was buried at the bottom of the bag. Ethan dumped 
the bag upside down and the remaining contents spilled on to the 
beach blanket.
 “Hey, here are the raven feathers. Look at the size of them,” said 
Ethan as he handed them out for closer examination.
 “If you get the sun to bounce off the feather in a certain way, you 
can see reds, purples and greens. You never did tell us where they 
came from Grandma,” said Ari.
 As the kids raised their feathers up toward the sun and marveled 
at the dazzling display of colours, Dana noticed the now familiar 
holograms descending from above.  Shoop and Raven landed softly, 
beside Nicole.  
 “I knew it! I knew it! I am loved! I was rescued! I wasn’t left at the 
bottom of Suicide Hill to rot,” chirped Shoop in a high-pitched tone. 
 “The loggers and big equipment operators came to my rescue! 
They saved me from certain destruction and decay. I heard what Er-
nie said about my rescue.  I heard and remembered every word they 
said.  It was like music. My life-story ROCKS! And that part about 
the community coming together . . . because of ME! Do you remem-
ber that part? It wasn’t just one time the good people of this com-
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munity came to help me. It happened heaps of times,” said Shoop 
shimmering and vibrating with excitement. 
 “Shoop, so good to see you again. Does this mean you want to 
continue hearing about all the bits of your life-story?  Because we 
have been collecting pictures and newspaper articles to show you,” 
said Dana. 
 Shoop didn’t take a moment to respond to Dana’s query. He was 
too caught up sharing his joy in discovering he was rescued by so 
many kind folks.
 “I felt the love. Did you feel it? Oh, the strength and happiness 
that is filling me up. What a glorious day. I am a joyful totem pole. 
And now I know I am standing on Secwepemc traditional territory! 
I can acknowledge the North Shuswap First Nation and thank them 
for allowing me the privilege of standing on their land. 
 This is everything to me. And even better, I am remembering. I 
am getting better!  Anisalaga will be over the moon to hear my good 
news,” babbled Shoop, almost unable to contain his new-found 
happiness.
 Shoop paused, when he noticed Ethan, Ari and Nicole looking at 
him with great big smiles. 
 “I have an idea, he said as he turned to face the kids. Let’s all go 
and tell her! Let’s all go and visit Anisalaga.”  Shoop’s energy level was 
now sky-high. He didn’t notice Dana’s frown.
 “Anisalaga always believed in me. It will be so much fun. We can 
get Raven to do his calculations. He can figure a way take us back in 
time, so we arrive for the big potlatch. When she raises up the David 
Hunt pole and sings her song, I just weep. It is the sweetest song you 
will ever hear. I sing it all the time.” 
 “Hey,” he continued as he focussed on the raven feathers that all 
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 four were holding,
 “I see everyone is ready. All you have to do is hold on tight to that 
feather in your hand, and binga, banga, boom, we will arrive in no 
time.”
 Shoop was literally vibrating with energy. They all felt it. 
 Dana sensed trouble.  
 “Did Shoop just say “ready’? Ready for what?” wondered Dana.
 Shoop continued in his hyper-excited state. He turned to face 
Raven.
 “Here is your chance, to check out the calculations you and Ste-
phen Hawking have been working on. We can give you feedback on 
the time travel experience. I bet Dana will notice a big improvement 
from the last time she warped time and space with you.” 
 Raven did not object to Shoop’s plan.  He knew that a good hy-
pothesis always s needs a lot of testing.  
 “A quick trip back in time might prove useful to my research,” 
commented Raven.
 “Glad you agree Raven,” said Shoop.
 “It looks like we are all ready.   Raven-do your thing — Potlatch 
Party here we come. Yippee!” 
 “EVERYONE! PUT YOUR FEATHER DOWN!” demanded 
Dana in a tone no one dared ignore.
 “Shoop, there will be NO space time warpage on my watch. You 
just announced to everyone that you are getting better. SO why don’t 
you remember the rule? … My rule. Did you forget about the rule?” 
asked Dana, shaking with anger. 
 Shoop wasn’t quite sure what she was talking about. “Rule? What 
rule,” asked Shoop.
 Dana could not believe he forgot. Without a moment’s hesitation 
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she reminded Shoop about the promise he had made only a few days 
ago.
 “The deal was that I would help you, but only on the condition 
there would be NO time travel. I made it perfectly clear these pre-
cious children, under no circumstance, were to travel to another time 
or space. If anything happened to them — and you know it can be 
dangerous, — I would never forgive myself.” 
 “Dana, relax. It will be fun. The kids will learn how things really 
happened in history. Not what the textbooks tell them . . . all washed 
out and sanitized, packaged into dry as toast, social studies units. 
You must admit most of the important stuff about the true history 
of this land isn’t even talked about. Those folks that write books, 
never include the big-ticket items that happened on our territories,” 
replied Shoop, sure bringing in the education argument would sway 
her opinion. He carried on with this line of thinking, completely 
unaware that they had already had this discussion.
 “Nothing beats time travel for learning. It’s hand-on, interactive, 
and super-interesting.  
 Come on Dana! The kids will learn Tlingit and Kwakwaka’wakw 
First Nations were movers and shakers.  They contributed so much. 
You know, it’s a shared history, Dana.  You want these kids to know 
the true history of this land.  They need to get a good education. Trust 
me…we will have fun!”
 Dana had to admit that Shoop presented some good arguments.  
She had spent years trying to convince the Minister of Education to 
direct teachers to include accurate and up to date information about 
Canada’s history.  She decided to relax and at least let Shoop say what 
he had to say without interrupting. 
 “You make some good points Shoop, but I am still not con-
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 vinced,” responded Dana.
 “We will be with the Hunt family,” said Shoop, sensing a window 
of opportunity.
 “The kids can get to know Anisalaga,” said Shoop, now energized 
to deliver the best argument he could think of.
 “Hey, if Raven takes us back to the early 1920’s we just might see 
George Hunt working on his documentary about the potlatch.  Did 
you know he did heaps of work like that?
 You know how generous and friendly the Kwakwaka’wakw folks 
are. They will be our teachers. Dana, it is my way to thank you and 
the kids for all your help. PLEASE!” begged Shoop.
 Despite Shoop’s powerful speech, Dana just couldn’t go along 
with the plan. Her first-hand conversations with Elders about their 
residential school experiences and the cultural genocide that went 
on was just too horrible.  She worried that her grandkids, would be 
shocked and horrified to learn about the brutal anti-potlatching laws.
 “I am sorry, Shoop. I do not mean to be disrespectful, but it’s too 
risky.  You must admit that there was a lot of gun-boat justice hap-
pening during that time.  My rule stands. No time travel,” said Dana, 
sensing a dramatic change in the energy around her. She turned to see 
the kids were looking at her with pleading eyes. 
 Ethan and Ari were hopeful that Dana would change her mind. 
She was always talking about how the history books need to be com-
pletely rewritten. And her reference to “gun-boat justice” just got 
them more curious and eager to time travel. 
 But Dana held firm on her decision. 
 Immediately following her final refusal to give permission for 
Shoop’s so called “field trip”, both holograms disappeared. A water-
fall cascaded down from the giant’s top crest and soaked them all with 
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Shoop tears.
 “Well kids, we’re wet, but we are still here. You can be thankful 
I convinced Shoop to listen to me,” she sputtered. “And might I re-
mind you to zip your lips about what you just saw and heard . . . best 
not to mention anything to anybody.
 Now let’s head over to that beach barbecue. I’m hungry.” 

11
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Ari pulled on Ethan’s ear buds to get his attention. “Hey, did you hear 
about what is going on at the resort? Nicole just texted me. All the 
strata members are here to vote on what to do about Shoop.” 
 Ethan hated it when Ari yanked on his earbuds. “What are you 
talking about?” 
 “I don’t know a lot about how things work at Totem Resort. Ni-
cole tried to explain it to me. She told me the reason why there were 
so many people at the barbecue last night was because there’s going 
to be a big important meeting. All the families who own cabins at 
Totem get to vote on what happens to him. When the new owners 
took over, they made a bunch of changes. Now everyone is part of 
this thing called “Strata K46”.  They are planning to get together.”
 “So, what does that have to do with Shoop?” asked Ethan.
 “The people who own the store, the marina and all the families 
who have a cabin, own a part of Shoop; so, they have a say about what 
happens to him,” explained Ari. 
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  Ethan was confused. “That seems kind of weird to me. But what’s 
the big deal? Why would there be a meeting just to talk about Shoop? 
What is going to happen to him? He’s a loveable giant of a totem 
pole,” said Ethan, confident that Ari was worried about nothing. 
 “Listen to me, Ethan. This is a big deal,” said Nicole. 
 “There’s a rumour that Shoop is falling apart. Literally.  Some of 
his parts are falling off.  Some people say he has become a big prob-
lem that needs to be dealt with. Let’s paddle over to the resort and get 
Nicole to explain exactly what’s going on,” said Ari starting to gather 
her backpack and snacks for the short paddle to Bastion Bay. “Come 
on, hurry up. I’ll tell Grandma where we’re going.”
 “Fine, but let’s not mention anything about this rumour to Grand-
ma until we know what’s happening. She can get pretty hot-headed 
when it comes to Shoop,” answered Ethan as he headed to the kitchen 
to stuff his backpack with every packaged snack he could find. For 
some reason, he was constantly hungry these days. 
 “Wear your life jackets and use sunscreen,” shouted Dana when 
the kids asked permission to hang out at Bastion Beach for the day. 
It was still early in the morning. She looked forward to a few more 
hours of uninterrupted reading time on the sunlit east facing deck. 
 The paddle to the resort took hardly anytime. A pair of osprey 
provided entertainment as they plucked unsuspecting trout from the 
lake. A steady convoy of houseboats plowed past them. Soon Ari and 
Ethan were hauling the old yellow canoe up on to the shale beach. 
They made the short climb to the Armstrong family cabin. 
 Nicole invited them in to the spacious and ultra-modern cab-
in. Ethan immediately made a mental note of the luxuries. Electric 
lights, two laptops, a working landline phone, and two fridges. The 
place looked like a mansion compared to their aging camp on Cres-
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cent Beach.
 “Oh, hi kids. Is your grandmother down at the beach?” asked 
Doug Armstrong as he flipped bacon and sausages in a frying pan. 
 “I was hoping to talk to her about an important meeting that’s 
coming up, but I was so busy serving hot dogs and hamburgers, I 
didn’t get a chance.” 
 “Grandma’s back at our camp working on her sketches and read-
ing. I’ll let her know you want to talk to her,” responded Ari. 
 Nicole’s mother was sitting at the computer table looking intently 
at the screen while typing. She looked up, and then offered a friendly 
good morning greeting.
 “Hi kids. Will you join us for some pancakes? We picked wild 
strawberries yesterday. They are delicious with a bit of maple syrup.” 
 The smell of bacon, sausages, and pancakes was irresistible. The 
invitation was accepted without hesitation. 
 Ethan, Ari, and Nicole offered to do the dishes and clean the 
kitchen after the feast. The task seemed almost fun to Ari and Ethan, 
given that the Armstrong cabin had a working dishwasher. 
 With the chores completed, the three made their way to the 
beach. Ethan was the first to get the conversation started.
 “So, spill the beans, Nicole. What’s all the fuss about? And what 
has Shoop got to do with a strata meeting?” he asked.
 “I don’t know everything, but I heard my Grandpa telling my 
parents that he was really worried about what was going on. This guy 
called Gary is saying Shoop is showing his age. Apparently, he has 
some damage on his north-facing side. There’s rot in the wood. This 
Gary guy claims Shoop could end up becoming a serious problem 
because he could fall in a big windstorm and land on a roof or worse; 
squish some tourists.
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  Grandpa explained that it is all about a thing called liability. Gary 
is telling people it will cost everyone a fortune to repair the damage 
because it’s been getting wore every year,” said Nicole.
 “What a bunch of boloney,” scoffed Ethan. “So, what if Shoop 
is getting older? Totem poles last for more than a hundred years. 
They get mysterious and wise with age. Hey, I kind of agreed with 
Grandma when she gave a lecture to the kid for slapping old house 
paint on Shoop.” 
 “Yeah, I love the way the way he looks. He is just perfect the way he 
is. And what’s the big deal if the woodpeckers and rain make him look 
a little old? It gives him character. He is still the most beautiful totem 
pole most of the people around here have ever seen,” added Ari.
 “I agree,” said Ethan. “I’m pretty sure Shoop has a lot of good 
years left. Besides, how hard can it be to fix a bit of rot? This is all 
crazy talk! There’s nothing to get worked up about.”
 “But Ethan, I am telling you it is NOT crazy talk,” said Nicole. 
“The management is making it out to be a huge issue. My mom has 
been on the computer for two days trying to get all the information 
she needs for the meeting. Some people are talking about chopping 
Shoop down!” said Nicole, determined to get her point across.
 Ari couldn’t believe what she just heard. 
 “Did you just say they might chop Shoop down? You must not 
have heard it right, Nicole. Shoop brings lots of tourists to Shuswap 
Lake. That’s got to be good for businesses. People come all the way 
from Europe just to see him. When your Mom contacts all the stra-
ta members, she’ll convince them that Shoop is good for business. 
They’ll listen to her. This whole thing will just blow over,” said Ari.
 Ethan jumped in next. “It is true. Who doesn’t love Shoop? Even 
if they don’t pay much attention to him, the resort owners must know 
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he’s the best advertising sign a resort could ever ask for. You can see 
Shoop from the Trans Canada highway, even though you are still five 
or six clicks from the resort. Why would the strata members want to 
mess with a good thing? It doesn’t make any sense.” 
 Nicole turned to look directly at Ethan and Ari with a stern look. 
 “I am telling you what I heard Grandpa telling people. He is tak-
ing this whole thing very seriously. He’s been on the phone contact-
ing strata owners for days to tell them what is happening and insisting 
they come to the meeting and pay attention to what’s going on, or 
we just might lose the pole. I have never seen him so upset. Gary is 
telling everyone they should vote to sell Shoop. He says if the mem-
bers don’t go along with his ideas, it will cost everyone thousands of 
dollars to make the repairs, said Nicole.
 Ethan jumped in. “See, it’s just a matter of getting Shoop re-
paired.  No biggie.”
 Gary is telling everyone he has no intention of paying a cent to 
fix Shoop, and if folks are smart they will listen to him,” said Nicole 
taking only a moment to catch her breathe before continuing. 
 “And that’s not all! Mom overheard Gary’s wife telling the strata 
members they can make a lot more money selling the totem pole. 
She said if the members vote to cut the pole up and sell off the indi-
vidual crests to museums, they could score some cash. Collectors are 
always looking to buy anything carved by Henry Hunt because he is 
so famous. In fact, there is a raven and a grizzly bear that look just 
like Shoop’s crests already at the Glenbow Museum in Calgary,” said 
Nicole, almost in tears at the thought of Shoop being cut into pieces.
 Ari, her voice cracking with emotion uttered, “OMG! Who could 
ever even think up such a horrible thing? Cutting Shoop up into piec-
es! This is crazy!” 
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  Finally, it all sunk in. Even Ethan understood how serious things 
were! Shoop needed their help.  
 “We’ve got to do something,” said Ethan.
 “That’s what I have been telling you!” chimed Nicole. “All the 
adults are talking about it, and I get the feeling a lot of them agree 
with the Gary guy and his wife.
 Grandpa said it would cost buckets of money to fix Shoop. 
Owning a cabin is expensive, especially here at Bastion Bay. Some-
thing about strata fees being sky-high. Some of the folks lost their 
jobs recently because of the recession. The money thing is getting 
everyone’s attention.” 
 “This IS bad! Shoop is too sensitive to hear any of this news. It 
will be too much. He can’t take the rejection. He just isn’t strong 
enough,” cried Ari.
 “Well do you blame him?” asked Ethan. They’re talking about 
chain sawing him into pieces and selling the parts to the highest bid-
der. I can’t see how things can get any worse.”
 Ethan walked in a small circle, and then walked in another circle. 
“We have to come up with a plan. We can’t panic. There has to be a 
way to stop this train wreck of an idea.” 
 “Ethan, what can we do? We’re just kids. Who is going to listen 
to us? Nicole’s family only has two votes and our family can’t vote 
because we aren’t part of Strata 46, or whatever they call it. If Gary 
and his wife get all the members on his side,” Ari sobbed, unable able 
to put into words, the unthinkable. 
 “Listen to me Ari. We might be ‘just kids,’ but when people 
threaten to chop Shoop into pieces, it is news. Let’s get the word out. 
The owners of local businesses would want to know about what’s go-
ing on here at Totem Pole Resort. Shoop is one of the reasons tourists 
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like to come to the Shuswap, and everyone knows that tourists spend 
money.”
 Hey, I bet the houseboat operators will help us. They love pro-
moting Shoop as one of the great attraction on Shuswap Lake.  And 
what about the mayor of Sicamous?” added Nicole. 
 “You’re right,” said Ari, now more composed.  “We need all the 
help we can get.” 
 “Wait till Grandma hears about this, said Ethan, knowing the 
power and force his Grandma’s passion for Shoop will bring.
 “She will fight like crazy for Shoop. And look at the work that 
your family is already doing, Nicole. Hey, if we all work together we 
can save Shoop! We can do this”
 “We can? Yeah, we can! Yes, of course we can! “Team Shoop, 
Team Shoop” – Get ready everyone! Here we come!” responded Ari.
 “So, you really think we can do this?” asked Nicole, not yet quite 
convinced.
 “Of course, we can. You guys have Wi-Fi and a computer we can 
use. And we already have a lot of information gathered about Shoop,” 
added Ari, remembering that Shoop’s Life Story box and the bulg-
ing folder they had worked so hard to present to Shoop, was already 
stuffed full of important information.
 “I bet there is heaps more information on the internet about 
Shoop’s history and about Henry Hunt. The more we explain to peo-
ple about how special Shoop is, the more they will care about what 
happens to him,” said Nicole.
 “Yeah, people only care about the things they know about, said 
Ethan. “Remember what Grandma told us about how famous Shoop’s 
mother pole is. That story made all the papers back in the day. And, 
heck, let’s not forget, Shoop is one of the five tallest totem poles in the 
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 world.” 
 Now Ari jumped in. “Hey, remember how Grandma told us that 
a totem pole is like a teacher. Mrs. Cummings from lot 42, is a teach-
er at the middle school in Salmon Arm.  All the kids from around 
here say she is super-cool. She gets her students doing crazy things 
like taking field trips to watch photographers swim with the salm-
on in the Adams River. We should tell her all about the traditional 
knowledge and oral stories Shoop carries.” 
 Ari immediately gave Nicole a high five. 
 “Kids would have a whole lot more fun learning about First Na-
tions art and history by studying about Shoop than from reading bor-
ing old books that don’t even tell you anything about the important 
things that were really going on,” said Ari, remembering her painful-
ly dull social studies classes that could only be described as “dry as 
toast”. 
 “You’re right and I bet we could find lots of other folks to help 
us,” added Nicole. “Shoop is much more than just something pretty 
painted pole to look at on a summer afternoon.” 
 “Yeah, people should know Shoop is like a really tall wooden en-
cyclopedia — no make that a whole library. That’s it! Shoop is like a 
really, tall library. Everyone who lives around here should know how 
lucky we are to get to learn from our seven- story totem pole. All they 
have to do is ‘read’ the art and pay attention.” 
 “We can get the newspaper to come here and write a story about 
what is happening,” added Ari.
 “I can make some drawings and take photos of Shoop.  I know 
how to make some pamphlets and posters on the computer. We have 
a printer.  I can get my grandpa to take us to town and we can put 
posters up everywhere, said Nicole, remembering all the skills she 
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nailed down in her computer course.
 “Even though we can’t vote at that dumb meeting, we sure can 
make a big noise! And what resort manager wants bad publicity? We 
can turn things around. We can do it! Shoop needs us.” Added Ethan, 
now bursting with energy. 
 There was no mistaking it. The tone had changed from despair 
and gloom and was replaced with confidence and energy.  The kid’s 
ideas flowed one after the other like a river of hope. 
 The three spontaneously burst into a chant, “Team Shoop, 
Team Shoop.”
 “Looks like we have our work cut out for us. So much for spend-
ing the next couple of days working on my wakeboarding skills,” said 
Nicole as she headed back up the hill with Ethan and his sister.  
 The three were about to spend a considerable amount of time 
preparing to save Shoop from the dreaded chainsaw.

12

Raven Didn’t Make the Promise

It wasn’t Shoop’s idea.  He is completely innocent. And even though 
Shoop has had some rather challenging memory problems, this time, 
he remembered the promise he made to Dana.  He promised he 
wouldn’t go on any space-time travel adventures with the grandchil-
dren.   And friends keep a promise.  There would be no hopping back 
in time with Dana and the kids. He agreed to stay in the present…in 
the “here and now”.  A promise is a promise.  He kept his promise.  
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 But it was Shoop who made the promise; not Raven. 
 Raven doesn’t promise.  He keeps his options open. Raven is a 
trickster, a transformer, a teacher, catalyst, and chief spirit whose an-
tics are often mysterious. And when Raven swooped down to watch 
the kids working for long hours to prepare for the dreaded Strata 
Meeting, he decided the kids could use some rest and relaxation. 
 They were at the beginning of their journey to learn and organize 
all the information they could about Shoop.   All three believed that if 
they could show how special Shoop was, everyone would vote to save 
him. They were working hard on the TEAM SHOOP presentation, 
but things were getting bogged down.  
 Even Raven noticed his young friends were becoming over-
whelmed and discouraged as they learned the true history of Cana-
da’s Indigenous Peoples.  It was obvious they needed some help.  He 
gloked and called out a friendly “Gila’kasla”, but the kids were too 
involved in their discussion to notice him.
 “Ari, you have got to check out this YouTube I just watched,” 
demanded Nicole as she pointed to the screen.  It was about a village 
called Txasis. That was the traditional name for Fort Rupert where 
Anisalaga and her family lived.  
 “Did you know the British sent a naval war ship called the Royal 
Navy HMS Clio to attack Txasis in 1865? It was sent by the colo-
nial authorities to punish the Kwakwaka’wakw for their resistance to 
the miners stealing their coal.  The gunboat bombarded the village 
homes and then they came on to the land and burned everything. All 
the food, seventy canoes, their treasures boxes with all their regalia 
along with sixty homes were burned to the ground. Everything was 
destroyed except the actual Hudson Bay Fort.”
 “What an outrageous thing to do,” said Ethan watching the final 
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moments of the clip.
 “They destroyed the whole community.  Everything was wiped 
out, even though a treaty had been signed just a few years before.  
That treaty said that the Hudson Bay Company would pay a fair price 
to the Kwakwaka’wakw for their coal. It talked about how the First 
Nation had title to the land. But that didn’t stop the colonials from 
attacking.  He found out that Chief Nancy, who signed the treaty 
with the government was murdered. These were terrible times. 
 Ethan had never heard of any of these horrible events. At first, 
he couldn’t believe that this type of thing could happen in Canada.  
He searched the internet to learn all he could. He had to know if 
it was true.  The more he searched the more he learned about other 
attacks on First Nations. This approach was so common, it was re-
ferred to as “gun-boat justice”. “This is what Grandma was talking 
about, said Ethan.”
 “Why don’t they talk about this in our social studies classes? Isn’t 
school supposed to teach us the truth about our country’s history?” 
asked Ari. 
 “I know, said Nicole, pointing at her screen. “I just read about a 
potlatch that took place in 1921 at Alert Bay.  The RCMP rounded 
up and arrested 45 people for giving speeches, dancing, giving gifts, 
and receiving gifts at a potlatch. Twenty men and women were sent 
to Oakalla Prison in Vancouver.  It’s like the Canadian government 
was doing everything they could think of to wipe out the Kwakwa-
ka’wakw people.”
 This was the first time any of the three had ever heard about sys-
tematic strategies used by the colonial government of Canada against 
the First Nations and Inuit.
 “The history books never talk about this shameful time.  It’s as if 
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 everything was sanitized,” said Ari, becoming more and more upset. 
 “How did Anisalaga and her family stay strong? How did they 
find the courage to defy the government and keep their culture? 
“asked Nicole, hardly able to speak.  She was shaking with anger 
and disgust. 
 Ethan was deep in concentration.  He was creating his own list of 
what the colonial power called “Canada” did to destroy the language, 
culture, and spirit of Indigenous Peoples. 
 “You guys, before I started learning about the history of Fort 
Rupert, I didn’t know anything about the Indian Act. It started in 
1884 and changed everything.  The government kidnapped Kwak-
waka’wakw children, stole their treasure boxes filled with precious 
regalia, and in 1888 the government prohibited aboriginals from ac-
cessing their own salmon fishery,” said Ethan, now just as angry as 
Nicole and Ari. 
 “I am reading about Chief John Scow and two of his brothers 
who served time in prison rather than give up the family’s masks and 
regalia” said Ethan. “They were kept in in solitary confinement.  They 
were in jail beside convicted murderers.” 
 “Why did these terrible things go on? Why didn’t people do 
something to stop this from happening?” asked Ethan, his eyes filling 
with tears as he imagined his parents living through the experience of 
the RCMP coming to steal him and Ari out of their arms. 
 Finally, Nicole found something to share that provided some hope.
 “You won’t believe what I am learning from the Alert Bay U’mista 
Centre’s website.  This incredible woman, Donna Cranston Webber, 
has been working to get over 1,450 treasures that were stolen from a 
potlatch, returned.  She has also managed to get some of Anisalaga’s 
Chilkat regalia returned to her community,” said Nicole as she sig-
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nalled for her buddies to come take a look at her screen.   
 “Oh look, there is a display of Anisalaga at the U’mista Centre.   
And her blanket is right there for the whole community to see.   It 
must be over a hundred years old,” added Ari, impressed with every-
thing this Donna Cranston lady accomplished.
 Ethan didn’t respond to Ari’s comments.  He was too involved 
trying to make sense of an on-line article by Rosemary Coombe.  She 
was going on about “the cultural life of intellectual properties”. He 
could read the words, but he had no idea what it all meant.  
 The only strategy he could come up with was to read the words 
over and over again.  
 “if ceremonial objects have been decontextualized and removed 
from the cultural practices of their historical communities they be-
come frozen objects documenting western imperialism.”
 Ethan wasn’t the best student. He went to remedial reading class-
es in Grade Six.   The article was just too much for him to compre-
hend. He had no idea what “decontextualized” meant and what was 
“western imperialism?  
 “Why can’t these professor types just speak English?” he won-
dered to himself. “And was Shoop frozen? Is that why he’s so sad?”  
 Ethan wasn’t even in high school yet. How was he supposed to 
make sense of this?
 “You guys, maybe it is all too complicated. We are just a bunch of 
kids. What makes us think we can figure out a way to help Shoop,” 
asked Ethan in a defeated voice.  
 Raven hopped onto the kitchen table. He had to do something 
and fast! These young people could not give up.  He had to do some-
thing to get all three in a better state of mind. If Team Shoop failed, 
a chainsaw might be in Shoop’s future.



112

SHOOP’S SONG

  He flapped his wings and tapped the table with his beak to get the 
kids’ attention.  They only looked up when three huge raven feathers 
mysteriously appeared on their keyboards. Finally, they saw Raven, in 
his now familiar holographic form, perched on the kitchen table.
 “Hi kids! I see you are learning about what the word colonization 
really means.  But don’t get so discouraged. First Peoples helped to 
build the nation that is now Canada.  You need to remember that the 
Kwakwaka’wakw contributed so much, and in so many ways.  That is 
a fact.  You and your Aboriginal friends share a history and you will 
find a new path and you will walk together. Sure, it is going to take a 
lot of hard work to rebuild relationships, but when people learn what 
really happened, and acknowledge the past, it inspires everyone to 
treat the cultural heritage of all places with greater respect.”
 Raven had their complete attention.  But their faces continued to 
reflect discouragement, in spite of Raven’s wordy speech.
Raven puffed himself up and tried once more to change things.
 “You are going to make a difference when you share what you 
have learned with the folks at the Strata Meeting.  You’ll help many of 
those people connect with First Nations for the first time.  And when 
people connect with each other, they care about each other.  Showing 
respect and caring about Shoop is important, and your hard work will 
help make a difference. You have to believe me.  You can’t give up.”
 Raven took a moment to congratulated himself on a speech well 
delivered. Everyone always told him he was a very good speaker, and 
he thought his words were just what was needed to turn those frowns, 
upside down.  
 However, his effort did not lift the spirits of the discouraged 
young people. The three remained in a state of shock, despair and 
confusion. It was like they were stuck in thick mud.
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 Raven decided to kick things up a notch. He needed an action 
plan that had enough umph to turn this miserable situation around. 
The kids would not be much help to Shoop if they were down in the 
dumps and lost their confidence. 
 “Hey kids.  Let’s take a break.  I have the perfect remedy for your 
gloom and doom state of mind.  It is time you witnessed the strength 
and joy of the Kwakwaka’wakw Nation first hand. Those computer 
screens just don’t tell the whole story,” announced Raven all shim-
mery with excitement about his idea.
 “Raven, Grandma was right. There were some very scary happen-
ings back then.  Did you know a navy gun boat attacked the village 
of Tsaxis?  Did you know that, Raven?”  asked Ari.
 Raven ignored her question. “Now, here’s what we are going to 
do,” said Raven puffing himself up to get their attention. 
 “I have decided take you on a quick trip back in time. It is just 
what is needed.  Sure, there was heartache and horror, but when 
you see for yourselves the incredible strength and determination of 
Shoop’s relatives, you will be amazed.  Wait until you meet Anislaga!   
She is a real force to be celebrated! That woman knew how to bring 
folks together.” They needed to pull away from the computer screens 
and get some nice west coast fresh air.
 “See the feathers I brought you?” asked Raven, hopping on to 
the computer desk.  “Grab one and hang on tight.  We are going to 
test drive the latest holographic principles that Stephen Hawking and 
I have been working on.  We think our calculations will make the 
space-time warpage experience seem like a walk in the park.  Bing-a 
banga-boom, and we will be there in a blink.  It will be a blast.  Up-
ward and onward-or in our case onward and backwards. Got your 
feather? Good!  Hang on. Away we go!”
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“Rhwa’wina, Gilakas’la!” called Anisalaga from the shore. “I am hap-
py to see you back here on your traditional territory.  Welcome home.  
You always amaze me with your special talent for getting from there 
to here and back again.”
 Anisalaga reached out to greet Raven. She was a stunning sight 
to see. Her Chilkat blanket wrapped securely around her shoulders 
presented the eye with the softest hues of yellow, blue, and white.
 “Gilakas’la, Wik’sas Ix’man, Anisalaga,” responded Raven skip-
ping with excitement. 
 Raven was winded, out of breath voice, and looked a bit ruffled. 
The journey was challenging, and not exactly a “walk in the park”, 
but they had arrived on the shores of Beaver Harbour, safe and 
sound.  His destination calculations for Fort Rupert-Txasis com-
munity, were flawless!
 “It is always the greatest pleasure to see you,” said Raven, as he 
gave a respectful nod to the noble princess. 
 “Are you making any progress with our dear friend and his pesky 
memory problems?” asked Anisalaga. “I heard that you came up with 
a plan to help. Poor Shoop. He is constantly asking me things like:  
Who am I? Where did I come from? Am I loved? These are tough 
questions. Powerful questions. Don’t you agree Raven?” 
 “Living a life in pursuit of knowing your purpose is noble, but 
our dear friend has not had an easy time of it,” responded Raven. “I 
do my best to listen and comfort him, but I can only do so much.  He 
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is sensitive and needs a lot of love.” 
 Raven received a warm hug from Anisalaga. They were connected 
in so many ways.  Raven felt like her hug was like a blanket of love. 
 Anasilaga noticed that Raven had brought three young visitors.  
They were slowly making their way up from the beach.  Their un-
steady movements and expressions of terror gave little doubt that 
they were time-travelers. 
 “Many apologies Rhwa’wina.  I just noticed you brought 
friends. They seem a little unsteady.  Did you have a rough ride?” 
asked Anisalaga. 
 “Ah, indeed. I have brought visitors to your beautiful territory.  
Those young settlers are totally up for an adventure! Tough as nails!   
You’ll love them.  I have so much to tell you since we last visited. 
And yes, I have put a rather clever plan in place to help Shoop.  
In fact, these three young people and their grandparents are do-
ing most of the work,” said Raven puffing with pride, and eager to 
showcase the fact that his ‘Help Shoop’ plan was coming together 
just like he planned.
 “These kids are beyond awesome!  They adore Shoop. They have 
known him since they were little. They show him respect and love.   
You will be happy to know his memory is improving every day.  It 
seems the more he learns, the happier and healthier he becomes,” 
boasted Raven. 
 Anisalaga looked carefully at Ari, then looked away, then looked 
at her once more. She had a feeling she had met this young person 
before.  Finally, she remembered.  
 “RAVEN, do you recall when you brought me two visitors from 
Shuswap Lake when I was still a very young girl.  The girl with the 
blond hair reminded me of that time.  Has the young lady been here 
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 before?” asked Anisalaga confused but obviously enjoying the memory. 
 Before Raven, could respond, Anisalaga shared her memories 
from long ago. 
 “Oh, what an adventure we had.  Now I remember their names. 
Betty, Yes, it was Betty Wilson, and her niece, Dana.  Those two 
wonderful young people kept me company while I prepared for the 
journey to Txasis. I was pretty stressed at the time,” said Anasilaga. 
 Raven remembered every detail of that trip. He encouraged Ani-
salaga to continue retelling the events.
 “I was on my way to meet my future husband, Robert Hunt.  
My arranged marriage was intended to help bring stability and peace 
between my Tlingit Nation and the folks in this village of Txasis.”
 Anasilaga, enjoyed thinking about this long-forgotten time.
 “We had some scary weather along the way, and of course, we 
had no way of knowing if the Kwakwaka’wakw folks were going to 
welcome us. When I think back on those early years, I realize how 
proud I am of our peaceful and beautiful life we have created here. 
It wasn’t easy, but just look at what is going on today.  I have elev-
en beautiful children. I help Robert run the outpost.  I still weave 
Chilkat blankets and today my family is putting up a potlatch and 
raising a pole,” said Anisalaga.
 “Not bad for a princess from the tiny village of Tongass, Alaska?” 
stated Raven.  “I totally agree with you Anisalaga.  There are not 
many who accomplish as much as you. You make us all proud.”
 “Please tell me the names of your friends, Rhwa’wina.”
 “Anisalaga,” said Raven, as he stretched out a wing to help the 
kids find their balance, 
 “I have brought these fine young settlers to your territory. This is 
Ethan and Arianna. They are Dana’s grandchildren and Nicole, here, 
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is Doug Armstrong’s granddaughter,” explained Raven. 
 “Gilakas’la friends,” she responded giving each young person a 
warm hug.  
 “Anisalga, it is an honour to meet you,” said Arianna.  
 “Our grandmother told us about the time she visited you. She 
told us you were a weaver of the beautiful Chilkat blankets and that 
you sing a song about a Raven.  She said you were the bravest woman 
she ever knew.”  Ari was not able to keep from shaking as she spoke.  
 “I am pleased Shoop has such wonderful friends,” said Anisala-
ga. “He has been sad and discouraged for many years.  I believe he 
needs love and kindness, if he is to heal.  I am sure Rhwa’wina has 
told you that Shoop, as you call him, is a Hunt Family Crest Pole.   
He carries my crests, stories and traditional knowledge.  He is a pole 
with a big heart.” 
 Although the three were still a bit wobbly, they listened carefully 
to every word Anisalaga had to say.  
 “If only he can overcome his despair. It is as if he is in a frozen 
state and only will thaw when he understands he is loved and respect-
ed. I am so pleased that you are his friends,” said Anisalaga.
 Now Raven puffed and flapped his wings.  He was eager to 
tell Anisalaga about Shoop learning how he came to stand on 
Swecwep’emc territory, but Anislaga was distracted by the beat from 
countless drums. Dozens of huge dugout canoes had entered Beaver 
Harbour.   He only had a few moments before Anisalaga would have 
to officially welcome her important visitors to the territory. 
 “Oh Anisalaga, I want to tell you all about Shoop’s life adventures 
when you have time. His story would be a good movie!” said Raven.
 Well, if you give me the short version, I will have time before 
the welcome dance is performed. So, go ahead,” she said, much to 
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 Raven’s delight.
 He took a deep breath and spoke as quickly as he could.  
 “Well, Shoop learned that he survived a devastating crash down 
a mountain slope.  He was rescued from a muddy creek bottom and 
spliced back together by a talented young man named John Living-
ston.  Next, he was raised up by the sweetest loggers you could ever 
meet.  He is getting stronger and better every day. Soon he will be a 
great teacher and storyteller,” said Raven, determined to get as much 
information out as possible in the short amount of time.
 Although, he knew full well there was trouble ahead for Shoop, 
he chose to keep that information close to his chest.
 “Such wonderful news!” said Anisalaga.
 Raven, not wanting the attention to shift too far away from him, 
announced why he brought his friends to Fort Rupert.
 “The kids have been learning everything they can about Shoop’s 
history, “explained Shoop while he still had Anisalaga’s attention.
 “In fact, I brought them here, to your village and your time, so 
they could get some hands-on education.  Kind of like a field-trip,” 
explained Raven, again, deciding to leave out the part about the 
kids getting completely overwhelmed by the facts that they were 
uncovering.
 “Anyway, that’s why we are here.  I want them to learn about the 
strength and rich culture of the Kwakwaka’wakw Nation.
 “You always were a great teacher, and it helps that you are able to 
transport yourself and others here and there, and back there again,” 
commented Anisalaga.
 “I have to admit, I am pretty darn clever.  Did you know Stephen 
Hawking and I have been working on some new equations?   Our ho-
lographic principle and event horizon research is looking like Nobel 
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Peace Prize material,” glocked Raven, puffing with pride.  
 “Oh Rhwa’wina, you are such a clever bird!” commented Anisalaga.  
 Time had run out for chit-chat.  Anisalaga was needed. It was 
protocol for her to officially welcome the chiefs and visitors to her 
territory. Dozens of canoes made their way past Deer Island, then 
waited close to the shore.  Every canoe displayed colourful designs 
on the bow of the dug-out vessel.  Paddlers and passengers of all ages 
were dressed in full regalia.   As they entered the bay, paddles were 
held upright.  This was the traditional way to ask permission to land 
on Kwakwaka’wakw territory. 
 Anisalaga and the Welcome Dancers were kept busy formally 
welcoming Chiefs and Elders from many nations. 
 Ari, Ethan and Nicole were left speechless as they gawked at the 
unfamiliar sight. They never could have imagined a scene filled with 
so much spectacular colour and beauty.
 Once the welcoming ceremonies were completed, Anisalaga was 
distracted by her son, George Hunt, calling for her. 
 “Anisalga, can you come up here?  We have some questions about 
the order of events for the potlatch.”
 “Oh my, I am sorry to say that I must get back to my duties,” 
said Anisalaga, apologetically as she turned toward Raven and his 
three friends. 
 “I won’t have a lot of time to spend with you on this visit. As 
you can see, you have come at a very busy time. We are putting up 
the biggest potlatch this little outpost has ever witnessed. George has 
been working with a famous anthropologist named, Franz Boas. They 
are going to record and document everything,” explained Anisalaga.
 Raven turned to his young friends. “Wait until you meet George 
Hunt.  He is Anisalaga’s son and is brilliant. He speaks at least three 
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 indigenous languages. He translates the songs and speeches from all 
the chiefs. He is such an accomplished young man,” chattered Raven, 
clearly a fan of George Hunt.  
 “That Franz Boas, will probably get all the credit again,” said Ra-
ven, wanting to give the kids some heads up about what was going 
on.
 Anisalaga commented, “Now Raven, the important thing is, that 
these events are properly documented.  I believe the more people 
know about our culture, the stronger we will all be.  You know it is 
my desire to see peace and harmony amongst all our nations,” said 
Anisalaga. 
 Raven nodded in complete agreement. 
 “Honestly, though, it is not always smooth sailing.  If it weren’t 
for the brave individuals here at Txasis, I don’t know what might hap-
pen.  It hasn’t been easy dealing with that Indian Act and those brutal 
anti-potlatching laws. So, remember to pay attention to everything 
that is going on.  And Raven, keep everyone safe!” said Anisalaga. 
 Raven, and the kids looked out toward the beach.  The bay was 
now filled with almost a hundred canoes that had come from com-
munities up and down the coast of British Columbia.   The sounds 
and sights were breath-taking!  This event was unlike any “party” the 
young people had ever experienced. 
 Ethan, Ari and Nicole knew that they were witnessing something 
very special.  Even babies and toddlers were dressed in beautiful rega-
lia. Colour and sound drenched the Salish Sea. 
 Anisalaga turned to Raven and with a worried expression said, 
“Oh Rhwa’wina, there are so many visitors. I hope I will be ready.” 
 “I haven’t finished Elizabeth’s Chilkat blanket.  I need to attend to 
all sorts of details before the pole is raised up.  My heavens!  You know 
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me . . . the great organizer.  If something needs to get done, Robert 
and the whole community come to me,” she said heading toward the 
beach, wondering if she had taken on too much. 
 Before she left to meet with her son, she turned to address Raven 
and the children.
 “I am happy to have you here to witness the raising of the David 
Hunt pole. We will need you to help with the ropes. The pole is over 
sixty feet tall and extremely heavy. I will announce the traditional 
name of the pole after I sing my clan’s song about a raven.   
 Ethan stepped forward. “We can help you Anisalaga.  It will be an 
honour, and we appreciate you for welcoming us.”
 “Rhwa’wina, I have to meet Charlie James.  He is putting the fi-
nal touches on the pole’s top crest.   Make sure you stay close together 
and do not let the kids wander off into the forest.  You must warn 
them about Tsonequa.  The last thing we need is for our time travelers 
to get lost in the forest and have a run in with that nasty and smelly 
Wild Woman. We don’t want to frighten your time-traveling friends, 
now do we Rhwa’wina?”
 “Don’t worry Anisalga. I know some folks think I am easily dis-
tracted but I promise I won’t let these kids out of my sight,” answered 
Raven as he watched Anisalaga walk toward a cedar plank houses 
decorated with a raven/thunderbird being painted in a huge circle. 
 “Raven, this is so cool! Is Anisalaga the only one who can see us?” 
asked Nicole.  
 “Hard to say.  It seems some of the people can see you, and oth-
ers can’t.  The important thing to remember is that we should stick 
together. And for goodness sake, do not go into the forest.”
 Ethan, Ari and Nicole didn’t hear Raven’s last few words.  The 
noise from the drumming and welcome dances made it impossible to 
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 hear.  They ran toward the beach to watch as Chiefs and their families 
disembarked from their canoes.  Ari and Nicole couldn’t help making 
ooo and ahh sounds as the watched three adorably cute toddlers wad-
dle up the beach.
 “Anasilaga has brought everyone together. It is a gathering of Na-
tions right here on Vancouver Island.  Anisalga’s relatives from Ton-
gass, her adopted Kwawaka’wakw elders and chiefs from Hope Island 
and Alert Bay, the Nuu- chah-nulth from the West Coast of Vancou-
ver Island, and the Coast Salish are all here,” said Raven.  
 “Look at that steamboat that just anchored,” said Nicole.
 “I bet that boat belongs to one of the Hudson Bay Company boss-
es,” said Ethan as he took in the sight of fifty or more people looking 
toward the shore while standing on the top deck of the steamboat.  
 “WOW! I heard that a potlatch brings people together, but this is 
absolutely awesome!  What a sight! Raven you could not have picked 
a better time for us to visit,” said Ari.
 “This is a trip of a lifetime.  Everything is beyond cool!” said Ni-
cole. 
 The three visitors had a hard time deciding what to look at or 
where to go next.  Hundreds of blankets were piled in towering 
stacks. Some of the piles were twenty feet high. Carved wooden 
bowls, countless masks, hundreds of silver carved bracelets threaded 
on huge sticks planted in the sand were visible for all to admire.  Fifty 
oak dressers with attached ornate mirrors were lined up along the side 
of a wide cedar plank home ready to be given away. Everything was 
going to be given away. It is the way of the people as it has been from 
time immemorial. 
 Raven guided the kids away from the midden beach and up 
toward the row of cedar houses.  He brought the time travelers to 
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Charles James’ house that was decorated with a painted thunderbird 
inside a huge circle.
 They quietly watched as he applied the final brush strokes to the 
majestic pole that still lay on the ground.  Charles was happy to ex-
plain the importance of the six crests he had so expertly carved into 
the massive red cedar log. 
 Ari wanted to know more about the style and forms he was using. 
He told the children he was a Kwaguilth carver but was free to create 
a pole reflecting Tlingit and Kwakwaka’wakw styles; thereby promot-
ing understanding between the two nations.
 It didn’t take long for the wide-eyed visitors from another time 
and place to recognize the Hunt pole looked a lot like their dear 
friend, Shoop.  
 Nicole was the first to comment.  
 “Hey, look!  Shoop has the same crests as this David Hunt Pole!” 
she said bending down to take a closer look at the familiar images.
 “You’re right Nicole,” chimed Ethan. “This pole even has the Hok 
Hok crest’s same beak.  
 “And the grizzly, and the man holding the frog, and the killer 
whale crests are just like Shoop’s” said Ari, as she noted that even the 
colours Charlie was applying, were just like Shoop’s. 
 “I am creating a replica of the memorial pole that was stolen from 
Anisalaga’s mother’s gravesite. Did you know Anisalaga comes from a 
high-ranking family?”  asked Charlie in a friendly tone.  
 Charlie James had no idea who this “Shoop” character was, or 
why the boy and the two girls were wearing such odd shoes, but he 
was too polite to ask questions. 
 “Shoop is so royalty!” beamed Ari as the group made their way up 
toward the second row of cedar plank buildings.    
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  Ethan soon found George Hunt and Franz Boas.  They were busy 
making a documentary.   
 Ethan observed quietly as George Hunt and Boas recorded the 
Chiefs as they delivered important speeches.  George was writing 
down every word spoken in Kwak’wala using the phonetic system he 
had invented.   He also translated the words from Nuu-chuh-nulth 
and Hul’quimi’num chiefs with ease and confidence. 
 “Ethan did you read about George Hunt assisting Edward Curtis 
when he made that famous film on Deer Island? Remember the film 
we saw when we went to The BC Royal Museum in Victoria with 
Grandma?” asked Ari.
 “Of course, I remember. After I saw that film, I decided I wanted 
to make documentary films when I grow up,” answered Ethan, un-
able to take his eyes off these two remarkable men. 
 Ethan paid close attention to the way George asked his questions 
and noticed how he encouraged the guests to share their stories. After 
the recordings were finished, George took time to talk with Ethan.
 George guided them toward a group of woman and children sit-
ting in a circle. As they walked, Ethan announced he wanted to be 
just like George when he grew up. George shook Ethan’s hand and 
announced that he had to get back to work. 
 This adventure was turning out to be a learning opportunity that 
would influence later choices in each of their lives.
 “George says all the attention goes to the men, but the women are 
the keepers of much of the traditional knowledge,” said Ethan, eager 
to share what George had told him with Ari and Nicole.
 “He told me that his wife, Lily, has hundreds of stories and songs 
that belong to her family.  She also knows about medicinal plants and 
she has the best clam recipes. 
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  Ethan couldn’t stop talking about George Hunt. It was as if he 
had just met a famous movie star. 
 “George is making one radical, awesome film. And there isn’t a 
digital camera or any internet to help him do it.  It’s amazing!  I can’t 
wait to tell my friends about this.  It’s like the world’s first music and 
dance video ever created.”
 Nicole called Ari and Ethan to join the storyteller named Lucy 
Homikanis, a high-ranking woman from Hope Island. Although the 
story was being told in Kwak’wala, Nicole recognized that the story 
was about that frightening Wild Woman, Tsonequa.
 Nicole asked Lucy to tell her about the Sisiutl crest that was 
carved at base of Shoop. She had always wondered what it was 
all about. 
 “Oh, you are talking about the Two Headed Serpent.  That story 
has been told since time immemorial. It’s all about good and bad 
luck.  Stories and teachings are carried in the wind, the waters and the 
trees of our territory. Sometimes the stories live in the poles Charlie 
carves.” said Lucy, impressed that the young settlers knew so much 
about her family’s stories.  
 Ari, Ethan and Nicole thanked Lucy for sharing, and returned 
to the horizontal totem pole that Charlie James had now complet-
ed.  Hundreds of people were gathered for the “raising up” ceremony.  
Ethan, Ari and Nicole grabbed three ropes attached to the magnifi-
cent painted pole. 
 Anisalaga called out to the huge gathering, “Is everyone ready?” 
 The crowd cheered and then the entire community began to 
heave and pull the heavy cedar bark ropes.  
 “OMG, we are helping to raise a Hunt Family Crest Pole!” whis-
pered Nicole to Ari, while pulling as hard as she could.  
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  Once the pole was raised up, Anisalaga delivered a powerful wel-
come speech.  She told the crowd about her ancestors. She predicted 
the pole will bring nations together.
 Ethan thought he noticed Anisalaga nodding to the three of 
them. 
 She explained the pole acknowledged her family’s Tlingit heritage, 
as well as the Kwakwaka’wakw Nation. As she held a raven feather 
outward to the crowd, she looked upward and gazed at the totem’s 
carved crests. She explained that the great carver, Charles James, pat-
terned this pole after the one raised in remembrance of her mother. 
She talked about the important history and knowledge carried in the 
pole. She raised her hands in thanks to all her visitors for witnessing 
this important event.     
 Then Anisalaga began to sing her song.  It spoke of her connec-
tions to the Raven clan.  
 The song was melodic, and the strong slow drumbeat seeped into 
the children’s bones. They each experienced a feeling of intense joy as 
they listened.  The song seemed so familiar. 
 “Oh rats!  Rats!” squealed Ari as she felt a sudden jerking force 
move her up and over the crowd.  She heard Nicole and Ethan’s 
squeals. 
 They were on their way back to Bastion Bay.  Their adventure in 
space-time travel had come to its conclusion.  

***

Dana, and Nicole’s grandparents, Doug and Mary, were outside the 
store enjoying cool drinks. They noticed their grandchildren ap-
proaching. 
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 “Hello kids.  Good to see you are taking a break from those com-
puters.  You’ve been working hard to get ready for the meeting,” said 
Dana.
 “We were just saying how proud we are of the work you are do-
ing.  Those strata members are going to learn a lot,” said Mary, beam-
ing with pride. 
 Dana noticed that the kids were each holding a large, jet-black ra-
ven feather. It also occurred to her that they looked rather disheveled.  
 Later when Dana and the kids headed back toward the canoe, 
she asked Ethan and Ari if Shoop had kept his promise about NOT 
taking them on a time-travel adventure.
 “Oh yes, Grandma, Shoop was true to his promise.  He respects 
your rule,” answered Ethan looking toward Ari with a smile. 
 Their conversation was suddenly interrupted by a series of glok- 
gloks and loud guttural calls.  
 “Raven seems to be in a chatty mood, “said Dana. 
 Ethan was the first to respond.  
 “You know Raven. He is probably babbling on and on about 
solving a difficult math equation.  He loves to brag about how smart 
he is.” 
 “I have to agree.  Raven is certainly the smartest bird I ever met,” 
said Dana, wondering why the kids were laughing. She decided not 
to ask any questions. The three of them had been busy working to 
prepare for the Strata meeting for hours on end. It was the first time 
in a long while that she noticed smiles on their faces.  
 Hearing their laughter again, was like music.  
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The banquet room was filled to capacity. Dana, Ethan, Ari and Nicole 
were not invited to the meeting. They came any way. They might 
not get to stay. Gary was being hard-nosed and closed-minded. He 
claimed that anyone not eligible to vote, didn’t have a reason to at-
tend. He had decided the members didn’t need outsiders giving their 
opinions. This meeting was all about making business decisions. Ac-
cording to him, artistic, sentimental, or historical information about 
the totem pole just a waste of time.
 Dana and the kids chose to ignore Gary’s cold stare as they made 
their way into the stuffy, cramped banquet room. They sat in the 
front row. They had arrived with important information and had ev-
ery intention of sharing it with Strata 46 members.
 Gary got the meeting started right on time. 
 “Hi everyone. Gary Dodd here. Most of you know me. I’m the 
president of our Strata Council. Thank you for coming to the meet-
ing on short notice. I sent out a letter explaining that we need to 
decide about the Hunt Family Crest Pole. Just in case snail mail didn’t 
reach your mailbox, I will take a few minutes to review what was in 
the letter.”
 The crowd finally settled. Gary pleased that he had the attention 
of the entire room began his speech.
 “As you know, each member of Strata K46 owns a part of the to-
tem pole. Many of you have enjoyed looking at our colourful painted 
sign since Totem Pole Resort and Marina resort was first established 
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in 1973”
 A faint murmur could be heard, as some members identified 
themselves as long time members. 
 “Now that was quite a few years ago,” continued Gary, “and truth 
be told, the pole is showing its age. Serious damage has occurred 
since John Livingston completed restoration work in 1988. Now, we 
are finding extensive rot in the wood.   Parts are actually falling off. 
Members have come to me worried that the totem pole might be a 
liability.” Gary paused for a moment, so the group could process the 
bad news.
 Tony White, a lawyer and Strata member, sat forward in his 
chair. He stood up and took over the microphone, ready to add 
his expertise. 
 “This got me thinking. What if the pole came crashing down? 
And what if that giant totem pole landed on one of your cabins? We 
sure don’t want anyone getting hurt. It is time to take some serious 
action before an unfortunate incident occurs,” informed Tony, paus-
ing once more to give the audience a chance to take in his dramatic 
introduction. 
 “I agree with Gary, said Tony as he looked out to address the 
crowd.  “People should pay attention. Law suits can be pricey.” 
 Ernie was first to respond. “Hold on folks! Can it be as bad as you 
say? I am no expert, but the pole looks good to me. I don’t think I am 
alone in saying that many of are very attached to our beautiful totem 
pole.  There has got to be a way to fix these problems.”
 Gary’s response was immediate. “Looking good is not the issue, 
Ernie. That big old hunk of cedar is falling apart. Insects and birds 
chew and peck away all summer long. I counted 40 significant holes 
and cracks.” Gary seemed to puff up with self-importance.
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  Before he could reveal his long list of troubles associated with 
Shoop, Ernie had more to say. 
 “Now, Gary, you know we have had to fix cracks and woodpecker 
damage over the years. It isn’t rocket science. All we have to do is find 
some members with basic carpentry skills and the problem is solved.” 
Nancy White from cabin 28 came to the front of the room. “There’s 
more to it than just cracks, Ernie. I have heard from a reliable source 
that the raven’s beak has been damaged, and the ear of the eagle fell 
off during last winter’s storm.”
 Gary liked the sound of this. “You heard right, Nancy. And there 
is more bad news. The original repairs made to splice the pole togeth-
er after they drug it up from the bottom of the creek near Suicide Hill 
back in 73, requires some serious welding work. The pole is consid-
ered by experts to be structurally weak.”
 Gary’s wife took her turn adding to the list of doom and gloom. 
“There is lichen and moss that has to be removed by hand. It’s not 
a hard job, but it is tedious. All traces of mildew must be dealt with 
before new paint is applied. And don’t get me started about the 
damage caused from the osprey nest that sat on top of the pole for 
over twenty years.”
 The mention of the famous “Totem Topper” got everyone talking.
 Gary’s wife continued despite the chatter and laughter.
 “The mess those birds made with their droppings is something I 
won’t go into detail about. I will leave it up to your imagination. We 
were lucky the windstorm blew the nest down. That thing must have 
weighed in at five hundred pounds. Just think of the strain it put on 
the pole over the years. It’s amazing the thing is still standing!” 
 The discussion about Shoop’s famous nest got everyone talking 
and sharing stories about the pole. Families arriving at the lake would 
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try to predict if the ospreys, eagles or the crazy Canada Goose would 
establish residency at the top of the massive structure. The nest was 
the size of a small bedroom. 
 Nicole’s grandmother, Mary Armstrong, walked up to the front 
of the room to address the group.
 “Well Gary, I for one, was sad to hear about the nest coming 
down. Don’t you remember the kerfuffle when the osprey chased the 
family of geese from the nest? That was one gutsy Canada Goose! 
Why she thought her, and hubby would get away with raising chicks 
at the top of a totem pole, I will never know.”
 The audience immediately started to share stories and memories 
of the humungous nest.
 “And what about the tour boat operators who brought tourists 
past the resort all summer to gawk at the nest,” continued Mary.  “I 
am with Ernie. I like our totem pole. There has to be a solution.”
 Everyone knew Mary was an avid birder. She could tell you 
where all the eagle and osprey nests were located throughout the 
Shuswap area. Now she wondered if the nest was really brought 
down by a storm. 
 Gary was starting to look annoyed. The meeting was going side-
ways. He stood up to take control and establish order. 
 “Thank you, Mary for your comments. However, you can rem-
inisce all you want about the good old days, but I am here to tell 
you that the looky-loos in those tourist boats don’t pay the bills. The 
owners of this resort asked me to give you the estimated budget for 
the repairs required to get the totem pole patched up and safe again. 
It ain’t cheap. You will need deep pockets if you think you can keep 
that big totem pole from coming down.” Gary was confident his next 
point would seal the deal and they could vote and get back to the lake 
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 for a swim. 
 “And there is one more thing you should know, “he said.   
“The pole takes up a lot of valuable real estate that could be used 
to bring more money into this operation. We all know, extra reve-
nue means your yearly strata fees would go down. If the pole was 
removed, the land could be used for more parking spaces or an 
improved boat ramp.”
 Gary gathered his papers and turned to face his good friend, Jack. 
 “I have held the floor long enough. I will now pass the micro-
phone to Jack Young. He has been working on your behalf for several 
weeks. I think you are going to like what he has to say. Jack, the floor 
is all yours.” Gary signaled for Jack to come to the front. 
 Nicole poked Ethan. “Jack owns that fancy house that looks like 
a hotel right next to the creek,” she whispered. 
 “Hello, I think everyone knows me . . . Jack Young. Lot 89. I will 
be brief and to the point. I have crunched the numbers and I think 
you are going to like what you hear. Every strata member can realize 
a maximum return if we, not only bring the pole down, but cut the 
pole into pieces,” he said without a hint of emotion.
 Jack’s words brought an immediate gasp from the group. “Settle 
down folks. I am just the messenger. I’ve done the math and the num-
bers speak for themselves. That pole is worth a lot of money.” 
 “How do you even go about selling a totem pole?” asked a mem-
ber from the back row. 
 “Every one of the totem pole’s crests is recognized in the art 
world. And of course, anything carved by the famous Henry Hunt is 
a highly valued piece of artwork. Turns out our pole also depicts two 
of Henry Hunt’s mother’s oral narratives. She is from the Kwakwa-
ka’wakw Nation on Vancouver Island. If we market each part of the 
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pole as a separate piece and make a sale to the right museum or art 
gallery, we could see some good money.” 
 He decided to wrap up his comments. It was obvious the crowd 
was interested, if not slightly agitated by his remarks. 
 “Jim Jepson here. Thank you, Gary and Jack for doing the re-
search for this meeting. I had no idea the totem pole was considered 
a liability. And after what I heard about the condition of the pole, I 
have a feeling the restoration bill will run high. And we all know these 
things always cost more than you budget for,” stated Jim, waiting for 
the room to quiet before proceeding.
 “Some of us are going through tough times and we don’t need any 
more bills. I am with Gary and Jack. I plan to vote to bring down that 
big old rotting giant. I encourage all of you to do the same.” 
 Gary quickly got to his feet. He saw his opportunity to wrap the 
meeting up.
 “Thanks for that Jim. I am sure many of the members agree with 
you. So, now that all the facts have been presented, I don’t think we 
need to spend more time in this stuffy room. Let’s get things moving 
along. Will someone make a motion to address this dangerous situa-
tion? The sooner we vote, the sooner we can get back to the beach and 
enjoy the summer weather.”
 Gary turned his back to the crowd and prepared to start the vot-
ing process. 
 “Just hold your horses there Gary. Doug Armstrong-here-cabin 
22. I have something to say.”
 Dr. Armstrong took the mike from Gary. 
 “My family is more than just ‘fond’ of that big totem pole. I don’t 
mind saying to all of you that the reason we decided to buy our cabin 
here at Bastion Bay was because of the totem pole. 
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  We were on a summer road trip and decided to take in the view 
at a rest stop just southwest of Sicamous. That’s when I noticed it. 
 Even though we were looking across four miles of Shuswap Lake 
to Bastion Bay, I spotted the pole. I had to check it out. We headed 
down the Trans Canada to the Sunny Brae turn off. It took us a while. 
The road was dusty and full of potholes and hairpin turns. When we 
finally arrived and climbed out to take in the sight we came to see, it 
was more than worth it.
 I will never forget that day my family first stood in awe looking 
at the magnificent work of art. After spending time taking it all in, I 
looked up the hill, by the parking lot, I noticed one of the cabins had 
a for sale sign hanging in the window. Right then and there, I decided 
to buy the cabin. 
 “Doug, “interrupted Gary, “Thank you for your memories, but 
unless you have a motion to make we should move this meeting 
along.” 
 The good doctor wasn’t finished. He simply ignored Gary’s obvi-
ous discomfort and foul expression. He continued with what he had 
come to say. 
 “The luminous colours - the unbelievable height of it –the splen-
did forms, so expertly and perfectly balanced. A true gift from our 
First Nations artists. What a jewel! We are lucky it stands on the 
shores of Shuswap Lake. My whole family is connected to this pole 
and we appreciate its beauty and grace every single day. We have made 
it our mission to learn the history of the pole. I encourage every one 
of you to do the same. It is fascinating. 
 Gary made a move to retrieve the microphone and take control 
of the meeting. Doug would have no part of it. He now delivered his 
comments in a loud and passionate tone. 
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 “I have to say that your proposal to destroy the pole strikes me as 
just plain, offensive! It disrespectful to treat this majestic example of 
Indigenous Pacific Northwest Coast art in such a callous and com-
mercial manner. We should not rush this decision. I am pretty sure 
I am not the only voting member who has a fondness for our totem 
pole.” 
 Gary was quick to respond.  “Doug, like I said a few minutes 
ago, magnificent art or not, it is going to take a truckload of cash to 
repair the pole and prevent it from crashing down on your roof after 
the next storm. The estimates we have so far are as high as twenty-five 
thousand. That is over a thousand dollars for every member. Fond 
memories and art appreciation don’t pay the bills.”
 The room instantly filled with chatter. Gary continued despite 
the noise level.
 “So, unless anyone else has something to say . . . let’s get things 
moving along here and vote,” stated Gary, now not even bothering to 
try to hide his contempt for Doug Armstrong’s comments. 
 Dana realized this was the moment she had to stand up and speak. 
She bolted to the front of the room and took the mike from Gary. 
 “Dana Wilson here. I am not a member of Strata K46, but I 
would appreciate you allowing my grandchildren Ethan and Ari and 
Dr. Armstrong’s granddaughter, Nicole, to express their opinions re-
garding the totem pole.” 
 Instantly, Gary was back up to the front of the room. He wasn’t 
about to allow this nonsense. The meeting was not open to outsiders 
and grandchild or not, only voting members would be allowed to 
take the floor. 
 “For goodness sake,” Gary called out. “I see nothing on the agen-
da about a presentation from school kids. Doug, I am sure you know 



136

SHOOP’S SONG

 that your granddaughter does not have a vote. And not to be rude, 
but the Wilson family’s opinions on this issue are not relevant. It is 
time to vote.”
 The room was filled with tension. Doug Armstrong took the mi-
crophone once again. 
 “Folks, what’s the rush? We all know who can vote and who can’t. 
But I think Dana and the kids have important points to make and 
I would like to hear what they have to say. I want to say once again 
that we should acknowledge the fact that our totem pole is import-
ant… and not just to members.  The entire community of the North 
Shuswap has come to admire and appreciate our totem pole.  I would 
personally like to research possible alternatives. This is a big decision. 
I want to consider all sides of this issue before I vote. Is anyone else 
with me?”
 Much to Gary’s surprise, a member quickly made a motion to 
meet next week for the purpose of exploring possible options avail-
able to the strata Council regarding their totem pole. The motion 
passed, but just barely. 
 Dana and the kids knew this was a sweet victory. They didn’t get 
an opportunity to speak, but they now had time to prepare.  And 
Doug had presented them with a powerful new idea. Maybe the com-
munity could make a difference and shift enough of the strata mem-
bers thinking. 
 Hard work, discipline, and focus would be required.  But would 
it be enough? Was Team Shoop up to the challenge? 
 If they were going to save Shoop, they had a lot to do.  
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Raven’s deluxe guided tour back to Fort Rupert, circa the late 1880’s, 
provided the three young researchers just the energy and enthusiasm 
they needed to continue with their daunting task of Saving Shoop.
 Ethan, who often thought of himself as a good athlete, but a 
terrible student, now couldn’t wait to read complicated papers and 
research.  He happily spent hours on Doug Armstrong’s comput-
er. Some of the articles were confusing, but he didn’t give up. Even 
though reading wasn’t his best subject and his spelling was terrible, he 
didn’t want to let Team Shoop down. 
 Ari, always the teacher’s pet, had plenty of confidence. She was 
an excellent reader and was very good at getting her ideas down on 
paper.  She came up with the idea of distributing an information 
pamphlet. She created visually pleasing graphics and wrote perfectly 
crafted persuasive arguments, convincing the reader to attend a meet-
ing and save Shoop.
 The problem was that they only had a few days to distribute the 
pamphlets. Doug took the kids to town in his motor boat, but they 
soon ran out time and pamphlets. 
 Nicole completed sketches and water colour paintings of Shoop. 
They were featured on her posters advertising the date, time and place 
for the “Save the Shuswap Hunt Family Crest Totem Pole” 
information meeting. They had no idea how many, if any, would 
attend. Mary Armstrong helped the kids out by placing her grand-
daughter’s poster in the local newspapers. Would the people come to 
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 the meeting?  Would the community care? 
 Team Shoop worked from morning till night. The information 
chiseled into every fiber of Henry Hunt’s masterpiece they all called 
Shoop was explored and researched.  Newly learned facts led to the 
conclusion that the totem pole was a conduit to a world of narra-
tives, mythical creatures, important events, land rights, and a com-
plete record of the Hunt family’s ownership of each crest. The U’mista 
Cultural Centre on Vancouver Island, and the Royal BC Museum 
in Victoria were generous with their time and encouragement. Si-
mon Fraser University professors directed the team to videos about 
the ancient village of Txasis and the historic Fort Rupert posted on 
YouTube. Ethan had contacted John Livingston and learned some 
important facts about what it takes to restore a totem pole.
 Their journey was exciting. Learning about residential schools, 
anti-potlatching laws, and the devastating effects of colonization got 
them talking and asking difficult questions. Raven’s idea to take them 
on a little travel break made a big difference. Since they returned, 
learning about history didn’t overwhelm them.  It didn’t even feel like 
work.  Learning was fun and motivating. 
 But could they present their findings in a way to change people’s 
attitudes? Would it be enough to save Shoop? Was it possible to stand 
up to Gary and the strata members who calculated Shoop’s value only 
in dollars and cents? 
 Ari was the first to voice this concern only a day before the meeting.
 “You know we just might be fooling ourselves if we think we 
can change people’s thinking,” she said.  “We are just kids who love 
Shoop.  “A lot of the people who are going to vote only care about 
how much money they can make from selling Shoop.” 
 “I have thought the same thing,” admitted Nicole. “Most of the 
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people at that meeting would probably just laugh if we explained that 
the totem pole, they think is theirs, can not be owned by anyone. You 
can’t sell a respected chief.  The only people that have the right to say 
what happens to Shoop is the Hunt family.”
 Ethan’s comment really made them think.
 The more they learned; the more complex the situation became.
 They realized that their biggest challenge was finding a way to 
present their hard work in a way that changed the voters mind about 
chopping Shoop into pieces.  They had to stay focussed.  The wrong 
approach could result in failure.
 Time flew. Ready or not, the meeting date was upon them. 
 Dana, the Armstrong family, and the kids gathered up charts, 
pamphlets, mini-reports, historical photos, and newspaper clippings. 
They contacted community leaders and business people to remind 
them to come to the meeting. 
 Team Shoop was so ready and eager to get started they arrived 
two hours before the meeting was scheduled to begin so they could 
arrange the materials and do a final rehearsal. Shoop’s fate was in their 
hands. It was up to them. 
 At two o’clock, Gary arrived with the meeting’s agenda in 
his hand. The room filled quickly to capacity. Extra chairs were 
brought in. 
 When everyone was seated, Gary tested the microphone, then 
announced, “Let’s bring this meeting to order.”
 The room became quiet.
 “Our agenda has only one item and as you all know that we have 
gathered here to decide if we will sell or restore our totem pole.  Those 
who wish to present alternate ideas about how to deal with our aging 
pole are welcome to come forward.  However, the allotted time for 
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 the information and sharing portion of this meeting will be limited 
to twenty minutes. Voting will follow. The banquet room is booked 
for a wedding reception right after the vote. We must be out of here 
on time folks, so let’s get started.” 
 Ari was the first to figure out that Gary’s announcement spelled 
disaster. The team had enough material to make a full-length docu-
mentary movie. They had no idea that their time would be so limited!  
Fifteen minutes would barely get them into the first section of their 
carefully organized arguments. This couldn’t be any worse.  
 After the mayor from Sicamous, and a group of businsess men 
made short but effective arguments in favour of restoring Shoop. 
Now it was their turn.
 Team Shoop looked desperately to Dana for direction. She quick-
ly made the only decision available.  Each of their presentation would 
have to be limited to to one essential point.  It was up to them to 
choose the big-ticket item they wanted to showcase, but the bottom 
line was they were limited to five minutes each—no exceptions. She 
told them that she would signal when their time was up. This left 
only a few minutes for questions before the vote was taken.
 It was the best plan, given the ridiculous situation. How can you 
save a totem pole in twenty minutes? They had to try. 
 Dana led the presentation by introducing the group.
 My name is Dana. I am Don Wilson’s daughter. We have had 
our cabin on Crescent Beach just around the bay from here since the 
mid-sixties. My grandkids and Dr. Armstrong’s granddaughter have 
prepared a short presentation. It is our hope the Strata K46 members, 
along with the many community members who have joined us today, 
will find a way to work together and save the magnificent Shuswap 
Hunt Family Totem Pole. 
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 Dana quickly passed the microphone to Ari. 
 “Hello. My name is Arianna. I am in Grade six. I learned a lot 
of history just by studying about Shoop. Here is what I am talking 
about. Did you know that Shoop has a mother pole? He is almost an 
exact replica of a pole raised up to honour an important Tlingit no-
blewoman from Tongass, Alaska.  She drowned in the Nass River in 
1857. That pole is super famous because some Seattle business men 
thought a totem pole would look nice in a park they just made. They 
travelled in a yacht all the way to the southern shores of Alaska. They 
noticed a village with dozens of fine totem poles. When they got out 
and checked things out, nobody was around because everyone was 
away fishing. The men snooped around. When they saw the chief ’s 
wife’s memorial pole they thought it was the finest totem they had 
ever seen. They cut it down. They stole it from her grave site and took 
it back to Seattle. 
 Turns out some boys who were playing in the village and saw the 
guys chop the totem pole down. Soon the governor was contacted by 
the furious Tlingit Nation. This all happened in 1899 after the Amer-
icans bought Alaska from the Russian government. The governor had 
to pay a big fine for this horrible crime. You can still see a replica of 
that pole in Seattle standing in Pioneer Park. That pole is the Mother 
Pole of four Hunt Family Crest poles that were carved over the next 
150 years. All you have to do is take a good look and you will see that 
our Shuswap Hunt Pole and that famous pole in Seattle are related. 
Our pole has royal connections. 
 I learned a lot of things about Alaska and Russia and Seattle and it 
was really cool. My grandmother says totem poles make great teach-
ers. They carry a lot of history. We should respect totem poles. We 
should save Shoop because he is carries important history.”
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  Dana was right there with the dreaded signal. Ari’s time was up. 
She was devastated. She wanted to use her persuasive argument para-
graphs to convince the audience that understanding the information 
a pole carries means that we acknowledge important First Nations 
contributions, and this builds good relationships.  She had learned so 
much and now it was all for nothing. 
 She reluctantly handed the microphone to Nicole. 
 “Hi. I am Nicole. I am Doug Armstrong’s granddaughter. My 
mom is a teacher and my dad runs a literacy centre in Edmonton. I 
like to read and draw. When I come to the lake I like to study Shoop’s 
six crests. Each crest holds important knowledge and information 
about a woman named Anisalga. I learned that the Tlingit family 
crest that is at the very top of Shoop is called Rhwa’wana which 
means Raven. You might have heard about a story where Raven puts 
the stolen sun back up in the sky. Each family owns their stories and 
each story comes right from the land. I searched and searched to see if 
I could find a raven story from the Nass River where the mother pole 
came from. I found one that was shared by an Elder from the Nass in 
1899. It was so cool. If we respectfully asked the Hunt family, they 
might share the stories that are represented on our totem pole. 
 That would be awesome. I think all kids in Canada should get to 
know traditional stories. They are gifts from the Elders and we should 
be thankful when they are shared. I think a Totem poles is like a sto-
ryteller. All you have to do is take the time to listen. Please save our 
Shuswap Hunt Pole. He is an important storyteller.”
 Nicole looked out at the audience. She sensed they were interest-
ed and wanted to hear more. She was so involved in delivering her 
ideas she hadn’t noticed Dana giving her the signal to wrap up her 
presentation. She had gone a minute over her time. Now they were 
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behind schedule. 
 Ethan took the microphone. Now he didn’t even have five min-
utes.  What would he choose to say? It was their last chance to con-
vince the voters. 
 “My name is Ethan. I am in Grade Seven. I am not the best 
student. I’m better at hockey and basketball, so I hope I don’t make 
any mistakes. I have worked hard to learn about Charlie James and 
Mungo Martin. Some say these two men saved the art of totem poles. 
Even though they might have gone to jail because of the anti-pot-
latching laws, they kept on carving. They were determined to keep 
their culture strong. These two important artists taught Henry Hunt 
how to carve. Henry was the man who designed and carved our beau-
tiful pole. We are very lucky to have such important art standing and 
looking out over the shores of our lake. My grandmother taught me 
to thank the Kwakwaka’wakw Nation for their important contribu-
tions to Canada. Saving the Hunt Pole will show that we value and 
respect all First Nation’s art. It will be our way to acknowledge the 
huge contributions our First Nations have made in the past and to-
day.”
 Ethan looked at his grandmother who was signaling him that his 
time was up. He decided to ignore his grandmother and continue.
 “I have something else that is important to tell you. I was able to 
talk to Mr. Livingston. Mr. Livingston worked with Henry Hunt to 
carve Shoop in 1973. He says Shoop can be restored to his original 
condition. It will take some work, but it is possible. He said he would 
be happy to work with the people in this community. They can help 
him do some of the work and this would keep the costs down. I think 
everyone wants to save our totem pole. He gives a lot back to this 
community. A totem pole is like an important chief who brings peo-
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 ple together. You just have to get to know him. Let’s work together to 
save Shoop.” 
 Dana, once again, signaled that Ethan was out of time.  He decid-
ed to say one last thing. 
 “We are just kids, but we want to tell you many people love the 
totem pole that we call Shoop.  Please don’t cut him down. It would 
be like chopping down our friend. We can help Mr. Livingston 
do some of the work. We can have bottle drives to get money. My 
school made over five hundred dollars collecting bottles. Seriously, 
the kids around here will help. You just have to give us a chance,” 
said Ethan as he looked around the room. He couldn’t tell what they 
were thinking. 
 “Well, I guess I have run out of time. Thank you for letting me 
and sister and Nicole talk to you. Please vote to save Shoop, I mean, 
the Shuswap Hunt Crest Totem pole.”
 Gary sprang from his chair. He took the microphone from 
Ethan. 
 “We are running behind schedule. I must remind you, we do 
not have much time before the wedding party arrives.” He asked for 
a motion. 
 Doug Armstrong approached Gary. They shared a few words pri-
vately. Doug took the mike from Gary and addressed the group. 
 “Doug Armstrong here.  Before we rush into anything, I want to 
say that these kids have really impressed me. It seems to me if they are 
willing to fundraise to save our totem pole, I have to ask, why can’t 
we do the same thing?”
 Gary scoffed at this idea. He called out from his chair in the 
front row. 
 “What are you talking about Doug? We need a whole lot more 



145

 

The Vote

cash than you can raise with bottle drives and bake sales. We are 
talking almost twenty-five thousand dollars, just for the cranes and 
the scaffolding. I know your heart is in the right place, but we have to 
be realistic.”
 Next Jim Jepson stepped up and took the microphone from Gary.
 “I agree with Doug. I think we could bring the costs of the resto-
ration down if we all pitched in. There are over one hundred people 
at this meeting. If we all decided to do a part, even if it is a small part; 
just think of what we could accomplish. I would be happy to organize 
work parties.” 
 Now a lot of chatter filled the room. People started to call out. 
One after another the strata members, local business owners, and 
people from all areas of Shuswap Lake came forward with suggestions 
about how they would help with the restorations. 
 “My restaurant will provide folks with good food,” added some-
one from the middle row. 
 “I own a paint store in town and I will order in any paint John 
Livingston wants for the restoration.” 
 “You can count on me to provide the scaffolding and a crane. 
And I have a good friend who will rent us his telescopic boom so that 
Livingston can work on repairing “Hok Hok’s beak.”   
 “I own a hardware store in Salmon Arm. I’ll donate epoxy to fill 
all those holes made by the woodpeckers. Heck just make a list of 
anything you need.” 
 Jack Young walked to the front of the room.  Ethan was worried 
about what he was going to say. 
 Jack looked directly at Ari, Ethan and Nicole.  
 “I have to say these kids have turned my opinion right around. 
I now have to admit to you that my attitude was small minded. It’s 
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 clear to me that when you take the time to learn about something, it 
improves your ability to make a good decision. I am going to vote we 
save Shoop. It is the right thing to do. 
 How many people get to participate in saving a pole as important 
as ours? We can do this, folks. It just isn’t right to sell a totem pole. 
Think about the legacy we will be providing for our kids and grand-
kids, the children who attend our local schools, our community. . . 
and hey, the whole damn world will benefit and thank us for taking 
such good care of this world class treasure.” He paused before making 
his final statement.  
 “Like I said, folks, it’s the right thing to do.  Let’s all work togeth-
er and save this great big painted pole of ours.”   
 Doug asked the group, “So are we ready to vote to save the 
Totem Pole?”
 Gary quickly approached the front.  Dana dreaded hearing his 
negative comments. She was surprised to hear what he had to say.
 “Oh, for goodness sake, I have to admit, you’ve convinced even 
me,” he said with a slight smile. 
 Someone called from the back of the room, “I move we form a 
committee dedicated to the restoration of the Shuswap Hunt Family 
Totem Pole”.
 “I second it,” said Doug Armstrong.
 “All in favour?
 Gary looked out at the crowded room. 
 “It’s unanimous. Strata K46 has voted to save our totem pole. 
 We have a lot of work ahead of us. But first let’s get out of this 
stuffy room and go for a swim.”
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It’s hard to know where to end a story like this, because you aren’t 
sure what counts as an ending.  Like I said at the very beginning of 
my recount, this story goes here and then it can just as easily go there.  
 Since an epilogue is supposed to help wrap things up, I decided 
to take you, dear reader, to an August evening, circa 2009, when the 
Wilson family came together around the summer’s last beach fire.  
You might recall, it was the tradition to craft a “worthy” story about 
a memorable time spent on the shores of Shuswap Lake. 
 Just as in 1974, the beach bonfire crackled, safely contained in 
the same crude fire pit on the shale shoreline in front of the basic ce-
dar-clad cabin at Crescent Beach. The old yellow fiberglass canoe and 
a new paddle board littered the beach.  
 On this warm night, a shimmery light from the rising moon 
made the night seem almost like day. The CPR freight train could be 
heard rumbling and rattling its way toward Sicamous. And just like 
in 1974, the family began their recount of the summer’s best event. 
 As the beach fire softly glowed, the uncles and cousins told of fun 
times riding around the bay in the new jet-ski the family had finally 
purchased from Sicamous Marina. There was an announcement that 
the cabin’s, new solar hot water heater was working like a hot damn 
and that next year just might make the “outhouse with a view” obso-
lete.  This brought a round of applause and cheering.  
 Dana and her grandchildren chose to talk about how Doug Arm-
strong wrote a book that was selling like hotcakes at Totem Pole Re-
sort.  The book was all about how the folks around the lake came to-
gether to save and restore Shoop.  Ari and Ethan and Nicole provided 
buckets of information about Shoop’s history and royal lineage, so in 
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 a way, they were contributing authors.  The book was a real celebra-
tion of our Shuswap Lake community coming together. It told about 
how young and old felt a sense of awe and wonder when they were 
working up and down the scaffolding that was wrapped around the 
giant cedar during the restoration.  
 As Dana spoke, she worked to hide her tears.  She recalled the 
learning journey her and the grandchildren had traveled as they 
learned the true facts about colonization and the terrible losses and 
horrors it brought to First Nations Peoples.  But as she continued, 
Dana’s tone lightened as she realized Shoop brought out the best in 
all of those who took the time to really look, listen and learn about 
him. She felt lucky to have Shoop as her friend. 
 So, it might seem that things hadn’t changed much over the past 
thirty-five years. But of course, they had. Especially for Ethan, Ari, 
and Nicole and Dana.  Because they helped Shoop, they learned 
about friendship, and about how a community cares and comes 
together. It was the right thing to do.   They learned about the deep 
impact of Canada’s brutal anti-potlatching laws and the horror of 
residential schools. They also had a lot of fun. With a little help 
from Raven, the grandkids experienced some rather spectacular 
time travel adventures.
 But, you just read the story I wrote about how Shoop helped shape 
and inspire so many who came to love and care about him over the 
years.  Aunt Betty told all of us kids way back in the early seventies that 
we should get to know Shoop.  She told us that Shoop, like all totem 
poles, should be treated with the same kind of respect you would give 
a chief.  Because like elders, each pole is a storyteller and teacher. 
 Listening and learning about Shoop changed our family. Writing 
this story about Dana and the grandkids put me on a new pathway 
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with my indigenous friends.  When I showed this story to our Kwak-
waka’wakw Elder in Residence at the Tsawalk Learning Centre where 
I work.  She told me that Shoop’s story reminded her of residential 
school survivors.  She said that many of her people experienced a 
profound sense of loss and felt disconnected.  Some survivors told 
her they didn’t know exactly where they belonged.  After a thoughtful 
pause, she said, “Walking together always helps everyone.”
 I want to walk together on a new pathway with my indigenous 
friends.  I know, as a European settler, I must acknowledge the true 
and accurate history of this land.  Some may think Shoop is just art, 
but the people of StrataK46, the Shuswap Lake community, and of 
course, the long commitment of John Livingston who helped restore 
Henry Hunt’s majestic, giant painted pole, all recognized Shoop is so 
much more.  Like a wise teacher, he helped us understand that when 
we learn from the past, we build a better future. 
 So, dear reader, if you visit the North Shuswap, remember to take 
time to listen.  You just might hear Shoop’s song that is carried in the 
wind, throughout the cedar and hemlock forests, and along the shale 
shoreline of our beautiful pristine lake. Shoop’s song can take you 
here and then it might take you there.  Like Aunt Betty told us kids 
so long ago, 
 “Get to know a totem pole.” 
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Sadly, John Livingston died in the spring of 2019. Although John 
worked primarily in the Kwaguith style, he carved with many artists 
including Robert Davidson, Godfrey Stephens, John Marston and 
Susan Point. He worked closely with his spouse, Maxine Matilpi. He 
assisted her with the designs for her beautiful button blankets. John 
has carved many poles, masks, and bent wood boxes, and produced 
many prints.  He organized international exhibitions and trained 
many young artists in the Kwagiulth style.  He was willing to work 
with volunteers and shared his knowledge generously.
 I am especially grateful to John for his dedication and tireless 
work and care he took of the magnificent Shuswap Hunt Pole. It is a 
treasure to all my family and to all the world! 
 I raise my hands in thanks for all that you accomplished.  
Hy’chqa.
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 Henry Eugene Hunt, 
1923-1885

In 1973 Henry Hunt designed and carved the Hunt Family Crest Pole 
(Shuswap Lake), along with his assistants, the skilled carvers Richard 
Hunt and John Livingston. Henry was born in the Kwakwaka’wakw 
community of Fort Rupert, BC. He was a descendant of Mary 
Ebbetts (Anisalaga), Robert Hunt, and the renowned ethnologist 
George Hunt. The Shuswap pole stands on the shores of Bastion Bay 
on the Salmon Arm of Shuswap Lake and is one of a unique family of 
four totem poles. The poles were carved by, or under the direction of, 
Charlie James (Yukuglas), Mungo Martin (Nakapenkem), and Calvin 
Hunt during 103 years between 1870 and 1973. The Shuswap pole 
is an 85-foot giant and is considered one of the ten most admired 
totems in the world. In 1983 Henry received an Honorary Doctorate 
in Fine Arts from University of Victoria.



 


