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We moved to Crofton, BC a couple of years ago. Nice place, on a bluff overlooking the sea.
The bluff lined by 5 old-growth Arbutus Trees... Holly would dub them, The Sive Sisters.
She started a little song about them... “Standing on a bluff overlooking the sea, Sive Sisters
watching me...”” We never thought it would be a full song. It was just something that Holly
sang at the house on the piano.

Then she heard about Hans Doliwa, a local, who had quite the story. He agreed to meet for
coffee and tell it. You can hear parts of that interview in the intro of the video.

About 20 years ago, Hans was working in the pulp mills in Chemainus and Nanaimo on
Vancouver Island. The pulp was put into bales and units and stacked to await shipment
out. One day, the machine that loads and moves the units was pushing a stack of them into
place. A stack over 100 yards long. At the end of the stack, way down at the end, a guy sat
to eat his lunch. The loader kept pushing and aligning the units into place until finally one
got pushed off the end and landed on the guy. Hans and a fellow worker were there. In an
adrenaline rush, Hans tried to lift the unit of pulp, weighing in at over 2000 Ibs. The unit
had the guy crushed right up to his shoulders. Hans heaved upwards enough so the other
guy could pull him out. The guy lived.

After some time, the injured man went back to work... but Hans never did. His back was
blown out for life after attempting to lift such huge weight. Years went by and Hans had
spent the years in a wheelchair. Never working, and constantly battling to be compensated
for his injuries.

In Crofton, we have the pleasure of watching raw logs go out to China, the States and
elsewhere by giant ship load, right from our yard... as you can see by the footage in the
video. This an ongoing regular occurance. Hans happened to be one man who was just
sick of watching this. Logs and jobs being given away. So one day he decided to block the
logging truck entrance to Shoal Island, the dump site for the logs. In his wheelchair, just
him, and his dog. He stopped the trucks for less than an hour before he AND his dog got
hauled off by the police. About a year and half later... he did it again.

This song was written as a dedication to a man with a certain amount of bravery and an
iner need to stand up for what 1s right. When you ask him... he doesn’t consider himself
anything special, but to us, if more people had his attitude, there might be more positive
change happening in this world.

We thought it was worth at least... a song.
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Standing on a bluff, overlooking the sea, five sisters watching me
Where the little white Saltspring Ferry comes and goes

Far to the north on mountains high, white glaciers touch the sky
Reflecting mighty sunbeam on the snow

When I got out of school, I became a longshoreman

Working in the mills at Chemainus and Nanaimo

But that all ended twenty years ago

When a brother got crushed ‘neath a unit of pulp that weighed two thousand pounds
Somehow I lifted it just enough so a buddy could pull him out

It blew my back, ruined my life, I never went back (no I never went back)

Standing on a bluff overlooking the sea, Five old growth arbutus trees
Watch the deep sea freighters come and go

With raw logs we give away to China and the USA

while we close our sawmills here at home

I’m just tired of it, that’s all

They won’t buy our finished lumber, but they’ll take our logs
You could run three sawmills with the timber

That a hundred trucks dump every day at Shoal Island

So I put up a roadblock just me and my dog

And signs that said, “Save BC...build mills in Canada”

Aw...but it never made any difference,

I only stopped the trucks for less than an hour

It would take a protest every day

To draw attention to what’s going on in our forests

Some politicians listen when money talks

What’ll we do when the trees are gone...sell the rocks?...sell the rocks?

Standing on a bluff, overlooking the sea Five sisters watching me
Where the little white Saltspring Ferry comes and goes

Far to the north on mountains high, White glaciers touch the sky
Reflecting mighty sunbeam on the snow




