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Are we having fun yet?

 


The road
through the mountains was a dangerous piece of highway. It had
sharp switch-backs, steep winding hills and deadly drop off areas,
with a canyon and raging river hundreds of feet below.

Jim navigated the challenging stretch of road effortlessly.
Enjoying the back country of British Columbia, he usually traveled
on very similar types of roads. None of them had pavement, and
had limited signage and safety
barriers.

In the
passenger seat of Jim's truck was Kirsten. She was mostly quiet,
except for the occasional, "Slow Down!" message to Jim. She
appeared to be driving the road in her head, applying brake
pressure on the floor when needed and leaning left and right to
assist in the driving.

They were both excited and tired, as it had been a long drive.
But they still had a long way to go before
they got to Tofino, British Columbia.

They had rented
a fully equipped luxurious log cabin right on the beach, for a week
long holiday. Their three young children had been dropped off at
their Grand Parents house for the duration of this trip.

As they began their descent down from the mountains and finally onto
level highway, they noticed the sun was setting and large black
clouds were coming in from over the ocean. It was mid July, but on
the West Coast of Vancouver Island the weather is very
unpredictable.

Finally they came to a stop sign at the intersection between
Ucluelet and Tofino and Jim pulled into a small rest stop and
tourist facility. It was now 10:15 pm and the office was closed but
the washrooms were still open. Both he and Kirsten quickly got out
of the truck and hurried to use the facilities. As they came out, a little lighter now, the black sky was
suddenly lit up by a bright sheet of lightning and then a deafening
roar of thunder. They both jumped back into the truck and headed
towards Tofino, which was still about a 30 minute drive. The road
was freshly paved and had a well-marked centre line. There was no
other traffic to be seen.

Heavy rain
began to pelt down and then another bolt of lightning lit up the
evening sky, giving the appearance as if it was in the middle of a
sunny afternoon! Then a deadly roar of thunder and the wind picked
up, blowing branches, leaves and debris across the once clean
road.

 


 


Without being
told, Jim slowed down as it was difficult to see in amongst the
downpour of rain and debris flying everywhere. The wipers on the
truck were quickly dancing back and forth on the windshield, like a
Russian Polka dancer who had to urgently pee.

After about 20
minutes Kirsten spotted a sign and small muddy road which led
towards the ocean. "This looks like it Jim," she said. Jim slowed
down, lowered his window and squinted through the blowing rain in
attempts to see the writing on the sign.

"I think you
are right," he said, as he turned off the main road onto the narrow
muddy trail like road. Branches scrapped each side of the truck as
it bounced up and down in the deep pot holes and over small
branches that had blown onto the road. A huge bolt of lighting
again shot down from the black sky right onto the beach, followed
by a blast of thunder. The sound of wind, sand and rain was heard
hammering on the truck.

"Are we having
fun yet?" asked Jim with a smile. The inside of the truck was in
darkness but Jim got a glimpse of Kirsten's face as it glared at
him! Jim quickly stopped smiling and looked straight ahead as he
quietly drove further down the road.

After another
10 more minutes of being shaken around inside the truck, they came
to a clearing right on the beach. They could see and hear the huge
waves as they crashed onto the shore. "This is it!" said Jim as he
patted Kirsten gently on the head.
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Just behind
some trees and bush they saw a beautiful, but tiny log cabin. It
had a dim light on inside and the curtains were open.

Jim said, "Wait
here a minute and I will go inside to check it out." He jumped out
of the truck and hurried to the cabin, unlocked the door and went
inside.

A few minutes
later he came out and said, "Beautiful place, nice and warm they
even have a small fire burning for us. Come on, I will help you in
and then carry all our stuff inside." He opened the door and
Kirsten stepped out of the truck directly into a mud hole. Then a
gust of wind blew a bunch of sand into her face and mouth. "Welcome
to the West Coast Kirsten!" smiled Jim. Again he quickly stopped
smiling as Kirsten dug the sand out of her nose and mouth.

After Jim
helped Kirsten into the cabin, he carried all their supplies and
equipment inside. He then stoked up the fire, put on some relaxing
music and got a nice glass of wine for them both. They sat on a
soft comfortable sofa in front of a huge window that faced directly
at the beach.

 


Finally they
both relaxed. It was now 11:20 pm. The rain had stopped and the
clouds were breaking up a bit and the moon was making an appearance
over the churning sea. Kirsten then made a little night time snack
of good smoked salmon that they had brought, along with chips,
pickles, crackers and other various goodies.

The cabin was
small but solidly built out of sturdy west coast cedar logs. It had
a tiny kitchen, bathroom and one bedroom. The sitting area was
comfortable, located next to a rock fireplace. Shortly after
midnight they both washed up and headed for bed. It had been a very
long adventurous day and night for each of them.

Jim said, "Good
Night. Our fun holiday can begin tomorrow. We are here now,
unpacked and will be all rested in the morning." Kirsten replied,
"Good night. Thanks for getting us here safely."

Just before Jim
drifted off to sleep he said, "Well, we had it all tonight;
treacherous mountain roads, thunder, lightning, rain, wind, blowing
sand, and muddy roads. What else could there be?" Then he turned
over and fell asleep.

About an hour
later, Kirsten was awoken by a load roar and a slight vibration on
the walls of the cabin. She turned over, swatted Jim with a pillow
and said, "Hey, quit snoring so loud. You are making the cabin
shake!" Jim rolled over and muttered, "Sorry," and went back to
sleep.

A few minutes
later the weird roar and vibrations started again. Kirsten now got
a little worried as she was about to throw another pillow at Jim,
but realized that he was not snoring or making any weird
noises.

She glanced out
the window and up to the sky. It was a beautiful clear evening with
twinkling stars and bright moon light. There was no wind blowing.
She thought to herself, that roar couldn't be thunder, but what was
it? The sound got louder and the cabin began to shake even more. It
was like something she had never heard before.

It was like a combination of a jet engine revving up high,
thunder and a tornado vortex! She jumped out of bed and gazed out
to the ocean. Everything was totally calm. There were no waves, the
ocean seemed perfectly calm but it seemed to be receding
out across the sand.

Then she heard
a siren! A fire she thought. Maybe the volunteer fire department is
attending a fire or accident somewhere around here? The siren kept
blaring for a few minutes, stopped, and then came back on again,
not like a normal fire siren. The sound also woke Jim and he too
got up and looked out the window towards the ocean. Then that loud
death defying roar came back even louder and the cabin shook
violently!

"I think it is
an earthquake," shouted Kirsten. They both hugged each other and
stood safely in the door frame at the entry to the bathroom. From
their vantage point they could still look out towards the ocean and
sand, which was still lit up by the moonlight, but they couldn't
see any water now.

"Something
weird is happening," said Jim. Suddenly it became pitch black, the
moonlight was gone and the cabin continued to shake. Dishes fell
and smashed on the floor, cupboards opened and the contents
scattered all over the place.

 


The roar was
deafening and heart wrenching. Jim looked out and got a glimpse of
a wall of water coming in from the sea. It was about 50' high and
full of sea weed, logs and other debris. It was coming straight for
the cabin.
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"It's a
Tsunami! Quick! Get into the bathroom and lock the door. It is our
only chance," yelled Jim in a frightened voice. Jim remembered that
the bathroom was the only room that didn't have massive view
windows, which would surely break if hammered by devastating water,
wind and debris. No sooner had Jim and Kirsten got into the
bathroom, closed and locked the door, when the big wave hit!

Kirsten
screamed and Jim yelled," Hang on tight and protect your head!"

The force of
the wave knocked the little cabin off its foundation and pushed it
far back into the woods. All the windows had broken and water
poured inside and swept out most of the contents.

The bathroom
was still somewhat secure and dry.

 


As a result of
the direct hit on the cabin, both Jim and Kirsten were thrown
violently backwards and knocked unconscious against the sink and
edge of the bath tub.

About 10
minutes later the wall of water began to retreat back into the
ocean, taking everything with it that was in its path, including
the little cabin with Kirsten and Jim still in it. Then heavy rain
began and the wind picked up. The ocean was littered with vehicles,
wrecked boats, house parts and every kind of debris you could
imagine, including the lifeless bodies both human and animal.

It was now 6:00
am, about 4 hours after the big tsunami hit their cabin and sucked
it back far into the ocean currents, miles from shore. It was very
quiet, except for the sound of small waves lapping at the sides of
the floating log raft that had a partial roof, which used to be a
beautiful little cabin.

Miraculously
both Jim and Kirsten survived the giant wave and devastation,
although they both lay semi conscience on the bathroom floor. Jim
was first awoken by water coming in under the bathroom door, water
that had been splashed into the cabin from outside. He rubbed his
sore head, opened the bathroom door and was astonished by what he
saw. He then checked Kirsten and gently wiped a little blood away
from the back of her head and patted her face with a wet towel.

She too awoke
with a headache and bruised head. They both peered out the bathroom
door. The cabin had been torn apart by the wave and was now a log
raft with a sheltered bathroom.

Everything else
was gone, including all their food, supplies, cell phones and most
of the furniture, except for a mattress in the bedroom.

The only thing
remaining in the kitchen was the stainless steel sink hanging by a
pipe.

"Holy Crap!
Where the heck are we Jim?" asked Kirsten. "I don't know for sure
but miles out to sea somewhere. I can't see land anywhere, but I
guess we should be grateful we are alive and somewhat safe for
now," said Jim. Then they both came out of the bathroom and walked
around on their newly renovated floating raft home.

"Thank goodness
for good old West Coast Cedar Logs, they stayed together fairly
well and will float high in the water," said Jim.

"I'm glad you
suggested hiding out in the bathroom before the wave hit, or else
we too would have been tossed around and then thrown outside
somewhere, probably not in one piece. I guess the siren I heard
just prior to the big wave was the Tsunami Warning Siren, not the
volunteer fire department!" remarked Kirsten.

Jim then said,
"Well guess we don't have much choice here. Let’s gather up
everything we have left and try to make this raft as comfortable as
possible until we are rescued. It appears the only things we have
remaining is what was in the bathroom."

Together they
built a little sun shelter, a place to lay down where the bedroom
once was and set up a little sitting area where the kitchen used to
be. Jim managed to remove the bathtub and drag it out to an open
area to collect rain water for drinking.

The next
problem was food. Then Jim remembered last night he had snuck a big
chocolate bar into the bathroom to eat when Kirsten wasn't looking,
but now he must share it and ration it carefully until they could
find another source of food.

"I guess we
should rig up some kind of signalling device in case we spot a boat
or airplane," said Jim. "Maybe we could use part of the mirror in
the bathroom to reflect the sun?" said Kirsten.

"Good idea,"
answered Jim as he went into the bathroom and attempted to remove
it from the damaged wall. "I might be able to make some kind of
stove or fire pit out of the remaining steel sink in the kitchen
area. We could use it for cooking if we catch any food and also as
a signal fire if we could figure out how to light a fire without
matches. We’ve got lots of good cedar wood to burn." remarked
Jim.

By now it was
getting late in the afternoon and starting to cool down. The wind
picked up again. They both had a bite of Jim's chocolate bar and
laid down to rest in the bathroom area.

Jim laid where
the bath tub used to be and Kirsten on the floor beneath the sink.
There were a few towels and extra blankets that were stored in the
bathroom closet
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