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Stories of Shayne and Carrie 
 

 
Photo credit: Petra Drncova 

 
 
The following are stories with and about Carrie Smith and Shayne Vollmers submitted by 
friends, family members, students, and co-workers, or found on social media. I have, for the 
most part, left the stories unedited except for correcting minor readability issues. If your photos 
show up in here, thank you for your art, and sorry for the lack of photo credit. As is appropriate, 
the first story is told by Mr. Shayne Vollmers from their trip to Alaska.  
 
And, yes, it is about a bear.  
 
Enjoy. 
 
 
Joe Box 
March 30, 2022 
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Now that I have a bit of time, and a moment for reflection, here is a tale of a bear that I will not 
soon forget.  
 
We arrived in Boussole Bay, on the Little Stormer. While preparing to go to shore, Carrie asked if 
she should bring her fishing rod and if we would be going into the forest. I replied that there 
probably wouldn't be any fish, and that we would be staying on the beach. So we went ashore with 
a single rod and she wore crocs. 
 
What we found however was a good sized stream with a pool full of 16-20 inch Dolley Varden and 
salmon. I caught a couple, and Carrie's first 
cast caught her a nice coho. The stream 
was so beautiful, it enticed us upstream 
for further exploration. We were soon if 
forest, walking up the stream shore. Carrie 
found berries and I fished the pools, 
catching a chrome Chinook and releasing 
it. The forest got thicker and too hard to 
go forward, so we turned around and 
started downstream to the beach.  
 
Sushi was up front, I was about 20 m from 
the stream and Carrie was 30 m behind 
me. We had walked some 100m in silence 
when I heard splashing and a bear chuffing 
in the stream directly across from me. A 
big grizzly cleared the embankment at full 
speed and she zeroed in on me and 
charged directly at me. It is a harrowing 
experience having a big bad grizzly charge 
you at full speed for some distance. Just 
enough time for me to realize I could do 
nothing but hold my ground. 
 
As soon as Sushi saw the bear clear the embankment, heading straight for me, she turned and ran 
at the bear. The bear passed her, but she tried to bite at the bear's rear leg. The bear did a ground 
tearing 270 and was then chasing Sushi. The bear was right overtop of the dog, with Sushi running 
at full tilt in a big arc. She took two big swats and a bite at the dog, but the forest and the high 
speed run had her miss the dog every time, before they disappeared off the embankment. I thought 
the dog was dead. I yelled "hey bear" and then" Carrie, watch out, a bear just charged me." The 
bear, hearing my voice rounded on me a second time, now with a mewling cub chasing behind her. 
There was no sign of Sushi. I had time to get behind three trees as the bear charged. I literally 
played hide and seek and footsie around the tree with the bear. Both of us with our hands on the 
tree and working back and forth. The cub arrived at one point, getting right under the mom. I 
noticed blood on the left side of the mouth of the bear, and had the thought that it was probably 
Sushi's. Then I heard Carrie yell "Hey bear" from what sounded like closer to the stream. The bear 
instantly turned on the yell, and charged towards the sound.  
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Things get a bit cloudy with all the adrenalin in the body, and Carrie and I have stories here that are 
slightly different.  
 
I then heard Carrie yell " Help Shayne", and "Hey Bear, Roar bear!" as the bear cornered her in the 
river, with her back to thick alders. Cudos to her though, as she held her ground and slapped alders 
in the water around her, yelling at the bear. I got to the river to help, to see Carrie with her berry 
bucket in one hand and a fallen off croc in the other, bravely facing the bear, looking much meaner 
than a girl with berries and a blue croc can ever truly be!  
I yelled "Hey bear" and Instantly, the bear turned back towards me, charging full tilt downstream at 
me. I scrambled backwards up the slope, with the bear almost between my legs! Although she 
charged and bluffed constantly She never made contact with either of us though. On the flat 
forested area, she circled me at about 20 feet away, as Carrie worked up the slope behind me. We 
were finally together, and the Momma bear was looking calmer and less agitated. A cub started 
hollering some distance away, and momma bear took off toward the cub.  
 
We searched for the dog for about 5 minutes, and again heard what sounded like loud breathing 
and snapping or chuffing down in the stream. Carrie wanted to leave immediately because of 
nerves and needed to calm down, so we left without the dog with the intent to return with proper 
bear deterrents. What a horrid feeling inside as we walked back to the skiff, yelling Sushi, but not 
seeing, nor hearing anything else.  
 
Time isn't normal is these situations, and I think we tend to protect our psyches in times of high 
duress. For some silly reason, Carrie and I stopped to pick strawberries that we found at the edge of 
the forest for about 3 minutes, saying how tasty they were, and that we weren't too late to find 
them, before again heading back to the skiff, agitated and thinking the worst about the fate of 
Sushi.  
 
We got back to the boat, pounded a beer, and let the nerves calm down. Carrie wasn't letting me 
head back alone to find the dog, so we armed ourselves with bear bangers, a whistle, and a flare 
gun. We got back to the spot to find the ground all torn up like a mine field. I never noticed just how 
much she was tearing around and with such force as to shred the ground like that! We searched for 
some time, but did not find any sign of Sushi. I swore that I saw blood on the bears face the second 
charge towards me, after her chase with Sushi, but Carrie did not see anything. 
After about 40 minutes of searching all over, along the river and in widening arcs on both sides of 
the stream, we were fearing the worst. We decided to do one last pass in the main area. We were 
both hoarse from yelling "Come Sushi" repeatedly, and I turned and looked up the trail. I said "Well 
shit!" as Sushi happily sauntered down the trail towards us, wagging her tail. Life number #14 used 
up... More lives than a cat this dog! I ran my hands over her, thinking I might find some blood or 
marks. Nothing. Then all three of us left for the boat, untouched by the bear, but marked for ever. – 
Shayne Vollmers  
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The story I want to share is the story of first meeting Carrie on a wet Remembrance Day 
weekend out in Renfrew: 
This trip was somewhat of a tradition at the time, heading out to renfrew for the long weekend 
in the ritz “ Harry Potter house “ weekend filled with surfing, hiking, exploring and of course 
good cheer. This particular year happened to be the first weekend that Shayne was going to 
spend with his fresh new lady friend Carrie. From what I can remember this relationship was 
within a couple weeks old and this was the first of encounters to any of the paddling crew. This 
weekend was a stellar weekend for rainfall and things were super stormy. Not much time in the 
surf that year as it was just storm swell soup.  
On the way home we stopped to look at the Gordon, the river was so amazingly high. For 
reference bugaboo falls was not there. The river was flush to the lip. Talk back in renfrew was 
to maybe to have a quick paddle on the lower on the way home. The crew all decided to abort, 
for the water levels, and it’s 2:30-3 pm in November. There was a heated conversation with all 
present that it was a stupid decision. As everyone was driving away, Shayne and Carrie start 
getting dressed they were going to go. (Carrie was fresh, fresh to kayaking, no one at this point 
had seen her paddle, including Shayne…) I was now stuck with the decision to go to be a third 

or to leave and then have to 
return later that evening with 
my SAR hat on to do a rescue or 
recovery. 
We get to the water and the 
river is so amazingly high as we 
get into our boats (playboats by 
the way) we are surging around 
in this eddy and Shayne is just 
giggling, Carrie determined to 
stick with the plan she is very 
uncomfortable. Shayne exits 
first, then Carrie. As she crosses 
the eddy she flips and swims 
immediately. As she grabs the 
stern of my boat we now go 
subbed out. We manage to get 
to a small eddy on river left and 
Shayne has got her boat to the 
same eddy. Carrie was pretty 
shaken up and we decided to 
exit up the bank on the left. 

Shayne continued alone to the takeout to make sure Stacey wasn’t concerned as we now had 
15-20 minutes of daylight left. 
Carrie and I started scrambling the bank heading up to the logging spur a ways up the bank. It 
took several hours to get to the road working our way through the logging slash in the dark with 
no lights. It was such a classic “15 wrongs don’t make a right“ we were so unprepared. The 
timing, water levels, experience level. Yet as much as a cluster fuck it was it seemed to be the 
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beginning of this hi octane relationship of Carrie and Shayne and We all got to experience some 
crazy amazing times. – Craig G. 
 
 
 
Mr. Vollmers truly changed my life and the lives of so many other students. He showed us that 

learning went so much further beyond what a 
classroom could offer. He showed us how to be 
vulnerable in unfamiliar situations and more 
importantly, how to respect and value others 
vulnerability. Whether it be at the top of a 
mountain or kayaking in the middle of the 
ocean, he dared us to be brave. My favourite 
memory - although hard to choose just one, 
would have to be when he took my outdoor 
pursuits class on a 6 day hiking trip along 
Nootka island. Every morning he would wake 
us up with this chant “good morning, good 
morning, it’s time to go exploring!” No matter 
what time of day, no matter the circumstance, 
Mr. Vollmers was always so full of happiness 
and light. I don’t think there was ever a day 
that he didn’t have a smile on his face. For 
someone taken from us so soon, I would argue 
he lived more life than most of us will ever get 
to experience. I thank him for showing me 
what it means to truly live life to its very fullest. 
–  Jamie H. 

 
 
 
I met Shayne in 1992 during our first year biology class at Malaspina College (now VIU) - we 
were both 18. His infectious enthusiasm and loud, no-holds-barred laugh was amazing, and we 
soon became friends and dated for a few months. That was way back when he worked at Earls, 
and waxed ecstatically about the communal pitcher of beer in the kitchen, with a different 
straw for each staff member, from which they would sip when they entered the kitchen. Happy 
staff = lots of tips, right? 
We spent lots of time together during that year, and I fully attribute my love of outdoor 
adventures to the time I spent with him during that formative first year (eventually I became an 
outdoor education teacher). He patiently tried to teach me to roll a kayak at the pool sessions, 
we went hiking around Nanaimo, and basically played outdoors.  
One memorable situation was when he introduced me to my first-and-only experience water 
skiing. On a morning in mid-February in Nanaimo, we went to one of the lakes - Shayne was 
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adamant that this was a fantastic time to try the sport. Things went a bit sideways, and I was 
late for my botany midterm exam: I ran into the classroom late, and wrote the exam, still 
wearing half of my wet and frozen wetsuit. 
One rainy November when I lived in Vancouver, he reached out with an overnight fishing trip 
adventure opportunity - to determine if a particular lake had any fish, of course. Portaging a 
canoe in a deluge for several kilometers along a questionable and long-defunct logging 
road/possibly a trail to a remote lake that may / may not have fish was a plan that I couldn't 
resist. 
Years later, when I was teaching in the Yukon, I would take my class down to Vancouver Island, 
and whenever we stayed in the Nanaimo high school, I would call Shayne. He'd always come by 
for a visit: taking me canoeing over to Protection Island for a couple hours of escape (while my 
class stayed with the other teacher) or joining my class on a field trip visit of the DFO's Pacific 
Biological Station, happily meeting my students and sharing amazing stories of his fishing and 
wildlife encounters.  

Over the years, we would occasionally send messages back and forth about trip ideas, route 
suggestions, mostly involving paddling and ski touring. He was never, ever, without a list of 
upcoming adventures and ideas.  
In all my life, I have never met anyone with such an all-encompassing energy, absolute zest for 
life, exuding whole-hearted love, curiosity, and fascination with the natural world and all it 
entails.  
 
We are all richer having known you, Shayne.  
You loved life. Every. Single. Day. - Bridget M. 
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Shayne brought an unsurpassable "CAN DO" attitude into a world of CAN'T and WON'T: Under 
his tutelage, our kids who wouldn't even eat their vegetables at home would somehow manage 
to put salmon roe on their tongues with his prompting. Kids who moaned about their 
bathwater not being the right temperature were coaxed into jumping into icy mountain lakes in 
springtime. Kids who were once scared of climbing the playground monkey bars would scale 
steep rocks to see their teacher's promised mind-blowing views. Kids who would never 
otherwise trade in their screen time for nature would hike hours through the B.C. wilderness, 
identifying flora and fauna in French and English. How many students recall the "gross" snacks 
and meals that Monsieur Vollmers would constantly munch away on, inviting the class to "try 
it! It's delicious!" His tall tales and fish stories? We would take them with a grain of salt with 
anyone else, assuming at least some embellishment. With Shayne, every crazy adventure was 
true, and Carrie would watch him tell them to his various audiences, sagely nodding because 
she witnessed so many of those fantastic experiences first-hand. It's surreal that there won't be 
new stories to come, but those two beautiful humans left a legacy - embrace life while we have 
it! Thank you, Shayne and Carrie. ! – Catherine B. 
 
 
 
Shayne has a great idea! We can go to the Skookumchuck and paddle two tides in one day! 
Sounds amazing. Let’s GO! So Jan, myself and Shayne load our gear for camping and 
playboating into his 16 foot fibreglass boat with a button down canvas top. I’m in the back with 
3 kayaks across my legs. Jan is in front. We all wear our drysuits because the winds are 
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stiffening up to 15 and 20 knots. The crossing is ROUGH with Shayne slewing the boat left and 
right so we don’t land too hard when we crest each wave. Poor Jan broke a vertebra a few 
months prior so he is actively trying to time his body movement to minimize the risk of hurting 
his back again as we crash down time after time. We run out of fuel in the lee of Texada Island 
and I switch the gas cans and we make it to an island to camp in pitch black. In the morning we 
wake early and decide to eat a carton of eggs and a pack of bacon split 3 ways. We feel gross. 
We paddle and it’s an alright, smaller tide. Then rest for the day. Then, the big treat is to paddle 
the evening tide as well. But it’s getting pretttttttty close to dusk so we quickly eat cheap, 
Superstore burgers, and immediately paddle across to the Skook. We feel gross. We attach 
glowsticks to our paddles, our boats, and to us in case anything gets separated, as it is now just 
plain night time. It was fun. Sketchy sort of fun. – Joe Box 
 
 
 
Random places: 
Last time I saw Shayne and Carrie, they were coming back from Sonora Island and I was on my 
way home from Strathcona park Lodge. they were in the Chevron parking lot getting some gas, 
as was I. We chatted, swapped stories and then Shayne was offering up a crab, of which they 
had a few. So, with that a crab exchange went down in the gas station. He passed it over to me 
and I placed it in the back seat of my car with plans to freeze it later. They were driving Carrie's 
vehicle and as they went to leave it had some starting issues, so the hood went up, Carrie 
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pulling at a couple of different parts, Shayne suggesting things. then a few minutes later it was 
running and they were on the road. We waved good bye. – David P. 
 
 
 
Piggott creek: 
We had beta however we wanted to get eyes on the river, so the day before we planned to 
kayak, myself and Shayne drove up the oyster and up around to the Piggott scouting the river.. I 
mean sort of as most of it was out of view deep below us. Though throughout the day we found 
a staircase build by some goldminers, which allowed us to hike into the river. We also scouted a 
different put in and looked at a beautiful 70ft waterfall. Shayne had so much fun and his thirst 
for exploring opened so much and offered so many fun opportunities. – David P.  
 
 
 
The Start of Christmas Tradition 
It was November 2012, and Shayne and Carrie reached out with a Christmas hut trip invite. Like 
always, they wanted to make sure I had someone to spend Christmas with. The only issue was 
that they were not totally sure where and if the hut (cabin) existed. Shayne and a friend had 
been using a ski map and searching satellite images for cabin roofs. They were convinced that 
they had found one in a remote area. The blurry image Shayne showed me honestly made me 
think it was a long shot. Using their skills of persuasion, I soon found myself signed up for the 
trip. After they were done with me, and because I am a romantic genius, we even decided that I 
would bring my now wife on what was effectively our first date. She had never ski toured. The 
plan was to go in for 7 days to the maybe cabin at a GPS location pulled from Google Maps. In 
their classic eagerness to get going, Shayne and Carrie went in a day early. 
 
It was an epic snow year 
with 20 cms of new snow 
and temperatures 
dropping to around -20 
the day t hey were 
travelling in. They had 18 
- 20 km to travel: 10 km 
on logging roads and 10 
km up a valley, to reach 
the cabin. The plan they 
devised was to send 
satellite messages with 
coordinates as they 
traveled so that we could 
use those the following 
day to follow them into 
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the hut. This was pre-sled days for Shayne and Carrie, so they had cut one of their creeking 
kayaks in half and attached ropes to the end to make strange toboggans to tow in gear and 
food. With the new snow, they would be breaking trail the entire way. The day they started we 
received the following satellite messages: 
1. At Trailhead and starting walk in – 1:00 PM  
2. Leaving Logging Road – 10:00 PM. Hmmm.   
 
Then nothing… we stayed up late that night hoping to get the next message. The “at the cabin” 
message. It never arrived. The next morning when we got up, one had come in around 3:30 am. 
No message, just coordinates. The problem was that the coordinates were significantly 
different than the ones they had determined at the outset as the cabin location. We decided 
that this was clearly a snow cave. Because I am a romantic genius, we made a detour to MEC 
and bought a tent. Just in case.  
 
Plans are plans so we settled into following the GPS coordinates they had sent.  
We had a wonderful broken trail that we followed - from the massive trenches that the 
questionable kayak toboggans left in their wake, and camped prior to leaving the logging road 
that night. The next day, we left the logging road and continued to follow the tracks. There was 
a clear point when there was a busy side-by- side discussion and then the tracks got a little 
harder to follow. One went to the right and the other to the left. Each veered through the trees 
in a strange path for a couple of km with periodic crossings and obvious discussion points. 
Eventually, the two joined up again and they both went a hard left and essentially vertical. We 
were picked up by sledders who knew of 
the cabin and how to get to it. With our 
new sledder friends, we then headed in 
a totally different direction from their 
tracks. The sleds traveled us safely to 
the cabin where we found Carrie and 
Shayne happily skiing laps in the bowl 
above. They were all smiles and hugs. 
 
In true Shayne and Carrie style, they 
filled us in loudly, enthusiastically and in 
great detail of their epic in over scotch 
and Christmas dinner that night. Oh 
what a story it was. We carried on in a 
similar fashion through many 
Christmases and fishing trips to come. 
Shayne and Carrie are legends that 
made it through so many adventures 
together… the stories could go on 
forever. Their adventurous spirit, love of life and incredible kindness will continue to inspire us 
and they will be so missed.  - Alastair, Erin, Arabel & Ramsay C. 
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Almost 22 years ago, when I was doing my Registration exams, I made a friend (Carrie Smith) 
who saved my butt that day. My brain tended to freeze in high stress situations, laughter was 
the one thing that could get it going again. As I was writing the exam my brain started to freeze 
and I wasn't sure what to do so I put down my pencil and looked around the room. Carrie Smith 
was seated nearby and she was sitting there be-bopping away to some tune inside her head. I 
grinned, finished the exam, took her out to lunch and we'd been friends ever since. Today I 
woke to the news that Carrie and her partner Shayne passed away in a car wreck on Monday. It 
doesn't seem possible. She was larger than life and always looking forward to the next 
adventure. Rest easy my dear, until we meet again. Any successes that I have had in my career 
happened because I met you at the right time.  – Trish H. 
 
 
 
Shayne and Carrie Stories - Retold by Sophie E. 
1. Bear Attack - Both Shayne and Carrie retold this story to me - Time: in Shayne’s previous dog 
era. 
 
Shayne and Carrie spent a few 
months yachting (or on a 
fishing boat I can’t remember) 
from Vancouver Island to 
Alaska. This was in the age 
before D.O.G and when Shayne 
had his Rottweiler dog- It may 
have been a different breed by 
he explained it like the dog* 
(*insert name here - might call 
him Bruce* for convenience) 
Bruce* was always a super 
happy dog but not very good at 
boundaries as he would jump 
up and want to play with 
everyone, and also chase 
absolutely everything without 
very good recall - I always 
thought that sounded very 
much like Shayne. 
   So, they were 
somewhere along the way on 
this trip in the middle of 
nowhere, they were gloomy 
from a week or two of overcast 
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and rainy weather. So getting on each others nerves, Carrie decided they needed to stop into 
one of the many bays on the coast to go pick wild berries and take a walk.  They were walking in 
Crocs, bug gear, with a fishing rod and a berry basket. They walked in a line through the scrub 
(medium-thick salal, super mossy, berry bushes everywhere etc.) with Carrie ahead, Bruce*, 
then Shayne at the rear for around 1-2 hours.  They had picked half a basket full of berries and 
around 200 meters apart when Bruce* bolted into the forest, they hadn’t heard anything yet so 
Shayne yelled his name a bunch, then chased after him through the forest. From their 
storytelling, it seemed like this happened often and Carrie wasn’t having a bar of it so she 
carried on looking for berries for another 100 meters. She looked up and right there in front of 
here was two little brown bear cubs 10 meters away from her. Calmly, she began to walk 
backwards, scoping out if Mama Bear was in sight or nearby. No sign of Mama Bear, she 
continued backing away, hearing Shayne still calling for Bruce* and stomping through the 
woods somewhere behind her, she had no visuals on either of them. She called out to Shayne 
calmly that there were baby bears ahead and to be careful and that she was moving back the 
way they had come. Shayne yelled back saying “I’m a little busy Honey…”  
  During the retelling both with huge grins, they had obviously told this in this way many 
times for Carrie offers her hands out as if physically passing the story-telling onto Shayne. Then 
Shayne would dynamically take over acting it out and saying how he chased after Bruce* right 
into the large Mama Bear and how the dog had attacked the bear and how Bruce* was flung 
and flung again off the bear and Bruce* was still so happy in the chase and didn’t care in the 
slightest - Shayne could only watch flabbergasted and/or call out to Bruce* to stop. At some 
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point Bruce* bolted back into the forest and the bear turned and reared at Shayne with her full 
attention on him now. Shayne tried to speak calmly to Mama Bear as he slowly backed away 
from the bear (who was obviously angry now) pawing at the ground and slashing the nearby 
tree as it stalked up to Shayne in obvious rage. Carrie at this point had heard Shayne’s response 
and was walking briskly towards his voice as he was still trying to talk calmly to Mama Bear. 
Carrie popped out in the clearing with Shayne on the far side and Mama Bear in the middle 
between them (the Cubs were now somewhere behind Carrie around 50 meters away - not 
sure if still in view of Mama Bear). So Mama Bear was fully focused on Shayne at this point and 
a few meters away from him, obviously going to attack Shayne at any second.  
 Carrie saw this standing on the edge of the clearing in her crocs and only holding the 
basket, she called out Mama Bear so Shayne could get away, “Hey Bear, over here. Come over 
here Bear, get away from him,” The Mama Bear flicked around and was enraged that Carrie had 
‘snuck up’ on her and was now between her and her two cubs. Mama Bear charged at Carrie, 
she turned and sprinted down the bank and through a small creek. On the other side, she 
turned to see Mama Bear chasing after her, a cloud of water sprayed like a halo around the 
bear as Carrie said that the charging bear’s head was all she could see in the centre of this 
white mane of water as it came at her. Carrie (still in her Crocs) stood really tall, waving her 
basket and roared at the bear. It slowed to a stop in the creek and roared back at her. With all 
her might Carrie roared at it again. The Mama Bear grunted once more, then turned around 
and ambled up the bank in the direction of her cubs. No bear is a match for Carrie and her 
bravery. Shayne was waiting on the bank and saw the whole thing in shock. Together they (and 
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Bruce now on a lead) cautiously strode back to their boat, grinning at how close the encounter 
had been.  
 
2. February 2019: Boomer Waves on the way to Hot Springs Cove - Personal account (with 
Myself, Shayne and Carrie + Koby T., Jade S. + D.O.G)  
 
The five of us set out on a trip to Hot Springs Cove together on a beautiful sunny. I will skip the 
events of the crammed truck, the early morning start, the free sausage rolls we snagged from 
Canadian Tire, and the fun times in-between home and getting on the boat. Carrie and Shayne 
were a well practiced machine when I came to getting the boat in the water and loading all the 
camping gear and people in record time. Koby hadn’t been on any ocean motor-boat trip 
before so he seemed a little nervous/excited and asking Shayne all the boat/geography/logistics 
questions, which Shayne was happy to answer in full as we coasted out into the straits, cruising 
between the coastlines and islands - He had planned to take us on the most scenic route there. 
We saw sea otters and eagles and all the beauty the West Coast has to offer on this sunny day. 
At one point, while it was still calm and we were enjoyably puttering along towards Hot Springs 
Cove, Carrie asked Shayne, “Which way around are you planning to go, around close to the 

headland to face the waves or further out so we circle around them?” Shayne grinned and said, 
“I think we’ll be fine to go through them today, we’ve done it before, we should be fine.” Carrie 
rolled her eyes and started gearing up in wet weather gear, suggesting we should all do the 
same. I had been in motor-boats in big ocean swells before and thought this was a bit 
excessive, given how flat and still it looked and that we had the full canopy over the boat for 
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the trip. Anyways, there we were with a loaded boat and cruising towards the 
coastline/headland, the waves were beginning to pick up into gentle, large rollers. Carrie 
pointed out that we were looking out to sea for big foam piles as those were the breaking 
boomer waves and the ones we needed to avoid. If we saw them we needed to shout out and 
instead of traversing, Shayne would need to turn the boat to outrun the wave into the island to 
try to loop around in front of it. 
   The waves inevitably got bigger and Bigger. To the point where we were all sodden and 
the boat was flying off the back of each roller fully airborne then crashing back down on the 
backs of each wave in what felt like 7-12 meter swells. Koby was terrified and kept asking if this 
was okay or if Shayne had boated in this before, Carrie also looked frustrated as she had 
wanted to go around and not risk it, Jade had an unsure grin like mine, caught of our Captain 

who was grinning his contagious ear-to-ear grin telling everyone to hang-on as we ploughed 
down the back of each wave. We saw a few boomers close by and luckily Shayne was able to 
whizz past before they caught us, escaping in the nick of time. All in all it was fully exhilarating 
and we all laughed about it afterwards, Shayne was quiet on the details and avoided answering 
if that was the biggest waves he had been in, but Carrie was quite loud in saying because of the 
expected swells we should have taken the safer option today. Needless to say, on our way back 
home we did take the safer option, watching the waves in awe from afar. 
 
2.1 FULL TRIP: Continuing on from above: Upon arriving to Hot Springs Cove, we geared up in 
our packs and hiking gear to walk the boardwalks through the mossy forest undergrowth along 
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the coastline of the island, it was just on sunset when we arrive to the hot springs and were 
blessed with a gorgeous sunset catching on all the steam rising from the forest and the springs 
as we emerged to the site. We left our packs in the shelter and taking all that was essential 
(towels, multiple coloured MEC dome lights, headlights and a speaker), walking down in our 
bathers and crocs. The best hot spring was located on the edge of a rockpool and Shayne 
mention at high tide the ocean spills over into the pools, flushing it out every night. We had an 
incredible evening, laughing, chatting, and sharing stories in the hot spring, Carrie had made us 
some incredible camping meal which we shared together. It was such an unforgettable trip and 
I am so blessed to have experienced it with them.  
 
3. Bear Broke Into Their Car - Shayne and Carrie retold this story to me - Time: early months 
into them dating. 
 
Carrie had agreed for Shayne to borrow her car to take on a ski touring expedition leaving from 
her place in Whistler. So, after packing up all his equipment, clothes and food into sealed dry 
bays into packs into Carrie’s car. Shayne went inside and spent the night with Carrie, planning 
on getting up for a really early start the next morning. Shayne had a great sleep before getting 
up early and putting on his ski layers ready for the trip. However, he was faced with smashed 
glass scattered all around Carrie’s car, his packs were shredded and scattered all around the 
parking lot. A bear had broken the back window of Carrie's SUV, climbed over seats and pulled 
out his pack before shredding it and ravaged his food supplies. The bear was no-where to be 
seen. 
 Though not even a bear could stop Shayne from his mission, he went straight to the 
store to but a new pack, dry bag, food and whichever ski/ camping gear the bear had managed 
to mangle, sticky-taped card-board over the broken window and went off on his trip. 
 
4. May 2020: Señora Island and surfing Okisolo - Personal account (with myself, Shayne and 
Carrie, D.O.G , Leanna L., Mark and Sophia and their dog)  
 

I was booked into work for the 
next day when Carrie called me, 
inviting me to Sonora Island for a 
weekend trip. It took me a few 
minutes to cancel work and start 
frantically packing - having to 
make it to theirs by 5am the next 
morning or I would ‘miss the 
boat’ physically and 
metaphorically. I hadn’t been to 
Sonora yet and am so incredibly 
thankful I went with my gut and 
said Yes absolutely!  
 After driving there together, 
we loaded 3-4 kayaks into the 
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boat and our supplies for the weekend we were on our way, cruising through along the 
coastline. The wind was in our hair, smiles all around and both Carrie and Shayne pointing out 
the land features, bays and coves they had visited and explored together along the way. We 
caught up to Leanna, Mark and Sophia in their zodiac on their way to join us too. After arriving, 
unloading gear and loading it all up into their extremely tiny white truck we drove it to the 
cabin with Carrie and I riding in the back on the truck. The cabin they had built was so beautiful, 
Carrie gave me the full tour before taking me down to see the waters edge around the corner 
from were we landed. It was a gorgeous spot surrounded but a fairy-like forest with great pines, 
mushrooms and moss everywhere. As soon as we got back to the house Shayne had started 
gearing up “come-on, those waves won’t surf themselves!”  
 So off we went again, straight back onto the boat with a picnic and all our kayak gear to 
go and surf Okisolo. It was stunning weather all weekend and we were all smiling as Shayne and 
Carrie were taking so much pleasure in showing me their area and how stoked I was to be 
there. We arrived at the perfect time, the waves had not yet formed so we had time to set-up 
and explore the area on foot. Shayne of course geared up right way and started figuring out his 
kayak fins and ramp to get his home-made carbon-fibre boat into the water first. The water was 
crystal clear and there were eagles soaring overhead. After watching him surf a few waves to 
see how it was done, it didn’t take me long to follow suit with Mark and take my Necky Jive out 
there for a spin. The waves slowly grew 
throughout the afternoon as the tide 
continued to flow out. I was able to stay 
surfing on Okisolo for 30 seconds before 
it would inevitably ferry me left and over 
the backside of it. However, I had a much 
better time staying on the smaller wave 
‘Baby-Oki’ as long as I liked, enjoyed the 
sun and Shayne’s happy noises as he 
yelled with glee while surfing on Okisolo. 
After a few hours I was beat. So sore and 
ecstatic with the experience, I joined 
Carrie, Leanne and Sophia for a gourmet 
charcuterie picnic topped off with a 
Costco-sized bag of goldfish, cheering on 
both Mark and Shayne and they surfed 
out the afternoon.  
 Afterwards we stashed the kayaks 
out of sight up on shore before loading 
up and going fishing and setting crab pots 
before calling it for the evening and 
having a bbq feast over the fire near their 
cabin and heading in for night. 
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 The next day 
was filled with 
pulling up the crab 
pots, losing 
countless lures to 
the depths of the 
bay while trying to 
fish for Ling cod, 
managing to catch 
one each then off 
for the afternoon of 
kayak-surfing on 
Okisolo, then 
having dinner down 
by the waters-edge 
underneath their 
cabin. It was a 
gorgeous weekend, 

an incredibly stacked adventure of good-times. I will never forget this trip and the special 
memories all shared together.   
 
Thank you Shayne and Carrie for welcoming me into your pack. No amount of missing you will 
bring you three back so I will have to instead send you my love. We won’t ever forget you, your 
stories will live on through us all. Enjoy paradise xox 
 
They have touched and changed my life for the better in so many indescribable ways. They will 
be with me on every adventure and I am hoping to make them proud throughout my life.  
 
With all my love, Sophie E.  Xo 
 
 
 
So many Shayne and Carrie stories but I can’t hold a candle to their storytelling, and I can’t pick 
a favourite one.  When I think of Shayne and Carrie, instead of remembering the stories, I feel 
things.  I feel warmth, acceptance, and joy.  I feel nature, the sound of laughter and the comfort 
of old friends.  I’m going to miss that last one the most.   
 
We knew Shayne had arrived for dinner when we would hear his footsteps on our back 
stairs.  He would arrive with a loud hello, smiles and hugs.  He’d pay close attention to my kids 
stories, encourage their crazy and laugh heartily at himself and them.  Carrie would read the 
girls books, teach them how to get Dioge to do tricks, when on Sonora she would show them 
which sea plants they could eat, help them collect shells and sticks and turn them into artwork 
and mobiles.  I thought we had more dinner parties in our future, more trips to Sonora, more 
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river trips.  I thought they’d teach my kids cool things as they grew up and be incredible role 
models for them.  I thought we had a lot more time.  We will miss them always and hold them 
in our hearts.  I’m so grateful for the time we had with them.  – Gillian B.  
 
 
 
Shayne was my sponsor teacher for the final practicum of my education degree. I worked with 
him and his outdoor pursuits class. The most memorable parts of that semester were definitely 

the outdoor trips. 
I can’t pick a 
favourite but the 
most memorable 
one for me was a 
camping trip to 
Horne Lake. 
Shayne and I had 
decided early on 
in the semester 
that I was going 
to plan and lead a 
trip. I did some 
research and 
decided on a two 
night camping 
trip to Horne 
Lake. We were 

planning on canoeing in the lake, exploring the caves and hiking up to the climbing area.  
I had prepared everything for the trip from gear to food. The only problem as the date 
approached was the weather. It was December after all. A few days before we had to make to 
go or no go decision. Shayne really wanted me to have the experience and to be able to go on 
the trip that I had worked hard to make happen. We made the decision to go on the trip but 
shorten it to one night and skip the canoeing. Shayne kept checking spotwx as the day 
approached and the forecast just kept getting rainier. But it was too late to pull the plug so we 
got ready to go.  

We piled onto the bus with our grade 9s and headed to Horne Lake. It wasn’t raining 
when we left but it had started to by the time we arrived. With a laugh and a big smile on his 
face, Shayne got to work directing the students on how to set up our tarp city. It did not stop 
raining for the entirety of the camping trip. It rained 50ml in 24 hours and several students 
woke up in puddles inside of their tents. A highlight of the trip was getting out of the rain into 
the caves where Shayne was so in his element leading the students and enthusiastically 
generating stoke on nature. That evening, everyone huddled around the fire and probably 
stayed out longer than they would have otherwise cause Shayne was keeping everyone 
entertained with his crazy adventure stories. On the bus ride home the next day we told the 
kids about type 2 fun and joked about how it might not have been the trip that was the most 
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fun but that it would probably be the most memorable. When we got back to the school we 
hung up all of our wet gear in the classroom. There were literal puddles forming on the floor 
and there was dirt everywhere. The principal walked in with a look of “what the heck 

happened” on his face and 
with his big smile Shayne 
said “we got a little bit wet.” 
– Lisa B. 
 
 
 
I knew Shayne in 2006. We 
met on-line. Mutual friends 
advised me that Shayne was 
looking for a paddling 
partner for a trip down the 
Nahanni River. There are so 
many notable experiences 
that followed a few emails 
checking out each other’s 
paddling experience. Here 
are a few. 
 
We decided to meet along a 
road heading to an island 
river put-in so we could try 
paddling together. I 
described my vehicle as a 
1979 Dodge camper van. I 
arrived first. He exploded 
with surprise about me not 
being a man. Jean is the 
French spelling of John.  

 
During our paddle, Shayne decided to eddy out. I quite naturally put in a bow stroke to assist 
the turn of the boat. Another explosion of surprise. He had no idea what I was doing but 
responded appropriately in the stern and we popped into the eddy. He had only paddle canoe’s 
tandem with women who did not use any strokes aside from the forward stroke. We decided 
that day the we could paddle together.  
 
One time on the Nahanni, we saw a stream entering the river that had a small pool on either 
side of a large root ball. We decided that we could both take a much needed bath there and 
then. While we were both attending to our private bathing, a small airplane flew over, banked 
steeply, and circled around us. Shayne stood up and wave with both arms. I crouched into a ball 
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in the water. It landed in a lake a short distance downstream. Of course Shayne wanted to meet 
the people who got off the plane. 
 
At one point, we came to a corner in the Nahanni that was well documented as a “need to 
scout” corner. We did so and decided to cross the river and line the boat down the other side. 
As we eddied out, the current 
caught the bow and spun the 
boat around. We were 
headed directly for the 
hugest wave in the river. We 
went straight into it and I was 
thrown backwards flat 
against the gear in the boat. 
Shayne laugher uproariously. 
I thought he intended to go 
through it. He stayed upright 
as the stern passed the wave, 
continuing to laugh. He later 
confessed that he was unable 
to hold the ferry line.  
 
We decided to camp at places 
where hiking was a potential. 
Shayne loved to take off at 
his young athletic pace while 
hiking. This was always nervy 
for me due to the wildlife we 
saw daily. He begrudgingly 
adapted to pace to allow for 
the pace who had children 
older than he was. Whew. 
Bless his kindness. 
 
All in all, I was glad for the 
chance to know him and had a wonderful trip with him. - Jean C. 
 
 
Awhile back, Shayne bought a big bad 1000cc snowmobile from Corey May and he and Carrie 
drove it up Blowdown Creek towing myself as well as my friend Catherine. 
 
Near the top of the trail, there is a steep hill climb that Shayne decided to take a run at. I don't 
know what Shayne’s previous sledding resume looked like but I don’t think it took up a full 
page.  
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Carrie, Catherine and I skinned up through the trees and heard Shayne take a run at the hill that 
sounded successful. When we got to the top, we saw and overturned sled with Shayne 
underneath struggling to get out.  
 
It turned out Shayne had hurt his knee badly. Luckily Carrie was basically a doctor and taped up 
Shaynes’s knee (it was a torn ACL).  
 
Shayne decided that this torn ACL wasn’t reason to end our three day ski trip and was 

determined to explore the area on his sled. 
 
For the following three days, Carrie did not do a single ski lap in the amazing powder and 
terrain around the cabin with us. She stayed with Shayne in the cabin and went out with him on 
little sled excursions. She even slept down on the cabin floor with him since he couldn’t climb 
up to the loft. It was pretty cute the way she took care of Shayne that weekend. – Geoff D. 
 
 
 
I was one of Shayne's French Immersion students when he taught at what was Springwood 
Middle. I had him as my grade 6 homeroom teacher, but the photos I have to share are from 
the grade 8 class trip. Shayne was brave enough to take me and my other 13-year-old 
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classmates to Landslide Lake in June for a 3-day backpacking trip. This trip took place in 2007, 
so the quality of the photos is not the best (taken by my Dad who was one of the chaperones 
on the trip), but it was a really fun, memorable trip for us all. Although I had already been 
interested/exposed to hiking by that time, this was my first ever backpacking trip. I owe Shayne 
a debt of gratitude for giving me the tools and confidence from that experience in the 
backcountry. Hiking and the outdoors has been a constant in my life ever since, and I am 
grateful for his time, patience, knowledge, and outright courage to take a group of young 
people on such an epic adventure. I have done many hikes since but would credit that hike with 
Shayne and my classmates for really instilling a love of hiking in me and empowering me to seek 
out these outdoor pursuits on my own thereafter.  – Jess C. 
 
 
 
The absolute 
glee on 
Shayne's face 
when on a pre-
race flood lap 
of the Upper 
Gordon, three 
of us ladies 
(myself, Aliye 
and Meg) all 
swam out of 
the same hole 
and into the 
same micro-
eddy along a 
cliff wall, only 
to find each 
other in that 
eddy laughing 
out of control. Shayne arrived all smiles, towing a boat, and re-named the eddy "Tupperware 
Party." 
The absolute glee on Shayne's face at the carnage of the kayak club, and the "UVic Swim Team" 
stickers he had made and handed out as a result.  
The time Shayne himself swam on the Lower Gordon because he was fighting a Steelhead from 
his kayak, which he would not give up on, even as he floated over a drop.  
An incredibly kind soul and generous heart. – Natalie S. 
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Today we visited the swimming hole Shayne Vollmers and Carrie Smith cleared out.  
 
For years we told them about our trail to the lake. Shayne, with his stubborn enthusiasm 
insisted in blazing his own trail, through a thicket of devils club (in his defense the entire area 
was circled with it). Carrie was so laid back, she went along with his ideals. Years later, they 
discovered our well-maintained trail and Shayne had a hearty laugh at himself. Carrie was full ‘I 
told you so’. 
 
They shared the location of their very special swimming hole and we were delighted to find 
something amazingly new in our own backyard, from our adventurous neighbors.  
In the coming months Matt Cathers and I will be erecting a memorial for these legends at the 
lake and the Okisollo standing wave. – Elyse M. 
 
 
 
Going for dinner: 
A time out with Shayne and Carrie at a restaurant or their house was always going to be a fun 

filled and bickering 
affair. With food to 
be prepared, scotch 
to be consumed, and 
adventures to be 
planned. Visiting 
them at home was 
most likely going to 
lead to some 
adventure or work 
getting done on boats 
or vehicles. I'm going 
to miss so many of 
those. – David P. 
 
 

 
Upana river: 
A group of us had finished the upper upper gold river. Shayne was so keen to paddle more. 
Someone had got me to have a little bit of a joint. Shayne had convinced me to run the Upana. 
Might have had something to do with the joint. Of course I hadn't told him. 
We had good lines however for some reason I was nervous and kept asking him what was 
around the next corner. The walled in waterfall was quite sporty. He was all smiles all the way 
down. Have enjoyed many more trips since then down many rivers with Shayne and Carrie. – 
David P. 
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A few tidbits: 

• Recent kayaking mission on the mainland where they stole a forestry truck and got Jade 
to drive their shuttle in it (having taught her how to operate a standard vehicle by 
putting it in first and letting it roll along the logging road...)  

• Carrie and I drank wine out of 
camping mugs at the ferry 
terminal, as we watched "Salad 
Fingers" and "Old Gregg" on 
Thanksgiving weekend. We 
drove to Western Canoe and 
Kayak and I picked up a brand 
new blue Dagger Nomad. It was 
my first new kayak, and I was 
very excited about it. Carrie 
even let me sleep with the boat 
in the tent that the two of us 
were sharing. I don't even think 
she thought I was weird for 
doing that, it might even have 
been her idea. I loved that she 
was every bit as weird as I was, 
that we had the same sense of 
humour, and could have a great 
time together on adventures.  

• One time when I was over at 
Okisollo with Shayne and Carrie, 
it was the ebb tide, and to the 
best of our knowledge, no one 
had ever surfed the ebb tide in 
a playboat before. We drove 
out in Shayne's boat and watched the tide ramp up and to our delight a fun little surf 
wave began to form. Shayne knew how excited I was about the prospect of a "first D", 
and with dozens under his belt already, he offered me the first playboat descent of 
Okisollo on the ebb tide. I dropped on, had an awesome 3 second surf, and surfed off 
the wave, grinning and hooting! Shayne dropped on after me and got worked in the 
hole behind the wave a bit before catching the eddy too. It was getting bigger. I always 
looked to Shayne out here as the master in the kayak, Island kayaking guru and sensei. I 
dropped on a couple of more times, enjoying the little wave, but always sneaking off the 
side before it dumped me into the hole. I watched as Shayne missed the wave, fell into 
the hole, and attempted a couple of rolls before his head popped up - outside of his 
kayak. I was flabbergasted. Shayne didn't swim. Shayne wasn't supposed to swim! What 
was Shayne doing swimming?! He popped up smiling and yelled at me, "GET MY 
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BOAT!!!" as he began to float away in the tide. Carrie ran down to the aluminum boat 
and started it up. I chased after Shayne's boat and clipped it to my pigtail and started 
paddling to shore. Carrie ripped by me in the motor boat, and by now I couldn't really 
see Shayne anymore, he was a km or more away in the current. As I started trying to 
drag his boat to shore, a whirlpool opened up behind me and started pulling Shayne's 
boat - and myself down and in. I bailed, said to myself, "sorry Shayne", and detached 
from his boat. I ran to the safety of the eddy with my tail between my legs and watched 
as his orange boat bobbed in the current, drifting away to sea. I began worrying that I 
might not see the two of them again, and that I'd have to wait until slack tide at dark to 
paddle back to the cabin, if I could even find it... Several minutes later I was still in the 
eddy, looking out at the vast ocean and its mighty currents when I see Carrie driving the 
motor boat, a couple of km away. She had come to the rescue, and picked up Shayne - 
and his kayak. All was going to be okay.  – Heather B. 

 
 
 
One of my favourite bear stories was 
one Shayne and Carrie would tell of a 
time they were off on a mission up 
some remote inlet in BC. Carrie was 
sunbathing on a rock on a beautiful 
day, while Shayne and his dog, Sushi 
were exploring the creek nearby. On 
their way back, they saw 
a massive grizzly bear approaching 
Carrie – but it was between them, so 
he couldn’t yell and scare it away as 
it would head straight for Carrie. 
Carrie awoke to this giant bear 
leaning over her, and let out a tiny 
squeak. They figured it was the 
mouse-like noise that saved her. It 
certainly surprised the bear. Carrie 
slowly sat up, and as she did so, the 
bear slowly sat down next to her, as 
if matching her movements. Carrie 
then slowly stood up and turned 
away, and the bear danced with her, 
and they both walked their separate 
ways.  – Heather B.  
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I only had the pleasure of paddling with Shayne and Carrie once in a while, but it was always 
memorable. The first time I kayaked with them was in 2013, when I lived in the Vancouver area. 
Carrie was working there, and Shayne visited on some weekends. One day, we paddled the 
Nahatlatch river near Boston Bar, including a harder section called the canyon (at least hard for 
me). A bunch of us, including Carrie, stopped to scout one of the bigger rapids, called The 
Nozzle, before running it. Shayne didn't need to scout it. Somewhere along the trail, we heard a 
loud noise, and looked towards the river. It was Shayne, who had just "Boofed" over a big pour-
over rock about 7 ft high. (Sort of like a ski jump on the river, with the added bonus that if you 
don't land right, you can end up stuck in a churning "hole" in the water.) We finished scouting, 
ran the rapid with minimal carnage (I stayed about 20 ft away from that rock), and met up at 
the bottom. When we got there, Carrie said to Shayne, loud enough for all to hear, "I so wanted 
to make out with you when you did that!" In love for all to see. That's how I remember Shayne 
and Carrie. – Tudor D.  
 
 
 
To the friends and family of Shayne 
Vollmers,  
 
As students of Mr. Vollmers, we spent our 
grade 9 year getting to know him and in 
turn getting to better know ourselves. At 
one of the most pivotal, impressionable 
times of our lives, he offered us a 
classroom filled with adventure where we 
had the ability to make mistake after 
mistake without feeling any judgment 
from him.  
 
As a class, we went on countless trips that 
Mr. Vollmers single-handedly initiated, led, 
organized and pulled off without difficulty. 
Asking for nothing in return, he provided 
us all with the best year of our lives and 
hundreds of life changing adventures. To 
name just a few, we went outdoor rock 
climbing, hiked 5040 and camped 
overnight, went snorkeling with salmon, tried out archery and shooting at a gun range, and to 
top it all off spent 7 days hiking the beautiful Nootka trail on the West Coast, creating memories 
that will last a lifetime.  
The class of Outdoor Pursuits 2017-2018, reminisced about some of the most impactful, 
hilarious memories that Mr. Vollmers provided us with. Below we will capture in words several 
of Mr. Vollmers’ students' favourite memories: 
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“One of my favourite memories of Mr. Vollmers was on our class canoeing trip to Newcastle 
Island. Mr. Vollmers had a set rule that on overnight trips, we were never supposed to have 
girls and boys mixed into tents. However, when we were all winding down for bed, a group of 
us (boys and girls) gathered into a tent to share ghost stories. We were already breaking a rule, 
and also up past our set bedtime. We never thought that Mr. Vollmers would notice, but 
nothing slips past him. In the midst of sharing scary stories (admittedly probably way too 
loudly), we all heard Vollmers shouting at us that it was time to go to bed. As we exited the 
tent, we all burst out in laughter when we saw Mr. Vollmers standing outside in the middle of 
winter in his underwear!!!!” – Jackson F. 
 
“On the second night of the Newcastle Island trip, we learned that the island was filled with 
racoons. To protect the food that we had stored for our trip, Mr. Vollmers took it upon himself 
to sleep on top of the picnic bench to guard the stash of food. We were so thankful for that!” –
Abi C. 
 
“My favourite memory of him was when he would wake us up at 7am running around the 
campsite singing “good-morning, good-morning, it’s time to go exploring”. We would all wake 
up grumpily, yet he was full of energy, with a huge smile on his face.” – Jamie C. 

 
“Rowan and I were 
borrowing one of Vollmers’ 
tents for the hike and I 
guess Josh and Heidi (a 
fellow student and a 
teaching assistant who 
worked closely with 
Vollmers) had packed up 
the poles that we were 
going to be using for our 
tent without us knowing. 
We thought we were 
missing them, so as night 
fell, we had to tell 
Vollmers. In response, he 
told us that we needed to 
hike back to the first 

campsite (roughly 10 kilometers back from where we were headed) to go look for the poles! 
Right before me, Rowan and Mr.Vollmers set out to go back for the poles; it was revealed that 
Heidi and Josh had them all along.” – Kai W. 
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“I remember when we did our kayaking trip, Mr. Vollmers was in a little boat that had a motor 
on it. Because of the amazing man that he was, he would constantly boat by our side cheering 
us on and make sure no one got left behind from the group. He even would tow some people 

behind his boat to 
help them catch 
up.” – Megan H. 
 
“On our class trip 
to Lasqueti Island, 
Mr. Vollmers was 
goofing around 
(just like he always 
did) on a rolling 
water toy at a 
beautiful lake we 
had stopped at. 
One of my fellow 
classmates Maggie 
Hope, was 
swimming in the 
water near the 
water toy, and 
when me and Mr. 
Vollmers fell into 
the water, he 
landed on top of 
Maggie and hit her 
in the head with his 
heavy duty knee 
brace. Maggie and 
him laughed so 
hard.” – Madison C. 
 
“A favourite 
memory is hard to 
pick, because there 
are so many that I 
have. But amongst 
all the memories, 
one that stands out 
for me was our trip 

to Englishman River Falls to learn water safety. The goal of the trip was to learn how to throw 
out a safety rope to someone when they were floating down the river. Mr. Vollmers partner 
Carrie had joined us on this trip to help supervise and teach us all the things she knew about 
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water safety. One by one, each student would hop in the river and float down. All the other 
students gathered above on the rock edge in a line to throw out their rope to the student 
floating down the river. Carrie was the last person in line and she functioned as the “safety net” 
in case all the students missed their throw to the student in the water. I was one of the last 
students to go into the water and float down, and as I was floating down I watched each and 
every peer of mine miss their throw to me. However, I wasn’t worried because Carrie was at 
the end of the line to save me!! Mr. Vollmers had told me several times that she had lots of 
practice doing this, and was very accurate with her throws, so I had no reason to be worried! 
When it came time for Carrie to throw her rope to me, she missed!!! I had never seen Mr. 
Vollmers laugh so hard as he did at that moment. I remember him telling me when I got out of 
the water “you must be so special because you were the only one who got missed.” It was truly 
an honor to have had the chance to make memories with Mr. Vollmers, and Carrie that will last 
a lifetime” – Camryn W. 
 
“In an effort to teach us respect, Vollmers had a class rule that if he heard us use profanity, we 
would have to do a certain number of push-ups. I remember on one of our trips we all gathered 
together to watch as he made Daniel do 100 push ups in a row. That sure taught him not to 
swear!” – Daniel A. and Jackson F. 
 
“I have a ton of funny memories of Mr.Vollmers. To list just a few, I remember he would always 
carry around a full sized carrot as a snack and chomp on it at the most random times, or when 
he told us that we couldn’t have snacks in our tents because he had seen a bunch of mice, so 
we started freaking out because of course we had snacks stored in our backpacks! There was 
another time 
where me and 
Camryn snuck 
into the bushes 
to go pee, and 
after we 
returned he 
told us that the 
stream led 
right into 
where we 
would be 
collecting our 
drinking water 
from!! I also 
remember one 
day him and 
Carrie snuck 
their puppy into the school so we could all meet it” – Jaymee S.   
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“It’s not really a specific story, but I remember just how happy and carefree he always was. But, 
he also knew what to do when something went wrong with no hesitation at all. He had so many 
skills and so much knowledge to share with us. Because of Vollmers, grade 9 was my favourite 
and most unforgettable year of highschool. Our class was a family, and there are so many 
memories I will never forget” – Matt T. 
 
“My favourite memory is when I cut my finger off and Mr. Vollmers made my friend Maggie 
give her sweater to me to stop the bleeding. He would go to all lengths to help us.” – Mackenzie 
M.  
 
“Mr. Vollmers pushed all of us past our limits so that we could accomplish things we would’ve 
never imagined. For example, when we went on our hike around Nootka island, Vollmers was 
known for always tricking us when we would ask how much longer we had. Sometimes he’d say 
10 kilometers when we really only had two left, other times he’d tell us 3k and in reality we had 
another 10 to go. Despite not realizing it at the time, what he really was doing for us was 
helping us to push ourselves above and beyond what we thought was our limit. He always knew 
that we had it in us to accomplish anything, even when we didn’t believe we were capable” –
Hayley W.  
 
“I remember when we were all 
swimming with salmon and Vollmers 
told the class to pose for a picture and 
then asked me to throw one of the 
dead salmon at you guys when you 
were posing! The picture turned out 
terribly, but he thought it was so 
hilarious! And then I also remember 
driving down from the 5040 hike in his 
truck which he fueled with vegetable 
oil. I wanted to fall asleep so badly but 
I couldn’t because of how loud the 
truck was and how bumpy the road 
was.” – Mickey E. 
 
“I will never forget the return kayak 
trip back from Newcastle on the most 
stormy, windy day ever. We were 
going against a strong current, and 
there were literally seaplanes landing 
besides us making the water so 
choppy. Every one of us struggled so 
much to get back to the dock, and Mr. 
Vollmers and Matt had to go back and 
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forth trying to help us so our kayaks didn’t flip. We were paddling so hard yet not moving at all! 
– Emma H. 
 
“We went snowshoeing at Mount Washington and we brought our sleds. I decided to build a 
big jump using a tree stump and packed down snow. I went over the jump and landed in a tree 
well which caused my arm to break! Thankfully Vollmers knew first aid and was able to help me 
make a sling for my arm, and help me back down to the bus! Without him, I don’t know what 
would’ve happened to me. Despite that accident happening, I still had an amazing day and I 
have so many great memories of ODP” – Josh C. 
 
Overall, Mr. Vollmers was the most optimistic and outgoing person we’ve known, and he lived 
life to the fullest each and every day. We believe that because of Mr. Vollmers, we all know 
now what it truly looks like to live life to the fullest and to leave with no regrets. We are truly 
heartbroken to have lost such a wonderful individual so early in life, but as Mr. Vollmers would 
say, his life should be celebrated, above and beyond, just like how he lived everyday of his life. 
You will forever be missed, and forever have a special place in our hearts. – Love from, 
Camryn, Hayley & the ODP class of 2017-2018. 
 
 
 
We had a thing called the “Vollmers Filter”. In essence, this filter would take anything Shayne 
would say, and significantly reduce both the stoke and the certainty. 
 
Let me explain. Shayne was easily one of the most optimistic and confident individuals I’ve ever 
met. He was also one of the most 
accomplished outdoorsmen in 
Southwestern BC. And he loved sharing 
“beta”, information about rivers, trips, 
gear, and tactics. This all lead to a tricky 
contrast; he was both the best person to 
get information from, and a bit unreliable. 
 
Example 1 – Shayne had done the first 
descent of the Bedwell River to the west 
coast through Strathcona Park. He 
described it as “one of the best rivers I’ve 
ever done” and didn’t understand why no 
one else had done it since. “How’s the hike 
in?” I asked him while planning a trip. “No 
problem!” was the answer. “Three hours 
tops. We did it in two days, but you could 
easily do it in one. Everything is runnable 
with no portages”. It ended up taking us 
two huge days… day one was a grueling 9-
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hour hike, day two was full-on 10 hours in the kayak with at least one portage. But he was 
right… it was amazing. 
 
Example 2 – We were planning to kayak a committing canyon on the Ashlu River in Squamish. I 
called up Shayne to see if he had any advice. And did he ever! Two hours later I had intricate 
notes about every drop, every eddy, and every portage. We ended our chat, and he mentioned 
off-handedly “ya, I really want to do this one day”. He had never paddled the river! To his 
credit, his beta (with the application of the Vollmers Filter) was surprisingly reliable and very 
useful. 
 
Now that he’s gone, it’s easy to see how a friend with an optimism issue was one of my life’s 
great gifts. He always saw the best in me and knew what I was capable of, even before I did. He 
always had a plan for the next big thing, and this always seemed to have space for me and 
others. He was always the first to support his friends in their endeavors.  
 

It breaks my heart to know that I’ll never 
feel his enthusiasm again; but I’ll always 
carry his spirit with me whenever I’m in 
the outdoors. I’ll also fondly remember his 
8pm switch, when he would suddenly 
become grumpy and pessimistic :). – David 
C. 
 
 
 
I have one about when Shayne asked Steve 
to start a fire to hang out: 
The photos don’t do it justice as it's mostly 
extinguished, but when I saw the fire 
through the cabin's window, it looked like 
the whole island was on fire and the 
smoke coming out of it was going to make 
it easy to spot, this was during a fire BAN, 
so Shayne turned around and proceeded 
to use all of his drinking water supply, that 
took a very long time to collect through 
rain water, he tried extinguish this fire, you 
could tell he was a bit upset or annoyed by 
it, but never the less, as with his usual 
good nature, he never GETS mad at 
anyone and just uses all energies to 
remedy to the situation and had a real 
good laugh after it was all over, it became 
one of his stories that night at the fire (the 
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little fire pit where it was supposed to be started), but turns out Steve had only started fire to 
burn debris from the building up to that point, so honest mistake, we were just lucky to spot it 
quickly and Shayne used his good humour to make everyone comfortable, I always admired 
that from him. 
 
Same thing happened the next weekend when someone flipped his little truck, which he got 
there (on Sonora) with great effort, and luckily no one got hurt, no one chose to ride in the back 
that time... Shayne was gone to get Carrie and we had to tell him the news when he got back, I 
really thought he would be pissed, but again it just showed the person he was only grateful no 
one was hurt and proceeded to make a plan to get the truck back up and he and Denny spent 
the rest of the day fixing it instead of working on the cabin, and he ended up laughing about it 
and telling the story with all his awesome storytelling skills as it was just an adventure that 
happened at Sonora, maybe you heard those stories from him at the campfire, but I was 
amazed at his calmness and good nature about the truck. Whatever happened, you heard that 
laugh, that contagious laugh. – Annie L.  
 
 
 
What I want to convey about Shayne was the sense of pure joy that he brought to everything 
that he did, and how gracious he was with his time.  
 
I recall there was one time when he met me on the side of the highway to talk about a 
misadventure that day. I knew that he and Dave were paddling somewhere, but I decided to go 
solo the Upper Gordon to attempt to rescue Aliye’s boat that had been stranded there after 
one of the high-water race years. I got in over my head and lost the boat. On the way back I 
texted Shayne and he pulled over in Duncan to hang out with me for a bit and hear the story. 
Who pulls over on the way home to hang out with a 20 year old kid? Shayne Vollmers, that’s 
who.  
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There was another time when I was living up in Port Hardy and was frankly kind of lonely. I get a 
text from Shayne “Hey, I’m heading the straight, you around for dinner tonight? I’ve got 
Halibut!” And then he came by my place and left a bounty of delicious catch.  
 
One time I was paddling with Joe, Shayne, and Carrie in Gold River around April or May. We had 
a great time just getting after it. At one point on the White River, I was following a little close 
behind him. He ended up upside down in the hole, and I boofed straight into his ribs. He then 
(rightfully) gave me a hard time about it the rest of the trip! Hanging out and camping at Star 
Lake was beautiful, plus we paddled Monkey Canyon and a bunch of other fun stuff.  
 
He also showed me so many beautiful places on Vancouver Island. He showed me the lines on 
the Ash for my first time down. I can remember his big gleeful grin, as he pulled me out of the 
biggest hole that I had ever seen at the time! He was a great guy to have around, no matter the 
adventure. – Liam C. 
 
 
 
The Shayne Filter. 
The day I learned about the “Shayne Filter”: Upper Gordon River 2007 ish. 

On a cold winter day with a couple of feet of snow on the banks. Carrie, Shayne and I were 
running the upper Gordon. I was feeling really confident as I had paddled it just a couple days 
earlier in a bit lower flows.  

We got to the 
Terminator, Shayne 
and Carrie got out of 
their boats to scout. 
When they came 
back I asked Shayne 
how it looked? He 
replied with “a little 
sticky” feeling good 
about where my 
paddling was at I felt 
that “a little sticky” 
shouldn’t be a 
problem.  

What I should have 
been paying 
attention to was 
Shayne’s grin and his 
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antics as he paddled down to the river right eddy just above the hole. Got out and mimed 
catching a giant fish with his throw bag in hand. 

It was a lot more sticky than I expected. I got one of the worst beat downs I’ve ever 
experienced. Multiple window shades loops and cartwheels later I completely yard sale and 
make it to river left. My boat, paddle and foam pedestal go the other way with Carrie chasing 
them down. Completely exhausted from my thrashing I swam/hitched a ride on the back of 
Shayne’s boat down to the take out where Carrie managed to gather up all my stuff. By this 
time I’m getting pretty cold even mildly hypothermic. So as I’m getting into some dry clothes on 
Carrie is laughing at my somewhat delirious state and making comments on how she is aware of 
shrinkage and it’s affects on male anatomy.  

The lesson learned was. If Shayne gets out to scout, you get out to scout. If Shayne says there 
are some bumps on the ski out you can bet 
there will be miles of massive snowmobile 
woops, say goodbye to your two big toenails 
and spend the better part of the night 
spooning with DOG in the front seat of 
Shayne’s truck. But that’s another story of 
many.  

Thank you, Shayne and Carrie for making 
this life so much better. You will be missed. 

P.S. I had the best laugh/cry the other day 
when I realized that our daughter, River, 
won’t have Carrie to show her the finer 
points of peeing while standing up. – Brian 
O. 
 
 
 
I recall that not only Shayne was 
downplaying the rivers, but Carrie had 
heard the stories so much that she could 
describe all the runs the way Shayne did or 
add to his descriptions like she had been 
there even if he had never ran something! 
This was hilarious because she could talk me 
into running something by conspiring with 
Shayne in telling the most incredible river 
features and everything will be all right!! – 
Annie L. 
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Mr. Vollmers was my fourth grade, and sixth grade teacher. He was a teacher that you enjoyed 
walking into class for everyday. I remember his positive energy, and how contagious it was. He 
would greet everyone one of us with respect. You’d ask him a question and say Mr. Vollmers, 
and he would address you with the same formality and say “Oui Mademoiselle Henderson” 
with the biggest grin. He made you feel like you were important. I had a hard time at school, 
and he made a big difference in the way he supported me as his student. I now am involved in 
Search and Rescue, and I know that Mr. Vollmers played a part in my love of the outdoors. He 
brought us on an amazing hike to Elk River Trail, and pushed us WAY past our comfort zones J . 
Helping us see how capable we were of crossing a steep glacier, and being close enough to give 
us confidence that he was there to support. I will never forget his love of dancing, he even 
threatened us in class that if we didn’t listen, we would have to participate in one of his dance 
lessons. As middle schoolers do, we gave him that we are too cool for him look, but secretly we 
all thought he was pretty hilarious, and loved that energy about him.  
 
I recently went and dropped by to visit him at Ballenas, I was wanting to tell him the impact 
that he had on my life, I was shy but something told me that I should. I told him that he helped 
me a lot in school, and helped me develop a love of the outdoors. He told me to have more 
confidence in myself because as his student I had a lot of doubt, and looked for his reassurance 
when I didn’t need to. I was his student about 18 years ago, and I bet you he could tell stories 
about most of his students li ke that. He paid attention, and he cared. I am a better person for 
having him guide me for a couple years of my life, and I know many others share this same 
feeling.  – Jessica H.  
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A few years ago in the fall, I had the pleasure of kayaking the Homathko River with Shayne and 
another friend Ben Hawthorne.  The Homathko is a rugged multiday river trip in the central 
coast area that is hard to catch with good weather and flow, and when a window opened that 
year, Shyane was in, no questions asked - he would figure out the details to get off work later! 
 
At the start, the river is very small and clear and Ben and I thought we could fish for our 
dinner.  Now, we aren't very good fishermen, and Shayne stood back watching patiently as we 
struggled to even get a bite.  After we had no success, Shayne graciously offered to show us the 
ropes and had trout on the line without breaking a sweat - if there ever was an adept 
outdoorsman, it was Shayne.  Fish tacos on the riverbank that night were way better than the 
freeze dried meals we had planned. 

 
Fast forward to the end of the trip, where you catch a float plane at a logging camp to get home 
- there is a convenient dock in the river where the plane stops at.  The gentleman who owns 
camp, Chuck, a tough old logger, is always interested to hear about a trip down the river and he 
was down at the dock with us when the plane arrived.  The plane, unfortunately, was pointed in 
the wrong direction to take off and when the pilot said we need to swing it around Shayne 
jumped into action to get things set, and in the process swung the tail straight into Chuck who 
was tossed into the icy cold Homathko.  Shayne didn't waste a second jumping in to push Chuck 
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up onto the dock, sputtering and swearing - but ultimately chuckling along with Shayne's 
bellowing laughter about the whole thing. 
 
Shayne will be greatly missed by all. – Steve A.  
 
 
 
Shayne Story: After Shayne had his knee surgery he was stuck in a wheelchair recovering. A 
group of us camped at star lake near gold river with Shayne. Alex, Etienne and I wanted to 
paddle the Ucona River but none of us had done it. Shayne had discovered the river. We asked 
Shayne for the beta (the information about the river ). Shayne  told us where to start and finish 
the run, and how to handle a few of the rapids but didn’t mention any portages. We started the 
run and immediately saw an impassable rapid which we had to portage. We finished the river 
with some difficulty. I think Shayne had put in allot of work to discover the river and wanted to 
help us get down the run, but not take away the adventure and challenge for our group. To this 
day the Ucona remains one of my favourite rivers on the island. 
 
Carrie Story: the last time I paddled with Carrie was on a beginner trip. She and I were grouped 
together and assigned a group of rowdy young men to teach. I remember the moment she 
walked into the group – it was like a Norse God had appeared out of the clouds and imparted 
ancient kayaking wisdom. Instantly the boys fell in line. – Graham L. 
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Two Cheeks: I had heard many times Shayne telling the story of discovering this rapid on the 
White canyon, where it was extremely difficult to scout. So Shayne had perfected his 
description of the rapid and assured me I could trust his beta. Then followed a very long 
descriptions of Two Cheeks, where you basically had to maneuver between two massive 
features, kinda like big water pillows, going through the seam, the crack of what he saw as butt 
cheeks. And the description was enriched by gestures and facial expressions unique to Shayne 
(and Carrie as I think she had described this mysterious rapid to me before the run, but she was 
meeting us at the takeout, put in of the lower section). The description seemed more fun then 
scary, but complicated enough that I was going to follow Shayne, as I wasn’t sure I could 
remember all the many many colourful details. This rapid was going to be alive and try to grab 
my boat and shake it, so it seemed. Finally Shayne went for it with me in tow and I did see the 
two cheeks exactly as he described, along the bottom of his boat going through the butt crack 
all the way to the bottom where he rolled up with a massive grin in his face and shouted “DID 
YOU FOLLOW ME???” – Annie L.  
 
Pamela: When Shayne described this river as "not harder than the "Upper Cheak" and 
somehow forgot to mention waterfalls! Everything was going well until we got to a spot where 
the river fell off the face of the Earth! What a surprise when we saw that!!! (Denny and I hiked 
out as we were unsure about the accuracy of the beta at this point. ) – Annie L.  
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As a patient of Carrie’s I would like to acknowledge the level of skill she brought to each of her 
patients. The extra training she pursued in osteopathy was an extraordinary effort on her part, 
involving travel, time, and academic challenge. The benefit these specialized skills gave Carrie’s 
massage therapy patients is enormous. We were extremely privileged to have Carrie located 
here in Parksville. 
The focused, measured attention required by massage therapy seemed to contrast at first with 
hearing of her energy and activity levels in childhood and into her adult life. But then Not; when 
considering her passion to learn and her stamina for her work. 
We appreciate the healing Carrie brought us and feel so grateful that she chose this profession 
to be part of her endeavours in life. We will miss her gentle strength and the window, through a 
story or two, into her incredible love for adventure in the beauty of the outdoors. Recently a 
Christmas trip to Mt Cain stands out as Carrie described to me the hush of the snow and the 
majesty that the mountains reflected to Carrie and Shayne as they spent a few days there.  
How Carrie loves her family was thoroughly apparent. Our family will be praying for yours, 

especially throughout this first year, because 
yours is the most profound loss. We know how 
it hurts. We hope for moments of joy & 
occasional ripples of laughter to soften the 
grieving. – Dawn C. 
 
 
 
That time I first slid $600 under a doorway mat 
and walked away with a kayak  
That time we went up that Kak and I screamed 
Shayyyyyynnnnneeeee at night - but turns out it 
was only Sushi -not a grizzly bear.  Same trip 
coming home terrified with millions of pieces of 
wood in the ocean from fresh landslides 
heading into the sun in a big enough chop that 
if we slowed down we would take water over 
the bow - so couldn’t see anything but still had 
to keep the throttle down! Meanwhile, 
somehow, Carrie is falling asleep standing in the 
back while the boat (and our backs were taking 
a beating) 
That time almost everyone on the Nootka trip 
found a glass ball on the beach  
That time post knee surgery that Shayne 
thought that Carrie and I should go do a first 
descent of Beano Creek (10%? gradient) in 
medium flow 
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All those times that even if Shayne couldn’t go paddling, he would find somebody to go in his 
place 
That time up the Kak when we fished all weekend and I couldn’t get a fish and Shayne was able 
to get my quota in three casts and under five minutes - this resulted in years of teasing  
That time we did the Tatshenshini/Alsek 
That time Shayne was recovering from surgery down south and met a man who should have 
been carrying a miniature piano with his 18”… 
That time Sushi jumped out of the boat en route to my house on Protection island to fight a 
seal  
That time Sushi started going after a bear and then retreated to us after getting scared  
That time we had beer and wine left over - wait a minute… that never happened 
That other time post-surgery that even though Shayne had weeks to prep he wanted me to 
drive him all around town to get different supplies for projects even though he was terribly 
tired/high from all the pain killers – Mike N. 
 
 
 
ROSEMARY 
This isn’t an epic tale of one of the many adventures Shayne and Carrie either told by them or 
about them. Others tell those many stories.  
 
A couple years back (pre-cabin construction days) Shayne needed a place to stay in Victoria 
while he attended a first aid training weekend. I was able to accommodate him. Our driveway is 
not two car widths wide, but has a gravel strip to one side, making parking side by side possible. 
On that side my wife had planted a small rosemary bush surrounded by an old wooden 
bottomless planter. It was under a foot tall. The driveway is beside the property line, which has 
a cedar hedge and other shrubs next to the strip. He was driving his old truck, which doesn’t 
have the greatest close range visibility. Shayne backed in his truck in and accidentally damaged 
the planter. I didn’t notice until after his departure; it wasn’t an issue at all. My wife and I later 
moved a small rock in front of the plant to avoid having to replace it again (anticipating future 
Vollmers visits.)  
 
On a later visit by Shayne and Carrie to the city they came for supper. The menu was a roast 
chicken dinner was flavoured with lemon and several sprigs of rosemary. The bush had thrived 
by the driveway and was now 3 feet tall. At dinner Shayne's zest for eating could best be 
described as “Shayne-a-vore” & “Shayne-eats-more.” Carrie was a little more reserved (ie 
normal), but did enjoyed the meal. Of course there were stories by both during the evening. 
Upon departure she took several branches for her pantry, saying that she used it on salmon. 
 
Last Fall, her rosemary supply had run out. She asked me to resupply her the next time I came 
by. My wife bundled up several branches from the bush which was now four feet in diameter. 
There was another cabin trip. I arrived around 9 PM at her house with the herbs in hand. Carrie 
was very delighted and extremely happy. Immediately the branches were in her humidifier and 
the odour flowed through their house. I’ve never seen such genuine gratitude for such a small 
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simple gift. She’s always been generous with hugs for her friends, I think I got three long ones 
alone that night. Food and happiness go together; perhaps the smell and the memories lead to 
her delight. After the trip, I promised that I’d get a couple of bushes started so she could plant 
one in Nanaimo, and perhaps one on Sonora.  

 
My final email to them was this month, explaining that the rosemary bush had not survived the 
heavy winter snow well. The weight of the snow that had fallen and additional pile of shovelled 
onto of it had damaged the plant. The colder temperature might also have been a factor too. 
Needles eventually turned brown and fell off the branches.  
 
But a small part of it survives.  
 
I’ll remember Carrie every time I smell rosemary.  – Anonymous  
 
 
 


