











new friends who would take my brother and me out walking
rather, I should say, my brother walking and me in my little
carriage, from which I could watch the horse-drawn vehicles of
the day. I can still faintly remember seeing the horse-drawn fire
engines rushing past our street in answer to a fire. All these
things were of great interest and excitement to one so restricted
in movement and so deprived of the scope of action of an average
three-year-old. To me the engines were like heaven: big flashing
horses drawing gaily coloured smoke-belching monsters.

We were in Saint John all winter and part of the next spring,
as I remember mother telling me how cold the weather was. As
there seemed to be nothing more the doctor could do to restore
more of my muscles to normalcy, we began to speak of returning
to Lunenburg. The journey back has faded completely, I am
afraid, from my faulty memory.

After our return home from Saint John, I had my first taste
of education. My father would give me pentils to play with, and
naturally, into my mouth they would go. After watching them
write or draw some crude figures, I, childlike, would endeavour
to copy any or all of the magical markings on paper. My first
crude efforts at writing were not writing at all. I printed. I
still plainly see my father marking out in big capitals the letters
of my Christian name. Then he would say: “You make them.”
In my way I would imitate these marks which I just barely knew
represented the symbols that were my name. Finally I success-
fully could print in inch-high capitals my full name. This my
father would view with high praise, and we would both feel good!

Later he would draw, and I would copy the usual cats, dogs,
horses, and ships which most fathers and children indulge in dur-
ing these tender yvears. I continued improving to such a degree
that I was graduated to the full alphabet. This was the way in
which I Jearned my letters. This writing, marking and drawing
must have been the first signs of an early leaning toward art.
The day came, I believe, when I drew a little boat with two masts,
four sails which pointed in one direction and two flags which
blew the opposite way. Then, indeed, I thought I could do some-
thing! I could make marks with a pencil!

I suppose my proud parents were no exception to the proud
parent rule, and they must have shown these crude efforts to our
friends and neighbours who, in turn, would praise me for attempt-
ing anything. All this made the days pass more pleasantly for
me, but poor mother, how discouraged she must have been, how
downcast when my physical improvements were so slow and un-
noticeable, for there was no sign that I would have greater use of
either hands or legs. My left hand was by now obviously com-
pletely useless. I had some small trembling use of my right
hand, but so little as to be almost negligible, Thus most things
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got done either by the use of my lips, my mouth or graspi
with my teeth. y r grasping

_ The next outstanding event seems to be associated with my
going out more into the streets in company with the other neigh-
bourhood children during the winter months, as T plainly can pic-
ture the days when I would be taken out in my small sled. Those
were good days in spite of my lack of movement, as the other child-
ren would make snowmen or snowhouses in my small, restricted
immediate sphere for my enjoyment. This made me feel a part
of the play that was going on around and about me.

However, all of the action was not going on outdoors. The
gang spent many hours playing with me in the kitchen, where
they would turn the chairs over and pretend they were horses.
Although I couldn’t take part in the more rigorous activities of
the boys and girls, there was one game which we used to play
in which I could match any of them. We would ask mother to
clear off the table and then they would move me into position
and all crowd around for a good rousing game of hockey. They
could use their hands to shoot the puck, which in this case was
a checker, but I had to have a miniature hockey stick whittled
out for me from a piece of soft wood, which I could take in my
mouth to enable me to have the reach and force necessary to
shoot the puck into the nets—three small books set up at either
end of the table.

Presently we would tire of the hockey game and then we
would torment Mother to allow us to bring some snow into the
house for making snowballs, and little snow houses which I could
build with the aid of a spoon. Naturally it wouldn’t be snow for
long, after being brought into a warm Kkitchen. It would soon
melt into slush and finally into water. About that time we’d
hear a yell from Mother: ‘“Get that mess out of my kitchen!”
which would end my play in the snow until the next time.

In the next summer, after the doctors had finished, some-
where, somehow they came upon the idea of taking me to the
beach to bathe in warm salt water. Such a move necessitated
the removal of the whole family, too; and that was quite a venture
in those days. Horses and wagons were the only mode of travel
that could be used on most of the roads over which we had to
move; or else by water, one other way we got back and forth to
the beach. Most of the time we stayed right on at the same beach.
They “dunked” me in warmed salt water, which they zealously
carried up from the cold Atlantic and poured into an old tub to
be warmed by the sun. I have no way of proving that this pro-
longed my life, but I think it did.

In the fall the other lads started going to school and mother
thought it was time that I should have some education, too. By
now I could make most of the letters in the alphabet and had

7



started to pick out words in my brother’s school books and story
books. But to this day, I do not actually recall learning to read.
All I know is that I recognized small words first and then later
longer wqrds. I guess finally I knew enough words to put them
together in sentences so I could read simple stories.

~ Mother tried her darndest to teach me the tables but to
this day, I am afraid mathematics is probably my weakest
point, as I battled her and figures at every turn, and refused
to learn more than I absolutely had to.

About this time I began to take an interest in the children’s
clubs in the Halifax papers, where they used to run colouring
contests. Little pictures of boats and flowers and snowmen,
etc., would be printed plain and I would try to colour them with
coloured pencils. At first I would just do them for my own
amusement and pastime—later I took them more seriously,
and even went so far as to send in my own picture of a boat,
with an accompanying letter labouriously printed in nice big
capitals. I was eight years old at the time. The picture and
letter were printed in the club’s column and brought quite a
flood of mail—there were cards and letters from many places.
Although faded and worn, the sketch and letter still have a
place of honour on our living-room wall.

Still further along in my budding art career, I would at-
tempt slightly more ambitious projects, like the beginnings of
a harbour scene or a bit of the surrounding landscape. All this
painting wasn’t necessarily a howling success. Many of my
earlier attempts in my crude and unformed style found a rest-
ing place in Mother’s kitchen stove.

A large part of these artistic efforts took place during
winter, when I was forced to spend so much time house-bound.
In summer I could be found in the midst of a ballgame in our
back yard, which is enclosed on three sides by my grandfather’s
house, (the largest of the lot), a smaller house which was occu-
pied by tenants, and our own house. This back yard was the
scene of many stirring and raucous cowboy and Indian battles.
Mother tells me that among the chorus of voices mine could
be heard the loudest as I would play the part of acting straw
boss or self-appointed leader.

By this time my sister was four and a half years old, and
she, too, had already become one of the gang. She was quite
tall enough to hand me books and things which would fall from
my tray or table and took a real interest in waiting on me.

Amongst the gang there were boys of a much greater age
and larger size than I. They were strong, able fellows who
could spend a good part of the day pushing me out and around
in the town. The waterfront always held for us the same

8

| '
/

e T s T M

T TR W E W MmO M O ™™ ™1 P PR PR W
i mml el sssl sl o essl Bl O S el

B e e —
)

A

magical attraction that it holds for most young lads. The
sounds and smells, the colourful activities that are a part of any
coastal town would, of course, attract us greatly. This would
be almost a daily ritual. Down the hill we would go, helter-
skelter, my wheelchair balanced on two wheels by some strong
hand; my back at such an agle that I could hardly see where
I was going, but nevertheles with a deep and abiding trust in
my pals and a prayer that I would at least arrive in an up-
right position. We would at last find ourselves on the wharves,
facing the beautiful harbour of Lunenburg.

On the docks, lumber piles were always waiting to be load-
ed on the coastal schooners which would take them away to the
West Indies. These piles were favourite haunts of our youth.
Lumber piles and railwayv box-cars seemed to be magical shel-
ters, under which to relax and hold forth in some of our mis-
chievous pranks. About this time most of us were enjoying
the stolen pleasures of a few puffs from a dearly bought cig-
arette. Safely hidden away from the eyes of our parents and
curious passersby we felt secure in our nefarious dissipations.

One evening started out as a happy lark and almost ended in
tragedy or corporal punishment. I still remember very clearly
that we were on the longest pier that juts out into the harbour
—the pier known as the “Railway Wharf,” and where we were
often to be found playing on either side of the parked freight
cars. This particular evening the boys were determined that
they would cross through the railway cars over unto a narrow
edge of the wharf—all that was left on the water side of the
wharf. It was incredibly difficult for me to be taken over
unto this part, but they were determined that I also should
partake of such a special thrill, so not being outdone, I had to
be lifted bodily in my wheelchair up, over and through the open
doors of the box-car upon the little ledge, about three feet
wide, with nothing from there on but water. During the in-
terim, the train which shunted the cars down, backed additional
cars down, moving my car with the open door away into an-
other position, enclosing me on the little ledge. At a glance,
it would seem I was doomed to spend the night or possibly the
rest of the week there. The boys were stumped. How were
they to get me back through the train and safely onto the
roadway? After long and arduous inspection of all possibilities
of escape, the trainmen, on their inspection round, finally spot-
ted me, isolated on my little perch, and said, “Boy, what are
you doing there?” in a tone almost of annoyance. We answer-
ed as a chorus, “Oh, we were just playing and you guys moved
the train!” The brakeman grunted, murmured softly to him-
self sounds that might have edged on profanity, and said, “Well,
come on you big boys, get ahold of this chair,” and with com-
bined pushing and lifting, I was carried some fifty feet in my
chair along this part of the wharf until we came to any empty
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flat car onto which they could safely lift my chair, and thus wheel
me to dry land.

My sphere of activities increased with my years, and about
this time I would be treated to rides in my grandfather’s horse
and buggy. How well I can remember grandfather’s Sunday
junkets “up country.” Grandfather prided himself on his train-
ing and control of horseflesh. We would be treated to a display
of this every time he would get the horse from the barn, harness
him up in the back yard preparatory to putting the horse in
action. Grandfather, of course, was always fully dressed and
ready to go while grandmother, being of a calmer and more placid
nature, seemed to be always just a bit late. I must say here that
at that time I stood in deadly fear and trembling of horses, maybe
because of my inability to jump out of the way should they have
become uncontrollable. I don’t think that grandfather or anyone
was aware of this fact, as quite often he would accidentally lead
the horse close to my chair.

It is no wonder that we kids had developed a certain form
of fear of grandfather and his horses, because his exhibitions of
horse breaking and training were a thing apart from what one
pictures as quiet Sunday entertainment.

Unfailingly as grandfather would have the horse all hitched
and ready, the horse impatient and champing and dancing around
in the yard, waiting for the good feel of the road under his feet,
he would call, “Nettie, aren’t you rigged yet?” To this there
would be no reply. As this seemed to annoy both him and the
horse, grandfather would take out most of his venom on the poor
animal before grandmother would make her grand entrance on
the scene. He would ply both whip and voice with almost equal
intensity, while on the sidelines I would sit and shiver, just barely
a few feet away from the performance. Sometimes the horse
would rear up on his hind legs, and I would think, “Grandfather
had forgotten all about me being on the sidelines; the horse will
either fall on me, kick or kill me.” After all this violent excite-
ment, grandmother would settle quietly back in the seat; grand-
dad would back the horse out of the yard and disappear around
the corner onto the lower street, as the other boys less perturbed
than myself, would chortle gleefully that another Sunday after-
noon had begun, and we were already making artful plans on what
we would do to end it.

On later days, we would have a newer and more exciting
machine to play with, as grandfather about this time purchased
the first Model T within the confines of my memory. What a
thing of joy and beauty; that first motor vehicle on four wheels!
My uncles would take the family and myself riding out far beyond
any limits that I had hitherto dreamed of. These rides were a
real revelation and escape from my physical limitations for me.
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Motoring around Lunenburg in those early and unenlightened
days was a bit more of an adventure than it is at the present time,
because hardly a ride would be successfully culminated without
either a spiritual, mechanical or other difficulty. Flats were com-
mon occurrences. It was get out, jack up the wheel or wheels
(as sometimes you could have two punctures from one and the
same rock) and make temporary repairs.

The roads were narrow, rocky lanes of dust. Cars were few,
but if you had the misfortune to encounter a fellow traveller a
few miles outside of the town, your problems of passing were
greatly increased. The roads along with being dusty, bumpy,
rough and rocky, were also very, very narrow. I can still feel in
memory, the swish of the bushes on my right as we would pull
far over into the gutter in order to let the oncoming vehicle pass
us.

During these years of my early youth, the townspeople, visit-
ors and friends were beginning to take more notice of my painting
and the manner in which I was producing it. All this gave an
added stimulus to me to expand and broaden my so pitifully small
theatre of action. Their words of sympathy, understanding and
encouragement must have made a deep and lasting impression
upon me as I feel even now, in my riper years of life, that with-
out this added stimulus I might not have carried on so well
under such difficult conditions.

However, as I search the dim recesses of my memory, I
can perceive that I did somehow, in spite of such at times over-
whelming physical and mental encumbrances, keep on trying to
learn how to paint, live, and enjoy the living and painting in a
wheelchair.

When I was at the unformative stage, the act of painting
presented many problems to me. Putting the paint on canvass
or paper or whatever I happened to be working on that was at
hand at the time, to just get the improvised easel and myself
into a position whereby I could perform the act of painting at
all was almost a stunt. I knew so little about orthodox equip-
ment used by other artists, and so very, very slight was my knowl-
edge of colours, mixtures or the fundamentals of design. Any-
way, paint I did,—small things in size were my chief forte at
that stage of the game, and I didn’t realize that some time
later, T would be able to work on a much larger and more heroic
scale.

At that time I was really working on very small things
like Christmas cards. I would endeavour to make my own
Christmas cards to send to my most intimate and personal
acquaintances. The making of these presented many prob-
lems to one so uninitiated, so untrained in art, as I would do
great deal of lettering, and this always brought a great de-
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mand on my patience. When you stop to consider that I had
to control and see small objects at such close range, the
difficulties in such a method are clear. Along with the
lettering, I used to place some small Christmassy bits of holly
wreath or bells woven together with snake-like ribbons, which
I remember I always tried to turn into graceful swirls. All
this took place during the winter season of the year.

Among the many things in which I became interested
was music. My aunt, a member of a music-loving family,
used to get uschildren in grandfather’s living-room in front
of the piano and start us in our first early lessons in musical
training. She would make us all take part in group and
chorus singing, and I always tried to sing the loudest, be-
cause the others could not only sing but they had a decided ad-
vantage over me, as they could also use their hands and drum out
crude melodies on the keyboard. All this no doubt gave me a
deep and lasting love for music, which has stayed with me so far
through my life, and which I suppose will probably be strong
enough to last me out to the end. I must have had a strong
voice, if not good, because I can still hear Mother saying: ‘“For
heaven’s sake, boy, keep quiet. Don’t sing so much! Here's a
book,” or “Here’s your paints and brushes; paint a while instead
of singing when I am trying to get a little rest around this house.”

Anyway, I kept on singing and my interest in music kept en-
larging, but at that time I knew very little of the fundamentals
or rudiments of music and refused with the same good grace
to learn my scales as I had refused along about the same time
to learn my arithmetic. As a result, maybe I now am more ap-
preciative of music and mathematics because I never forced my-
self, nor was I forced, to really buckle down and learn either.

Sundays we would be sure to gather around Grandfather’s
upright piano and do some serious singing, because our respective
families were firm believers in singing the faith. As a result,
I would sing the old well-known hymns as loud and as long as the
rest of the boys, and aided and abetted by my aunt, I would find
courage enough to sometimes break info a small solo. At this
time my voice must have been a rather low-pitched tenor, which
later slid down the tone scale into a high baritone, but tenor or
baritone I could sing loud if not well.

It is mysterious how I ever achieved such a liking for music
as the opportunities we kids had of hearing classical or serious
music were very few and far between. There were the summer
evening band concerts in the middle of the town up on the ter-
races, which are a step-like hill covered with grass and on the
topmost part of this moundlike high level, the band would play in
their little wooden bandstand. We would attend either en masse,
escorted by the local neighbourhood boys, or go very decorously
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with my parents. In any event, I must have absorbed a great
part of it, as this was part of my beginnings in musical appre-
ciation.

Other evenings would find us down in Grandfather’s cellar
kitchen, where we would be engaged in the delightful pastime of
playing over the old cylinder recordings on the gramophone.
One of our favorites was “The Rosary.”

My second brother, Ray, was becoming more and more of a
help to me during this part of my formative years. He was a
real athletic, outdoor, he-man type of guy, and would wheel me
out to the edge of the roadway when he was but a little chap,
though quite strong enough to guide my wheelchair. My chair,
by this time, was a full-fledged one, as I had now graduated
from my baby stroller to this more adaptable type of four-wheeled
chair.

This vehicle, I can still remember, because it was my first of
this type, not my last. With two large wheels at back and two
much smaller in front, I was raised up much higher in this world.
From this greater height I gained added enjoyment and inspira-
tion from my attempts at painting out-of-doors. The viewpoint
from which one views life is most important. The somewhat older
boys—Ray, Arthur and my uncle Bert, would play in the back
yard, which, as I mentioned before, is patio-like. They invented a
new form of thrill for me. Grandfather had a medium-sized,
large-wheeled handcart in which the boys would haul one another
in and about the yard, or out into the streets. Not daunted by
danger or fear of broken bones or parental disapproval, Earl would
find himself the very crux of this cart and wheelchair arrange-
ment. The handle of the care they would place on the axle between
the large wheels on the back of my chair. The wheelchair could
then be tipped back with me in it, and we would ride, cart and
chair together, down through the back yard and sometimes out
into the streets and down toward the waterfront which is just
a few steps away from our house. This was all a great lark for
me in spite of accidents, damage to my chair and misgivings or
more severe punishment when we would be caught in the act by
my dad. He would say, “Those boys will kill you, lad, tipping
that chair upon its back wheels! Now don’t do it any more!”

I escaped more serious mishaps somehow in spite of all the
close calls we had, but one day I was nearly Kkilled as I sat in the
back yard, engaged in some form of play with the rest of the
lads. The door fell off the side of Grandfather’s barn with a
crash on top of me, and a spike, fully five inches long, hit and
pierced my face just beside my one eye. Both chair and I were
almost fatally crushed beneath the weight of this great door. Dad
rushed down the steps and with the aid of the other men who
came running to the scene, picked me out of the chaos of door,
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in this respect I am probably one of the most impatient fellows I
know. Many times I have started painting with but a few of the
colours squeezed out in front of me, for lack of patience to wait
long enough for the whole gamut of the palette to be put out.

__ The times when our travelling was sort of at a standstill,
either for lack of paintings (as I am normally of a rather lazy
nature) or bec.ause; of a shortage of the necessary funds, I spent a
great deal of time in an average living sort of way much the same
as the other fellows who were part of my group of friends.

‘We would sit around our front room doing a great deal of
talking about everything under the sun. Much of our talk was
not about art or artists or of the artists’ life at all. As usual
when a group of people get together, much of the talk seemed to
center around what “living” consisted of and how to make one,
and whether it was worthwhile anyway.

~ Season would run into season; summer would follow spring;
winter after fall, and with it another group of paintings—enough
paintings to encourage us in thoughts of another trip away from
the small quiet town we called home.

_ During this winter, I had been housebound a great part of the
time and as I have always been a fresh air fiend, at the slightest
provocation I would get dressed warmly and sit out on our front
porch, or if the car was available, with a driver, I would go farther
afield. Not being satisfied with this small amount of air, I one
day in cold February, while riding out on one of our main high-
ways, thought I had found a brilliant new way to get a great deal
of air while I was enjoying the ride. So I had them turn down the
window on my side with the sad result that I was very sick with a
severe attack of sinus. After some little time spent in the hos-
pital and a much longer time spent convalescing at home (with
the doctor’s advice changed a bit to suit my own purposes to
make it a fulfillment of one of my fondest dreams and ambi-
tions) we started to plan, with many prolonged discussions and
much advice from the family, a leisurely trip to Florida, the Land
of Sunshine (so good for sinus.)

The trailer we planned to use on the trip was a home-made,
jerry-built affair. We thought, in our ignorance of trailers, that
it was a thing of great pride. As we knew very little about trail-
ers or trailering, we took a few trial runs in the late summer and
early fall, and finally got packed with winter clothes, fall clothes
and what few summer clothes we had, hitched the trailer to the
Ford V-8 and started off on the road.

We started the trip with combined high hopes and I might
add, on my part, at least, some fear and trembling, because we
knew it was a long way to Florida; we would be far from home
and friends in case we should run into any real trouble. We had
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no definite timetable—we only knew that we planned, if possible
to mqke stops at Boston, where I was to have a small exhibition
in a little book and print shop on State Street. After Boston, if
we could possibly book another exhibition in either New York or
P_fli}adelphia, we would also stop in these places as well. The ex-
hibition in Boston was successful and so encouraged, we started
off for New York, and passed through the city rather quickly this
time. Our stay in Philadelphia was quite a bit longer, as we had
friends there who entertained us and took us sight-seeing and on
occasion to visit people who, they thought, might be interested in
helping me to obtain a showplace for my pictures. As I remem-
ber, we were not able to book an exhibition on such short notice
in Philadelphia, so we journeyed onward and southward in the
general direction of Florida. After Philadelphia came Washing-
ton, D.C., where we didn’t give much thought to paintings or ex-
hibitions, as Washignton is indeed the showplace of America and
we were all eyes to see what there was to be seen. I think we
spent a larger part of a week or ten days in George Washington’s
City. Then another start on the road ever pointing still more
southward. The country south of the Mason-Dixon Line im-
pressed me as being rather uninteresting, as the sea-level route,
on which we were travelling, did not take us over many of the
back or more elevated parts of the country. After not too many
mishaps we arrived in Florida sometime late in November or
early December. T rather think it was the earlier part of De-
cember. '

Many things that most people just take for granted to me
become very important; for instance, just the fact of getting in
or out of a car, going in or out of hotels or restaurants to you
able-bodied folk is just taken for granted, but to me on these trips
and in my everyday living, every time I go to some strange place
or do some unusual thing (by unusual I mean something that is
not part of my everyday routine like getting into some strange
surroundings such as just going to a house I have never been in
before) presents a new problem and each problem is sort of an ad-
venture. You people who move under your own power do it so
unconsciously that you do not stop to wonder about the how and
why of human locomotion, so when I just baldly say “I took this
trip by car” or later “trips by plane” or other means of travelling
everything I did or now do seems almost like an adventure. Any-
way every different kind of movement I have to be part of both
mentally and physically. I am most vividly aware of it—all the
different aspects of it all the time. At some times I even am
faced with something like a trip in a boat and a boat is very
simple to get into for the average person, as most times the boat
and the wharf meet at least no more than three or four feet
apart, but when I am to be taken aboard the boat, I first have
to give thought to how high the ride is; how low the boat is;
how rough the water is; can I be lifted into it in my chair, do T
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Earl and mother showing paintings.

Earl and brother at docks.







Naturally they were a bit skeptical on first being told that I
would be able to live and exist on a fishing schooner, but after I
told them I had been down on the waterfront and investigated
how the Bluenose had been renovated with a ramp from the main
deck down into the middle hold of the craft, they said, “Well, if
you boys can look after yourselves and Don can have one hand for
the ship and one hand for you, Bailly, O.K., then you can go.”

As I had other exhibitions and commitments in another part
of Nova Scotia at that time, I was fortunately unable to leave
from Lunenburg by boat with them on the first lap of their jour
ney to Quebec City. I might have done so if things had been dif-
ferent and I had been able to get away at the same time the Blue-
nose sailed. As they experienced one of the roughst and most
hazardous tsorms during the passage from this port up to the
mouth of the St. Lawrence River, I considered myself lucky to
have missed this first part of the voyage. Don and I left by train
for Quebec City some few days later, allowing ourselves plenty of
time in order to be there when the Bluenose docked. This being
one of the few trips I have ever taken by train, it was all the more
interesting and entertaining for me. Don too, I believe, found
parts of it quite fascinating, as we had seen most of the landscape
from the highway before this time.

We arrived in Quebec days before the Bluenose and had to
look up a little hotel for a temporary home. After many longing
looks toward the harbour, we finally spied the Bluenose coming
into port. Stopping just barely long enough to take a few other
people and ourselves aboard, we were taken in tow by a Canada
Steamships freighter and were towed all through the night toward
Montreal. This was to be my first baptism under fire, or I should
say, of sail and water. I had never lived on a fishing schooner
and never thought that I should ever live on a fishing schooner,
even in the wildest flights of my imagination, but there we were,
in the fo’c’sle—living, eating and sleeping. The sleeping part at
first glance looked to me as though it was going to be the most
difficult part of the journey. I had never attempted to sleep in
a bunk before.

Perhaps I should describe a bunk for the benefit of any of
you who have only seen pictures or read about them, and have
never suffered the tortures (to a landlubber) of this type of bed.
The bunks in a fishing vessel are about 534 feet long and are al-
ways in double tiers on each side of the vessel, with about four
feet between them. They resemble a box with the one side
knocked out, and you crawl over the side and there you are. It
is impossible to sit up in one and extra boqrd:s are provided to
“box” yourself in during a heavy sea, when it is very easy to be
pitched out on the floor.

I gazed at it with dismay. How was Don going to get me
into such a contraption?How was I to be undressed and dressed
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Earl studies o poir of oxen before painting them.

in‘lhis semi-subterranean darkness? How was I to sleep with all
111]5 noise and activity going on around me? If I pulled the cur-
tains across to shut off the confusion and noise and movement
would I smother? How would I get to sleep and if I got to sleep:
would I ever wake again—all this and a great deal more went
through our minds, but in spite of my foreboding and mental
anguish and anticipation, the act was accomplished. Don got me
safely settled in the lower bunk, and he crawled away in the upper
one, directly above me. Sometime early in the morning of the
second day on shipboard became our first night on board, as
most of the first night we spent sitting up on deck, as it was a
warm and pleasantly balmy spring evening and we could enjoy
the smooth gliding motion of being towed along. Alas, alas, 1
must have sat out on deck facing the wind too long, for this added
stimulation on top of the sunburn I had acquired in the days pre-
ceding as I sat our around Quebec City, were 100 much for my
unweathered housebound tender skin. When morning came, or
what I thought was morning, and I attempted to open my eyes, it
still seemed like night. The little light that could gain entry
through the mere slits which were my eyes only proved that it was
not still night. The area surrounding my eyes had become so
badly sun and wind burned that they had become swollen almost
completely shut. After much complaining on my part and some
sympathizing from the younger members of our for’ard crew,
word got to some of the higher-ups in the afterdeck and they came
to investigate my plight. Upon examination, someone suggested
a doctor they knew was coming aboard, and thought he would kind-

.1y look me over, which he did some hours later, giving me a pre-

scription which cleared up the condition by the next day.

Montreal, our next port of call, turned out en masse to greet
us. People came aboard by the hundreds of thousands. From
early morning to late at night, people were still coming down to
the dock to view the Bluenose. This was all quite exciting and
interesting at first, but after a few days of being pushed around
into small quarters, the excitement began to pall.

We were entertained quite royally during the few days we
had in Montreal. One evening we were taken to one of the
largest theatres in the City where we were to be presented on the
stage, and I had to perform a little solo part as the programme was
set out that I was to paint a fast sketch of the Bluenose while on
stage. It was all quite a thrill and quite a novelty to us boys to
be there on the stage, as hardly any of us had had any experience
in being presented publicly. I had had some slight previous ex-
perience but nothing on such a large scale. However I did my
part quite satisfactorily I think, as I was complimented by both
the press, the members of the crew and the few friends that I
happened to have in the metropolis.

Each day was much the same—hoards of people coming
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aboard and Don and I huckstring our little black and white block
prints designed by me. We sold quite a number during the short
time, enough to pay our “keep” on the ship.

_After what seemed like more than one-half of the popula-
tion of French Canada had scrambled aboard, looked us over
and made all sorts of landlubber inquiries, the Captain finally
ordered “Up anchor!”, the lines were cast off and we went on
our merry way up the St. Lawrence, which after Montreal really
dwindles into a pretty small stream, then into canals, and then
into a few lakes.

The weather was getting quite a bit warmer, and as we
were still being towed because we were unable to use our sails,
there was not much chance of any shade on deck and very little
breeze seemed to be moving as we glided along the canals—land-
locked waterways lined in part, at times, by crowds of people
from the small towns along the canal.

The following weeks were all much of the same pattern.
We would be moving the earlier part of the day and possibly
into the late afternoon, tying up each night at some small port.
After a few more days of this we sighted Toronto, where we
were greeted by the usual thousands of people, as we tied up at
the waterfront in the shade of the Royal York. Again the
same round of sight-seeing Canadians started coming aboard
during the next few days, and with the added interest which had
been building up through the newspapers and radio, this was what
looked like almost the rest of Canada on foot. There in Toronto
again, we were asked repeatedly the same questions which had
been put to us so often—“How long is the Bluenose?” “How
high are the spars?”’ “How wide is she?” “How much water
does she need to float in?”

We tried to give our best answers and to please as many of
the sight-seers as possible. In Toronto I became fatigued and
finally accepted the invitation of some very kind friends and went
to live with them for a short spell so I could get some rest and
regain some much needed strength for the rest of the voyage.
This little sojourn on land came as a very welcome contrast to
such a public life on shipboard. Also it gave me a chance to see
something of Toronto. In all my travelling by various means,
T had never had opportunity or enough time to see a great
deal of the big Canadian cities.

We got back to the boat in good time to say our last goodbye
to Toronto and look forward to the World’s Fair at Chicago.

After a few more short stops at Windsor and Sarnia, where I
did get a chance to go ashore, we moved. alqng in m}lCh .the same
fashion until finally we got into Lake Michigan, whm}! is quite a
large body of water—not quite as large as the Atlantic we were
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used to, but big enough and deep enough that we could say “so
long” to our towhoat, hoist sail and proceed along under our own
power. Sailing on Lake Michigan was a very pleasant experi-
ence, and I clearly remember one day in particular when we really
piled on all sails. All four lowers, and topsails gave us enough
speed that Don thought it would be more comfortable for me if 1
would leave my chair, which usually was lashed to the foremast
b.elow decks or propped against the ship’s cabin on deck. By this
time she had keeled over enough that it was much more comfort-
able for me to be reclining on soft cushions back aft, propped
against the same cabin, where I could lie back and watch the
graceful lines of the white sails sharply outlined against the blue
of the Michigan sky.

During one of the next few days, I remember we encountered
a squall. A squall on Lake Michigan can be quite a nasty ex-
perience, as fresh water seems to bring storms up violently and
quickly. When this particular squall arose, I was below deck and
it was a good thing I was below and that my chair was lashed to
the foremast. During the worst part of the blow, when we were
still unable to get sail off quickly enough, the vessel canted over
so far that the articles which were on the tray fastened to my
chair in front of me, all fell off and rolled across the forecastle
floor. I might also have followed if I had not been securely fast-
ened into the chair before this happened.

The morning we finally sailed into the Fair was a bright and
sunny June day in 1933. The reason I can remember it so well
is because it was really, really warm for a “herring choker” like
me. We created some stir as the City Council, members of the
yacht clubs and others interested in sailing came out to meet us
in launches, speedboats and other crafts of all kinds. We had
been looking forward so avidly to viewing the sights of the Fair
that it was with a sigh of relief that we watched as the lines
were taken ashore and we tied up at our own private dock at
the foot of the artificial basin just on the fringes of the Fair.

Next we had to go about exploring all the things which
looked so exciting from the ship and which we were now about to
finally view at close range. One of these was Admiral Byrd’s
Antarctic ship, complete with fur-dressed Eskimos, dogsleds,
husky dogs and arctic exhibits. The vividly coloured exhibits of
the exposition contrasted greatly with the Bluenose as she was
just her original self—the same garb she wore when following
her fishing trade.

Don must have pushed me miles and miles through avenues
and streets, past all kinds of exhibits, as the Fair was so huge.
Sad to state, but true, was the fact that we didn’t attract our fair
share of customers, as the competition from Sally Rand, Admiral
Byrd, and other things unusual, too numerous to mention, were
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what I had done with my life to date, and most of it in t
\yords of the script writer. After the reheasal, follovg;ngh: gﬁ%ﬁ
rest, we started jche TV show. I will always remember Don push-
}:ng me f‘o? the first time out under the hot lights and saying aside
bofme, T'll put you”back in the shade until it’s your turn to go
euox;ie the cameras.” After Ripley did his opening turn, I was
;'ot ed out under the lights and up to my easel where I was first
n?hc.a{vi&wed.‘ Next I was to demonstrate my way of painting
‘\:/ ile Mr. Ripley and the rest of the cast were to carry on a back-
t,fountd conversation. Then Mr. Ripley was to make some ex-
;c)haena “?ry kI)'emarks regarding my finished paintings and later
the gd eléefc .Hrought out and placed on easels where they were tele-
X - oStill later I finished up my part of the program by signing
y painting with my full name while the cameras were rolling.

They told us it was a highl
e pleased.g y successful show and that all con-

1 For the next few days we made good use of the ti i
i?%{ visiting the art galleries and pu?ting in some %&?Zf ?Ellaég-

; t1;cllon of my own paintings which was running near 57th Street
a e same time. The exhibition turned out to be quite an un-
expected success. I sold a number of painting while I was still
}n New York and a few were sold after I had left the city and
arrived back home. On the way back we had a stay-over in
Montreal and there I spent some very pleasant hours with some
very near and dear friends. We arrived back in Nova Scotia with
the same winds that br11_1g the spring to Lunenburg and for a while
I found it exceedingly difficult to de-excellerate down to the living
‘tempo of a small town. I was all enthused and full of pep and
ideas encouraged.by contact with so much art in New York City.
But natural}y I fmall_y brought myself sufficiently close to earth
to go back into my little world and begin anew to paint the life
scene that T know best. For me this was all just as easy to do
as it is to write about here at this time, as I, like any other human
was in many ways influenced by different movements and schoolsf
I had got back to myself however, and I guess I have pretty much
stayed just about there since that time.

Within a short time after my return, one of my fondest
dreams was realized when, in conjunction with my hard-earned
savings and with the profits from the sales of the painting made
at the exhibition in New York, and with the trade-in of my old
sedan, I was able to buy a convertible—a car that I had so often
thought of and thought would be so ideal for my use. In a mom-
ent of weakness and without premeditation I ordered a light
cream colour and cream coloured it arrived, on a signal day, my
birthday. I heard many remarks passed regarding the relative
sea-worthiness of a convertible in this part of Canada. People
said to me, “Why you’ll freeze in that type of car in this part of
the country’”, and as I was not familiar with this type of car, I
wasn’t always too firmly convinced that they weren’t right at the
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time of telling. Later, however, 1 found that it was quite satis-
tory for my needs and up to this time of writing I am still using
the same car in the same climate under the same circumstances,
and I have yet to have been caught in any spot of weather wheré
I have been uncomfortable. The first time I made my appear-
ance in the town in the eye-catching vehicle with the top lowered,
people stared and gaped as though I had surely gone mad this
time. Later they seemed to have become used to the sight of
me moving about the town in it as they now seem to have become
fully reconciled that I like my little impractical cream car. I go
riding whenever I can spare the time from painting in my studio.

I next came in contact with what has so far proved to be
one of the best things that has happened to me since I first used
a brush. While riding one day I met a very good friend of a very
good friend who said to me, “Did you ever think of having your
paintings reproduced on Christmas cards like the other famous
artists, say like Grandma Moses.” I had often thought that event-
ually this would be possible for me but up until that time there
had been no concrete action taken by either myself or any other
interested parties. My friend insisted that he bring in an execu-
tive head of one of the biggest publishing companies in Canada
with affiliations in the United States, and after they saw my
paintings and heard the story and publicity that had been
achieved by the paintings, they finally decided that they were
sufficiently interested to bring out a line of my paintings on
Christmas cards for that year. I found all this quite exciting
and thought that it would bring my work to the notice of a much
wider and varied audience, as I knew some of the world’s finest
art now finds ready sale on Christmas cards.

I painted several subjects especially for them and with some
indecision and uncertainty as to their suitability for reproduction,
I sent them off to Toronto. They liked them very much and
the following year my first paintings on Christmas cards appear-
ed for sale all across Canada. They were widely admired and
sold well, as the entire run was completely sold out a month be-
fore Christmas. I received many inquiring and congratulatory
letters from points all across Canada and the United States,
through the months before and after Christmas as the cards first
went on sale during the summer. All this kept me quite busy
as I got a number of commissions as a result of the appearance
of my paintings on the cards.

I kept working away, sometimes slowly, and at other times
at a little heightened tempo here in my pine-panelled workshop-
studio.

In the earlier years of my life, much of my painting was

done on location, out along the rugged coastline which lies all
around my home, but in these later years I have been of neces-
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so little for so much effort, I deeply apprecciate the great deal 'l Pliiei l—
that has been given to me for my small efforts, e | S WS e i

Trials will still go on, and I must still strive for better re- T JS SR i v .
sults in my paintings, but I have so many grand true friends, T ) A DRI
that life is really worth while. Leslie Bensen, also an artist, is (Y (AR B % \
always trying to encourage; also Harry Leith Ross, William ? AN
Schwartz, Mrs. Harry B. Shane, Mrs. Margaret Landry, Charles b;\\s
Rawlings, Stanley Marks, Dr. Creighton. f e La '

My Triumphs are having a painting accepted, and now hang- STl - el mll'f
ing in the National Gallery at Ottawa; also having a painting of 3 SToDIO
the old schooner “Bluenose,” bought by the Government, to hang r CALLERY =
in the main lounge of the new ferry “Bluenose.” 2% e T ¢ P ® ;

Hoping many will buy this small book. I may some day o g
Triumph, and have a larger studio, and thus may leave behind a . .
few really good paintings, and be remembered as \

THE INVALID ARTIST.
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Earl and brother, Donald, outside
his studio.



