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"Aye, '(is a curious fancy —
But all the good I know
Was taught me out of two grey eyes
A long time ago. " —
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AUTHORS "PRO-LOG":
from memory
In writing from memory this " L O G " of my "vagabond
journey" around the Island (a long time after the event) I have
missed much and many people, doubtless, and to my regret. Much
has been left unsaid, nevertheless a true picture of the people and
the events has been attempted. If I have been overly frank, I risk
being put down for my brashness —
He that is down, needs fear no fall.
He that is low, no pride:
As to the scenic pictures, sunrises and sunsets, along the way,
I leave it to my readers to "go see for themselves". After all, what
one sees depends on "that inner eye" —
When each in his separate star
Shall draw the thing as he sees it
For the God of things as they are."
Why did I make the trip? In Maugham's "The Moon and
Sixpence" the hero (villain) is driven by a daemon: "I've got to paint,
I've got to paint!" Perhaps something of the same sort of daemon
made me want to "create a picture".
W.A.R.

1
As a boy, I had two adventures in a canoe. When I was nine or
ten years old and while visiting with the McEachen family at their
summer cottage near Rocky Point, I went along with two McEachen
boys for a paddle on the entrance to Charlottetown Harbor. I was so
scared that I did no paddling but lay on the bottom of the canoe
during the entire short "voyage". At least I must have had some
stabilizing effect for we arrived back safely.
Two or three years later my older brother and I "stole" a canoe
(owned by Ray Tinney and Orin MacGregor) from Brighton shore
and paddled across the North River to York Point. I still wonder
how, having no previous experience with a canoe, we managed to get
over and back (a distance of nearly two miles) without upsetting. I
think we must have practically held our breaths all the way.
And so the years went by and somehow there grew at the back of
my mind the idea of a trip around the Island in a canoe. The challenge of the idea as "something attempted" kept gnawing at me.
Finally in the late spring of 1934 I drove down to Halifax in my
old Model A Ford sedan. There at the Waegwoltic Club on the NorthWest Arm I met Cliff Cotter who had his brother's canoe for sale.
The brother had been the Pilot of a plane in which he and Norman
Rogers, Minister of National Defence in MacKenzie King's Cabinet,
were killed when the plane crashed. Not being concerned about "ill
omen", 1 bought the 16' Old-Town Maine canoe complete with
cushions and paddles for the bargain price of $25.
With Cliff's help 1 lashed the canoe securely on the top of the
Model A and set off for Digby, N.S. At Bridgetown near Middleton,
N.S., 1 bought a female English bulldog (from a Mr. Baker) whom I
named "Bozo" — so homely. From Digby, Bozo, the canoe and I
sailed for Saint John, N.B. by ferry and thence home to Tea Hill,
P.F.I., where we arrived home in perfect condition.
Something about my little green canoe made me think of the
little green jungle parrot and the little baby in Kipling's "Without
Benefit of Clergy", so I named the canoe " T O T A " .

II
Finally, about mid-summer, after some unavoidable delay, I
dropped everything else and began to make preparations for a quick
get-away on my trip around the Island. My decision to head east or
counter-clockwise was based on the fact that although 1 would have
to face the prevailing westerlies along the north shore, the toughest
part of the trip, I would have the wind behind me on the final run,
when I expected to be a bit tired. "Hardest things first". I still don't
know whether my decision was right. The first step, one afternoon,
was to test Tota in three or four feet of water at the shore below Tea
Hill. Having upset her several times, partly by design, I began to get
the feel or balance.
The next morning, Saturday — August 4, 1934, my neighbour,
John Dan MacRae's oldest boy Don helped me load my equipment
— food, extra paddle, life jacket, blanket. About 9 a.m. Bozo and I
waved good-bye to Don and headed out across Hillsboro Bay for
Governor's Island. Bozo turned out to be a good sailor. She would
look over the side of the canoe for awhile, watching the green water
flying by (but always careful not to "rock the boat"), and after a
while lie on the bottom of the canoe and doze.
I had rigged a small triangular sail and the wind being from the
nor-west and favorable, in an hour or so we were within a half mile
of the Island. Having arrived at a point opposite the west end of the
Island and the tide and the wind rising, I hauled around, ran before
the wind, and landed on the East Bar close to the east end of the
Island about noon.
Proceeding to prepare our "noon-day dish" I discovered a real
blunder — I had forgotten to take any fresh water. Later in the afternoon I set out to explore the Island. Bozo and I walked all over it. We
found a number of old farm wells and two or three bored by the
Henry L. Docherty oil men in 1926. All were foul.
Meanwhile the wind had risen to a strong gale. I decided to camp
in an old shed and wait till the next day before going on to Point
Prim.
Our thirst had likewise risen. Strawberry jam helped a little but
was too sweet to be much good. I brought up a bucket of salt water
from the shore, heated some in a kettle over a Coleman gas stove
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and held the bucket of cold sea-water over the steam. As the steam
condensed on the bottom of the bucket it ran down drop by drop into
a saucer and by this primitive still I obtained enough fresh water to
let Bozo and me get to sleep.
We spent most of the next day (Sunday) looking for a better
source of fresh water — again without results.
The wind still blowing strong, we were compelled to spend all
Monday marooned and to get thirstier and thirstier. I thought my
tongue would turn black and burn up. I was of two minds whether to
light a fire-signal for help that evening, as per previous arrangement
with Don MacRae, to have a motor-boat come to our rescue, but
decided to give it one more day in the hope that the gale would die
down by the morrow.
Late Monday afternoon I took a notion to investigate a
building, the only one overlooked or rather disregarded as not
resembling in any way a well-house. Low and behold, inside was an
open well of excellent pure water and a bucket and strong new rope!
1 later learned that this well was maintained by the Island's owners
just in case someone should get stranded! There came back to me the
well-known scene from "Kidnapped", or an adaptation of it.
Tuesday morning at daylight the wind had vanished and the tide
was away out. After a good breakfast and plenty of "Adam's Ale",
1 carried the canoe on my back a half mile or so, then went back and
got and loaded our supplies. In the perfect quiet of a bright sunny
morning we could hear the clock in Charlottetown strike eight just
as Bozo and 1 pointed the canoe for Point Prim. An hour later a
breeze started up and soon became quite strong. We were then about
3 1/2 miles from land in every direction (including straight down, or
so it seemed). I leaned on the paddle and drove Tota for all she was
worth, soon arriving near shore at a point about 100 yards east of
Point Prim Wharf. We approached the wharf on which I could see
a numberof Belfasters working. They refused to believe that I had
just crossed over from Governor's Island but maintained that I had
come along the shore. Why they didn't notice us sooner I'll never
know (they weren't that busy working), but I suppose that, the canoe
being low to the water, we were partly hidden by the waves. At any
rate, I was glad to get close to humans and land again, since half way
between Governor's Island and Point Prim could be a bad spot to get
caught in a storm, and the wind was steadily blowing stronger.

