
May 14 ,1978 

My dear old friend Gordon, 

I was delighted to hear from you after 
all this time, I ' ve been in and out of Hali fax many t i mes s i nce I 
saw y ou last . but s omehow, our paths never seemed to cross . I met 
Roy Dani el once in police uni form , but never saw Roy Campbell or 
Li onel Byalin agai n , Your news about Lionel was amus i ng and i nt-
erest i ng . Soaehow I can' t pi cture hi m as a wi ld- eyed c ommuni st , or 
for that matter as a s oldier, I remember that you and I had a 
small squabble with Bionel one day and pushed him around a bit , 
as ki ds do, and the next day hi s mother f ixed us wi th those beady 
black eyes of hers and demanded , "What i s the mi nni ng of the bi t ting-
up of Li onel?" 

Often thi nk of those early sea years of mi ne , when my famil, wa;;i n 
England and the Higgi ns house on Chebucto Road was my fri endliest· 
port of call. Your mother , bless her heart , was like a mother to 
me , and I was often lonely i n those days , Then that marvellous 
spell on the farm at Clarence , after a year on Sable Island, What 
a contrast ! I never forgot i t , 

My wife di ed three years ago , The poor old gi rl had been fa i ling 
1n body and mi nd f or several years , and i t was a merc i ful release 
f or her. I c ouldn ' t stand a housekeeper underfoot whenever I nm 
tum around , so I live alone and like i t . A very good charlady 
comes i n once a week and the cleani ng and the laundry , 
My cooking i s strictly camp style , learned i n the woods a long 
t i me ago, helped out a great deal by "TV dinners• and frozen pies, 
Once a week my son and daughter-in- law get me out to thei r home 
at Hunt ' s Poi nt , on Port Mouton Bay, and fill me wi th good home-
cooked stuff. 

Ever s i nce the Halifax explos i on of ' 17 , when I saw so many people 
mutilated and blind, I ' ve had a recurri ng, ni ghtmare of gpi ng blind 
myself , And the _ni gntmare began to come true about f i ve years 
ago , when the dwvelopment of cataracts i n both eyes slowly but 
surely cut off my s i ght , A long busi ness of wait i ng for the 
cataracts to get•ri pe• , f i rst i n one eye , then the other. Then 
the operat i ons , and post- operat ive complications , with long 
miserable spells i nll hospi tal , and fumbl i ng and pai nful experiments 
wi th contact lenses , and finally t he thi ck lenses that enable me 
to see now, I make mi stakes· i n typing ( as you see) but on the 
whole I do qui te well , I dri ve my car locally , but wouldn ' t dare 
to venture onto a fast traffi c hi ghway , or get i nto any s i tuat i on 
that i nvolved t i ght parking, I've even resumea1'folf i n o. wei rd 
fashton at White Po i nt, But my golf always was a bi t on t he weird 
s i de , as the club can attest , Well , write again and tell me mpre . 

Cheers I 
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