 That's when I grew the beard. Dave Bucknell was hugely amused. He said that a handlebar moustache was OK for an ex crab-fat like myself, but that I had to have served two years before the mast before growing a beard. I said that I felt sure I could sell paintings if I looked the part and that it was not only sailors that grew beards. 

'That ith true,' he answered, 'I have theen a couple of ladieth in the thircus with a dethent set of whithkerth, but I am thure they were ex wrenth anyway'.

I approached several local galleries with samples of my work but none of them showed any interest. One man said he might put a couple up for a week or so on sale or return. I accepted immediately. Then a week later he phoned me and asked me to collect them as they were giving his business a bad name.  A stroppy customer had actually asked how much would he pay him to take them away? 

I never had the courage to take the advice of Norman Rockwell, which was, that if a painting wasn't going very well, put a puppy in it, a mongrel, never one of the full-bred puppies and then put a bandage on its foot!

I then had this idea of putting Korky to sleep, slicing her in halves and suspending the bits in a glass tank of formaldehyde, but the gallery owner chappie said it had all been done before. So another idea of building up a reasonable bank balance towards our Italian house was knocked on the head.
This morning Sue and I had a profound, almost numinous conversation, concerning our marriage. This sort of thing doesn't happen very often and so I
