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William Barraclough 

An address which was full of good humor, presented by Mr. J.W. Hardcastle, noted marine 

artist.  Mr. A.W.S. Kennedy introduced Mr. Hardcastle to those assembled and Dr. R.E. 

Forrester extended the appreciation of all present for the interesting talk.  Mr. D.L. Schon, 

president of the historical society, made several references during Mr. Hardcastle's talk.   
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[tape stops and restarts] 

 

This recorded address by Mr. J.W. Hardcastle, a noted marine artist and citizen of Nanaimo for 

many years, was presented before Nanaimo Historical Society, in the lecture room at the 

Centennial Museum, September 17, 1968, before a capacity audience. 
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[tape stops and restarts] 

 

Jack Hardcastle 

Now then, you all ready? 

 

Don Schon 

[What were you going to say about Archie?] 

 

Jack Hardcastle 

I was going thank my friend, Mr. Kennedy, for making his introductory short, because I was a 

little bit scared that he was going to overdo it by praising me up too much, and I would probably, 

I couldn't live up to expectations.  And then another thing, I would like to thank my friend, Mr. 

Cass. The newspaper account tonight said that Mr. Hardcastle had collected quite a lot of 

information about Nanaimo, but I'm afraid that I don't know very much about Nanaimo.  As I said 

to Mr. Cass, I said, “I've lived in the this city for 40 years, and now a tourist stopped me 

downtown the other day, and he asked me what time the pubs opened, and I couldn't tell him.” 

[laughter] 

 

So, the way I got it figured out is that if I can't tell a tourist what time the pubs open, you can't 

rely on me very much for any authentic information about [little?], old Nanaimo. [laughter] But 

there it goes anyway, just let it go at that. Oh yeah. 



Thank you very much for doing me the honour of asking me to come down here and say 

something about myself.  I asked my friend here what the subject was going to be, he said, 

“Jack Hardcastle”.   

 

“Well”, I said, “Jack Hardcastle knows quite a lot about himself that he'd like to tell people. And 

there's a lot of things that Jack Hardcastle knows about himself that he wouldn't like anybody 

else to know”. [laughter] 

 

Don Schon 

Jack, I wonder if you could start off, and tell us where you were born and when?  

 

Jack Hardcastle 

Oh where, yes.  

 

Don Schon 

Or is it a secret? 

 

Jack Hardcastle 

I was born in the little, old town of Whitby, in the north of England. I remember when I was on 

television, I said there were two very important men came from Whitby, one was Jack 

Hardcastle and the other was Captain Cook, the man who discovered Vancouver Island.  Well, I 

thought to myself, “Probably you're a little bit egotistical claiming affinity with Captain Cook.”   

 

But I know somebody else who has more claim to having anything to do with Captain Cook than 

I have, and that was a fellow from Hawaii. He was wandering around Whitby and somebody 

asked him what he wanted to see.   

 

He said, "Well," he said, "I want to see Captain Cook's house."   

 

"Well,” he said, “what you want to see Captain Cook's house for?" 

 

"Well, he says, "I'll tell you,” he says, “I'm part of Captain Cook."  

 

"Oh, how you make that out?" 

 

"Well," he says, "my grandfather ate him in [inaudible] [laughter]. So I can assume from that, 

that that fellow has more claim to affinity then Captain Cook and I have.  

 

Don Schon 

Jack, in Whitby, what did your parents do? What were... 

 

 

 



Jack Hardcastle 

Well, my parents were ship owners.  My father had seven brigs, and the old gentleman, you 

know, steam was just coming in then, and my mother was pretty shrewd businesswoman, as a 

matter of fact, I think all the intelligence that the Hardcastle family ever had, I think the female of 

the species had it.  [laughter]  I'll give my mother credit for that. 

 

There is no doubt about it, she was a pretty shrewd businesswoman, and she was consistently 

asking my father to get rid of those sailing ships.  But the old gentleman wasn't having anything 

like that, no siree!  If he saw a streak of smoke on the horizon, he said, "Damn those teakettles" 

he says, “just give me lots of God Almighty's wind”, he says, “and I'll show 'em how to froth the 

North Sea.” [laughter] 
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But anyway, the old gentleman, of course, he's gone up aloft, and when he died, Mother sold 

the sailing ships and bought steamers.  But when I was young, I was consistently painting.  I 

think someone said I was born with salt water in my brains, but I said, “I think I was born with a 

paintbrush in my hand too”.  

 

But my dear old mother, she didn't like to see me painting, soon as I brought my paints out, she 

would say, "Never be one of them artists, John, they're a poverty stricken lot." [laughter] 

 

And I'll tell you, there have been times in my hectic career when I think there's been quite an 

element of truth of my dear old mother's.  Ha ha. I remember the reason why my mother was so 

prejudiced against artists was, there used to be an old gentleman go past the house, his name 

was Morgan.  Now poor old Morgan, I guess, he was what my mother called a poverty stricken 

artist.  In those days, if you had some, if you were with any artistic ability, and you wanted to get 

rid of it, the only way was to do to put it on exhibition, you couldn't commercialize or 

anything.  And it was a pretty tough proposition, selling a picture.  Why, even now, I meet 

people in my travels, and when they ask what I do for a living, I say, "Oh, I'm painting 

pictures."  I can see the look of sympathy come in their faces. [laughter] 

 

And then a fellow says to me, "Well, what are you doing with it?"  

 

“Oh,” I said, "I paint ships."   

 

"Boy," he says, "that must be a tough job," he says, "getting over the side of them damn big 

ships.” [laughter]. But he wasn't talking about art. 

 

Oh yes, people ask me. I go around to sell a picture, about the first question that is asked: 

"Have you had any art training?" Well, I have had art training.  I had the proud distinction of 

being the first man to write "No Parking" on the sidewalks of Nanaimo. [laughter]  

 



And if anybody asks me where I got my art training, I tell 'em "that's it, boy." I owe a debt of 

gratitude to the City of Nanaimo, for coming to the conclusion because I could paint a ship, I 

could write "No Parking" on the sidewalks. 

 

In fact, I was doing that one day and a fellow said to me, he says, "Hey,” he says, “is you 

employed on that job?" 

 

And I says, "I certainly am." 

 

He says, "Are you a sign writer for the city?" 

 

“Well,” I said, "I am pro tem.” 

 

"Boy," he says, "I wish I was a sign writer." 

 

And I said, "So do I, and I wouldn't be doing this for a living." [laughter] 

 

But anyway, we'll get back to this Captain Cook, because I said, I was born in Whitby. 

Oh yes, Whitby's Yorkshire, isn't it? Yes.  Well, that's something else I would like to tell 

you.  Everybody knows, or at least they should know, that the Yorkshireman's chief 

characteristic is his extreme modesty.  And I don't mind telling you, I am very well endowed with 

that.  [laughter]  So, if I say anything that sounds kind of egotistical, well, you'll just have to, 

either take it for granted, or take it for a pinch of salt, it doesn't make no difference. 

 

Don Schon 

What was the main occupation in Whitby, when you were there? 

 

Jack Hardcastle 

Oh, I hadn't any occupation at all. 

 

Don Schon 

No, I mean the main concern of the town, was it a shipping town? 

 

Jack Hardcastle 

Oh, the main concern of that little town, of Whitby, was shipping.  And it seems almost 

incredible, when I can think of it.  It had a population of 12,000 people, and I was only looking 

through Lloyd's Register the other day, and I discovered that those 12,000 people had 16 million 

pounds invested in shipping.  And that's all there was in that town.  But the poor, old town has 

changed.  It's like anything else, and I don't know just exactly what’d happened to it.  I hadn’t 

been there for a long time.  My wife and I were over there, last three or four years ago, and we 

hadn't been there for about 40 years.  And all these mansions that the rich and wealthy ship 

owners used to live in, they’ve got signs in the windows: Bed and breakfast for visitors.  So 

there you are: “What a fall was there, my countrymen.” And that was Whitby. 



But, my mother, of course, I wasn't going to be an artist, there was no question about that.  So I 

went to sea.  But my mother, I had another twin brother who went to sea at the time, and my 

mother didn't want two sons at sea at the time, so she got me persuaded to leave it, and I've 

never done any good since. 

 

As a matter of fact, ever since I can remember, everybody said about Jack Hardcastle: "That 

fellow will never be any good.  All he good for is drawing ships.  And he doesn't know anything 

else."   

 

It just like, I think, if I said, when I first came out to Canada, I went to work on the dear, old farm 

down in Quebec, for $6.00 a month.  From 3 o'clock in the morning 'til 9 o'clock at night.  And I 

know when I went there, first the old farmer, he began to give me the cross examination.  He 

asked me, if I knew this about the farm, and this, and I say, "No, I didn't know anything about it 

at all." 

 

And he says, "Well, I'll tell you."  He says, "You're just like the rest of these gol' darn Englishmen 

that come out here." He says, "You got a damn big box, and a damn big appetite, and you don't 

know nothing." [laughter] 

 

And I'm telling you right now, that if anybody says to me, "You don't know nothing," I wouldn't 

put up an argument with them.  [laughter] 
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I get a bang out of this old farmer.  I must tell you this about him, I worked for him for about two 

months, and then I thought, "Well, maybe since I was getting a little knowledge about 

[agriculture], I’d better ask him for a raise of wages."  Holy mackinaw!  Anything more 

preposterous than gol' darn Englishman asking a Quebec farmer for a raise of wages?  Why 

say, the tears almost came to that fellow's eyes, he was just trembling with emotion.   

 

"My," he says, "you know," he says, "when you talk to me like that," he says, "it sounds like 

ingratitude." [laughter] "You asked me for a raise of wages."  

 

I says, "What the heck do you mean - ingratitude?" 

 

Well, then he turned [inaudible] and he says, "You, you gol' darned Englishman." He says, 

"Didn't you come out here to learn farming?" 

 

I said, "Of course I did." 

 

"Well," he said, "that's where the ingratitude comes in."  He says, "You come out here to learn 

farming," he says, "I give you a lesson that lasts 16 hours a day, and you ain't satisfied." 

[laughter]  He says, "That's ingratitude of the worst kind." 



But say, didn't I once make myself hated, on board ship. I've always been a child of 

circumstances, you see. I was on a ship out there, doing customs duty.  And I see one of the 

apprentices there, the mate had given him a work-up job, because he'd evidently neglected 

some sort of duty and he was going to be taught a lesson.  And the mate had thought, “Well, 

instead of giving him his what's below,” he said, “put him to work,” and they had him 

painting.  And I just happened to walk past this young fellow, and he kind of looked at me, and 

boy, what he didn't tell me about that mate wasn't worth knowing.  He was a gol'darned this and 

that, and yelling.  

 

And I said to him, I said, "You know," I said, "when you talk to me like that," I said, "it kind of 

sounds like ingratitude." [laughter]  

 

He said, "What do you mean?" 

 

"Well," I said, "didn't you join this company," I said, "for the sole purpose of learning the fine art 

of seamanship?" 

 

He says, "Of course I did." 

 

"Well," I said, "that’s where the ingratitude comes in, mister." I said, "That chief mate thinks your 

lesson lasts 16 hours of the day, and you ain't satisfied." [laughter]  I was the most hated man 

on that ship just the same. [laughter] But there it goes anyway. 

 

Don Schon 

Jack, maybe you can just give us a little idea what, as a boy, in Whitby, what kind of activities 

you would pursue, or can you recall many or much of Whitby and what you did there as a 

youngster? 

 

Jack Hardcastle 

Well, there wasn't much we did there as youngsters, because the only way to amuse ourselves 

was climbing up and down the rigging of the ships.  We used to come home from school ... 

There is a picture of Whitby there, but it may be too small for you to see it here.  That's right. 

 

We used to come along here, you can see this here, as we came along here, we used to run up 

and down the masts there.  You had to have a race up the masts.  You had to go up here; you 

came to that bottom yard there; and you had to go out on it and come back; and so on, until you 

got to the top.  And when you got to the top, you had to come down the other side and do the 

same all the way down.  But one of my friends there, [Calbet?] they called him, he just had 

more, well, to be crude, he had more guts than I had, because on the top of that mast is a ball, 

and it’s only about a foot round in circumference.  He used to get up there and stand on his feet, 

and wave his arms.  Boy.  [laughter] 

 

 



Don Schon 

Cheer him on. 

 

Jack Hardcastle. 

Then of course, there was my friend, this ship here.  That's the famous Drumrock, she was 

practically one of the finest type of ship that they ever built on the Clyde.  And when she wasn't, 

she has a connection with British Columbia, because when this company began to sell their 

ships, the Vancouver Island Tug & Barge bought her.  And they took all of the masts and 

everything out of her.  And turned her into a log barge, and she's towing logs from Tahsis, I 

think it was, and she got away from the tug and broke her back.  But the reason why I painted 

that ship was, I had a chap come in to ask me to paint a big picture of him, and he had a leather 

canvas, and he was going to give me the canvas as part payment.  But I wouldn't accept that.  I 

said, “I would put it on the floor, and that’ll keep the paint off the [oilcloth?].” 

 

But, when he got through, he says, "Well, I'll give you that, Jack."  So he gave it to me and I 

rolled it up and threw it in the basement. 

 

And I was passing it one day, and I thought, "Well, I'm damned if I don't go back 60...oh, must 

be 70 years, it around was ['96], eh? I go back, a friend of mine I went to school with, Gilbert 

Thompson, served his time on this particular ship, and he was my sister's hero.  They called him 

"Brave Gilbert" in Whitby, because he was captain of one of those Whitby [inaudible] coming 

through the Bay of Biscay sank three submarines. But he, as I said, this Gilbert Thompson, he 

was kind of the bully of the school when we went to school.  His favourite pastime was when we 

got tired of swimming in the salt water, we used to go swimming where there was fresh 

water.  And of course, we would just went in, just as we were in nature, and Gilbert Thompson's 

pastime was grabbing the youngsters and throwing them into the nettles, and throwing them into 

all the bramble bushes with no clothes on.  He thought that was fun.  But, of course he couldn't 

interfere with me, because I was a twin, and where there was one, there was the other, and of 

course, I had the balance of power in my favour on account of that. 

 

But I was passing this [canvas?]; Gilbert got me to paint a picture of his ship, he was serving his 

time on it.  And he was bemoaning the fact to me, that while his ship was coming through the 

Bay of Biscay, homeward bound from Australia, the skipper had all the apprentices over the 

side painting the rust off her, so that she’d look good, going up the English Channel.  And I 

looked at this piece of canvas, Gilbert, of course, he'd brought me a big piece of sail cloth and 

he'd asked me to paint him a picture of his ship.  Mind you, I wasn't painting like that when I was 

16.  But, anyway, I painted a picture of his ship for him, what paint he could steal out of the paint 

locker on the ship, you know, on a piece of sailcloth.  And I painted a picture of his ship.  Well, 

as I passed this piece of canvas, you know, Gilbert came into my mind, and I thought, “Well, 

damned if I don't go back, 60 or 70 years, now I'll paint Gilbert's ship for myself.” 

 

So, I painted the Drumrock. I gathered up this canvas, and I take it upstairs there, and I give it 

the usual three or four coats of paint, and I paint the picture.  And all the time I'm painting it, I'm 



thinking of Gilbert, because my sister was always holding him up to me of what a man really 

should be.  Gilbert eventually finished up as Fellow of the Royal Geographical Society, DSO, 

Member of the British Empire, Freeman of the City of London, and goodness knows what.  And 

my sister was always consistently writing to me and telling me how far Gilbert had got, and I'd 

stood still.  I'd hadn't got anywhere.  Finally, she wrote to me and told me that Gilbert had 

passed on. [laughter]   

 

Well, I wrote back and said, “I very much regretted the loss of my esteemed friend.” “But,” I said, 

“Gilbert is gone,” I said, “he’s six feet underground and he’s lying still, but Jack Hardcastle is still 

standing.” And I said, “I’d just as soon see [dear] Jack Hardcastle standing still than a Gilbert 

Thompson laying still.” [laughter] 

 

So that's why I prize the picture.  I don't know how many times I've painted it.  It has a prominent 

position in the house, when you come in the house, that's the thing you see.  Don't forget I told 

you that my chief characteristic is extremely modesty. [laughter] 
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People over in Vancouver there, when they were playing one of the plays there, the prima 

donna, her husband, he's collecting pictures of ships, and they came over, and he saw that 

picture on the wall, and he sat in the chair in front of it, and he said he wouldn't go out of the 

house until he'd got it.  As a matter of fact, he had quite a collection of my pictures.  

 

He said to me, he says, "You know Jack," he says, "I've got more pictures of yours than 

anybody else's." 

 

“Well”, I says, "why don't you leave that on the wall then?" 

 

He says, "No," he says, "I'm not going out the house until I get it." 

 

"Well," I said, "all right then," I said, "the minute that you get, boy," I said, "I'm hiking up to the 

paint shop and I'll paint another one." 

 

So, I gave it to him it right there, but [inaudible] somebody will come along, and in a moment of 

weakness I'll, you know, I'm not avaricious. [laughter] 

 

Did I say, I can sit down and paint thousands of ships, but I can't paint $20 bills, and even if I did 

you know ... [laughter] ... [damn] mounted police don't like you to do that kind of thing, I tell you. 

[laughter] And I'd be, something like… I'm wandering all over the place, but that doesn't make 

any difference [does it?]  The only reason why I'm talking here is, so that my name, with other 

old timers, I suppose, can be handed down to posterity. Eh? 

 

 



William Barraclough 

Through this machine. 

 

Jack Hardcastle 

What? Through that machine, yes. [laughter] 

 

Which reminds me, see, now I'm going to switch over again, you see.  Which reminds me of a 

friend of mine, that they called Bill [Moat?].  Now, he had a son there, George, and George, he 

was one of those strong, silent men.  He never, very, very seldom spoke, you know.  If you, he 

might say 'yes', and he might say 'no', but ten to one chance, he would just do that for yes, and 

do that for no.  

 

Well, eventually [poor?] George joined the navy, and [Fritz] got him and one thing and another, 

and I was talking to Bill [Moat?], and I said to Bill, "Well, I'm sorry to hear about George." 

 

"Ah," he says, "everybody liked old George, he never said [naught]." 

 

Well, that's the way I should go down.  [laughter] I'd like [inaudible] to say, "I like Jack 

Hardcastle, he was one of them there fellows that never said [naught]." That was the [meaning?] 

that they might [find?] out possibly out of [all I’ve done say].  And [remembers?] he never said 

naught worth listening to. [laughter] 

 

Don Schon 

Jack, how did you... 

 

Jack Hardcastle 

There you are, I say, there are times, you know, when silence really is, there's lots of occasions 

in my active career, that I'd a’been better off if I'd never said naught. 

 

Don Schon 

I guess we all would. 

 

Jack Hardcastle 

Yeah, because I remember one time, I was out at Mission, gathering berries.  And I'm telling you 

that when you're down to going out to Mission to gather in berries, you really need the money. 

[laughter] 

 

And the girl who was collecting the berries, when you brought your berries down you know, the 

girl weighed them.  Well that girl held my destiny in her hands.  And I came down there, if the 

berries are all right, you got a little extra money for them.  If they weren't, they were turned into 

jam and you got less.  Well, I came down here with my berries, and I see this girl with her head 

to the mirror.  And she was kind of preening herself.  And she says to me, she says, "Don't you 

think I look like Mary Pickford from behind?" 



Well sir, I couldn't resist the temptation. I turned around and I said, "Maybe you do, but you look 

like hell in front." [laughter] 

 

She says, "You're fired!" [laughter] 

 

And I told myself, you'd be better off if you'd been like George [Moat?] and never said 

naught.  Because I walked home the long way from Mission to Vancouver thinking it over. 

[laughter] And even at that, I figured it was worth it.  I know another Yorkshiremen 

too.  Evidently this must be a characteristic of Yorkshiremen [outside?] with extreme modesty.   

 

This young fellow, he was working in a big [draper’s?] establishment in London.  And he was a 

shop walker.  And this was quite an aristocratic establishment, the dowager duchesses used to 

drive up in the carriages, you know, and the footmen used to open the door and [coronate?] 

them and one thing another.  And Mickey, of course, Mickey, that's the name of this fellow, he 

had to show the prospective customers to the different departments to which they wanted to 

go.  So this dowager duch[men?] came in you know, with all the pomp and circumstances 

[laughter] over noble birth and all that kind of thing, and Mickey of course, he [shalomed?] there, 

"What department did you want?" 

 

"Corsets." 

 

Well, he took her to the corset department.  Now, those were the days when every girl envied a 

21 inch waist.  When we were called upon to help our sisters get ready for any auspicious 

occasion, and they called upon us to help them, well we used to put the knee in the back, you 

know, and grab the stays there, and take a pull on there as if you've taking a heave on with 

[t’gallant halyards] and get them right down as close as you could.  Well, 21, you see was just 

about the standard then.  And Mickey says to this dower duchess, he says, "What size, 

Madam?" 

 

She says, "40." 

 

He says, "40, Madam?" He says, "We don't cater to elephants here." [laughter] 

 

Five minutes after that, boy, Mickey was out the sidewalk, sitting on his bum.  So, he'd a’been 

better off if he'd never said naught.  

 

Don Schon 

Well, Jack, let's see if we can get back to painting. [laughter] Jack, tell me, how did you get 

started painting? 

 

Jack Hardcastle 

Oh, yes.  That's a horse of different colour isn't it? Well, I'll tell you what I was doing then. I was 

firing them boilers up in Swanson Bay, poking sawdust down the holes there.  And the other 



fellow that was poking sawdust in the next berth, he says to me, he says, "You know Jack," he 

says, "One of these days the boss is going to come along to us two and he's going to say, 'Hey 

you stiffs, get out of here, I've got somebody younger’”, he says “‘that can do this job twice as 

good.'” He says, “Me," he says, "of course, I'll be on the scrap heap, but you," he says, "you can 

paint ships. Well," he says, "if I can paint ships now like you, I'd be a millionaire.”   
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And he says, "Why don't you paint some ships," he says, "and send them down to Toronto to 
some of those people down there." 
 
[It went on for a time?] 
 
"Well," I said, "Alright, I'll do that." I thought, "What a brilliant idea."  And that fellow really had 
me [kidded] on that I could paint, mind you.  These things are now 30 years ago, maybe. 
 
I sent my pictures down to Toronto, and then I sat back and waited for that cheque for $2,000 
come in.  I had a speech all made up, I was going right into the boiler room and I was going to 
tell the chief engineer to take a big jump in the lake. [laughter] 
 
But there was a surprise in store for Jack Hardcastle. [laughter]  He didn't realize that 
ambition.  The postman threw the parcel in the doorway, and that was my pictures back.  And I 
still have that fellow's letter.  He said that he was returning these pictures, and there’s a rule 
when they sent anything back like that, they didn't make any comments, but he was making a 
favour in for me.  He wanted to tell me, and these are the exact words in the letter, that: "These 
pictures were no damn good at all."  [laughter]  And he said, "The best thing you can do if you're 
going to go in for any of this artistic work," he says, "for Heaven's sake," he says, "not only get 
some art training," he says, "but consistently practise for another five years." 
 
The wife says to me, "That will fix you, mister [inaudible], that will stop you from painting."  
 
And I says, "It won't." I says, "We're either going to [adorn with] diamonds or handcuffs, but I'm 
going to paint.”  And I'm still painting.  Mind you, I don't see the wife tucking ‘round the house 
ablaze with diamonds.  And well, through some merciful Providence I've escaped the 
handcuffs.  But in any case, I'm still painting, see.  Well, I consistently practised for five 
years.  And I bought a correspondence course, and then I wrote down to this fellow, and I told 
him that five years ago he'd written me and this and that, and the other, and now I'm sending 
further samples, and say, that fellow gave me a start.  He sent me a cheque for $100 for one of 
the pictures, and told me to keep on the going, and I've been going since. 
 
Lots of fellows used to say to me, mind you, it didn't all come like that.  But a fellow says to me, 
he says, "How can I tell that this is a good picture, Jack?"  
 
I says, “If you'd took that over to Vancouver and ask a fellow for $10 for it, if they give you the 
$10, it's a good picture.”  I says, "If he throws it down the damn stairs, you need some more 
practise." [laughter] 
 
I said, “Because that's about what's happened to me on several occasions.”  
 



I remember, boy, somebody came to me, oh lots of people come and give me advice: "Oh, you 
want to sell pictures, sure."  Somebody coming to me, he says, "Say,” he says, “there's a new 
fellow coming from Montreal come out to Vancouver, he's going to take charge of all of those 
Pacific steamships [inaudible], that is those three [funnelled] new, [white Empresses]."  He says, 
"You go out, you paint some of those pictures," he says, "and  take them over there," he says, 
"and Captain", I'm not going to mention the name, he says "Captain so-and-so", he says, "he'll 
buy ‘em off you."  Oh, I'd thought I'd had more daydreams, you know. 
 
I painted the pictures of the Empress boats anyway, and I went over there, and the minute that I 
went in there, of course, that's the secretary, I once called this…  I got used to going around to 
these places.  I used to get, sometimes, I used to get more fun trying to sell a picture than I did 
in painting it. [laughter] 
 
But anyway, this lion in the path to progress, that's what I called all these young ladies, with all 
due respect to them, of course, say, "What do you want?" 
 
I said, "I want to see Captain so-and-so." 
 
"What do you want to see him for?" 
 
I said, "I got some pictures of his ships.  [Could I see him then?]" 
 
"Well," she says, "I don't know," she says.  "He's about fed up with you fellows coming in and 
trying to sell him ships."  She says, "But I'll tell him you're here anyway." 
 
So, I just waited a minute and out come this captain.  Well, I had these pictures all nicely framed 
in mahogany frames, and he says, "What the hell do you want?" 
 
"Well," I said, "I have some pictures of your ships, there Captain," And I says, "I think you should 
be interested in them." 
 
He says, "Where the hell are they?" 
 
And I looked at him, and I thought, "Well, boy he's on the quarterdeck [inaudible]." [laughter] 
 
He says, "Where are they?" And I showed them to him.  He just took kind of a casual glance at 
them.  He says, "I'm just about fed up," he says, "with you fellows coming in here trying to sell 
me pictures," he says.  "You get that out of here," he says, "as quick as you can."  And he took 
the pictures and he threw them across the [inaudible] like that, and I stopped him like that.   
 
And I thought a minute now, "What will I do with this fellow?  Shall I take him, give him just 
exactly what he gave me, or should I just take it just as a matter of course?"   
 
I said, well, perhaps I said, "Anyway, thanks for the interview." I said, "It's been very brief, and," I 
says, "you've been very emphatic." And I said, "Perhaps another time." 
 
"No," he says, "you get the hell out of here," he says, "and keep out of here."  So away I went 
with the pictures under my arm. 
 
But fortune was smiling on [Jack?]; I came out of there and the first thing I see is a damn big 
[placard] up there - Empress Jams.  And pictures of these ships.  Say, I thought of the fellow 



that sold the horses to the army during the Boer War.  He went to the officer, and the officer 
came to him, and he said, "Look," he says, "those horses are no good for the army."   
 
“Well”, the fellow says, "don't let that worry you," he says, "I'll tell you what you do."  He says, 
"You put them in barrels, and salt them and sell them to the navy," he says. [Damn you all!] 
[laughter]  
 
"Well," I said, "what the heck are you trying to sell anyway? Why don't you go sell some 
strawberry jam?"  So, I [actually?], that fellow was very nice to me, he bought the pictures off me 
anyway.  That was it. 
 
But here's the peculiar part about that: at that time, thanks to my friend, Mr. Piper, who gave me 
the idea to make those life buoys, I was painting life buoys for this outfit that's coming back [and 
forth to] Vancouver.  Well, they got down as far as Montreal, and the president had seen them, 
and he thought it'd be a good idea to have them on the ship that's going to cross the Pacific. 
 
So he wrote to me, and he told me to go over with some of these life buoys, and see this same 
chap that had told me not to come back again. [laughter]  So I painted... 
 
Don Schon 
Was he glad to see you? 
 
Jack Hardcastle 
No, he didn't recognize me. [laughter] 
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I went in there, and he was mighty busy, he was at his desk there, he didn't even look up, he 
kept on writing and says, "Are you the fellow with the samples?” 
 
And I said, "Yes, sir." 
 
And he said, "Well," he said, "just plop yourself down," he said, "oh, go over there," he said. 
“[Have a spot?], old chap.” [“Go and get a drink.”] And he says, "And help yourself to a cigar," 
he says, "I'll be there in a minute." 
 
And I thought, "I wonder what this fellow is going to say when he looks up and sees it's me!" 
[laughter]  But he didn't recognize me anyway.  He looked at them, and the CPR had sent me 
some paintings of the CPR ships, done by a chap called Norman Wilkinson, who at that time 
was the top of the marine artists in England, Norman Wilkinson.  He's done a lot of work for the 
Hudson's Bay Company.   
 
And they told me to copy these, but Norman Wilkinson had painted the ships coming directly 
towards you.  And they were pretty square.  So he, he looked at them, he says, "Where did you 
get that picture of my ships?" he said.   
 
I said, "Those pictures were sent to me, sir," I said, "from Montreal."  And I said, "I was 
expressly told to copy them."  And I said, "Those pictures are painted by Norman Wilkinson," I 
said, "the foremost marine artist in England." 
 



He said, “I don’t [inaudible]” ... he says, "Those ships look like boxes!"  He says, "My ships 
aren't [inaudible] boxes!"  He says, "You go down to the wharf there," he says, "and sketch 
those ships," he says, "and make them look like ships." 
 
I says, "I will make them sharp as a knife." 
 
He says, "Don't overdo it."  And I come back there and I showed him my sketches, he said, 
"Alright," he says, "you're going paint a [gross] of each of those ships."  And that is the finish of 
it.  But supposing I turned around to that commander and told him just exactly what he'd told 
me, ten to one chance I wouldn't have got that order.  So probably that was a good case where 
it's a good job that I never said naught. [laughter] 
 
Don Schon 
Jack, do you want to take a rest for a bit? 
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[tape stops and restarts] 
 
Don Schon 
Jack, someone mentioned that there was sort of an interesting story about how your mother ran 
the ships after your father died. Maybe you can share... 
 
Jack Hardcastle 
Well, of course, my mother just run 'em in a business-like sort of a way.  That's about all I 
know.  They had, when the old gentleman died, of course, my mother sold all the brigs and 
bought two steamers.  And she got my brother persuaded to leave the sailing ships and go into 
steamers.  And he got so fed up with those two steamers that he said he would never go in 
them again, and my mother offered the two steamers to my brother and my humble self.  And 
he turned round and deliberately insulted, in my mind, my dear old mother, and she said, "Well 
then, that's it," she said, "I'll just sell the ships and [damn property?]."   
 
But she, of course, in those days, when they had the ships, they had what they called the ship's 
husbands.  The ship's husband was the fellow that took charge of the ships whilst they were in 
port, waiting to unload [inaudible] and they did all the business.  But as far as my mother, the 
only thing we knew about our mother running the ships was if there was anything we wanted we 
were always told to wait ‘til the ships come in.  [laughter]  Now, if there's anything I want, I’ve got 
to wait until the ships go out. [laughter]  
 
But anyway, my twin brother, he's just like me, you know, just a child of circumstance.  We're 
here, there, and everywhere.  Goodness knows where he wasn't.  But the last time I saw him, it 
was over [a year], he was managing a cigarette factory in Shanghai.  And he used to come over 
about every three years, and the company he was working for, the British-American Tobacco 
Company, they paid his first class fare to any part of the world he wanted to go to, for two 
months.  His wages going on all the same. 
 
Well, he come over to see me, and he got talking about those two ships.  And he says, "You 
know, Jack," he says. "You…”  
 
Oh yes, we were so much alike, twins, that my mother could hardly tell the difference.  When we 
come downstairs in the morning, she used to say, "Is it John, or is it Charlie?"  And the only way 



that she could tell the difference was I was supposed to have a dimple in my chin when I smile, I 
don't know whether I did or not. [laughter]  But sometimes I'm not quite sure whether I'm me or 
whether I'm him. [laughter] 
 
Because he said to me, he said, "Look Jack," he said, "you and I," he said, "are so much alike," 
he said, "nobody can tell the difference."  But he said, "If I want to see a supreme blooming 
idiot," he says, "all I got to do is take a look at you."  
 
And I says, "If I want to see another one," I says, "I'll take a damn good look at you."  
 
Because he says, "When I think of those two steamers that the dear old lady offered us," and he 
says, "not only that," he says, "right on the end of your fingertips," he says, "you've had the 
ability to paint ships ever since you were born."  
 
And I says, "I've had the same." And I says, "You and I have lived through a period of expansion 
in the British merchant marine never experienced in the history of England before," and I says, 
"we just let it go by."  But anyway, as I said, merciful Providence, how I come out on top in some 
mysterious way, I'm sure I don't know why. [laughter] 
 
Don Schon 
Jack, you've painted in watercolours and in oils, which do you like painting best? 
 
Jack Hardcastle 
Well, I'll tell you, when it comes to painting ships, I just as soon prefer to paint big pictures in oils 
because I have an idea that in order to get the full life and vigour into an oil painting of a 
windjammer, you've got to paint it big, so that you can just go right after it, see. 
 
These watercolours, like this, mind you, I like painting watercolours for a break.  Because, I can 
sit down at a table there and just paint them easy.  I can sit down and paint just like this.  But 
those big fellows, I have to stand up to paint them.  And, if I want to give myself a break, I can 
switch back onto watercolours.  I'm in the fortunate position, well, you know what I said about 
extreme modesty, just bear that in mind for a second. [laughter]  I'm in the fortunate position of 
being able to paint to sell everything I can paint.  I just can't paint ships fast enough.  I've one 
man, I have a standing order, he says, "I'll take everything you can paint."   
 
I had an American tourist came up the other day, and he said, "Jack," he says, "if I had 
$10,000,” he said, “I didn't know what to do with," he says, "I'd give it to you," he says, "to get 
you to paint for me exclusively." 
 
I said, "Mister," I said, "if you put that $10,000 cheque on that table right now and ask me to 
accept it under those conditions, I wouldn't do it."  I said, "The minute I do that, I'm under an 
obligation."  And I don't want to be under any obligations to anybody. So, I just like to paint the 
happy hours away, all the time.  I want time.  Time.  
 
[inaudible] ... a fellow downtown the other day stopped me, "Oh, boy, Jack," he says, "join the 
union, eh? Hi - we're going to get 40 hour week." 
 
"Holy mackinaw," I said, "can you tell me whether the union and I can get a 40 hour day?" 
[laughter]  [inaudible] It’s time. Time that I want. 
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Well, I say there is one man in this town, and I guess he's in every town, that’s the chief 
magistrate.  There's Napoleon, I said, "I'm like Napoleon, you can ask me for anything but my 
time."  I said, "There's only one man that I know," I said, "he's got more time to spare than I 
have, " I said, "and that's the chief magistrate."  And I said, "If you can qualify, he’ll give you ten 
years, anytime you want it." [laughter] I'm not qualifying for that kind of [time?] 
 
Don Schon 
Jack, tell us a bit about the paintings you did of the Cutty Sark, when the Prince Philip opened 
his museum in the Cutty Sark. 
 
Jack Hardcastle 
Oh yes, that of course calls for another reference to the extreme modesty.  [laughter]  Yes, I'm a 
member of the Cutty Sark Club in Winnipeg.  It's a batch of old windjammers there, sailors down 
there, you know.  They meet occasionally, and they get so darn cold talking about reefing 
[topsails] and snow squalls off Cape Horn, that they got, they've settled themselves down to hot 
rums. [laughter] 
 
Well, the Cutty Sark is, I guess, I don't know whether you know anything about the Cutty Sark or 
not, but she was one of the fastest sailing ships the British ever put into the water.  And she 
made lots of record passages in the tea trade.  And when they opened the Suez Canal and the 
tea trade didn't, wasn't a profitable undertaking, then she carried passengers down to 
Australia.  And she was so fast, mind you, that she could beat the steamers of the day down to 
Australia.  So, I [painted] her there, she's going down the English Channel, she's just making 
sail; here's the passenger ship, going to Australia, which she beat by a week, mind you, and 
she's just took the pilot boat, is just [topping] her stern, and the white cliffs of Dover, of course, 
are in the distance. 
 
Well, I painted a similar picture to that for the Cutty Sark Club in Winnipeg.  Well, then after a 
while, the poor old Cutty Sark, you know, she gradually began to deteriorate.  The Portuguese 
got her at one time, and finally she was bought by one of her old commanders.  He got kind of 
sentimental about her.  And they anchored her alongside the HMS Victory, as a memento of the 
merchant marine.  Well, they were going to break her up, and Prince Philip got kind of interested 
in her.  And he sponsored a collection of ship lovers, over the world, to get subscription to 
rebuild the Cutty Sark as she was when she was first launched.  And he got 250,000 pounds.   
 
So, they went to work, and they revitalized the Cutty Sark, and at present, she's anchored 
outside the Maritime Museum in London.  Now, when Queen Elizabeth was going to dedicate 
her to the nation, they wrote to the secretary of the club in Winnipeg, and told him to be sure to 
be there at the ceremony, and he thought it would be a good idea to get me to paint a picture of 
the Cutty Sark to give to the ship.  So I painted two.  And they took them over there, and they 
were graciously accepted by Prince Philip, etc., and the rest of them.   
 
But I had an American tourist come up to see me, and he says, "Say," he says, "I was on 
that Cutty Sark there," he says, "you the fellow," he says, "that painted two pictures of her." And 
he said, "I was asking the commander of the ship," he says, "where's that other picture that the 
Nanaimo fellow painted?"   
 
"Oh," he said, "Prince Philip likes ships and he picked one."  So you just take that with reference 
to my extreme modesty. [laughter and applause] 
 



I was going to tell you to accept it with a piece of salt, but you have to, it happens to be the truth. 
[applause] For once and in a while.   
 
Don Schon 
Jack, maybe as a... You were telling me a story about, this one here, the Hood and the 
Englishman. 
 
Jack Hardcastle 
Oh yes, the HMS Hood, she was in Vancouver there, what year? What year was it? 19-
something? When her first visit.  She came out there with the Repulse.  And I was 
commissioned to paint, they were going give the officers’ ball at [inaudible] the Vancouver 
Hotel.  And I was commissioned to paint a decorative design for the dance hall.  And whilst I 
was busy painting it, the paymaster of this Hood, he was there.   
 
And he came to me, and he said, "You know," he said, "I'm in quite a quandary." 
 
I said, "Oh," I said, "what seems to be your trouble?" 
 
"Well," he said, "the boat to the ship," he says, "has gone off," and he says, "I don't know how 
I'm going to get back to her."  
 
"Well," I said, "you don't want to let that worry you," I said, "there's all kinds of ferries going 
across." 
 
"Oh," he says, "I couldn't travel in one of the ferries." 
 
I said, "What for?" 
 
"Well, because I would have to travel with the common herd." 
 
"Oh boy," I said, "don't let that worry you.  The common herd won't give a damn anyway." 
[laughter] 
 
But I painted the Hood anyway.  I really painted her for somebody who was [on her?]  He was.  I 
think that’s about the fourth time. 
 
But I [got took kind of?] I gave it [banners?] with the signals flying there is the international code 
of signals.  The first one is J-W-H, and the other one at the top is the naval flag that is flown 
when they are going to use the merchant marine signals on the ship instead of the private naval 
flag.  That's 68.  So, there you are: JWH68. [It's in there.] 
 
Of course, as a fellow said to me when I was down in Toronto, selling him some pictures, for... 
Oh, those are the ones that went on the back of the exercise book.  [Aye,] that's right.  
 
He, I showed him a picture of one ship, and he said, "Where's those sails," he says, "that dangle 
out at the side?" 
 
I thought, "Boy, that's some nautical expression that." [laughter] 
 
I says, "You mean the stunsails?" 
 



"Well," he says, "is that what they call them?" 
 
I says, "Yes, that's what they are," I says, "but they're only a light sail." 
 
He says, "Well, where are they on this ship?" 
 
"Well," I says, "you can’t fly those [stunsails]," I said, "that ship’s in a gale of wind." I says, "Well, 
if," I says, "if I paint stunsails on that, " I says, "in the first case," I says, "if it was a real ship, they 
wouldn't last five minutes," and I says, "in the second place, if I paint the picture, there's going to 
be all kinds of criticism." 
 
"Well," he says, "never mind the criticism," he says, "where there's one knows," he says, 
"there's a million doesn’t know," he says.  "You put the stunsails on her,” he says, “we don't give 
a darn if she takes to the air" he says. “What we want is [stunsails!]” [laughter] So, he got his 
stunsails, naturally. [laughter] 
 
It was like the coal company. Ha!  The coal company were loading coal in Union Bay.  They 
commissioned me to go down there and paint a picture of that particular ship, to put on the 
calendar.  Well, when I went down there, it what’d they called a Blue Funnel liner.  Now, the 
Blue Funnel Line, they used that great, big blue funnel as a distinctive mark of the company, 
and their ships are low in the water, and the most prominent part about them is that great, big, 
blue funnel.  You could tell them anywhere.   
 
Now, I'm off of on another tack.  I was coming across on the old Elaine once, when she first 
came over.  There was just a streak on the horizon, you could just see it, you could just see that 
long, low hull there.  And that tremendous big smoke stack and the goal-post masts. 
 
And the fellow says to me, he says, "There's a ship over there." 
 
And I said, "Yes, it's one of the Blue Funnel Line.  It's a Talthybius."  Well, he looked at me. 
[laughter] 
 
He says, "What the hell are you talking about?" 
 
I said, "I'm telling you, that's a Blue Funnel liner," and I said, "that's a Talthybius." I said, 
"There's only two Blue Funnel liners come into Vancouver," I says, "one's the Protesilaus," and I 
said, "the other's the Talthybius."  I says, "The Talthybius has got those goal-post masts, but 
the Talthybius [Protesilaus] hasn't."  And I said, "You can always tell a Blue Funnel liner 
because of the distinctive pattern."  
 
"What?" [laughter] 
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"Well," I said, "let's go see the chief mate then."  The chief mate was in the wheelhouse, and I 
said, "Would you like to let us have your glasses," I said. "We want to see the ship on the 
horizon." 
 
"Oh," he says, "the Blue Funnel liner?" [laughter] 
 



So, there you are. Then I painted this Blue Funnel liner.  It was the Protesilaus, and I had the 
name on it.  And when it got to the lithographer to put on the calendar, he didn't like that blue 
funnel. He said, "You don't want that blue funnel on there," he said. 
 
I said, "It's not going to make any difference to me.  But," I said, "you'll have to take the name off 
that ship," I said, "because everybody knows what a Blue Funnel liner is."  And I said, "If I paint 
a Blue Funnel liner with any coloured smokestack, somebody will come along and criticism me." 
 
"Never mind," he says, "put it on." 
 
I said, "Alright, go right ahead, put it on."  And sure, that's just what did happen. 
 
Somebody stopped me, and says, "Hey, you're some marine artist, aren't you?” 
 
I says, “What's the matter with you?"  
 
He says, "You go to work, he says “and you paint a Blue Funnel liner with a yellow 
smokestack."  He says, "What did you do that for?" 
 
“Well”, I says, "It's a military secret." [laughter] 
 
But I said, "The man that wanted me to paint that yellow smokestack on there," I said, "he's the 
man that writes you the cheque mister."  And I said, "I really need the money." And I said, "If 
he'd asked me to paint a pink smokestack with black spots on them," I said, "he still would have 
got it because I wanted that cheque!" [laughter]  
 
And he said, "That's good enough for me." 
 
I must tell you this other one about criticism.  Oh, lots of criticism, yes.  I was working in a pulp 
mill, up in Swanson Bay.  Yeah.  And the ladies, the auxiliary of something, were going to give a 
bazaar.  They thought it would be a good idea to get Jack Hardcastle to paint a picture of a ship 
for the bazaar.  So, I got one of those commissions, I get numerous like, it doesn't make a 
difference anyway.  I painted this picture; I painted a picture of a sailing ship.  But after I painted 
it, it suddenly dawned upon me, that'd I'd got - I don't know whether you'd understand the 
technical terms enough, but it doesn't make any difference anyhow - I had put the jib sheets on 
the wrong side of the forecastle.  I thought, "Well, I'd better alter that before somebody 
see."  And I looked at it.  And here's the jib sheets...just in case.  Here they are.  They hold the 
jibs. 
 
They’re over there on that side of the forecastle.  But there's where they should be, of 
course.  But I had them on this side, according to where the wind was.  But I thought, "Well, I 
better alter it, because there might be some criticism."  And then I thought, "Well, no.  If I'm 
going to tinker around with those jib sheets, I'd rather paint the whole damn business out [up 
here?]"  I thought, "Well, I'll tell you what I'll do, just for a joke, I'll paint a couple of fellows, 
running like hell, along the deck there." [laughter] And I said, "I'll paint another fellow coming up 
the stair there, shouting at [them like that.]"  And, I says, “If there's any criticism, well,” I said, "I 
can meet it." [laughter] 
 
I said, "Believe it, or believe it not, that's just what happened."   
 



Fellow stopped me on the sidewalk there in [inaudible] Bay, "Hey," he said, "you're supposed to 
be a sailor." He says, "That picture is all wrong." 
 
I said, "How do you make that out?"  
 
He says, "You've got the jib sheets on the wrong side of the forecastle." 
 
I said, "That doesn't alter the fact," I said, "that that picture is perfectly right." 
 
He says, "How can it be?" He says, "Come on," he says, "I'll show it to you." 
 
So, we go off to look at this picture.  He shows me the jib sheets on the wrong side of the 
forecastle.  He said, "There you are," he said, "those jib sheets are on the wrong side of the 
forecastle." 
 
But I said, "That's alright," I said, "that picture is perfectly right." I said, "You see those two 
fellows running along the main deck there?" 
 
He says, "Yes?" 
 
And I said, "You see that fellow [bawling?] out at them?" 
 
He says, "Yes?" 
 
I says, "That's an American ship," I says, "that's one of those hard case chief mates that goes 
around the deck with a [belaying?] in his sea [boot?] for refractory seamen."  And I says, "He's 
after those two fellows," and I says, "they're going like the [inaudible] to undo those sheets and 
put them on the right side before he gets at them with a [belaying pin]. [laughter] 
 
"Oh," he says, "you son of a b." [applause and laughter] 
 
Well, I think it's pretty nearly time I stopped, don't you think so? 
 
Don Schon 
Very good. 
 
[William Barraclough?] 
We've got about 10 minutes left here, if you can think of something else. 
 
Don Schon 
Well, does anyone here got any questions they would like to ask Jack? 
 
Jack Hardcastle 
Beg your pardon? 
 
Don Schon 
I was just asking if anybody had any questions they’d like to ask you. 
 
Jack Hardcastle 
Oh, me!  Well, you know... 
 



Don Schon 
You're an authority tonight. 
 
Jack Hardcastle 
When I said to the fellow there, when he says, "When you get stood in front of the glare of that 
light from the television, is it going to hurt your eyes?" 
 
I said, "No." I said, "You can turn any light you like on me but the search light of investigation." 
[laughter] 
 
If anybody's going to ask me any questions, they can turn any searchlight they like upon me 
with the exception of the searchlight of investigation. 
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[tape stops and restarts]  
 
Don Schon 
Jack, you were mentioning that they had you pinned up in the corner? 
 
Jack Hardcastle 
Oh yes, they had me pinned up in a corner, but I tell you this, paint shop of mine, which by the 
way, has been facetiously, jokingly, I should say, alluded to as the "home of genius." [laughter] It 
has been called that by the American tourists.  It's a delight to their eyes, and a heart breaking 
proposition to Mrs. Hardcastle.  [laughter] She wants to come in there and clean it all up. 
 
I said, "Boy it all, boy if you come in there and touch that place, boy you're going to get cleaned 
up yourself." [laughter] 
 
But there's one thing I do want to say about Mrs. Hardcastle, and, I say, with extreme modesty, 
of course, that I have in some mysterious way gained a reputation as a clever artist.  And 
people say to me, "Does your wife paint?"  
 
I said, "No, my wife doesn't exactly paint with brushes." But I said, "She is one of the finest 
artists the world has ever produced." 
 
"How do you make that out?" 
 
I says, "Mrs. Hardcastle is a creative artist.  She paints the clouds with sunshine for Jack 
Hardcastle and she creates an atmosphere of happiness," and I said, "if you can find an artist 
that can beat that, you tell me!" [laughter and applause] 
 
But by the way I... 
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[tape stops and restarts] 
 
Don Schon 
Would you like to thank our speaker? 
 



Dr. R.M. Forester 
Now Mr. Chairman, members of the Historical Society, and guests, this is really a distinct 
pleasure to thank Mr. Hardcastle on behalf of the audience here this evening.  I [don’t know just] 
quite, what to say, because it's been the most unusual address that I have ever listened to.  I 
expected something very erudite and artistic, and something that I probably wouldn't 
understand.  But, actually, it's been the most delightful evening I've ever put in.  Mr. Hardcastle 
is not only an artist with paints, but with words also.  And as a raconteur, I think he's one of the 
best.  And his references to his experiences throughout his lifetime, and his wit, and his humor, 
and the most delightful way in which he looks upon life, I think, has been a distinct pleasure to 
all of us.   And not only a pleasure, but also, I think will bring home to all of us, the fact that, after 
all, this is life, and there always jolly and interesting spots in it, and that we should look on the 
bright side, rather than on the gloomy side of things. 
 
Mr. Hardcastle, on behalf of the historical society and our guests, I would like to express our 
very deep appreciation of your coming here and giving us such a wonderful message. 
 
Jack Hardcastle 
Thank you very much. 
 
[applause] 
 
Don Schon 
Jack, before you have anything more to say, I got something to say.  Jack, you mentioned 
earlier there were two famous men that came from your town of Whitby.  And I don't know if 
anybody has written a book about you yet, but Mr. Allan Villiers has written a book about 
Captain Cook. 
 
Jack Hardcastle 
Oh yes. 
 
Don Schon 
And we'd like to give you this book as a memento of tonight, and just to, when you look at it, and 
after you've read it, you can think of us.  And we'd like you to have that. 
 
Jack Hardcastle 
Yes. Well, thank you very much.  Thank you.   
 
[applause] 
 
As I said, I come from Whitby.  I as a school boy played in the yards where Captain Cook's 
ships were built, and they have a scheme in Whitby, where they are going to rebuild this thing. 
And in conjunction with the Australian government, they are going to, Allan Villiers is going to 
sail it to Australia.  But the Australian government had to give up, because the, so they went on 
with the [wool crop?].  The sheep evidently, weren't very [complimentary?] [laughter] 
But, anyway, thank you very much. 
 
1:01:32  
 
[tape stops and restarts] 
 
 



William Barraclough 
This is William Barraclough speaking, Secretary of Nanaimo Historical Society, who recorded 
Mr. Hardcastle's address, adding a post-script, this 28th day of March, 1969.   
 
Mr. A.W.S. Kennedy introduced Mr. Hardcastle to the gathering.  And Dr. R.E. Forrester 
expressed the sincere thanks of all those present for his interesting and instructive talk, being 
enlivened with many, numerous anecdotes.  A tape recording of one hour's duration... 
 
1:02:16  
 
[recording ends] 
 
 
 


