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At 45, William A, Smith has won widespread
ricoguition as a painter and graphic arlist. He
s represented in the colleetions of The Moetro-
pulitan Musenm of At in New York and the Li-
hrary of Congress in Washington, has sevied ax
president of the American Water Colur Socivty,
and was a membey of an oficial delegation ta
Russla wider the cultival vechange program.

Tun,\\'_ JANUARY 6, 1963, is Carl Sand-
burg's 85th birthday.

To his home in North Caroling, near where the
Blue Ridge Mountains meet the Great Smokies,
will come letters and telegrams of affectionate
adutation from friends amnd strangers, homage
Lo a beloved artist who has set much of Ameriea
Lo words

The runge of His work s prodigious; he has
distinguished himself as 0 poet, historvian, biog-
rapher, novelist, anthologist, and singer of the
folk songs that belong to all the people

Time and again during the past dozen years,
Sandburg's fellowship has enriched my life and
the lives of my family., A telephone enll, and his
resonant volce may announce that he will arvive
at New Yorks Idlewild Airport the next after-
noon, Can 1 meet him? he asks, If s0, we can have
u few duys together to work on a portrait that 1
am painting of him

My ehildreen love Sandbureig and look forward to
his visits-the stories, wisidom. walks in the
wionkds, and the songs he makes up ns he sings,
sometimes songs about the children themselves

My wife knows that she need plan no special
menu, for he i the easieat of men to feed. His
appetite for nenrly any type of food is robust

When | meet him, he will be wearing a slouch
hat, its wide brim pulled rather far down, shad-
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to take this photo of himself,
Sundbury, and the painting that appears on Family Weekli's cover.
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ing his eyves and emphasizing his aggressive chin,
Bulging from under the hat at the back of his
neck will be a shaggy abundance of his famed
white hair. His carringe is erect, and his walk
is that of n man who has been athletic and has
kopt himself in shape. He is just short of six feet.
A large, colored kerchief will be wrapped loosely
around his neck, He will be careying a couple of
small handbags and perhaps o Aight bag. He
travels light.

On the turnpike, driving from New York to
my home in Pennsylvania, Carl once observed
thnt the steady incrense in the number of cars
would make it necessary in u few years to build
another highway, equally wide, right alongside
this one.

“I have o récurring fantazy about this turn-
pike,"” he said, 1 imagine that 1 am traveling its
struightness and, except for me, it is deserted
There are no nutomobiles, there are no people, it
i= haunted and still. Then, as I continue, | notice
some boxlike factory buildings. They appear as
tombis, sand there s an inscription: ‘The Yoo-
nited States of America, Land of the Free,
Died of Veldewlnrity.'"” Then his great loud
laugh, and he vepeated slowly and thoughtfully,
*, . . smothered in the gravy of vehicularity.”

That evening, shortly after Carl and 1 arrived
at my home, snow began to fall, It continued
through the night and the next dav. In rural
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Bucks County it meant that we were snowed in
Already the snow was two feet deep, and it was
still eoming down, Carl was delighted. Looking
out a window he gaid: “This i a snowfall! Why,
day before yesterday in Chicago, 17 or 18 snow-
flakes came down, and they thought they were
having a snowstorm, Hah! A swmwestorm with 18
anowllakes!"™

Though it was hopeless to try to shovel the
length of our lane, and the roads beyond were
banked and impassable anyway, he wanted to
shovel anow, just to be in it, fecling the weight
of it on the shovel and the chill of it in the wind.

T was four days before snowplows dug us out,

but they were wonderful days.

Alone together in my studio, we talk while 1 am
pauinting. What Carl savs is always worth remem-
bering—reminiscences of people, experiences, or
simply random observations like: “The artist
achieves solitude and then peoples it to his
wishes.”

If, while he is poging for me, | ask him to move
his head to one side or the other, lift his chin,
change position, he will say: “Your wish is my
command .. . I'm your huckleberry.” -

Resting  between poses he might place his
hands on the arms of a chair and do a few push
ups, or some of the exercises he learned ns a sol-
dier in the Spanish-American War. Then he will
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