Weir continues to debate, teach, host, write and
paint. He still lives an artist’s life in a way most
other artists can only envy, combined with his
“green” life most environmentalists would also
envy.

Taking a break from a recent morning of paint-
ing, Weir paused amid his thoughts and, with a
hint of sadness in his voice, talked about the “nor-
mal” people.

“I know very few straight people,” he said. “I
think most people that are living a normal sort of
life, I think, feel uncomfortable with me. I don’t
know why that is, maybe they don’t understand
how I'm living.”

The best explanation, one that might prompt
jealousy among busy “straight people” was writ-
ten by Weir in 2005.

“I am eighty years old and have been an artist
all my life,” he wrote. “My work has supported
me for 56 years. Now when I enter the studio, I be-
come a cloud and float into my work with a sense
of openness and wonder. What appears surprises
and causes me to sing with joy. Pictures of little
animals for children, poems and illustrations turn-
ing into handmade books, the making of drums,
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small oils that leak inner secrets to the world. All
this happening for no other reason than the joy of
doing. I am a fortunate human being.”

Sitting in his studio on the cool late-summer
morning, Weir was working on the initial stages of
his next project. Lined up in front of him, a series
of small and colourful figures transform, paint-
ing by painting, from abstract, twisting shapes to
graceful dancer, to storytelling profile. Surround-
ing him is a collection of more oil paintings, books
of poetry, children’s stories and art, homemade
drums, stained glass, sculptures and other projects
Weir and Joy have worked on.

Outside in a steel shed, Joy has started sorting
through some of Weir’s collection of oil paintings
— cataloguing those that haven’t been sold or given
away over the past 40 years.

It’s a big job. She has photographed and cata-
logued 1,442 oil paintings so far.

“Some people do it for a living,” Weir said. “I'm
doing it as a way of finding out how I approach
life, how I understand life. The whole thing is a
search and this is a vehicle to search. I'll never
stop, because the research never ends.”
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BERT WEIR’S DAUGHTERS (L-R) REED, SKY
AND WAVE, HAVE A RARE GATHERING IN
WEIR’S GALLERY NEAR MCKELLAR LAST
MONTH. REED AND SKY, WHO LIVE OUT-
SIDE THE PROVINCE, WERE IN THE AREA
FOR WEIR’S “A BUSH WALK” OUTDOOR ART
SHOW.
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