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In and Out of Medicine

A carver of niches

Instead of becoming bitter (as some people might) after seven
unsuccessful attempts at the primary fellowship in surgery,
Owen Legg cheerfully took to gouging and cutting lino rather
than patients (sublimation, perhaps, as he readily admits), and
to general practice instead of surgery. Now he is doing two
things that he enjoys-three days a week as partner in a general
practice with one other doctor, and the rest of the time as an
artist. He spends roughly half his time on
medicine and half on art, but three-
quarters of his income comes from
doctoring. He also paints pictures, but says
that these are usually abstract geometrical
designs stuck on top of each other-he has
sold a few, but finds linocutting more re-
warding aesthetically as well as financially.
Dr Legg was born and bred in Lewisham

and qualified at Guy's Hospital, London,
20 years ago; hence several of his pictures
are of St Paul's, Greenwich, and other
places that reflect his background. He
started printing and linocutting about 13
years ago and took it up seriously six
months before he moved to Tonbridge,
where he has a well-equipped studio in his
house. After he arrived there he attended
evening classes in Tunbridge Wells for
seven years, where the printmaking course
stimulated him to do coloured linocuts and
experiment with different techniques.
Recently the Tunbridge Wells library's
art gallery displayed pictures from his
output of the last 10 years; and Dr Legg Owe]
and his wife took it in turns to hold the fort
during the two weeks that the exhibition ran. His pictures have
been exhibited there twice before, three times in York, in
Bristol, Sevenoaks, Colchester, the Loggia Gallery in London,
every year at the Etchers and Engravers exhibition, and he won
a competition at the Design Centre about 10 years ago for
pictures of historic houses. He has at least one picture in every
continent, but is modest about his achievements and sells his
pictures for only about £20 each-partly because he doesn't
think buyers would pay more, but also because he likes the idea
of people having pictures on their walls without having to pay
the earth for them.

Putting together a coloured linocut picture takes about two
weeks and is a painstaking process. Owen Legg first sketches
from life what he wants to put in the picture (he says he is
hopeless at doing things from memory or out of his head) and
this can take him all over Britain; then he works out the design
and puts it on the lino freehand (back to front, so sometimes he
needs a looking glass); next he cuts it out and then applies each
colour on separate blocks-usually three blocks are needed, but
sometimes as many as six. Applying and preparing the blocks
calls for great precision, and in some pictures the three-dimen-
sional effect is more effective than that seen in more conventional
work. He can take up to 100 pictures (but usually limits this to
50) off each block, and he makes his own frames when people
want them. This all takes skill, imagination, and patience and the
result is fresh clean-cut pictures with simple but beautiful

colours. Last year Dr Legg sold about C2500 worth of pictures
and frames (but of course that is before deducting the cost of
materials and so on).

All the projects that Owen Legg undertakes are his ideas
alone and he is entirely his own master in all that he does
artistically. So far, he has assembled two books: the first, in
1973, was The Armourers' Play (this is one of the set of 48 plays

from the York mystery cycle, and there are
others that he may do in the future), which
consists of nine linocut pictures-his know-
ledge of anatomy has been useful in a few
of these. He has also written out the
medieval text that was brought up to date
by the late Canon Purvis for the Festival
of Britain in 1953. The second book, also
printed in a limited edition by his own
press (the Woodcraft Press, Tonbridge: he
is much amused that he has to be registered
as a business name), is Cut in the Chalk
with the text written by Leslie Grinsell; in
this, Legg has illustrated 10 of the well-
known figures carved into the English
countryside-the Westbury horse, for
example, and the ancient Cerne Abbas
giant who recently acquired some notoriety
because it was thought that tourists might
be shocked by him. At present Owen Legg
is working on a beautifully printed and
illustrated Rubaiyyat of Omar Khayaam in
the Robert Graves translation; he is about
a quarter of the way through this and hopes

Legg to have it ready by mid-1980 when, with
Robert Graves's permission and that of

the copyright holder, he will print 50 copies.
Dr Legg's medical and artistic lives overlap very little-he

has only one medical picture-and he finds each excellent
relaxation from the other. Even so, he sometimes sketches his
patients and they seem to enjoy this as much as he does. In his
country practice, he says, he has some marvellous patients
(particularly among the older ones) who have fascinating stories
to tell and, ideally, he would like to do a book with drawings of
some of them (he sketches people but does not put them on
linocuts) alongside text about their lives as told by the patients
themselves. He finds sketching them (he doesn't, of course, have
time to do many of them) leads to good rapport and he has
understood many of them better after drawing them.
Dr Legg has no regrets about not becoming a surgeon and

enjoys general practice. This enables him to be a freelancer with
more freedom than most because he prints only his own work;
he has accepted one or two commissions and might, if anything
interesting turned up, accept more, but at present he ishappy not
to be answerable to anyone for what he does. His family seem to
have adapted well to his somewhat unusual life; neither his
wife nor his two children are particularly interested in the visual
arts (one child is interested in music and the other in mathe-
matics). He, too, is adaptable. As many housewives know, lino
is in short supply these days and may run out altogether before
long. Owen Legg is undaunted by the prospect of having no
lino to work on and he will happily turn to etching on metal or
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woodcuts and no doubt the result will be just as good. His craft
is that of a "relief printer"-a gross understatement of the careful
and beautifully coloured pictures that he produces. He does one
picture at a time but has half-a-dozen ideas in his head about
others simultaneously. His next project, he hopes, will be a
series about mazes-he has already seen the plans of most mazes
in Britain-and he is looking forward to trying out other
techniques such as etching.

Perhaps Owen Legg was fated to fail his primary fellowship:
as it is, he enjoys general practice and his patients, and the art
world would have been the loser had he taken up surgery. He
has little time for anything else now except for keeping his
house, car, and garden reasonably well maintained, but he is
a contented "well-rounded" man who makes the best of both
worlds.

Reading for Pleasure

A little of what you fancy
RUTH HOLLAND

I don't very often. Read for pleasure, that is. Not any longer. In
my prime (very many years ago-I peaked, as they say, a lot
younger than Miss Brodie) I could polish off books with the
insouciance of the Red Bud Borer chewing up your floribunda.
Not now though. I still like the idea. Oh yes, I'll open a book all
right. But it's no use-the eyes glaze over, the brain stirs,
shudders, then coughs and lies still.

I'd put it down to the stress of modern life, but what about all
the people who've written for this series ? They're doing far more
demanding things than I am. How can they read so much, and
such up-market stuff? Then a thought comes like a full-blown
rose, flushing the brow: they're nearly all men. That's it. While
they're off paddling on the further shores of literature wives,
girlfriends, cohabitees, mothers even the occasional long-
suffering sister or grandma-are peppering the ratatouille, fixing
the shelf that's been hanging by one nail for weeks, fetching the
children from school, and remembering his secretary's birthday.
The Y chrornosome strikes again.
That can't be true, though, can it, in these days of equal

opportunity ? No. It isn't. Every woman I know has got her eyes

British Medical Journal
RUTH HOLLAND, BA, editorial assistant

down, not for a full house but scanning Herman Hesse, Dickens,
Paul Scott, Beryl Bainbridge and all those other people I ought
to have read. So why am I a slob ?

I suppose I'm like Eartha Kitt's Englishman who-for a
different kind of pleasure-needs time. I need it for reading.
Also comfort. And silence. These desirables seldom all occur at
once. And for another thing, bookshops aren't what they were.
They used to be places of scholarship and imagination, staffed
by ladies and gentlemen both civil and knowledgeable. Nowadays
they sell sociology textbooks and postcards and funny badges,
and the "salespersons"-if they can break off from telling each
other who they were with last night long enough to think about
it-would look for Crime and Punishment under Thrillers and
Fanny Hill under Geography. Second-hand shops, traditional
havens for the poor and the chronic browser, have been taken
over by loud-voiced young men out to make a quick buck. It's
driven me to newspapers.

Public prints and private eyefuls

No, to be honest: bits of newspapers. It takes some skill to
skim through the everyday stories of carnage, rape, theft and
famine and find the diverting reading matter. So I tend to start
late, with the Evening Standard. Beating a tourist to the last seat
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