Arthur Cane

My name is Leona Fink. I was the head librarian at Corona’s Carnegie Library from 1920-1944.  I always loved books, ever since I moved to Corona with my family at the age of four. As a librarian, I loved greeting adults and children alike as they came through the doors, and as my reports showed the library thrived while I was there. I never married and lived with my mother all my life, I became suddenly ill while attending a library convention in Los Angeles and passed away on April 21, 1944 one week before my 46th birthday. My life was surrounded by books and fascinating people who shared my love for books. Among the most interesting was a man named Arthur Cane and his family. Arthur’s early life reminded me of stories I had read by Rudyard Kipling.
Arthur was actually born in Devonshire, England January 16, 1865.  His father was an architect and he was commissioned by the Maharaja of Kooch-Behar to build a palace, so Arthur spent his childhood in India.  Arthur’s education in art consisted of a few art lessons from his father who encouraged him to explore art and appreciate beauty around him.   
But life wasn’t all beauty.  Arthur appreciated the culture of the people of India but he didn’t appreciate the tigers.  Because of their beliefs the Indian people couldn’t harm the tigers but the tigers had no such rules and they did a great deal of damage to the citizens and animals in the towns.  Arthur was a royal shikhari, a tiger-hunter given permission by the Maharaja to protect the area from tiger attacks. 
When the palace was finished his family toured Europe’s art centers and he painted as they travelled.  He moved to the United States in 1890, starting in New York and traveling across the nation before settling in Oregon.  Arthur became a minister, serving as a pastor for churches in Salem, Albany and Cottage Grove.  Imagine his surprise when he met Sarah in Oregon.  Sarah had moved from England to Oregon with her family when she was six years old, Arthur said “it was as though she was just waiting for me to finally arrive.”  Together they had seven children—four daughters, Mabel, Edith, Lois and Frances—everyone called her Frankie—and three sons, Ralph, Albert and Arthur Cecil, although he went by Cecil.
In 1911 the Cane family moved to Corona.  The citrus industry was booming and Arthur entered the orange hauling business. This was before those races on Grand Boulevard really put the city on the map, so to speak, so it was still small.  They lived on 7th street for a while and then moved to 917 ½ Sheridan, which is now Number 919.  He continued to paint, of course, but he always had other work. He was always active in civic affairs and served as the president of the local library board for a number of years beginning in 1919. That is how we became well acquainted.
In 1922 he won three first prizes for his paintings at the California State Fair, but he painted over 1000 canvases in total throughout the 29 years that he was actively painting—300 were sold in Corona alone.  Many of them ended up in schools, offices and public places around the area, including the First National Bank.  Arthur painted plein air landscapes, mostly of the desert, which just means that he painted outdoors.  One of his paintings was recently found in the copy room of the Riverside County School District.  When an employee took it down to be cleaned and restored, she saw that the tag on the back read “Works Progress Administration,” a program that hired artists to create pieces for public buildings when work was scarce in the Great Depression.  That started a search of district facilities that uncovered all sorts of hidden treasures, and there may be more still to find.  

In 1929, Arthur’s beloved Sarah was taken from him just after his birthday.  While in the county hospital recovering from a broken hip, Sarah slipped into a coma, and passed away a few days later on January 18th.  They were married 52 years the November before she passed.  
Arthur retired in 1937 to dedicate his time to painting, but shortly after that he had to give it up.  He had two surgeries to remove cataracts, which helped for a while, but his eyesight dimmed until he was eventually completely blind.  He lived quietly, sitting outside from time to time, feeling the sun and breeze on his face and remembering what it must look like around him.  Arthur spent the last month of his life in Riverside Community Hospital before he joined his darling Sarah on January 21, 1949 at the age of 84. Arthur Kane saw beauty in this world, and through his painting he left that beauty behind for others to enjoy.
