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man's blouse, a venerable, benign figure.
Those who knew him intimately called
him " The Signor," and in many ways
his patriarchal appearance suggested

H e habitually underrated his powers,
and frequently referred to himself as
" the poorest of poor creatures."
While it is obvious that he must often

ROBERT B R O W N I N G — T H E POETIC QUALITY, T H E OPTIMISM, AND T H E SANITY Of T H E
MAN SHINE IN THIS PORTRAIT
From the tainting

some bygone Venetian senator. To certain minds he was but a kindly, dignified
echo of past grandeur and faded glory.
There seemed, it is true, a pathetic incongruity between the bodily feebleness
of the man and the unquenchable ardor
of his soul.
Moreover, he was the
ceaseless victim of doubt and mistrust.

by Watts

have been taken at his own measure, those
who understood George Frederick Watts
were never deceived- Though his greatness was not immediately apparent, it
was nevertheless indubitable. A delicate, sickly child, and a man who suffered cruelly throughout life, he still
managed to keep burning the flame of
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exalted hope and far-reaching endeavor.
Through infinite care he maintained a
finely adjusted equilibrium of forces
which lasted until the end. With un-
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SIR EDWARD BURNE-JONES, WHOM WATTS LOVED AS A FRIEND AND REVERED AS A
PAINTER—HIS DEATH, IN 1 8 9 8 , WAS A SEVERE SHOCK TO T H E OLDER MAN
From

the portrait

faltering persistence he outlived long
periods of neglect and obscurity, drifting finally into the serenity of general
recognition and acceptance.
From the deepening twilight of the
heroic age of art looms this solitary
being, frail, yet shining with steadfast
purpose. In pious ecstasy he recalls the

by

IVatts

sance. Though he possessed none of
these qualities in fulfilling measure, each
was in some degree his legacy, and each
in part illumined every canvas, every
bit of bronze or marble, he has left behind. Born in the lingering dawn of
the last century, he lived through its
close, and even long enough to catch the
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WATTS AT E I G H T E E N , PAINTED BY H I M S E L F — H E WAS BORN IN 1 8 1 7 , AND HIS LONG AND USEFUL
CAREER DID NOT END UNTIL T H E FOURTH YEAR OF A NEW CENTURY HAD TURNED
Prom
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faint
glimmer of its' swift-coming
successor.
In tlie truest sense of tlie plirase, this
meek yet miglity spirit seemed to inlierit
the earth. His majestic roll of years
gave him ample perspective, his mind
moved freely among the varied works
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Watts gathers under her protecting
wings so many of the earth's children
and the children of the brain, there is
no lack of unity, or of community, in
anything he painted or modeled. A single thought animates his entire graphic
cosmos. His message is the message of

DIANA AND ENDYMION;—WATTS S CONCEPTION OF T H E CLASSICAL LEGEND OF T H E YOUTH WHO
WAS BELOVED BY T H E MOON GODDESS NIGHTLY SHE KISSED T H E SLEEPING
SHEPHERD IN T H E CAVE ON MOUNT LATMUS

From the fainting^ by Watts

of God or man, and his vision embraced
all periods and all epochs from the
awakening possibilities of the creation
to the clouded hour of our own day
and generation.
He was not only a
seer and a philosopher, but above all
he was a great pictorial genius. Everything he touched upon sprang spontaneously into predestined form and
color. Out of chaos he made a moving
panorama of primitive potentialities; he
retold with new beauty and pregnance
Greek legend and Arthurian romance,
and over the troubled destiny of mankind he cast a flood of consoling light.
Although the art of George Frederick

universal brotherhood and universal
peace. Leaving to strident youngsters
across the Channel the cry of art for
art's sake, he solemnly dedicated his
powers to the cause of humanity.
With the largeness, the sincerity, and
the broad utilitarianism of the early
Victorians, Watts preached the doctrine
of ideas in art. " A picture without an
idea," he said, " is like a face without
eyes." H e went still further. " A great
picture," he maintained, " must be ethical—didactic, if you like, but certainly
ethical. Humanity has created art, as
it has created tools and weapons, for its
own advancement, for its own help, for
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GEORGE DOUGLAS CAMPBELL, EIGHTH DUKE OF ARGYLL, ORATOR,
SCIENTIST, AND PHILOSOPHER
From

the portrait

its own comfort." H a d he possessed a
mind less clear and logical, and a less
exacting esthetic conscience, it is easy
to see how readily this zealous evangelist
might have encountered shipwreck. Yet
that same gift of balance which so long
held body and soul together also kept in
their just relation the idea and the
image. However instinct these canvases
are with noble aspiration, they seldom
fail to reflect an always beseeching external beauty. Spirit and sense have
here been strangely, almost mystically,
married.

hy

STATESMAN,

Watts

It is a frequent contention that the
art of Watts is " literary," meaning, supposedly, that it contains elements which
properly belong to the domain of letters.
No judgment could be more superficial
or more unfounded. The ideas which
took shape under the caressing stress of
his brush or chisel are not the exclusive
property of any sect or coterie; they are
the common heritage of all men and all
ages. They are those fundamental verities which have perplexed or inspired
humanity from the beginning and will
continue to do so until the end. They
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occupy alike the painter and tlie poet,
tlie theologue and tlie man of science,
the brooding savage and the sophisticated product of civilization. In no instance has Watts merely repeated that
which has been said before. What he
did was to take certain of these same
themes and recast them in a language of
his own. He symbolized in splendid,
sweeping lines and solemn, glowing
colors the august mysteries of birth and
death, the joy of service, and the anguish of those who, having great pos-
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sessions, depart in sorrow. It was no
narrow view which he took of his mission. " Art," he held, " embraces the
whole of those conditions which are to
be represented to the mind through the
medium of the eye." Himself a rigorous, elemental man, he gave to these
austere truths a structural simplicity
which made them universal in application and appeal. It is impossible to
mistake the lessons he taught. His canvases are pictorial anthems. They chant
the Gloria in Excelsis of art and of life.

WILLIAM KWART GLADSTONE
ONE OF T H E LEAST SATISFYING OF WATTS'S PORTRAITS
T H E PAINTER LATER SAID THAT HE HAD BEEN UNABLE TO GET BETTER RESULTS
BECAUSE T H E LIBERAL LEADER' TALKED INCESSANTLY DURING T H E SITTINGS

From the iortraii
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While he acquired much from, without, while he took gladness from the vernal beauty of spring or tinged his palette
with the burning glow of the dying year,
while he stole the veiled whiteness of
the pearl and the pink of the nautilus,
the drifting mists of the sea and the
iris of the rainbow, Watts's chief storehouse lay within. By descent a Celt,
his true kingdom was the kingdom of
dreams. He was born a mystic and a
mystic he remained.
WATTS^S TEMPLE OF LIFE

Imbued with all the wistful yearning of his race, with an abiding sense of
the futility of earthly things. Watts
nevertheless by sheer power of will left
behind a vast and varied accomplishment. It was his youthful ambition to
found a resplendent Temple of Life
wherein he should depict in fresco and
marble the consecutive evolution of humanity from its vague, obscure origins to
its final stages of development. Years of
thought and effort were devoted to the
project, which, of course, could never
in its entirety be realized. Though its
contents are incomplete and widely scattered, his Temple of Life in a measure
survives.
The man's existence, tortured as it was and often hanging by so
slender a thread, was its own temple,
while in the Tate Gallery and the National Portrait Gallery, in London, and
the Memorial Gallery recently erected
near Guildford, have been reverently
gathered the works of brain and hand.
Every episode in a career inwardly
rich though outwardly uneventful helped
Watts toward the fulfilment of his
dream.
The four years passed in
Florence with Lord and Lady Holland
and a few radiant months spent among
the islands of the iEgean or the shimmering plains of Asia Minor added
warmth and definition to his maturing
vision. The hours consumed while gazing at the Elgin Marbles in the British
Museum or musing before the fireside
all contributed their particular quota.
He was without systematic academic
training. " I never had any master save
Phidias," he would often say, and this
was literally true. So strongly did the
creative impulse surge within that he
was incapable of making copies of the
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Italian masterpieces he so revered.
Titian, Tintoretto, and especially Orcagna, meant much to him, but only in
a broad, general sense. He was above
all else a painter of processes, one who
recorded the ever-changing vesture of
outward things, one who mirrored the
soul's ceaseless inquietude.
To him,
nothing was definite, nothing final; decay followed fast upon growth, and
death was succeeded by joyous rebirth.
A whole cycle of mutations, both physical and spiritual, was continuously unfolding itself before his eyes. The boy
who found it impossible to retrace the
outlines of bygone art was father to the
man who was powerless to paint a
specific likeness.
That which Watts
achieved in portraiture was, however,
something vastly better and higher.
Taking the elements of the individual
before him, he recreated his personality
upon canvas, retaining those qualities
which alone were essential and enduring. He was an unflinching idealist.
He shows us with gentle forbearance
what man is, and with convincing enthusiasm what man should be.
The principle Watts applied with such
consistent power to the delineation of
his ardent fellow workers in the field of
thought, to the poets, philosophers, and
statesmen of the nineteenth century, was
applied alike to primal fancy. Mosaic
tradition, Cretan myth, or medieval story.
He has managed to recast with a magic
all his own the centuries-old stories
of the Genesis, the Fall, and the Flood.
To the grief of Ariadne seated on the
wooden shores of Naxos waiting the return of Theseus he added fresh poignancy. The Orpheus of legend is less
deeply tragic than the sweet singer who
here clasps in his arms the already lifeless form of Eurydice; and it is not
merely Diana, but the very spirit of
nocturnal mystery, which gently kisses
the sleeping shepherd of Latmus. The
lines of Dante carry but a faint suggestion of the listless, burned-out ecstasy
of this Paolo and Francesca circling
through infinity, nor has poet been able
to picture a knight quite like this Sir
Galahad standing beside his steed, his
eyes aglow with mystic rapture and
resolve.
If it be true that there is no beauty
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without some strangeness, it is equally
true that there is no beauty without a
certain sadness, and both these elements
are ever present in the art of Watts.
A delicate veil shrouds each countenance,

CARDINAL MANNING
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it is merely that they teach the dual lesson of courage and compassion.
Yet the real ethical and esthetic significance of Watts's art is not manifest
until you emerge from the realm of fable

T H E SEARCHING MENTAL ACTIVITY AND T H E SPIRITUAL AUTHORITY

OF T H E CHIEF ROMAN CATHOLIC PRELATE OF ENGLAND ARE STRONGLY EVIDENCED
From

the portrait

gray mists envelop hill and valley, and
shadows fall aslant the path of peace.
Even in the springtime of life and love,
flowers droop and heads are softly bowed.
It is not that these beautiful, sedate evocations breathe hopelessness or despair;

by

Watts

and romance into the clear, serene atmosphere of abstract thought. The central figure in this drama of ideas is, of
course, man. As Watts himself said:
" The noblest symbol is the human form,
and the human form can express all the
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GEORGE FREDERICK WATTS ANOTHER PORTRAIT BY HIMSELF,
SHOWING HIM IN HIS WORKING ROBE
From the portrait

by Watts

virtues of life—love,
courage, faith; and all
the tragedy of life—sin,
suffering, and death." It
is scarcely necessary to
remind those possessed of
adequate artistic sensibilities that this prophet in
paint seldom lost sight of
the enduring canons of
beauty; that he never,
save in a few minor instances, allowed moral
considerations to obscure
his innate sense of form,
color, and design.
"I
teach great truths," he
was wont to say, " but I
do not dogmatize." Or
again, speaking of the
public, he said: " I lead
them to the church door,
and then they can go in
and see God in their own
way."
In a series of visions
incomparably direct and
uplifting he thus embodied the p e r e n n i a l
enigmas
of life, the
eternal aspiration and the
eternal heart-hunger of
the human race.
Although in essence they
are' deeply philosophical
and deeply religious, these
pictures are utterly unconditioned by creed or
formula. Basic ideas are
expressed in the broadest,
most liberal, terms. T h e
customary insignia of the
church are notably absent. Crown, cross, and
bleeding heart find no
place in this grandly simple imagery.
Just as he had earlier
read new mystery and
new magic into oft-told
tales, so Watts here gave
new shape to conceptions
which had long been the
property of the multitude.
Hope n e v e r
before
showed such resigned yet
unwearied tenderness as
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does this bowed creature
clinging to the bare disk
of the world listening to
the music of a solitary
string, nor was Time ever
before pictured as a stalwart youth, clear-eyed
and firm of carriage.
With penetrating gaze the
calm apostle of allegory
surveyed
the universe
afresh and in the seclusion of his studio redreamed the dreams of
the ages.
The most appealing of
all his visitants was that
of Death, who appeared
before him, not in the
guise of a hideous, grinning skull, but as a majestic, resistless presence
clothed in flowing white,
her face always averted,
as though deploring her
dread errand. Now she
carried in the folds of
her robe blossoms plucked
but yesterday; now she
crowned the brow of Innocence, and now gently
brushed aside Love, who
sought to stay her hand
upon the flower-strewn
threshold of Life. There
is always in these pictures a suggestion of
maternity in the treatment of death; this is not
accidental, but intentional. " I want," the painter said, " to destroy the
notion that death is ' the
king of terrors.'
My
favorite thought recognizes Death as the kind
nurse who says: ' N o w
then, children, you must
go to bed, and wake up
in the morning.' " On
another occasion he spoke
of her as " a gracious
Mother, calling her children home."
Despite
the
cloud
shadows which here and
there flit across this fair
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LOVE AND DEATH "

WATTS WAS GREATEST AS AN

ALLEGORIST
From the i>aintins by Watts
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land, it is always springtime, always
April, in the art of Watts. An inherent primalism clung about this
wondrous old man until the very
last.
Born in the morning of the
year, he somehow never lost the capacity for recreation and the response to
new life and fresh possibilities which
each season reenforce things physical
and things psychic. Particularly fond of
the golden crocus, he rarely failed to introduce into his paintings a strangely
beautiful and suggestive floral symbolism.

MAGAZINE
And like flowers, too, his thoughts themselves seemed to grow into being, unfolding gradually, according to some inner,
hidden law, from bulb to blossom. His
spirit was continually in consonance with
nature's meaning and nature's moods.
His sympathies were attuned to the
world and all that lies therein.
His
soul was at peace with God and man.
In his calm, instinctive way he represented the great oneness of the universe.
There was never, in the daily life

WATTS IN HIS PRIME, PAINTED BY HIMSELF

A BENIGN FACE, SHOWING T H E

NESS OF T H E PROPHET AND T H E INSIGHT OF T H E POET
Fro7n the tortrait

by
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EDWARD ROBERT EULWER LYTTON, LORD LYTTON, BETTER KNOWN AS
" OWEN M E R E D I T H "
STATESMAN AND POET
From

the i>07-trait by

of Watts, any conflict between aspiration
and accomplishment. Tlie ideals enunciated in his art were consistently upheld
by his actions. He was not one who
preached charity and neglected to put
his hand into his own pocket.
Year
after year he gave freely of his best with
no thought of reward. When he returned from Italy, aglow with enthusiasm for the revival of mural painting
on a grand scale, he offered to decorate
without charge the new Euston Station,
only to have his proposition declined

Watts

by the phlegmatic directors of the company.
Aside from an insignificant legacy, he
never had a penny he did not earn, and
yet gave canvas after canvas to the nation. A whole succession of contemporary likenesses were presented to the
National Portrait Gallery, while his allegorical compositions, with few exceptions, went to the Tate Gallery. The
cartoon of " Sir G a l a h a d " he gave to
Eton College Chapel, " Love and
D e a t h " to the city of Manchester,
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" Fata Morgana" to Leicester, " Love
and Life " to America, and " The Happy
W a r r i o r " to Munich. Judging by the
price offered privately for " Love and
Death," which was fifteen thousand dol-
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after decade he wrought in silence and
semi-obscurity, and it was not until he
had reached the age of fifty that he
was made a member of the Royal Academy. Yet such matters troubled him

ARTHUR PENRHYN STANLEY, ENGLISH SCHOLAR AND DIVINE, WHO WAS LONG
T H E DEAN OF WESTMINSTER
From the iorirait

lars, he might have made large sums,
yet he preferred to live modestly, even
plainly, with barely enough for his
meager needs.
Although evincing generous sympathy
for the artists of his time, sharing to a
certain degree in their struggles and triumphs, he never allied himself with any
particular group or movement. Decade

by Watts

little, for later on, when twice offered
a baronetcy he each time declined, caring
nothing for worldly distinctions.
At intervals he busied himself with
sculpture, the bust of " Clytie," the
statue of " Hugh Lupus," which stands
at the entrance to the grounds of Eton
Hall, and the heroic equestrian entitled
" Physical Energy," to which he devoted
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nearly a quarter of a century of thought
and effort, being his chief contributions
to plastic art. For many years he lived
in Little Holland House, Melbury Road,
where his chosen friends often gathered
to see his work and listen to grave dissertations on current topics or delight
in his playful, almost boyish, banter.
He used always to wear the proverbial
dull-crimson cap and flowing robe or
blue blouse, and when animated would
move his head sharply from side to
side, making short, impatient sweeps of
the arm. At times, though, he would
remain seated for days, the prey to nervous depression, or a curious " brain sickness," as he called it, which made it utterly impossible for him even to visit
the dim studio wherein were gathered
so many glowing canvases, completed or
still in process. A Stoic in cast of mind,
he was a Spartan in his tastes and habits.
H e never smoked, never touched alcohol
in any form, and ate sparingly. Every
night, for years, at the close of a hard
day's work, he would sit down to a supper
of cold pudding, milk, and barley water.
L I F E AT

LIMNERSLEASE

The life in London was merely carried
out in brighter, more inspiriting colors
at the painter's country home known as
Limnerslease, in Surrey.
Guarded by
tall sentinel firs, the modest, vine-grown
house looked across a landscape dotted
with white cottages set among smiling
fields. In his younger days Watts was
passionately devoted to riding, and might
often have been seen galloping up
" Hog's Back " or along the very road
where Chaucer's Pilgrims used to wend
their way toward the shrine of St.
Thomas at Canterbury. Throughout the
spring and summer he rose every morning at three-thirty, worked until seven,
when he had his bath and breakfast, then
worked until one, and again from three
until six or after.
Unhurried, undisturbed, he would labor at different intervals for ten, or even twenty, years upon
the same composition, always getting
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closer and closer to the dominant idea
he sought to portray. And when all was
finished he would .cover the entire canvas with a film of white, afterward adding touches of fresh color in order to
get just that bloom which seems indeed
the breath of eternal youth. A few of
his pictures, such as the fire-bathed head
of " Brynhildr " and " Time, Death, and
Judgment," came to him as complete
revelations, but for the most part his
canvases were evolved slowly and painfully. His art is not, in essence, a reproduction of that which is without, but
a representation of that which is within.
It is thought made visible.
Just as in London he had shed about
him beauty and benevolence, so here in
the open there grew up under his eye
numerous tokens of charity and utility.
Together with Mrs. Watts he built the
picturesque Mortuary Chapel which
stands in the grove near, his house, and
together they established, under the auspices of the Home Industries Association, a flourishing pottery at Compton,
As time went on, though the weight of
years bowed that slender frame, his spirit
never faltered. Just before the end, he
remarked with pathetic heroism, " I
think aspiration will last as long as there
is consciousness." He was, in fact, actually working on the huge model for his
statue of " Physical Energy " when the
final summons came.
At the simple, impressive funeral service held in St. Paul's Cathedral, which
was attended by some of the foremost
artists and statesmen in England, they
played Beethoven's funeral march, the
archdeacon reading that
memorable
prayer from Ecclesiasticus beginning:
" Let us now praise famous men, and
the fathers that begat us. Their bodies
are buried in peace but their name liveth
for evermore." The next day they left
him resting on the sunlit hillside which
he loved so well, gently covered with
lilies,, the white and slender symbols of
that immortality he had so manfully

EDITOR'S NOTE—This article is one of a series suggested by the death, within a remarkably
brief space of time, of a number of the most famous artists of their generation—among them
Bouguereau, Breton, Gerome, and Henuer, in France ; Lenbach and Menzel, in Germany; the
American Whistler. A paper to be published next month will deal with the life and work of
Bouguereau. Those already published, and the issues of this magazine in which they may be
found, are Gerome, June, 1906 ; Lenbach, September; Whistler, October; Henner, November.
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T H E SCRUBWOMAN
BY DOROTHY CANFIELD
AUTHOR OF "MOONSHINE,"'"THE STORY OF RALPH MILLER," ETC.

H

E N R Y R A N D O L P H shook his
white head in an impatient gesture of dissent, and continued the discussions with a tenderly exasperated
disregard of his cousin's scruples. " No,
no, Alice, dear, this is no time to split
hairs on what it's proper to speak about.
It's infamous, I know, that I should be
talking to you about it—nobody but a
woman should; but, my dear child, how
can I go and leave you so? And there's
nobody else to speak. You might as well
have no brother at all as one in the
navy."
Mrs. Smithers's resigned, though unpeaceful, drooping attitude changed at
this to a sudden nervous tension. She
clasped and unclasped her thin hands,
and spoke with a little rush of eagerness.
" A h ! that's it. Cousin Henry. H I
could only see my brother oftener, he
might be able to do something." She
relapsed again into listless despondency
and continued dully: " B u t I don't
suppose he would ever see anything at
all the matter. My husband would be
so different with him—you know how
Will is to outsiders."
Randolph struck one hand into the
other fiercely. " I do ! I do ! But what's
the use of knowing him now, when
you've been married ten years? Oh, if
I'd only been here instead of on the
other side of the globe when he first
went to Washington and met you! Why,
in Heaven's naime, your parents
"
H e checked himself abruptly. " No, I
can't blame them—poo ', simple souls!
They never had any worldly discernment. You're just like them."
Mrs. Smithers spoke in a naively solemn and hesitant way. " I hope it's not
wicked. Cousin Henry, but I'm sometimes glad they died so soon after my
marriage—and that Tom is always away

on his vessel. They couldn't help any,
and I'm glad they don't have to suffer
with me. I'm sorry it makes you so sad,
cousin, on your .first visit home in so
many years. I'm afraid I've not been
able to make you very happy."
At this Randolph roared out in indignant tenderness : " Good Heavens,
Alice, don't be such a perfectly angelic
idiot! If you endure it day after day.
and have for ten years, and will as long
as he or you live, don't you suppose a
great hulking brute of a man like me
can bear just to hear about i t ? "
The woman stirred uneasily in her
chair. " Oh, please, dear cousin, don't
speak so. I know I've done very wrong
to let you know at all, but, seeing somebody who belongs to me after • all this
long, lonely life in. New York—I'm
afraid I haven't been very brave. I
may not have so much more to bear than
other women. Will, you know, is never
brutally unkind, as so many husbands
are—he has never struck me—we live
in this expensive apartment; the children go to the best schools; I always
have plenty of money to spend
"
She ended, quavering off into silence
before the gathering wrath in the old
man's eyes. He caught her up grimly:
"Yes, you have plenty of money to
spend, but I notice you do your own
work most of the time. Your husband
makes the apartment such a hell on earth
with his devilish ingenuity that you
couldn't keep a maid for a week—not
for axi] price."
Alice interrupted him eagerly: " B u t ,
no—I have old Belle, the scrubwoman,
you know. She's been with me almost
ever since I was married—ever since we
came to this house to live. She cleans
the halls and stairways of this building,
and so she's always on hand to come in

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

