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PREFACE

THE
task of selecting from such a vast mass of material

as has been kindly placed at my disposal by friends

and relatives has been no easy one, and I venture to hope

that, so far as I may have exceeded my duty as a biographer,

the interest of the extraneous matter may, in some measure

at least, atone for its admission.

I cannot adequately thank the many friends who have so

generously helped me with contributions, or in allowing

me the free use of their pictures for these pages. To

Messrs. Graves and Son, Thomas Agnew and Sons,

Arthur Tooth and Sons, Thomas McLean and Sons,

and the Fine Art Society my special thanks are due for

liberty to avail myself of their copyrights; but most of all

am I indebted to my father-in-law, Mr. P. G. Skipwith,

for his invaluable assistance in preparing this work for

the press.

JOHN GUILLE MILLAIS

Melwood, Horsham,

July, 1899
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THE LIFE AND LETTERS
OF

SIR JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS

CHAI'TI'.R I.

The biitii of Milhiis— His parents
—
Early ckiys in St. Ileliers—A mother who

educates and helps him— School a failure—The Lemprieres
— First efifcrts in

Art—The family move to Diiian—The Drum-majors portrait
—Return to

St. Heliers— Millais goes to London with his mother—Sir Martin Shee's

advice— Millais enters Mr. Sass' school, and gains the silver medal of the

Society of Arts— His love of fishing
—

Original amusement Me enters the

Royal Academy—Early successes—Anecdotes of the poet Rogers
— William

Wordsworth—Oxford's attempt on the Queen's life- -Millais as an Academ\-

student— (General Arthur Lcmpriere on Millais as a boy—Poem on students'

life—Sergeant Thomas— First visit to Oxford -Mr. Wyatt— Mr. Drury—
"
Cymon and Iphigenia"

—"Grandfather and Child."

r w:is at Soutliamplon on ihc Sih of [uiie, 1829, that the

late vSir J. E. Millais inacic his first appearance in the

world as the younoest son of Mr. John William Millais.

the descendant of an old Norman fann'ly resident in jersey,
where for many years he held a commission in ihe Island

Militia. There, according- to local tradition, John W'ilHam

Millais and his ancestors had been settled ever since the

time of the Conquest. He was a man of fine presence and

undeniable talent, being not only a very fair artist but an

excellent musician, with command of tour or five different

instrunients. But with all his o-Ifts he was a man ol no

ambition save where his children were conccrm-d, and desired

nothine more than the life he led as a nnict coimUA- ^-entle-

man. My uncle, William Millais, describes him as a typical

old troubadour, who won all h(\arts by his L^ood looks and

charmincr manners, and was known in his Nount/er davs as

the handsomest man in the island.



JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS [1833-

When quite a yoiino; man he chanced to meet an English-
woman of gentle birth and great natural wit and cleverness,

whose maiden name was Evamy, but who was then the

widow of a Mr. Hodo-kinson
; and, falling in love with each

other at first sight, they soon
afterwards married.

Mrs. Hoclgkinson had two
sons bv her first husband—
Henry, who lived a quiet life,

and recently left to the nation

two ot my father's best works
;

and Clement, who g-reatlv dis-

tinguished himself as an explorer
in the wilds of Australia. In

the old days Clement was the

principal A.D.C. of Sir Thomas
Mitchell, and himself discovered

several gold-fields in Northern
Australia.

My gTanclparents, John W^illiam

and Family Mary Millais, at first

settled at
" Le Ouaihouse," just

out of St. Heliers, where their

daughter Emil)' Mary was born
;

but later on they re-

moved to Southampton, where my uncle William Henry,
and afterwards mv father, were added to the familv. Thev
presently, however, returned to Jersey, where, at the age
of four years, mv father's inborn love of Natural History—a love that lasted his lifetime—found means of develop-
ment. At St. Heliers some choice sand-eels offered an easy
capture. The rocks too abounded with novelties in the shape
of "slow, sly things with circumspective eyes"; and at the-

pier-head no end of little fish were waiting to be caught.
Here, then, was Elysium to the young naturalist. To one
or other of these places he sped away whenever he could

escape from parental control, regardless of the admonitions-

of his mother, whose anxiety on these occasions was hardly

compensated by the treasures of the beach with which he
stocked all the baths and basins of the household, or by the

advance in learning he displayed in naming correctly every-
thing in his collection.

There too. al St. Heliers, his taste for drawing began
to show itself. f^ncouraged by his iiioihcr, who quickly:

CAPTAIN EDWARD MILLAIS, 1760

(Millais' Grandfather)
From a miniature



i835] FIRST EFFORTS IN ART

discerned the boy's special !^"ift, he devoted much of his time
to sketching, and was never more happy than when his

pencil was thus engaged. Birds and butterllies proved a

great attraction, but it mattered little to him wh^lt was the

object so long as he could express it on paper. Draw he
must, and did at every spare moment.

In his maternal grandfather, John Evamy —a dear old

man whom he gn atl\' admired, mainly because of his skill

as a fisherman—he iound a delighttul companion ; and one

JOHN" WII.I.IAM Mil. I..MS (Mii.i..\is' FatheiO

111 fancy dress. Circ. 1S70

of his earliest sketches, done in pencil at eight years of age,

ofives an excellent idea of this old gentleman engrossed in

his favourite pursuit.
But Millais' truest and most helpful friend was his mother,

whose love and foresight did so much to advance his aims

and ambition, putting him in the right path from the very
outset. She herself undertook the greater part of his educa-

tion, and, being more gifted than most women, grounded him

in history, poetry, literature, etc., knowledge of costume and

armour, all of which was of the greatest use to him in his

career ; indeed, my father used often to say to us in alter

years,
"

I owe everything to my mother."



4 JOHN EVERETT iMILLAIS [1833-

One attempt was made to send him to school, but it ended
in miserable failure. Throughout his life restrictions of anv
sort were hateful to him— what he would not do for love he
would not do at all—so when, after two days at school, the

master tried to thrash him for disobedience, the l)oy. turned
and bit his hand severely-

—a misdemeanour for which he was

$
}

I!

'I

'^ Uzj

JOHN EVAMY (Mii.lais' Maternal Unci.e)

Drawn from life at the age of eight

immediately expelled. A happy day this for him, for his

mother then resumed her work of tuition, and her method
of teaching, in opposition to that of the old dry-as-dust
schools, led the child to love his lessons instead of hatino-

them.

My uncle William made an excellent water-colour portrait
of his mother, which I am enabled to give here. The reader

will see at a glance her strong resemblance; to her box' John
Everett, presenting the same clever, determined mouth, and



MAKN' Mll.l.AIS (MiLi.Ais' Mothek)

From a water-colour Ijy William Millais, execuled about the year 1869





i835] EARLY DAYS 7

the same ()1)servcint eyes. Nor did the resemblance end here,

for she had also the same i^reat love of painting and music.

Others beside his mother very soon beoan to see that little

)()hn l{\'crett j)ossessed real f^enius, not mere ordinary talent;

and one of his uncles was so much impressed with this idea

tliat he used frequently to say to his children,
" Mark my

words, that boy will be a very i^rc^at man some day, if he
hves."

My father never forgot the good friends of his early days
in Jersey, but cherished a lasting affection and regard for

them. Amongst those most anxious to help in the earlv

cultivation of his talent was a charming' familv named

Lempriere, then resident in the island. Philip Raoul

Lempriere, the head of the house and Seigneur of Roselle

Manor, was a man whose- personality made itself felt by
everyone with whom he came into contact, his strikingly
handsome appearance being enhanced by the dignity and
kindliness of his manner

;
and the same might be said in

deo-ree of everv member of his familv. To know them

intimately was an education in itself
; and, ha|)pily tor my

father, they took a great fancy to him, making him ever

welcome at the house. There, then, he spent much of his

time, and, as I have heard him say, learned unconsciously
to appreciate the beauties of Nature and Art. General

Lempriere, one of the grandsons of the Seigneur. I may
add, figures as "the Huguenot" in th(' famous {)icture of

that name, painted in 1852.

Roselle, in a word, proved an endless source of interest

and amusement to the juvenile artist. He could fish when
he liked in ponds well stocked with perch and tench, and in

the park was a fine herd of fallow deer, in which he took

great delight. A drawing of his— perhaps his best at that

date—represents the tragic end of one of those beautiful

creatures that he happened to witness. The circumstance

impressed him deeply and, as he often remarked in after

life, aroused in him the? s})irit
of the chase, e\cn in those

early days and amidst such calm surroundings.

My father's cousin, Miss Benest—a wonderful old lady
of eio'htv—writes: "When he was onlv four lie was con-

tinually at work with pencil and paper, and generalK" lay
on the floor covering sheets with all sorts of figures."

She also mentions, as significant of the frank and open
mind and the zeal for truth that he retained to the end of



8 JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS [1833-

his davs, that "when he did anvthinof on a larf^fer scale he

used to come to my father, throwing- his arms round his

neck in his affectionate manner, saying-,
'

Uncle, yon do not

always praise me as the others do
; you shozv me the faults!

"

His brother William was exceedinolv clever, but without

IP
I

\

\

SHAKESPEARIAX CHARACTER

Original drawing by Millais at the age of 7A years

the same application and industry. As a }"oung man he

possessed a remarkably fine tenor voice, and a good tenor

beino- as rare in those davs as it is now, Mario, after hearinof

him sing, urged him strongly to go on the stage, saying he
would make his fortune. But this was far from his idea of a

happy life. lie had no ambition to walk the boards, but

sang because he loved it, and painted for the same reason,
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becominL; ultimately well kiKAvn as a water-colour landscape
artist. II is unselfish admiration for ni)- lather knew no
bounds

;
he was always helpinc^ and taking' care of his

vouncjer and more delicate brother, and did much bv his

cheer)' oi^imism and consummate tact to alleviate the hard

knc^cks and petty worries that assailed the young painter
whilst struo-o-ling to make a name.

In 1835 '^h^ family removed to Dinan, in IJrittany, where
a new interest awaited the budding artist, then in his seventh

1

r

HOGARTHIAN CHARACTERS IN A WITNESS-BOX

Original study of expression.

Tlic wriiicii on the drawing is that of the artist s mothei.

year. The poetry of the place, as expressed in its fine

mediaeval architecture and interpreted by a loving mother,
took a great hold upon his imagination, setting his pencil to

work at once
;

but joy of joys to the jux-enile mind were

the gorgeous uniforms of the T^rench officers stationed in

the neighbourhood. Of this period William Millais sends

me some interestina^ notes. He savs :

"
I well remember the

time we spent together at Dinan, where our {)arents resided

for two years. We were little boys and quite inseparable,
he six years old and I two years his senior. Otir greatest

delight was to watch the entry of regiments as the\- passed
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through the town to and from Brest, and these occasions

were of frequent occurrence. The roll-call generally took

place in the Place aux Chaines, and each soldier on being-
disbanded was presented with a loaf of black bread, which
he stuck on the point of his bayonet and then shouldered

his rifle. We usually sat under the tille2ils of the Place

du Guesclin, on a bench overlooking the soldiers and away
from the crowd. On one occasion we noticed an enormous

tambour-iuajeiii\ literally burnished with gold trappings, wear-

ing a tall bear-skin and flourishing a huge gold-headed cane.

^\\\^:.VN5\

Mi:LLE IX A 1!AXQUETIXG-HALL. 183S.

to the delight of a lot of little oa;;^i;/s. Jack at once pro-
duced his sketch-book and pencil, and proceeded to jot down
the giant into his book. Whilst this was going on we were
not aware that two officers were silently creeping towards us,

and we were quite awed when they suddenly uttered loud

ejaculations of astonishment at what they had seen, for they
had evidently been witnesses of the last touch made upon
the drum-major. They patted the little artist on the back,

gave him some money, and asked me where we lived. Our
house was only a stone's-throw off, so we took them up into

the drawing-room, and they talked for some time with my
father and mother, urging llicm most seriously to send the

chikl at once to Paris, to be educated in the Arts.
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" The officers took the sketch back to barracks with them,
and showed it in the mess to their brothers in arms. None
of them coukl believe that it was the work of a boy of six,

so bets were taken all round
;
and one of them went to fetch

little Millais, to prove their words. In fear and trembling he

came, and soon showed that he really had done the drawing
by making, then and there, a still more excellent sketch—of

the colonel smoking a cigar. Those who lost had to give the

others a dinner."

SCENE FROM " I'KVKRll. OF THE PEAK.' 1S41

This is the mosl eUiboratc work of Millais' early years

Leaving Dinan in 1837, the family again went back to

St. Heliers for two or three years, where Millais received

his first instructions in art from a Mr. Bessel, the best

drawino--master in the island. Art was not taught then as

it is now, so the boy's originality was curbed for the while

by having to copy Julien's life-sized heads. In a very short

time, however, the drawing-master told his parents that he
could teach their boy nothing more

;
the spontaneity of his

work was so marked that it was a sin to restrain it, and that

they ought to take him at once to London and gi\ c him the

very best tuition to be had there. To this excellent counsel

was added that of the Lemprieres and Sir Hillgrove-Turner,
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then o-overnor of the island. Next year, therefore, they
started for London armed with an introduction to Sir Martin
Archer Shee, p.r.a., and coachino" from Southampton they
fell in with Mr. Paxton (afterwards Sir Joseph Paxton), of

whom William Millais writes :

"
During the journey Mr.

Paxton fell asleep, and Jack at once went for him and got
him into his book. Tust as he had finished the sketch Paxton

awoke, and, seeing what had been done, w^as so astonished

that he entered into conversation with my mother, which
resulted in a letter of introduction to the President of the

Society of Arts, Adelphi, where my 1jr<:)ther afterwards

went."

Their first visit in London was naturally to Sir ALu'tin

Archer Shee, and this is what they heard from him the

moment they explained the object of their call :

" Better

make him a chimney-sweej) than an artist !

"
But Sir ALirtin

had not then seen the boy's drawings. \\ hen these were

produced he opened his eyes in astonishment, and could

hardly believe that they were the production of so childish a

hand. At last his doubts were set at rest by little Millais

sittinLi- down and drawino- the Fio-ht of Hector and Achilles ;

and then with equal emphasis he recalled his first remark,
and declared that it was the ])lain duty of the parents to fit

the boy for the vocation for which Nature had evidently
intended him.

That settled the matter. To the lad's o-reat delii^ht leave

was obtained for him to sketch in the British Museum, wheie
for several hours a day he diligently drew from the cast

;
and

in the winter of 1S38-39 a vacancy was found for him in

the best Art academy of the time—a preparatory school at

Bloomsbury, kept by an old gentleman named Henry Sass,
a portrait painter of repute, but whose works had failed to

catch the fancy of the public. Several of Millais' school-

fellows there are still living, and remember him as a small,

delicate-looking boy, with a holland blouse and belt and a

turn-down collar. Here he was in his element, drawing and

j^ainting most of the day, and spending all the time he could

spare in outdoor pursuits.
At Mr. Sass', as at most of the schools of that dav, a

good deal of bullying went on, and one of the students (a

big, hulking, lazy fellow, whose name 1 suppress for reasons

which will presently appear) took a si)ecial delight in making
the boy's life a burden to him. I'his state of things reached
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a climax when, at the a^e of nine, vouno- Millais chained the

silver medal of the Society of Arts, for which this youth had

also competed. The day following- the presentation Millais

turned up as usual at Mr. Sass', and after the morning's work
was over, H. (the bully), with the help of two other small

boys whom he had compelled to remain, hung- him head

i
1

f

f

PORTRAIT OF AX OLD GENTLEMAX
Drawn ;it the ac;e of nine

downwards out of the window, t\ing his legs up to the iron

of the window-ouards widi scarves and strings. There he

hung over the street in a i)osition which shortly made him
unconscious, and the end might have been fatal had not

some passers-by, seeing the position of the child, rung the
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door-bell and secured his immediate release. Almost imme-

diately after this H. left the school—possibly to avoid expul-
sion—and failini^' as an artist, but being strong and of good
physique, he became a professi(inal model, and, curiously

enough, in after years sat to my father for several of his

pictures. Eventually, however, he took to drink and came
to a miserable end, leaving a wife and several children abso-

lutely destitute.

Of the occasion on which Millais received his first medal,
William Millais, who was present, says : "I shall never

forget the Prize-day at the Society of Arts when my brother

had v\^on the silver medal for a large drawing of ' The Battle

of Bannockburn.' He was then between nine and ten years
of age, and the dress the little fellow wore is vividly before

me as I write. He had on a white plaid tunic, with ])lack

belt and buckle
;

short white frilled trousers, showing bare

legs, with white socks and patent leather shoes; a large white

frilled collar, a bright necktie, and his hair in golden curls.

"When the Secretary, Mr. Cocking, called out 'Mr. John
Everett Millais,' the little lad walked up unseen by his

Royal Highness the Duke of Sussex, who was giving the

prizes, and stood at his raised desk. After a time the Duke
observed that

' the gentleman was a long time coming up,'

to which the Secretary replied, 'He is here, your Royal
Highness.' The Duke then stood up and saw the boy, and,

giving him his stool to stand upon, the pretty little golden
head appeared above the desk.

"
Unfortunately the Duke, being weak as to his eyesight,

could make nothing of the drawing when it was held up to

him, in spite of trying various glasses ;
but he was assured

that it was a marvellous performance. He patted my
brother's head and wished him every success in his profes-

sion, at the same time kindly begging him to remember that

if at any time he could be of service to him he must not

hesitate to write and say so. It so happened that Jack did

avail himself of this kind offer. We had been in the habit

of fishing every year in the Serpentine and Round Pond by
means of tickets given to us by Sir Frederick Pollock, then

Chief Baron
;

but a day came when this permission was
withheld from everyone, and then my brother wrote to the

Duke's private secretary, and we were again allowed to fish

there.
"

111 those da)s the Rouiul Pond at Kensington was a
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favourite resort of ours. It was not then, as we see it now,

arranged in a circle, and tricked out with all the finery of a

London lake. The shores were friiv'ed with llairs and

rushes, and here and there were little bays with water-lilies.

There was plenty of honest English mud too, in which the

juvenile angler could wade to his heart's content, and had

to do so in ortler to get his line clear of the surrounding
reeds. We used to tramp to and froni the neighhourhood of

Bedford S(juare, l)u\ing our fresh l)ait at the;
" CJoldcn Perch,"

in Oxford Street, on the way. We were keen sportsmen.

HUNTING SCP:NE. 1S41

and probaiily the pleasure we took in it was not lessened by
the envy of other little boys to whom the privilege was
denied. As the result of these expeditions man\- fine carp,

perch, and roach were captured
—at least they appeared so

to us in those earlv davs,"

My uncle goes on to tell of their home life and the amuse-
ments in which he and his brother indu]<red. Thev were
fond of "playing at National Galleries."

"In 1S3S-39 we were living in Charlotte Street, Fitzroy

Square. I went to a private tutor in the neighbourhood,
but my brother never went to school at all. lie was \-erv

delicate as a child, and was still being entirely educated bv

my mother, who was an exceptionally clever woman and a

great reader.

I.— 2
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" We were both of us mad upon Art, and we knew every
picture in the National Gallery by heart. In our leisure

moments we resolved to start a National Gallery of our own,
and we worked daily upon pictures for it. I generally
undertook the landscape department, and coined no end
of Hoppners, Ruysdaels, Turners, etc., whilst the Titians.

Rubens, Paul Veroneses, Correggios, and Rembrandts fell

to my brother's share. I made all the frames out of tinsel

off crackers, and we varnished our specimens to give them
the appearance of works in oil.

" The pictures varied in size from a visiting-card to a large

envelope. We took off the lid of a large deal box, and pre-

pared the three sides to receive our precious works. There
was a dado, a carpet, and seats, and to imitate the real

Gallery a curtain ran across the opening.
" What joy it was to us when we thought we had done

somethino- wonderful ! I remember how we oJoated over our

Cuyp ;
a Rembrandt too was my brother's masterpiece, and

the use of burnt lucifer matches in the darker parts was most

effective, and certainly original. When anyone called to see

us it was our greatest pride to exhibit our National Gallery."
At the age of ten Millais was admitted a student of

the Royal Academy, the youngest student who ever found

entrance within its walls, and during his six years there he
carried off in turn every honour the Academy had to bestow.

At thirteen he won a medal for a drawing from the antique,
at fourteen he began to paint, and at seventeen, after taking"
the "gold medal" for an oil painting called "The Benjamites

Seizing their Brides," he contributed to the annual exhibition

a canvas which was placed by a French critic on a level with

the best historical work of the year. It was the picture of
"
Pizarro Seizing the Inca of Peru," and was exhibited some

few years ago in the galleries at South Kensington, where it

attractc;d marked attention as the production of so young an

artist.*

At the Academy, where he was well treated and became a

general favourite, they nicknamed him "The Child," a name
that stuck to him for the rest of his life at the Garrick Club.

He worked unceasingly, and was universally recognised as a

* William Millais says: "James Wallack, the celebrated comedian, whose

portrait Sir Charles Eastlake, ['.k.a., ]iaintcd in
' The Brigand,' and who afterwards

married my sister, was the model for
'

J'izarro.' My father was the priest, and also

sat for oilier ligures in ihc pictnre."
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youthful genius from whom great things were to be expected;

but, as the smallest and youngest member of the community,
he had to "fag," for all that, and was generally told off to

fetch pies and stout for his fellow- students whilst they were

at work.*
When he received the gold medal of the Royal Academy

many famous men took notice of him, and notably Rogers,
the poet, whose brilliant breakfast-parties are now matters of

•'ill

x

ci

LOVE SCENE. Water-colour. 1840

history. All the literary lions of the day were to be met

there, and at that time things were verv different from what

they are now. Young men listened respectfully, as they were

taught to do, when older and wiser men held forth. Rogers,
I have heard my father say, would speak learncdh' on some

subject for perhaps five minutes, and then, after a pause,
would say :

"
Now, Mr. Macaulay, kindly favour us w^ith

* "I was told off," said .Millais,
"

b\- the other students to ol)tain tlieir luncli

for them. I had to collect 40 or 50 pence from my companions, and go with that

hoard to a neighbouring- baker's and purchase the same number of buns. It

generally happened that I got a bun nusclf by way of 'commission.'"
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your opinion of the subject," whereupon Macaulay would

square up and "orate." While he was talking Roi^ers, who
was a confirmed invalid, would gradually slip down into his

chair, his servant having to pull him up by the collar

when he wished to speak again. He was extremely kind,

though pompous in manner, and with little or no sense of

humour. If a stranger arrived he would say to his servant,
"
Thomas, bring down that volume of luy celebrated poems''
He took an almost parental interest in Millais, though

occasionally treating him with a severity that bordered on
the comic. My father hated sugar in his tea, and on more
than one occasion openly expressed his dislike.

" Thomas,"
the poet would say, "put three lumps of sugar in Mr.
Millais' tea

;
he oitQht to like suwir. He is too thin."

Rogers had an MS. missal of great value, of which he
was vastly proud. One day little Millais picked it up to

show it to a voung lad v.
"
Bov," roared Rogers from the

other end of the room, almost suffocating himself as he

slipped down into his chair,
"
can't you speak about a book

without fingering it ? How dare vou touch my missal !

"

One day a poor-looking man, apparently a country clergy-
man, dressed in a shabbv tail-coat, came to thank Rosers for

hospitality before leaving town. As the departing guest
vanished through the door, after shaking hands with the

little artist, the poet turned to Millais, who was standing
near, and said in solemn tones,

"
Boy, do you know who that

was } Some day you will be proud to say that you once met
William Wordsworth."

In 1895 ^^''- Gladstone and my father were the only sur-

vivors of these famous parties. A singular circumstance

was that though my mother, who was then a young girl, used

frequently to breakfast at Rogers' house, yet she and my
father never met there.

Referring to these early days, William Millais says : "We
were brought up as very loyal subjects, and our chief delight
was to go to Buckingham Palace to see the Oueen and the

Prince Consort start off up Constitution Hill for their daily
drive. On one memorable occasion, when we were the only

people on the footpath, and had just taken off our caps as

the Royal carriage passed, feeling proudly ha|)py that her

Majesty had actually bowed to us, a sudden explosion was

heard, and llicn another. Mv father, who had seen what had

caused them, immediately rushed away from us and seized
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a man who was just inside the railings of the jjark, and held

him till some of the mounted escort came to his assistance.

This man was Oxford, who had fired at the Queen, and after-

wards proved to be a lunatic. Of course we went immedi-

ately to examine the w^all, and there saw llic marks of the

two bullets, which in a few days, with the aid of sticks and

umbrellas, had miiltii)lied considerably."
As a boy Millais was extremely delicate, and only by slow

decrees and constant attention to the laws of health did he

build up the robust constitution it was his pri\-ileo'e to enjoy
in the later years of his life. It was part of his creed—a

creed he lost no opportunity for impressing" Lip(Mi younger or

less experienced artists—that good health is the first neces-

sity for a man who would distinguish himself in any walk ot

life, and that that can only be had by periodical holidays, in

which all thought of business affairs is resolutely cast aside.

To him the breezy uplands of the North, where with rod and

gun he could indulge his love of open-air pursuits, offered the

greatest attraction, h^very year, therefore, as soon as he

could afford it, he took a shooting or a fishing in Scotland,
and (except on rare occasions) in the first week of August oft

he went for a three months' holiday, no matter how important
the work then in hand, or how tempting any commission that

would interfere with his plan. One instance of this I well

remember. Towards the close of a season of exceptionally
hard work he i^ot a letter from an American millionaire offer-

ing him a small fortune if he would cross the Atlantic in

August and paint the writer, his wife, and three children life-

size on one canvas. But he declined at once, remarking

privately that the subjects were not interesting enough to

induce him to give up his holiday.
But to trace his history as a sportsman I must go back to

the days of his pupilage, when during the summer holidays
he and my uncle William (himself an expert fisherman) often

started at daybreak and walked all the way to Hornsey and

back for a day's fishing in the New River. Cricket too was

a great delight, and though the latitude of Gower Street did

not lend itself to progress in the art, they practised after a

fashion, played when they could, and assiduously studied the

o-ame at Lord's everv Saturdav in the season. That was in

the days when the top-hat affliction permeated even the

cricket field, as shown in a sheet of m\- father's sketches

made on the o-round about this time. Lillvwhitc is seen
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there in all his glory as the first cricketer of the clay, his

amazino- head-gear possibly adding to the awe and admiration

with which he was regarded by young and aspiring players.
A letter from William Millais is perhaps worth quoting as

showing the straits to which he and his brother were put in

their determination to master "
England's game," and how

they encountered and overcame them. He says :

" We used

to have fictitious matches under the studio in Gower Street.

t^S/^' t^^-^-^^

SKETCHES MADE AT LORDS, 1843

With portraits of the famous cricketers, Lillywhite and Minns

where there was a sort of small fives-court, by the light of a

feeble i>as-burner. We imitated the stvle of the g-reat

bowlers and batters of that day. If the ball hit certain

parts of the w^all it was a catch, and certain other parts
denoted a number of runs. We kept a perfect score, and

alternatelv batted and bowled. These matches used to last

three or four davs; it was "Teat fun. Our cricket enthusiasm

took us to Lord's two or three times a week, and we knew
the style of every player."



^^-^

O
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On this period of Millais' life an old fellow-studcMit is good
enoiioh to send me the following note: "The Sir John E.

Millais of Presidential days was a very different person from

the lad of thirteen whom, in the autumn of 1843, I encountered

CUPID CROWNED WITH FLOWERS. 1841

Millais' first picture in oils

at the Royal Academy, when, with a host of probationers (that
is, students of the Academy on trial), I entered the Antique
School, and was greeted with shouts of 'Hallo! Millais;
here is another fellow in a collar.' These cries came from
the older students assembled and drawing from the statues,

busts, and what not. Their occasion was myself, then just
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upon fifteen years old, wlio it was my mother's pleasure
should wear on the shoulders iA' his short jacket a white

falliuL;' collar some four inches wide. It so happened that

IMillais' mother had a similar fancy, and that being younger
and much smaller than 1 his collar had a goffered edging,

which, with his boyish features, light, long, and curling hair,

made him appear even younger than he was. Upon the

cries ceasing, there arose from the semicircle of students a

lii^htly and elegantly-made youngster wearing such a collar

as I have described, a jacket gathered at the waist with a

cloth belt, and its clasp in front. With an assured air he

crossed the room to where I was standino- among the arrivals.

He walked round me, inspected me from head to foot, turned

on his heel without a word, stepped back to his seat, and

went on with his drawing. It so happened that the ever-

dilieent Millais, thoucrh much further advanced in the

Academy, and a student in the Life and Painting, conde-

scended from time to time to work among the tyros from the

Antique, such as I was. At that time he was exceedingly
like the portrait which was painted of him about the date in

question, by (I think) Sir E. Landseer;* but there was more
'devil' and less sentiment in the expression of his features.

After being inspected, I settled to my work, and torgot all

about that ordeal till I found Millais, who was then not more
than five feet two inches tall, standing at my side, and, with

an air of infinite superiority, looking at my drawing, which

he ereeted in an undertone as ' Not at all bad.' W ith such
• ••11

humility as became me I asked his advice about it. and he

frankly gave me some good counsel. I ought to have said

that, long before this, I had heard of his extraordinary techni-

cal skill in drawing and ])ainting, and I reverenced him as the

winner of that silver medal which (the first of his Academical

honours) had fallen to his lot not long before : but he being a

pupil in Sass's school and I a student in the British Museum,
or '

Museumite,' so called, I had not come across the P.R.A.

to-be.
"
Abounding in animal spirits and not without a playful

impishness, being very light and small even for his age,
Millais was the lively comrade— I had almost said plaything—of the biesfer and older students, some of whom had, even

in 1843-44, reached full manhood. One of the latter was

'Jack Harris,' a Inirly and robust personage, a leader in all

* The painter was John PhiUip, K.A.
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the feats of strength which then obtahied in the schools, and
the same who sat to Millals in 1848-49 for his exact portrait
as the elder brother who kicks the dog' in the picture of
'

Isabella
' now at Liverpool. Profoundly contrasted as in

ev^ery respect their characters were, Millais and 'Jack Harris'

were comrades and playfellows of the closest order at the

Academy. For example, 1 remember how, because some

MARY HODCxKINSON

Wife of the artist's half-brother. Circ. 1843

workmen had left a tall ladder airainst the wall of the school,

nothing" would do ])ut on one occasion Harris must carry
Millais. clinging" round his neck, t(^ the top of this ladder.

It so haj)pened that just at the moment the door of the room

slowly opened, while no less a person than the keeper entered

and took up his duties by teaching the student nearest the

entrance. Discipline and res])ect for Mr. George Jones [the
master at that time] forbade 1 I arris to come down tlie ladder,
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and his safety forbade Millais from letting- go liis hold.

Doubtless the keeper saw the dilemma, for, without noticing
the culprits, he hastened his progress round the room and

left it as soon as might be, but not before Millais was tired

of his lofty position."
Hie following lines (discovered amongst my father's

papers) afford an amusing insight into the ways and doings
of Academy students at that period. The writer's name

unfortunately does not appear.
Mr. Jones, it must be observed, delighted in aj)ing the

appearance of the Duke of Wellington as far as he

possibly could. ^*

" Remember you the Antique School,

And eke the Academic Stool,

Under the tutorship and rule

Of dear old Jones,
Our aged military keeper
And medal-distribution weeper.
For whom respect could not be deeper

In human bones ;

"Whose great ambition was to look

As near as might be like
'

the Dook,'
With somewhat less of nasal hook.

And doubtless brains
;

Who, I imagine, still delights
To try and look the ghost, o' nights,

Of him who fought a hundred fights
—

The Duke's remains ?

"But to return— to go on talking

Of those young days when we were walking
Towards the never-ending chalking

From casts, or life—
Days of charcoal stumps, and crumbs,
'Double Elephant,' and 'Plumbs,'

Within the sound of barrack drums
And shrilly fifes ;

* "
I may say of Mr. Jones that he was chiefly known as a painter of military

pictures, and in dress and person he so much resembled the great Duke of

Wellington that, to his extreme delight, he was often mistaken for that hero,

and saluted accordingly. On this coming to the ears of the Duke, he said,

'Dear me ! Mistaken for nie, is he? That's strange, for no one ever mistakes

me for Mr. Jones.'"

My Autobiography and Reminiscences, b\- ^^. 1'. T'kri ii, R.A.
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" Now in the circle gathered round

To hear the learned youth expound
Anatomy, the most profound

—
Our Private Green ;

Now in the Library's retreat,

Upon a fine morocco seat.

And in a comfortable heat,

A gent, I ween
;

"Tracing armour, and trunk hose,

Legs in lights, with pointed toes;

INIeyrick, Bouner, with set chose,

To pojl'vvoo :

Studying new and then a print.

An old Sir Joshua Mezzotint,

Or portrait which affords a hint

Of something new.

" In silence let us gently sneak

Towards the door devoici of creak,

Which leads us back to that Antique,
Where youth still plods.

For now, behold, the gas is lit,

And nigh a hundred brows are knit,

Where miserable heathens sit,

Before their gods.

" There from the Premier Charley Fox—-

That party with the greasy locks,

Who vainly calls on long-tongued Knox
To hold his jawings

—
Every back is archly bending,
For the Silver Prize contending.
This the latest night for sending

Li the drawings.

"Another minute— give them ten—
To cut these from the boards ; and then,
' Past eight o'clock, please, gentlemen,'

Shouts little Bob.

And in the Folio (very cheap !)

The work of months is in a heap,
Not worth the wages of a sweep

For one small job.

" But now to times a little later,

When first we drew upstairs from Natur',

When we were passing that equator
Of days scholastic ;

When we were nightly stew'd or fried

With bald-pates glistening l)y our side,

And felt ourselves, with conscious pride.

Beyond the Plastic.
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HATFIELD HOUSE. 1844

"We saw the graceful Wild recline

Exclaiming, 'Oh ! by George, how fine,'

And with the thumb describe a line

In aerial wave—
The right and proper thing to do,
It mattered not whate'er we drew—
Her, or the sad Cymmon Meudoo,

As captive slave.

"
Enough ! I feel I 'm going astray
From dear old Mrs. Grundy's way ;

And what her followers may say
I take to heart.

Yet, should these lines provoke a smile—
A moment of the day l:)eguile

—
I 11 maybe send you, in this style,

A second part."

With so mtich work to do the little artist had liardly time

to make any new acquaintances outside of those whom he
met daily at the Academy ;

nevertheless he managed to

occasionally see his two Jersey friends, Arthur and ilarry

Lempriere, for they were at school at Brighton, and fre-

quently visited London during ihc-ir holidays. To Arthur—
now Major-General Arthur Lempriere— I am indebted for

the following- note of his recollections of Millais as a boy :
—-
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"
I remember Sir j. E. Millais when I was quite a small

boy at school at Brighton, where he used to write to me
and my brother Harry most beautiful letters, all illustrated

and the words in different coloured inks. One of those

letters began,
' My little dears'

;
but instead of writing the

word 'dears,' a number of deer were drawn, and so on

through the whole of a Christmas story, in which he intro-

duced coloured drawings of coaches and horses, travellers,

games, etc.'""

VIKW FROM Mil. LAIS' FORMER HOME, NEAR St. HELIERS, JERSEY

W'ater-oilovir, executed during a visit in 1S44

"We always called him 'Johnny,' and he constantly spent
the holidays with us at our home at Ewell, Surrey. My
father and mother and all our family were very fond of him,
as well as he of lis.

" He seemed always, when indoors, to have a pen, pencil,
or brush in his hand, rattling off some amusing caricature

or other drawing. He was very active and strong, and
blessed with a most pleasing, good-tempered, and gentle-

manly manner. During the many years I knew him I never
once recollect his losing his temper or saying an unkind

* Tliis letter, illustrated with little water-coluurs, was exhibited in the Millais

E.xbihition, 1898.



,^fS^



32 JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS [1839-

word to anyone, and we all really looked upon him quite
as a brother.

"
I have heard my father say that my uncle, Mr. Philip

Lempriere, of Royal Jersey, gave Sir J. E. Millais his first

colour-box.

"It was in 1S47 that I remember his drawing- all the

Lempriere family at Ewell standing round a table in the

A PAGE FROM MII.LAIS' HOOK OF ARMOUR. 1S44

drawing-room, and watching eagerly a Twelfth-cake being-
cut by my eldest sister. It was all so cleverly grouped,
and included my father and mother, my five l^rothers, seven

sisters, myself, and himself It was a picture we all greatly

valued, as, in addition to the clever grouping, the likenesses

were so excellent,

"Millais' power of observation, ewn when a boy, was
marvellous. After Wcilking out with him and meeting people
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he would come home and (Iraw an exact likeness of almost

anyone he hapijcncd lo ha\c met. He was also well up
in the anatomy of a horse, and knew exactly where every
\ein and bone should be, and was very fond of drawing
them."

In 1845 ]\Iillais happened to become ac(iuainted with

Serjeant Thomas, a retinal law\er known for his interest

A LEAF FROM >ni,l,AIS' HOOK OF ARMOUR. 1844

in Art. Recoo'nisinij- his orenius. and knowing" tliat he was

very poor, Thomas offered him /. lOO a year to come
to his house every Saturday and paint small pictures or

backgrounds as might be required. The terms seemed fair

enough, and in the end a contract was drawn u|) by the

lawyer and dulv siLiiied, bindiuL!' ^lillais to serve in this wav
for two years. Beino- oblioed to undertake all sorts of work,
such as the repainting of backgrounds and heads on the

canvases of other men, the yount*' artist, whose foremost
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thoughts were ever turned towards origincdity, natundly

regarded such tasks in no kindly spirit, and as the days tlew

by he chafed more and more. At last—long before the two

years were over—things came to a crisis. One vSaturday

morning
—not quite for the first time— Millais came to his

work some ten minutes late, when Thomas attacked hi 111

furiously, winding up a long harangue with a personal
remark that stung him to the quick. He had just arranged
his palette with fresh oil-colours, and in a moment it was
sent flying at his employer's head. Happily for the head it

was a bad shot
;
the palette struck against the wall, and then

slow^ly descended to the floor. A violent slamming of the

door announced Millais" departure and his determination

never to enter the house again. They made it up, however,
later on. Thomas agreed to increase the pay to £ 1 50 a year,
and for a short time longer Millais continued his work.

Einally, however, he gave it up, though offered far higher
ternis as an inducement to stay.
Some forty years passed away, and one Sunday morning,

after a lono- walk with Mr. Henrv Wells, r.a., Millais

accompanied him to his studio in Stratford Place. Noticing
a peculiar expression in his face, Mr. Wells said, "What
are you looking at? You seem to know the place."
"Know it!" said Millais, after a long pause, "I should

think I do. W hy, this is the very room in which I quarrelled
with Serjeant Thomas, and over there (pointing to one end
of the studio) I still seem to see the palette I threw at his

head, with the paint -mark it left on the wall paper as it

slid slowly down to the floor."

One of the most interesting relics of this period is the

first cheque that the young artist received. It is for £^
(" Pay to Master Millais for a sketch

"),
and signed by

Serjeant Ralph Thomas, dated P^ebruary 2Sth, 1846. The

recipient seems to have been so delighted with this sudden

acquisition of wealth that, instead of cashing the chec|ue
at once, he sat down and made a sketch of himself in his

painting dress on the back of it. It is now in the possession
of Mr. James Wyatt.

It was in the summer of 1846 that Millais first tra\elled

down to Oxford, where he stayed with his half-brother,

Plenry Hodgkinson, who lived in that town. One of the

people whose acquaintance he made there was a dealer in

works of art named Wyatt— a remarkable man in many
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ways, and one of nature's gentlemen. He took an imme-
diate fancy to "Johnny Millais," and between the years
1846 and 1849 the young artist made frequent visits to

Oxford as his guest.
In a wing of his house was a certain room tliat Millais used

to occupy, and on the glass window may still be seen two

designs he made in oils, one representing
" The Queen of

\ iJ \

1502 .^//-^^ ^'

'-^;' /; c^u^^^ ^'^::^i§:^

A PHOTOGRAPH OF THK FIRST CHEQUE RECEIVED ];Y .Mil IMS
The j'oung artist was so delighted at receiving this reward that he at once sat dinvii and

made the above sketch of himself on the back of the cheque

Beauty," and the other " The Victorious Knight." At this

period it seems he had quite a mania for drawing ; even at

the dinner table he could not remain idle. When no one
was looking he would take out a pencil and begin making-
sketches on whatever was nearest to his hand. " Take a

piece of paper, Johnny," Mr. W'yatt would say, "take a

piece of paper. We cannot ha\c the tablecloth sj)oiled."

"Johnny" was accordingly handed paper to relieve his

superfluous energy, and the number ot sketches done at

table, and now in the possession of Mr. Siaiulen (who
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married Mr, Wyatt's granddaughter), bears witness to his

ceaseless industry.

Here, too, in 1846 he made the acquaintance of Mr.

Drury, of Shotover, a quaint, benevolent old g-entleman,
who loved the fine arts and everything connected with them.
He made a great pet of the young artist, and insisted on
his accompanying him wherever he went in his pony-cart,

3?*' ^^^

-^^

/; .
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his peculiar ways. He says,
" My brother often went to

stay at Shotover Park, and on one occasion I was invited

there too for a fortnight. There was no one with Mr.

Drury in the huge mansion except his niece, and we boys
had the run of the place to our hearts' content, fishing and

shooting wherever we liked.

"It is not easy to forget my first impressions there. I

TriXE-PAGE OF A liOOK OF POEMS. 1845

was informed l)y a stately old builer thai
" Master Millais

was engaged just then with the master.' I entered a

darkened room, where the old invalid could just be seen

sitting up in bed with a tallow dip in one hand and a square
of glass in the other. He was moving the ilame of the

candle all over the under side of the oreased surface of the

o-lass, which was eni-duallv becominof black with smoke ; on

this sheet of olass mv brother had drawn iipures ot angels in
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all positions. I had evidently entered at the supreme moment,
for our host, catching sight of me, cried out, 'Ah, ah! we've

got it
; you are just in time to see the New Jerusalem.'

Upon examination, there really was a certain fascination

about the appearance of this extraordinary
'

Kalotype,' as

he called it, but which might more appropriately have been
called a 'tallow-type.'

" The dear old man was under the morbid impression that

all his relatives wisheci him dead, so as to inherit his fortune,

and for this reason he made a large
'

Kalotype
'

of the sub-

ject, which was most ghastly. I cannot describe it exactly,
but remember that a coffin occupied the centre of the picture,
whilst a reo-ular scrimmao^e was ooino- on all round. This

design was carried out by my brother under his directions.

I shall never forget Mr. Drury's kindness to us boys. He
completely spoilt us. I used to sing a great deal, and he

expressed the greatest delight at listening whilst I accom-

panied myself on the organ in the large hall, where the

gruesome 'Kalotype' occupied a conspicuous place."
In 1847, competition being invited for cartoons for the

decoration of Westminster Hall, Millais sent in a huge
canvas which he called "The Widow's Mite." Except
"
Pizarro," it was the only picture that he ever executed on

conventional lines, the figures in shadow being piled and

grouped up to the culminating point, where Christ stands

ao-ainst a blaze of lio-ht, and addressino- Himself to St. Iohn»O O O J

calls his attention to the woman's act of unselfishness. It

was, however, voted "
intellectuallv deficient, lackino;- the true

note of grandeur when Millais was left to himself" This

big canvas, which monopolised all the available space in his

studio and occupied the young artist the greater part of the

year, had as competitors the works of older and stronger
men of the day—G. E. Watts, Cope, Armitage, Sir John
Tenniel, and others

;
and I am told by a distinguished artist

that
" because she [the widow] holds by the hand a little

nude child, it set the critics somewhat against the work, as

displaying such ' bad taste.'
"

Eor some years it was ex-

hibited in the Pantheon in Oxford Street. Ten feet seven

by fourteen feet three was not quite the thing for the "show

parlours" of the day, so it was cut up and sold in bits.

Mr. Spielmann says that one of these sections is now at

Tynemouth and the other in th(; United States, but I have
since heard that it was distributed in still smaller pieces.



**
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"
Cymon and Iphigenia" (])ainted in 1847) was purchased

by Mr. \\')alt in 1848, and the dealer was so pleased with

it that he asked Millais to come down in the following year
and paint a portrait of himself and his grandchild. This

was accordingly done, and the portrait is now in the posses-
sion of Mr. James Wyatt.^
The picture, "Grandfather and Child," is interesting as

showing- the artist's transition from the technique of "Cymon"
of the previous year to the more distinctly Pre-Raphaelite

ir^

V.
'J'

i! L-?^

l!^

MR. DRURV AND MILLAIS TAKE THE MK. 1S48

and technically correct
" Woodman's Daughter." A critic

says of it :

" The infinite patience and imitative skill in

draughtsmanship, the brilliancy of execution, and the power
•of reproducing the brightness of sunlight, have manifestly
been acquired before the lesson had been learned of har-

monious effect and of subordinating the ])arts to the whole.

This portrait of Mr. Wyatt, the print and picture dealer and
frame-maker of Oxford, who died in 1853, is untlinchingly
true and as matter-of-fact, despite its character, as the flowers

in the room and in the garden, or the family china in the

* An excellent copy of this work, now in the possession of Mr. Standen, was
made in 1850 by William Millais. Millais also painted Air-.. Wy.itt and her child,
and (in 1877) Mr. James Wyatt.
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case behind him. It has all been set down with j^itiless and

remorseless solicitude. The quaint little Dutch dolldike child

has received the painter's most earnest attention, and the

head of Mr. Wyatt has been stippled up as carefully as that

of Mr. Combe, at Oxford."
Mr. Spielmann's account of the

"
Cymon

"
is not quite cor-

rect, either as to its subject
or its history. As to its

subject, it is certainly not

a "
riotous dance," and its

actual history is as follows:

In the spring- of 1852,
when it was still in Mr.

Wyatt's possession, Millais

saw it and suQ-o-ested some

improvements, which the

owner willinoiy allowed

him to carry out. He
took it back, therefore, to

Gower Street, and having
(as he says in a letter)

"repainted the sky and
touched up the grass and

foliage, draperies and ef-

fects," he returned it to

Mr. Wyatt in the follow-

ing December. For its

subsequent history I am
indebted to a letter from

Mr. Standen, the present
owner, who says :

" When
Mr. Wyatt died, in 1853,

the best of his pictures and effects were sold at Christie's

on July 4th, 1853, your father's picture of 'Cymon' figuring-

largely in the catalogue. Mr. George Wyatt, the second

son, bought it for himself, and gave 350 guineas for it.

The picture was then taken to Newport, Isle of Wight,
where he lived, and it remained there unseen till he died, in

1892. He left it to me by his will, together with many other

interest! u''' works."

STUDY OF AN ACTOR
Executed in Sadler's Wells Theatre, 1845



CHAPTER II.

PRE-RAPHAELITISM: ITS MEANING AND ITS HISTORY

I-'irst meeting of Hunt and Millais—The pedantry of Art— Hunt admitted to tlic

R.A.—They work together in Millais' studio—Reciprocal rehef—The birth of

Pre-Raphaelitism
—The name chosen—The meeting of Hunt and D. G. Rossetti

— First gatlicring of the Brotherhood—The so-called inlluence of Rossetti—
Millais explains

—The critics at sea— D. G. Rossetti—Ruskin—Max Nordau—
The aims of Pre-Raphaelitism— Cyclographic Club—Madox P>ro\vn—"The
Germ"— Millais' story.

TN
this chapter I propose to devote myself exclusively to

tlie history and progress of the Pre-Raphaelite move-
ment, with which Millais was so intimatelv connected in

the earlv vears of his life. Those therefore who are not

interested in this subject will do well to pass on at once to

Chapter III.

In the art history of this century probaljjy no movement
has created so great a sensation as that which is commonly
known as Pre-Raphaelitism. P^or years it was on every-

body's tongue and in every newspaper of the day, and
after the excitement it occasioned had died out numerous

pens were engaged in tracing its history according to their

lights ; but to this day the actual facts are known but to

very few. I have them from the best possible authority
—

the originators themselves, mv father and Mr. Holman Hunt.
How these two men first canie together was graphically

described to me in a long talk I had with Mr. Hunt shortly
after my father's death. He said, "The first time I saw
Millais was at the prize-giving at the R.A. in i S44.
There was much speculation amongst the students as to

who would t/ain the o-old medal for a series of drawings
from the antique, and it was generally considered that

a man, thirty years of age, named Fox. would be the

successful competitor. All voices were hushed when
Mr. Jones mounted the steps and read out the name of

43
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Jobn Everett Millais. Immense cheering- followed, and
little Millais was lifted up at the back of the auditorium

and carried on the shoulders of the students to the

receiving desk. Fox, who only got the second prize,

refused to get up when his name was called
;

hut the

CHILDHOOD. 1S45

YOUTH. i8.t5

Students would not allow this : they made him go up and
receive his medal."

Later on Mr. Holman Hunt, who, though he had worked

very hard, had failed to get into the Royal Academy, was

drawing one day in the East Room by himself "
Suddenly,"

said he,
"
the doors opened, and a curly-headed lad came

in and began skipi)ing about the room
; by-and-by he
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danced round until he was behind me, looked at my
drawing- for a minute, and then skipped off ao-ain. About
a week hiter I found the same l^oy drawini^- from a cast in

another room, and returned the comphment by starinq- at

his drawino-. Milkus, who of course it was, turned round

.MANH(_i01). 1S45

AGE. 1S4S

suddenly and said, 'Oh, I say, you're the chap that waj>

working- in No. 12 the other day. You ought to be in the

Academy.'
"This led to a loner talk, durincr which Millais said that

he was much struck by the drawing which he had seen
me working at, and that there was not the least doubt that

if a drawing or two like that were shown for probationer-
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ship, I should be admitted at once. When I asked what
he thouoht was the best way of doinsf the drawing's, he

rephed, 'Oh, I always do mine in line and stump, althouirh

it isn't conventional.'
"

After this the two boys fell into a discussion on the

conventionality and pedantry of art as displayed in the

paintings of the day, and it was evident that in both their

minds had sprung up a sense of dissatisfaction and the idea

of rejecting what they considered to be false and stunted.

A year w'ent by. Mr. Hunt was admitted to the Royal
Academy, and then had frequent opportunities for talking
to his friend Millais. One evening, some two years later,

it came out in the course of conversation that while Millais

was painting the "Pizarro," already referred to, Mr. Hunt was

engaged at home on a picture for exhibition at the British

Institution—a notable incident as markino- the first occasion

on which either artist painted a picture for exhibition.

Another year passed, and the young artists were in the

full swing of their work, Mr. Hunt painting hard at his "Por-

phyro," and Millais at
"
Cymon and Iphigenia," a picture

in wdiich he seems to have been much inlluenced by P^tty,

the only man of the old school whom he really admired.

After one of their many talks on originality in art, or rather

the absence of it at that time, Millais said to Mr. Hunt,
''

It is

quite impossible to get our pictures done in time for the Royal
Academy, unless we sit up and work all night in the last

week. Let us paint together in my studio, and then we can

encourao-e each other and talk over our anibitions." This
was agreed upon, and from that time the two boys began
to study side by side. How tremendously in earnest they
were may be gathered from the fact that it was no un-

common thing for them to work on far into the night,
sometimes even till four or five in the morning ; this, too,

night after night till the sending-in day.
There are always some parts of a picture that an artist

hates doing. After a month or two Millais got quite sick

of painting th(; draperies of the girls in his picture ; so one

evening he turned to his companion and said,
"

If you will

do some of these beastly draperies for me, I '11 paint a head
or two in your picture for you"—an offer that was at once

accepted. In this way they relieved each other upon
occasion, and it is curious to notice hnw alike their work
was in those days; so much so, that when Hunt examined
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the picture: in the Millais I^xhibition of 1898 lie could not

•distinguish the parts he had painted.
It was h'oni these evening seances, and the confidence

engendered by the free interchange of thought, that sprang
the determination of these youths to leave the beaten track

of art and strike out a new line for themselves. Raphael,
the idol ol the art world, the\' dared to think, was not

altogether Iree from imperfections. I lis Cartoons showed
this, and his

"
Transhguration

"
still further betrayed the

falsity of his methods. They must go back to earlier

times for examples of sound and satisfactory work, and,

rejecting the teaching of the day that blindly followed in

his footsteps, must take Nature as their onl\- guide. They
would go to her, and her alone, for inspiration ; and, hoping
that others would be tempted to join in their crusade against
conventionalitv, they selected as their distinctive title the

term "
PreT^aphaelites."

"Each for the joy of the working, and each in liis separate star,

Shall draw the Thing as he sees It for the God of '1 hings as They Are."

"
It was in the beginning of the year 1848," says Mr.

Holman Himt, "that your father and I determined to adopt
.a style of absolute independence as to art-dogma and con-

vention : this we called
'

Pre-Raphaelitism.' 1). Ci. Rossetti

was already my pupil, and it seemed certain thai he also,

in time, would work on the same principles. He had
declared his intention of doing so, and there was beginning
to be some talk of other artists joining us, although in

fact some were only in the most primitive stages of art,

such as William Rossetti, who was not even a student.
"
Meanwhile, I). G. Rossetti, himself a beginner, had not

got over the habit (acquired from Maclox Brown) of calling
our art

'

Pearly Christian
'

; so one dav, in m\- studio, some
time after our first meeting, I ])rotested, saying that the

term would confuse us with the German Ouattro Centists.

I went on to convince him that our real name was ' Pre-

Raphaelites,' a name whach we had alreadx' so far revealed

in frequent argument that we had been taunted as holding
opinions abominable enough to deserve burning at the

stake. He thereupon, with a pet scheme of an extended

co-operation still in mind, amended mv previous sugges-
tion by adding to our titki of 'Pre-Raphaelite" the word
Brotherhood.'

"

1.--4
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Hunt, It should be explained, first met Rossetti in the Rcjyal

Academy schools, where as fellow-students they occasionally
talked too-ether. Rossetti, however, was an intermittent

attendant rather than a methodical student, and presently,

wearying" of the work, he gav^e it up and took to literature,

hoping to make a living by his pen. Here again he was

disappointed. His poems, charming as many of them were,

did not meet with the wide acceptance he had hoped for,

and in a fit of despondency he came to Hunt and begged
him to take him into his studio. But Holman Hunt could

not do this—he was far too busy working for a livelihood,

with little time to spare for the indulgence of his own taste

as an artist ; Init he laid down a plan of work to be followed

by Rossetti in his own home, and promised to visit him.

there and give him all the help he could.

Not satisfied with this, Rossetti betook himself to Madox
Brown, whose style of painting he admired, and who, he

hoped, would teach him the technicalities ot his art, while

allowing him free play in all his fancies. Madox Brown,
however, had been through the mill himself and knew there

was no short cut to success. So. much to the disgust of

Rossetti, he set him to paint studies of still-life, such as

pots. jugs. etc. By-and-by this became intolerable to a

man of Rossetli's temperament, so he once more returned

to Hunt, and begged him to take compassion on him
;
and

at last, moved by his appeal. Hunt consented.

These are Hunt's words on the subject: "When D. G.

Rossetti came to me he talked about his hopes and ideals,

or rather his despair, at ever being able to paint. I. how-

ever, encouraged him, and told him of the compact that

Millais and I had made, and the confidence others had

in our system. Rossetti was a man who enthusiastically

took up an idea, and he went about disseminating our

programme as one to be carried out by numbers. He
.offered himself first, as he knew that Millais had admired

his pen-and-ink drawings. He tluni suggested as converts

Collinson, his own brother William, who intended to take

up art, and W'oolner, the sculj)tor. .Stephens should also

be tried, and it struck him that others who had never done

anything yet to prove their fitness fi)r art reformation, or

even for art at all, were to be taken on trust. Your lather

then invited us all to spend the (•\ening in his studio, where

he showed us engravings from the Campo Santo, and other



1852] PRE-RAPHAELITISM 51

somewhat archaic designs. These being admired mucli Ijy
the new candidates, we agreed that it might l)e safe to accejjt
tlu! adthtiona! four members on probation ; but, in fact, it

really never came to an\ thing
"

The first meeting, at which terms of co-operation were

seriously discussed, was held on a certain night in 1848,
at iMillais' home in Gower Street, where the vounij artist

exhibited, as examples of sound work,
some volumes of eno^ravinos from the

frescoes of Benozzo Gozzoli, Orcagna,
and others now in th(; Campo Santo
at Pisa.

"
Now, look here,

'

said Millais,

speaking for himself and Hunt, who
were both jealous of others joining
them without a distinct imderstanding
of their object,

"
this is what the 1

; f

Pre-Raphaelite clique should follow."

The idea was eagerly taken up, and

then, or shortlv afterwards, William

Rossetti, Woolner, F. G. Stephens
(now an Art critic), and James Collin-

son joined the Brotherhood — the

P.-R. B., as it was now called.

Arthur Hughes, Frederic Sandys,
N()el Baton, Charles Collins, and
Walter Deverell also sympathised
with their aims, and were more or

less working on the same lines.

Coventry Patmore, the poet, although
in close association with many of the

Brotherhood, was not himselt a mem-
ber, as the association was strictly
-. . - .

J Pencil Design for

hmited to workmg artists. pkk-raphaelite etching

Writing on this subject in the uw^a^^mox The ccnn. 1849

Contc;)iporary Review of May, 1880,

Mr. Holman flunt says :

" Outside of the enrc^lled luxly

[the P.-R. B.J were several artists of real calii)re antl en-

thusiasm, who were workino- dilii-entlN' with our \iews

guidino- them. W^ H. Deverell, Charles Collins, and
Arthur Hughes may be named. It was a (|uestion whether

any of them should be elected. It was already evident

that to have authority to put the m\stic monogram upon
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their paintings could confer no benefit on men striving to

earn a position. We ourselves even determined for a time

to discontinue the floating- of this red rag before the eyes
of infuriated John Bull, and we decided it was better to

let our converts be known only by their works, and so

nominally Pre-Raphaelitisrn ceased to be. We agreed to

resume the open profession of it later, but the time had
not yet come. 1 often read in print that I am now the

only Pre-Raphaelite ; yet I can't use the distinguishing
letters, for I have no Brotherhood."
And now perhaps I may as well give my father's version

of the matter as gathered from his own lips in 1896, the year
when he was elected as President of the Royal Academy.
At that time the papers, of course, had much to say about
his art life ; and, finding that some of them referred pointedly
U) I). G. Rossetti's influence on the style and character

(jf his work, I asked him to tell me exactly what were his

relations with Rossetti, and how far these comments were
correct.

"
I doubt very much," he said,

" whether any man ever

gets the credit of being quite square and above-board about

his life and work. The public are like sheep. They follow

each other in admiring what they don't understand [Om/ie
ionotiini pro nia}^uifico\ and rarely take a man at what he

is worth. It you aftect a mysterious air, and are clever

enough to conceal your ignorance, you stand a fair chance

of being taken for a wiser man than you are ;
but if you talk

frankly and Ireely of yourself and your work, as you know
I do, the odds are that any silly rumour you may fail to

contradict will be accepted as true. That is just what has

happened to me. The papers are good enough to speak
of me as a typical English artist ;

but because in my early

days I saw a good deal of Rossetti—the mysterious and

un-P!nglish Rossetti -they assume that my Pre-Raphaelite

impulses in pursuit of light and truth were due to him.

All nonsense! My pictures would have been exactly the

same if I had never seen or heard of Rossetti. 1 liked him

very much when we first met, believing him to be (as

perhaps he was) sincere in his desire to further our aims—
Hunt's and mine—but I always liked his brother William

much better. I). (>. Rossetti, you must understand, was
a queer fellow, and Im|)ossil)l(! as a boon com{:)anion

— so

dogmatic and so irritable when opposed. 11 is aims and
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ideals in art were also widely ditfereiu Iroin ours, and it was
not lonof before he drifted away Ironi us to t(jllow his own

peculiar fancies. \\ hat they were may be seen from his

subsequent works. ihey were highly imaginative and

•orio-inal, and not without elements of beauty, but they were
not Nature. At last, when he j)resente(l lor our admiration

the young" women which ha\-e since l)ecome the type of

Rossettianism, the public opened their eyes in amazement.
'And this,' they said, 'is Pre-Raphaelitism !

'

It was nothinLr

of the sort. The Pre-Raphaelites had but one idea—to

present on canx'as what the)' saw in Nature
;
and such

productions as these were absolutely foreign to the spirit

of their work.

"The only one of my pictures that I can think of as

showing what is called the infhience of Rossetti is the
'

Isabella,' in which some of the vestments were worked
out in accordance with a l)ook of mediceyal costumes which
he was kind enough to lend me. It was Hunt— not Rossetti
—whom I habitually consulted in case of doubt. He was
m\' intimate friend and companion ;

and though, at the; time

I am s[:ieaking of, all my religious subjects were chosen and

composed by myseli, I was always glad to hear what he

had to say about them, and not infrequently to act upon
his suo-o-estions. We were working" together then, and

constantly criticised each other's pictures."
The friendly intercourse between Millais and D. G.

Rossetti lasted but four years, from 184S to 1852. Froni

1852 to 1854 they met occasionally, but alter that they rarely
came into contact, and in 1856 even these casual meet-

ings came to an end. One reads then with a smile such

observations as this in Mr. Spielmann's Mi/lais and his

Works (1898) :
—"This is no time to examine the principles

and the bearings of this oft-discussed mission of eclectics ;

but it may at least be pointed out how clear a j)ro(^f of what
can be done by co-operation, even in art, are the achie\e-

ments of the school. Millais' great pictures of that period— in many qualities really great
—are certainly the com-

bination of the influence of others' i)owers besides his own.

His is the wonderful execution, the brilliant drawing ; but

Dante Rossetti's perfervid imagination was on one side

of him, and Holman Hunt's powerful intellect and resolution

were on the other ; while, perhaps, the analytical mind
of Mr. W^illiam Rossetti and the literary outlook of Mr.
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F. G. Stephens were not without influence upon his work.
In a few short years these supports were withdrawn from
Millais' art, in which we hnci the execution still, but where—
at least in the same degree

—the intellect or the imagination f
"

The "supports," as Mr. Spiehiiann calls them, nev'er exist-

ed ; and as to
"
intellect

"
and "

imao-ination," is there nothing'
of these in

" h^erdinand lured by Ariel," "Mariana," "The
Blind Girl."

" LT^nfant du Regiment," or "The Woodman's

Daughter," with none ot which had Rossetti an\- concern ?

Indeed, as to the three last-named pictures, I think I am
right in saving that Rossetti never saw them until thev were

hung- on the Academy walls. The "
Huguenot," too, and

the "Ophelia" were seen but once by him when the

paintings were in process, and that was at Worcester Park

Farm, when he and Madox Brown called and expressed their

approN'al. And now I leave it to my readers to say whether
the "Isabella" (the only pure mecliccval subject) surpasses
in point of design, execution, or sentiment such of Millais'

later works as " The Rescue,"
" The Order of Release,"

" The Proscribed Royali-^t," or fifty others that could be
named. My father hated humbug; and if Rossetti had
been the guiding spirit of his works, as certain critics-

represent, he would have been the first to acknowledge it.*

It was the poetry of Nature that appealed to him—the love,

hope, sweetness, and purity that he found there—and it was
the passionate desire to express what he felt so deeply that

spurred him on from the beginning to the end of his art li(e.

The distinguishing characteristics of Pre -
Raphaelite

workers are well set forth by Mr. Kennedy in a recent

article in that excellent magazine 77/r Artist. He says,
"The three chief memi^ers of the Pre-Raphaelite Brother-

hood— Rossetti, Millais, and Holman Hunt—were men of

personalities and endowments that were striking in the

extreme—born makers of epochs, men who, whatever the

vocation that they had elected to follow, would undoubtedly
have lek shaping traces of their indi\idualities upon it.

"And. to set themscKes to work in triple harness, they
were a trio of a singular diversit\' ot aims and ot gitts ;

one

mav add of destinies. (,)uite extraordinarv was the dis--

similcU'ity between the kinds of success attained
b_\-

each of

them. Millais trod swiftly and straightly the path of pojuilar

* It is a significant fact tliat in my fallicrs letters of this period (i84y-i853)>

the name of IJ). G. Rossetti is hardly ever mentioned.
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approbation and academic honours, culminatini^ finally in

tlTrt hiohcst di''-nil\- that the Roval Acaclemx- has to bestow.
Rossetti and Holman lluni, after the first, held themselves

completely aloof from the Academy and all its works.
Alike in this, how different were their fames in all else.

During the laroer p'ortioii of his working- life Rossetti's

achievements in painu'ng were absolutcK undreamed of by
the larger public, were accessible only sparsel\- and with

difficulty to his admirers e\'en outside of a limited circle of

patrons and private friends. To a good man\', I fancy,
Mr. Swinburne's Notes upon iht! Academ\ of 1865, de-

scribing, amongst others, Sandys'
' Medea

'

and Rossetti's
'

Lilith,' contained the first intimation that Rossetti the

poet was also Rossetti the painter. flolman I hint, upon
the other hand, had at one time a popular vogue at least

as great as that of Millais, and his ])ainted work excited

emotions and enthusiasms of a more decided intensity.
Those whose memories can l)e made to extend back to

the period when 'The Finding of our Saviour in the

Temple' was being exhibited in the provinces, will recall

the \i\n"dness of the impression that it made u|)on the

religious pubHc of its daw . . . They fiunil in llolman
Hunt's paintings something of a revelation. Its olnious

sincerity, its intensity of conviction, its determined realisa-

tion of the scene in e\ery minutest detail of its setting,
affected profoundly all who were capable of being deeply
stirred by the subject depicted.

"
Millais was gifted with a sense of sight of crystalline clear-

ness to which Nature made a perpetual and brilliant appeal ;

he had a hand that, e\en in childhood, was singularly skilful

to record the impressions of the eye. And his hand had
been se\'erely trained, first 1)\ the prescribed academic

methods, and later Ijy the minulclx' elai)orate labour of his

Pre-Raphaelite work, until it set down facts almost with the

facility with which the eye perceived them. What, then,

was Millais the- Pre-Raphaelite doing in tiiat particular
oalcre ? How came this straightforward dcpictor of what
he saw before him to link himself' with idealists and
dreamers of dreams.-^ It was probal)ly the earnestness and
the devotion to the nature of the movement that attracted

the youthf'ul Millais, and also the scope that its conscientious

miiuiteness of finish afforded him for the tlispla\- of his even
then astonishing technical powers."
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As to Rossetti, the fact is he was never a Pre-Raphaehte
at heart. Himself a man of great originality, and a free-

thinker in matters of Art, he was captivated by the inde-

pendent spirit of the Brotherhood, and readily cast in his lot

with them. But it was only for a time. By deorees their

methods palled upon his taste, and not caring any longer to

uphold them before the public, he broke away from his old

associates, determined to follow the peculiar bent of his

genius, which taught him not to go to Nature lor his inspira-

tions, but to follow rather the llights of his own fancy. His

subsequent career is sufficient evidence of that. Only two

PRE-RAPHAELITE SKETCH. 1S50

Probcilj'y the artist's first idea of "Apple Blossoms"

years after he first joined the Brotherhood, Mr, Hunt, who
tauo'ht him all the technique he e\'er knew, o-ot him to come
•down to Knole to paint a background straight from Nature
whilst he overlooked and helped him. After two days, how-

ever, Rossetti was heartily sick of Nature, and bolted loack to

London and its artificial life.

In course of time the instruction he had received from
Ilunt began to bear fruit—one sees this in his picture called

"The Girlhood of the Virgin
"^—and with further practice

his art improved rapidly, and continued to do so as years
went on.

The great mistake that nearly all the critics make is in

confotinding Rossetti's later work, which is imaginative,

sincere, and entirely of his own conce[)tion, with his Pre-
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Raphaclite work, of which he really did very liule. They
call his pictures such as

" La hella niano,"
"
Proserpine,"

"Venus Verticordia,"
" Dante and Peatrice," Pre-Raphaelite,

which they are not in the very least. They belontr to an

entirely different school, which he himself founded, and which
has since had such able exponents as Mr. Strudwick and Sir

Pklward Purne-Jones.
A common mistake that critics make is in assuming' that

the Pre-Raphaelite movement owed its origin to Mr. Ruskin.

Amongst other writers on the subject is Max Nordau, and
his statements are for the most part entirely wron^'. He
attributes the origin of the Protherhood to the teachings of

Ruskin, but Holman Hunt and Millais were PreT^aphaelites
before Ruskin ever wrote a line on the subj(;ct. At the

Academy one of Mr. Ruskin's admirers lent Hunt a cop\- of

Jllodcrn Painters, and Hunt read it with enthusiasm, as

partially embodying his own preconceived ideal of art.

Millais. however, when asked to read the work, resolutely
refused to do so, saying he had his own ideas, and, convinced
of their absolute soundness, he should carry them out regard-
less of what any man might say. He would look neither to

the right nor to the left, but pursue unflinchingly the course

he had marked out for himself. And so he did.

Pesides what my father has told me over and over again, I

have it from Mr. Holnian Hunt, his life-long friend, that he
was never for a moment influenced b\- Ruskin's teachings.
Mr. Ruskin, it is true, held Millais up as the shining light
of the Pre-Raphaelites, and explained his pictures to the

multitude according to his own ideas ;
l)ut that of course

proves no more than that he admired m\' father's work, and

approved what he believed to be the object of his aim.

Probably no artist in I'^ni^dand ever read less on an or

on his own doings than did Millais. On rare occasions

criticisms were forced upon his notice, and he read them ; but

faith in himself and his own opinions was his only guide in

determining what was good or bad in a pictiu'e, whether his

own or that of another artist. When his work was done he
banished all thought of it as far as possible, and when by
chance his friend Dr. Urquhart. of Perth, called his attention

to Max Nordau's statement that Ruskin was the originator
and moving spirit of the IVe-Raphaelites in their early days,
he indignantly denied it ; and, af^ter reading the passages the

next day, he wrote to Mrs. Urquhart a letter in which he
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o-ave a rouqh history of Pre- Raphael itism, and characterised

Nordau's remarks as
"
twaddhuL^" rubbish on a subject of

which he knows absolutely nothiny.
"

Mr. Ruskin held that Art should be a great moral teacher,

with religion as its basis and mainspring; but Millais. while

ao-reeine with much of that critic's writinos,* was never quite

at one with him on this point. He certainly held that Art

should have a great and abiding purpose, giving all its

strength to the beautifying or ennoblement of whatever

subject it touched, either sacred or secular ; but though
himself at heart a truly religious man, he could not harp
on one string alone, nor would his impulsive originality,

absolutely untrammelled by the opinions of others, allow

him to paint pictures in which he had no heart at the

dictation of anv man, however eminent.

Holman Hunt. too. painted his religious pictures on the

Ruskin lines really as the outcome of the high ideals he

had set up for himself from the outset.
" Truth and the

free field of unadulterated Nature" was the motto of these

originators. As Pope says, they "looked through Nature

up to Nature's God," being sincere in their art, and reso-

lutely determined to pursue it to its highest ends.

In savino- this I bv no means lose sioht of the fact that

the Pre-Raphaelites one and allowed much to Mr. Ruskin lor

his championship of their cause when he came to the know-
ledo-e of what thev were striving to achieve. With an elo-

quence to which probably no equal can be found in the annals

of art criticism, he explained to an unsympathetic public
the aim and objects of the Brotherhood, and it goes without

saying that they were highly gratified by his championship.
When too, later on, he turned round and abused some of

Millais' best works as heartily as he had praised some others,

the circumstance was retrarded bv Millais amongst others

as merely one of the inconsistencies into which genius is

apt to fall No one ever doubted the sincerity of his motive.

He expressed only what he believed to be right, and in

so far as he was wrong he helped rather than injured the

painter's fame.

Before the Brotherhood was formally constituted, another

association, calletl "The Cyclographic Club," came into

existence, its object being to establish and circulate amongst

* Millais knew nothing of Ruskin'.s writings until 1851, when a letter ul' his

appeared in tlu' 'I iiiics.
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the members a kind ot portlolio ol art and criticism. Each
member had to contribute once a montli a black-and-white

drawin<^", on the back of which the other members were
to write criti([Lies. This chit), if it may be so called, was
founded by N. M. Green, Iiurchell, and Deverell, and was
afterwards joined by Millais, Hunt, Rossetti, and Arthur

HuL^hes. In a contribution to T/ic Letters of D. G. Rossetti

to Wllliaiii A l/iuo-havi Mr. Hu^-hes says, "Millais, who was
the only man amono;st us who had any mone\'. provided
a nice green portfolio with a lock in which to keep the

drawings. Millais did his drawing', and one or two others

did theirs. Then the 'Folio' came to Rossetti, where it

PRK-RAPHAELITE DRAWlXi; FOR THK ''GERM." (Not used)

Stuck for ever. It never reached me. According to liis

wont, he (Rossetti) had at first been most enthusiastic o\'er

the scheme, and had so infected Millais with his enthusiasm
that he had at once ordered the case."*

On this subject Mr. Hughes sends me the following- note :

"In connection with the circulating folio for designs, a f(-w

members of the Brotherhood met one evening at Rossetti's

rooms at Chatham Placet— Rossetti, Deverell, and mvself—
* Mr. Holman Hunt says his "infiuenrc" is purely iiiiayinary. Millais had the

"enthusiasm" for designs in pen-and-ink, and liked to see what others did.

Some of the drawings were in colour. He adds,
"

I don't think we ever had

any meeting, and after about four peregrinaticjns we (Millais, Hunt, and Rossetti)

seceded, because the contributions were so poor and the portfolio never arrived."

t This, I think, is a mistake, as Rossetti did not go to Chatham Place til!

1853, when the Cyclograjiliic Club had ceased to exist, i'crhaps Mr. Hughes was

thinking of the club which Lady Watcrford and E. V. 11. tried to organise.
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and one other, perhaps, but I cannot remember. When
Millais came in he asked if the foHo had arrived from him.

Yes, there it was. Then if Madox Brown had agreed to

join, and Rossetti told him that he resisted all persuasion,
and would not.

' What a peevish old chap he is !

'

cried

Millais. A little later he noticed that Deverell was smokin<j
a cigarette, and earnestly exhorted him to give it up.
'

Don't, Deverell, don't take to smoking ;
it is frightfully

injurious, it palls the faculties.' He himself succumbed
later on !

"

The Brotherhood, it may be mentioned, neither smoked,
drank, nor swore, and that at a period when, as Thackeray
has shown us, all Bohemia was saturated with tobacco,

spirits, and quaint oaths. Millais, however, after attaining
his

"
artistic puberty," as he called it, came to regard the

pipe of peace as a friend and consoler when (as he some-
times was) well-nigh distrauQ-ht with his work.

Out of the seven Pre-Raphaelite Brothers five were good
men with their pens, and the Brotherhood being eager to

defend the position they had taken up, were only too glad
when, in 1849, it was proposed to start a magazine in support
of their common creed. In the autumn of that year they met

together in Mr. Hunt's room, in Cleveland Street, to arrange

preliminaries with a view to early publication, when various

plans and names for the magazine were discussed, and at

last, on the suggestion of Mr. W^illiam Cave Thomas, it was
decided to call it The Gerui.

Arrangements were then made with a publisher, pens and

pencils were set agoing, and in 1849 the first number of the

periodical appeared in print. Millais' share in this seems
to have been limited to two or three illustrations, which
are now in my possession. He took, however, a great
interest in the work, and subsequently wrote a complete

story for publication ; but, alas ! before the time for this

arrived the magazine came to an end for lack of funds to

keep it alive.

Only lour numlx-rs ever appeared, and these are now so

scarce that at a recent sale by auction a complete set

fetched ^100. I give here an illustration that was done

by Millais for one of Rossetti's stories in this paper, but it

was never published.
In the Idler of March, 189S, INIr. Ernest Radford has

some interesting notes on The 6*^;';;^—
" the respiratory
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organ of the Brethren,"* as he humorously calls it. It

was edited, he tells us, by Mr. \V. M. Rossetti, and printed

by a Mr. G. F. Tapper, on whose suggestion the title

was changed in the third numl^er to tlie more common-
place one of Arl and Poetry ; and, besides many valuable

illustrations, it comprised contributions in prose and poetry
by the Rossettis (Christina and her two brothers), Madox
Brown, F. G. Stephens, Coventry Patmore, Thomas
Woolner, and various smaller lights. Millais, he says,
"who never practised an art without mastering it . . .

etched one plate in illustration of a poem by Rossetti, which

/

I
/

'

1'
' •

DRAWING IN PENCIT.

Intended to illustrate a story Uy D. G Rossetti in the fifth numlier of The Genu. This

drawing INIillais afterwards etched, and a few copies of the plate are in existence

was to have graced the fifth number," but both etching and

poem have disappeared. The drawing for the etching is,

1 fancy, amongst those in my possession.
He also wrote a story for the paper, which would have

appeared in the fifth number had the periodical survived

so lone. The following is a brief outline of the tale : A
knight is in love with the daughter of a king who lived in

a moated castle. His affection is returned, but the king-
swears to kill him if he attempts to see his lady-love. The
lovers sigh for each other, but there is no opportunity for

meetino- till the winter comes and the moat is frozen over.o

*
It was not of the "Brethren" only, others who were in sympatliy with

them also took part in the publication.
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The knight then passes over the ice, and, scaHng the walls

of the castle, carries off the lady. As they rush across the

ice sounds of alarm are heard within, and at that moment
the surface gives way, and they are seen no more in life.

The old king is inconsolable. Years pass by, and the moat
is drained ;

the skeletons of the two lovers are then found

locked in each other's arms, the water-worn muslin of the

lady's dress still clinging to the points of the knight's
armour.

It seems from a letter of Rossetti's to W. B. Scott that,

after the Cyclographic Club and The Geriii had come to an

end, Millais tried to found amongst the Pre-Raphaelite
Brothers and their allies a sketching club, which would also

include two ladies, namely, the beautiful Marchioness of

Waterford and the Honourable Mrs. Boyle (known as

E. V. B.), both these ladies being promising artists, above

the rank of amateurs
;
but this scheme also fell through.
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"Lorenzo and Isabella"—A prime joke
—"Christ in the liome of His ]jarcnts"

—
The onslaught of the critics—Charles Dickens unfavouraljle Millais at work
—The newspapers send him to Australia—The P.R.15. draw each other for

Woolner—The bricklayer's opinion
—The elusive nugget—"Ferdinand lured by

Ariel"—The ultra-cautious dealer— Millais at the theatre painting portraits—
His sale of "Ferdinand"—Mr. Stephens tells of his sittings for

" Ferdinand's"

head— Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Combe—Their kindness to Millais— Millais'

letters to the Combes— His life in London—The Collins family
— Letters about

"The Woodman's Daughter" and "The Flood"—"Mariana"—An obliging
mouse — "The Woodman's Daughter"—William Millais on the picture

—The
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—He champions their

cause— His unreliability as a critic.

MI I. LAIS' first big' work in which he ihrew clown ihe

gauntlet to the critics, marking his picture with the

hated P.R.B. signature, was "Lorenzo and Isabella," the

subject being taken from Keats' paraphrase of Boccaccio's

story :
—

"
Fair Isabel, poor simple Isabel !

Lorenzo, a young palmer in Love's eye.

They could not in the self-same mansion chvell

Without some stir of heart, some malady :

They could not sit at meals but feel how well

It soothed each to l)e the other by ;

They could not, sure, beneath the same roof sleep,
]>ut to each other dream and nightly weep."

All the figures were painted from the artist's own friends

and relations. Mrs. Hodgkinson (wile ot Millais' half-

brother) sat for Isabella; Millais' father, shorn of his beard,

sat for the man wiping his lips ^ith a napkin ; W^illiam

Rossetti sat for Lorenzo; Mr. Hugh Len is paring an

apple ;
and D. G. Rossetti is seen at the end of the table

drinkino- from a lono- olass
;

whilst the brother, spitefully

kicking the dog, in the foreground, was Mr. Wright, an

architect; and a student named Harris. Mr. 1\ G. Stephens
is supposed to have sat for the head which ajDpears between
the watching bi"other and his wineglass ;

and a student

69
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named Plass stood for the servlnsf - man. Poor Walter

Deverell is also there.

Millais planned this work as late as November, 1848, and

carried it on, as Mr. Holman Hunt says, "at a pace beyond
all calculation," producing in the end "the most wonderful

picture in the world for a hid of twenty."

DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI

Study for
" Lorenzo and Isabella." 184S

And now let us see what the critics had to say about it.

Erasers Magazine of July, 1849, w"as. to say the least,

encoLiraeincr ;
witness the following" critique:— " Amonij the

multitude of minor pictures at the Academy, nearly all of

which, we are bound to say, exhibit more than an averaoe

decree of excellence, one stands out distinguished from the

rest. It is the work of a young artist named Millais, whose
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name we do not remember to have seen before. The subject
is taken from Keats' quaint, charming- and pathetic poem,
'

Isabella.' The whole family are seated at a table
;
Lorenzo

is sp(;akino- with timid adoration to Isabella, the conscious-

ness of dependency and of the contempt in which he is held by
her brothers being- stamped on his countenance. The figures

of the brothers, especially of him who sits nearest to the

front, are drawn and coloured with remarkable power. The
attitude of this brother, as his leg is stretched out to kick

Isabella's doe, is vigorous and original. The colour of the

picture is very delicate and beautiful. Like Mr. [Ford

Madox] Brown, however, this young artist, although ex-

hibiting unquestionable genius, is evidently enslaved by

preference for a false style. There is too much mannerism
in the picture ;

but the talent of the artist will, we doubt not,

break through it."

And Mr. Stephens was still more complimentary. In the

Grosvenor Gallery catalogue of the year 1886 he wrote:—
"
Every detail, tint, surface texture, and substance, all the

fiesh, all the minutice of the accessories were offered to the

exquisitely keen sight, indefatigable fingers, unchangeable
skill, and indomitable patience of one of the most energetic
of painters. Such tenacity and technical powders were never,

since the German followers of Durer adopted Italian prin-

ciples of working, exercised on a single picture. Van Eyck
did not study details of ' the life

'

more unflinchingly than

Millais in this case. The flesh of some of the heads, except
so far as the face of ' Ferdinand

'

and some j^arts of Holman
Hunt's contemporaneous

'

Rienzi,' were concerned, remained

beyond comparison in finish and solidity until Millais painted
the hands in 'The Return of the Dove to the Ark.'"

But the critics were not all of this mind
;
there was con-

siderable diversity of opinion amongst them. Some were

simply silent; but of those who noticed the work at all

the majority spoke of it in terms of qualified approval,

regarding it rather as a tentative departure from the

beaten track of Art than as the fruit of long and earnest

conviction.

By the general public it was looked upon as a prime joke,

only surpassing in absurdity Mr. Holman Hunt's "Rienzi,"

which was exhibited at the same time, and was equally be-

yond their comprehension. With a plentiful lack of wit. they

greeted it with loud laughter or supercilious smiles, and in
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some instances even the proud Press descended to insults

of the most personal kind. This, however, only stiffened

Millais' resolution to proceed on his own lines, and to defend

against all comers the principles on which the Brotherhood
was founded. The picture was bought of the artist by three

combined amateur dealers, who sold it to Mr. Winclus, of

Tottenham. After remaining with him some ten or twelve

years Gambart bought it, and again sold it to Woolner, r.a.

It is now in the possession of the Corporation of Liverpool.
In the following year was exhibited the picture commonly

known as " Christ in the Home of His Parents." but with no
other title than the following quotation from Zechariah xiii. 6 :

"And one shall say unto Him, What are these wounds in

Thine hands? Then He shall answer. Those with which I

was wounded in the house of My friends." It was painted
on precisely the same principle as was that which had called

forth the derision of the multitude, and as both Rossetti and
Mr. Hunt exhibited at the same time important pictures of

the same school, there could no longer be any doubt as to the

serious meaniuQ- of the movement. Then, with one accord,
their opponents fell upon Millais as the prime mover in the

rebellion against established precedent. In the words of a

latter-day critic,
" Men who knew nothing of Art reviled

Millais because he was not of the art, artistic. Dilettanti

who could not draw a finger-tip scolded one of the most

accomplished draughtsmen of the age because he delineated

what he saw. Cognoscenti who could not paint rebuked
the most brilliant gold medal student of the Royal Academy
on account of his technical proceedings. Critics of the most

rigid views belaboured and shrieked at an original genius,
whose struggles and whose efforts they could not understand.

Intolerant and tyrannical commentators condemned the youth
of twenty because he dared to think for himself; and, to sum

up the burden of the chorus of shame and false judgment,
there was hardly a whisper of faith or hope, or even of

charity
—

nay, not a sound of the commonest and poorest

courtesy
—vouchsafed to the painter of ' The Carpenter's

Shop,' as, in utter scorn, this picture was originally and

continneliouslv called."

What the Academy thought of it may be gathered from
the words of the late V . \\. Harwell :

"
I well remember

Mulready, r.a., alhiding to the picture some two years after

its exhibition. lie said that it had icw admirers inside the
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Royal Academy Council, and that he himself and Maclise
alone su[)j)ortcd its claims to a favourable consideration."

The picture itself, devotional and symbolic in intent, is

too well known to need any description. The child Christ

is seen in His father's workshop with blood llowint^ from His

hand, the result of a recent wound, while His mother waits

upon Him with loving sympathy. That is the- main subject.
And now let us see how it was treated by the Press.

Blackwood's Mao;azine dealt with it in this wise :

" We can

hardly imagine anything more ugly, graceless, and unpleasant
than Mr. Millais' picture of ' Christ in the Carpenter's Shop.'
Such a collection of splay feet, puffed joints, and misshapen
liniljs was assuredly never before made within s(j small a

compass. We have great difficulty in believing a report
that this unpleasing and atrociously affected picture has found
a purchaser at a high price. Another specimen from tlie

same brush inspires rather laughter than disgust."
That was pretty strong ; but, not to be left behind in

the race to accomplish the painter's ruin, a leading literary

journal, whose Art critic, by the w^ay, was a Royal Acade-
mician, delivered itself in the following terms :

"
l\Ir. Millais

in his picture without a name (51H), which represents a holy

family in the interior of a carpenter's shop, has been most
successful in the least dignified features of his presentment,
and in giving to the higher forms, characters, and meanings
a circumstantial artlanouao-e from which we recoil with loath-

ing and disgust. There are many to whom his work will

seem a pictorial blasphemy. Great imaginative talents have
here been perverted to the use of an eccentricitv both lament-

able and revolting."
Another critic, bent on displaying his wit at the expense ot

the artist, said :

" Mr. Millais' picture looks as if it had passed
throuo-h a mangle-" And even Charles Thickens, who in

later years was a firm friend of Millais and a great admirer
of his works, denounced the pictiu^e in a leading article in

Household Words as "mean, odious, revolting, and rc])ulsive."
But perhaps the most unreasonable notice of all was the

following, which appeared in the Times: "Mr. Millais'

principal picture is, to speak plainly, revolting. The attempt
to associate the holy family with the meanest details of a

carpenter's shop, w'ith no conceivable omission of misery, of

dirt, of even disease, all finished with the same loathsome

minuteness, is disgusting; and with a surprising power of
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imitation, this picture serves to show how far mere imitation

may fall short, by dryness and conceit, of all dignity and

truth."

From these extracts it is easy to see what criticism was

a generation ago. As Mr. Walter Armstrong says,
" Not

the faintest attempt is made to divine the artist's standpoint,
and to look at the theme from his side. The writer does

not accept the Pre-Raphaelite idea even provisionally, and

as a means of testing the efficiency of the work it leads to.

He merely lays down its creations upon his own procrustean
bed, and condemns them en bloc because they cannot be

made to fit. And this article in the Tiiucs is a fair example

m. --='^^9=^

ORIGINAL DESIGN FOR "CHRIST IN THK HOUSE OF HIS PARENTS
(Four figures onlj)

of the general welcome the picture met with. . . . Such

criticism is mere scolding. When an artist of ability denies

and contemns vour canvas, to call him names is to confess

their futility."

In an interesting note on this picture Mr. Edward Benest

(Millais' cousin) says, "During the three years I was working
in London I was a frequent visitor to the Gower Street

house. . . . F'rom the intellectual point of view this picture

may be said to be the outcome of the combined brains of the

Millais family. Every little portion of the whole canvas was

discussed, considered, and setded upon by the father, mother,

and Johnnie (thci artist) before a touch was placed on the

canvas, although sketches had been made. Of course,

coming frec^uently, I used to criticise too
;
and if I suggested
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any altcnition, Johnnie used to say in his determined way,
'

No, Ned
;

that has been all settled by lis, and I shan't

alter it'
"
Everything in that house was characteristic of the great

devotion of all to the young artist
;
and yet he was in no

way spoilt. Whilst he was at work his father and mother
sat beside him most of the time, the niother constantly

reading" to him on every imaginable subject that interested

~j^'3^

<MLH^

SKETCH FOR "CHRIST IN THE HOUSE OF HIS PARENTS"

the boy, or stopping to discuss matters with him. 1 he boy
himself, whilst working, joined freely and cleverl\- in any
conversation that was going on ;

and once when 1 a.sked

him how he could possibly paint aiul talk at the same time,

and throw such energy into both, he said, tai)ping his fore-

head, 'Oh, that's all right. I have painted every touch

in my head, as it were, long ago, and have now only to

transfer it to canvas.' The f^ither—a perfect optimist when

unable to help in any other way, would occupy himself by
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pointing' all Johnnie's pencils or pki) ing whole operas on

the flute. This instrument he played almost as well as any
professional.

" The principal point of discussion with regard to the

'Carpenter's Shop' related to the head of the Virgin Mary.
At first, as his sketches show, she was represented as being
kissed by the child Christ

;
but this idea was presently

altered to the present position of the figures, and the mother
is now shown embracing her Son. These two figures were

constantly painted and repainted in various attitudes, and
finished only a short time before the picture was exhibited.

The figure, too, of St. John carrying a bowl of water was
inserted at the last moment."
The picture, when finished (not before), was sold for

/^i^o to a dealer named Farrer, whose confidence in the

young artist was amusingly displayed by pasting on the back

of it all the adverse criticisms that appeared.
The models for this picture were as follows : the

Virgin Mary, Mrs. Henry Hodgkinson, the Christ, Noel

Humphreys (son of an architect), John the Baptist, Edwin
Everett (an adopted child of the Mr. Everett who married

Millais' aunt), and the apprentice H. St. Ledger. In painting-

it, Millais was so determined to be accurate in every detail,

that he used to take the canvas down to a carpenter's sho])
and paint the interior direct from what he saw there. The

figure of Joseph he took from the carpenter himself, saying
that it was " the only way to get the development of the

muscles right"; but the head was painted from Millais'

father. His great difficulty was with the sheep, for there

were no flocks within miles of Cower Street. At last, only
a few days before the picture had to be sent in to the Royal

Academy, he went to a neighbouring butcher's, where he

bought two sheep's heads with the wool on. and from these

he painted the flock.

There is a good story about these Pre-Raphaelite days
that I am tempted to introduce here in contrast with the

graver portion of this chapter. Gold-digging is hardly an

adventure in which I should have expected my father to

engage ;
but the |)apers, of course, must be right, and in

1886 one- of them (an Edinburgh evening journal) announced
that at a certain period in the fifties Millais was travelling
in Australia in company with Wooln(;r, the sculptor, and the

present Prime Minister of P^ngiand, and for some time
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worked with his own hands in the Ijcndiijo •'old-dis'o-inQrs.

None of us at home had even heard of this before; but
there it was in print, and presently every tit-bitty paper in

the country repeated the tale with all the rhetorical adorn-

ment at tlic command of the writer.
" The frenzied energy

of gold-seekers
"

was one of the phrases that specially

pleased us, and we never failed to throw it at my father's

head whenever he was in a bit of a hurry.
And still the tale goes on. Quite recently the faniiliar

old story appeared again in an Australian paper, the writer

observing that no biography of the deceased artist would
be complete without an account of his experiences in the

southern goldfields. It seems a pity to prick this pretty
bubble

;
but as a matter of fact mv father was never in

the goldhelds, and through the fifties he was hard at work
at home. It was W'oolner alone who w^ent in search of the

elusive nugget, but presently returned to his art work in

England, richer rather in experience than in solid gold.
Of one of the evening meetings in Woolner's absence

Mr. Arthur Mughes obliges me with the following note :
—

" While Woolner was in Australia his Pre -
Raphaelite

Brothers agreed to draw one another and send the draw-

ings out to him ; and one day, when two or three of them
were about this at Millais' house, Alexander Munro, the

sculptor, chanced to call. Millais, having finished his Pre-

Raphaelite Brotherhood subject, got Munro to sit, and drew
him, and afterwards accompanied him to the door with
the drawing in his hand, to which Munro was making some
critical objection that Millais did not agree with. There

happened to be passing at the time a couple of rough brick-

layers, fresh from their work—short pipes and all. To
them Millais suddenly reached out from the doorstep and
seized one, to his great surprise, and there and then con-

stituted them judges to decide upon the merits of the

likeness, while Munro, rather disconcerted, had to stand
in the street with his hat off for identification. A most
amusino- scene !

"

Mr. E. G. Stephens tells us something further about these

portraits and the final Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood meetings.
He writes :

"
It was in the Gower Street studio that in

1S53 the variously described meeting of the Pre-Raphaelite
Brotherhood then in London occurred in order that the

artists present might send as souvenirs to Woolner, then

I.—6
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in Australia, their portraits, each drawn by another. Millais

fell to me to be drawn, and to him I fell as his subject.

Unhappily for me, I was so ill at that time that it was with

the greatest difficulty I could drag" myself to Gower Street ;

more than that, it was but the day before the entire ruin

of my family, then long impending and long struggled

against in vain, was consummated. I was utterly unable

to continue the sketch I began. I gave it up, and Mr.

Holman Hunt, who had had D. G. Rossetti for his I'/s-d-vis

and sitter, took my place and drew Millais' head. The
head which Millais drew of me is now in my possession,
the gift of Woolner, to whom it was, with the others, sent

to Sydney, whence he brought the whole of the portraits

back to England. My portrait, which by the way is a

good deal out of drawing, attests painfully enough the state

of health and sore trouble in which I then was. This

meeting was one of the latest "functions" of the Pre-

Raphaelite Brotherhood in its original state. Collinson had

seceded, and Woolner emigrated to the "diggings" in

search of the gold he did not find. Up to that time the

old affectionate conditions still existed among the Brothers,

but their end was near. Millais was shooting on ahead
;
Mr.

Holman Hunt was surely, though slowly, following his path
towards fortune

;
D. G, Rossetti had retired within himself,

and made no sign before the world
;
\Y. M. Rossetti was

rising in Her Majesty's service
;
and I was being continuedly

drawn towards that literary work which brought me bread.

None of the six had, however, departed from the essentials

of the Pre-Raphaelite faith which was in him."

"Ferdinand lured by Ariel," painted in 1849, was another

important picture that warred with the prevailing sentiment

of the day, its high finish in every detail and the distinctly

original treatment of the subject tending only to kindle anew
the animosity of the critics against Millais and the principles

he represented. Even the dealer for whom it was painted
as a commission for /,ioo refused to take it, and when,

later on, it was exhibited at the Academy (now the National

Gallery), it was ignominiously placed low down in a corner

of one of the long rooms.

This shameless breach of contract on the part of the

dealer was a bitter disappointment to the young artist,

for he could ill afford to keep his pictures long in hand.

His parents, never well off, had given up everything for
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"Jack," and doterminctl that he should lack for
nothiiii:;- that

could in anywise tend to his advancement, and for the last

four years
—ever since he was sixteen years of age

—he

had striven hard to requite their kindness, supplying, as

he did from the profits of his work, the greater part of the

household expenses at Gower Street. To eke out his

precarious income he often went to theatres, where he could

earn small sums by making sketches of the actors and
actresses

;
but as he seldom got more than a couple of

sovereigns for a finished portrait, this loss ol /lOO was
a matter of no small moment to his family as well as

himself.

But now another chance for the sale of "Ferdinand"

presented itself. Mr. bVankum, an appreciative friend,

brought to the studio a stranger who admired it greatly,
and made so many encouraging remarks that Millais felt

sure he would buy it. To his disappointment, however,
no offer was made. The visitors went away, and he dole-

fully took up the picture to put it back in its accustomed

place, when, to his joy and amazement, he found underneath

it a cheque for ^150! It was Mr. Richard Ellison, of

Sudbrook Holme, Lincolnshire, a well-known connoisseur,

whom Mr. Frankum had brought with him, and he had

quietly slipped in this cheque unperceived by the artist.

The picture has since been successively in the hands of

Mr. Wyatt, of Oxford, Mr. Woolner, r.a. (who made quite
a little fortune by buying and selling pictures), and Mr. A. C.

Allen, and is now in the possession of Mr. Henry Makins.

From one of his letters to Mr. Wyatt (December, 1850)
it seems that Millais made some slight alterations in, or

additions to, the work after it had been sold to Mr. Ellison,

for he took it again down to Oxford and worked once more

upon the background, leaving it to dry the wliilc in the

possession of his friend Mr. Wyatt.
As to its merits, I need only ([uote the opinion of Mr.

Stephens, who sat for "Ferdinand." In a recent notice of

the work he says :

"
Although the face is a marvel of tinish,

and unchangeable in its technique, it was begun and coni-

pleted in one sitting. Flaving made a very careful drawing
in pencil on the previous day, and transferred it to the

picture, Millais, almost without stopping to exchange a word
with his sitter, worked for about live hours, put down his

brushes, and never touched the face again. In execution it
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is exhaustive and faultless. Six-and-thirty years have not

harmed it."

In a letter to me Mr, Stephens gives some further details

about the picture and his sittings for it. He says : "My
intimacy with Millais, of course, took a new form with this

brotherly agreement [of the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood],
and it was probably in consequence of this that I sat to him
for the head of the Prince in the little picture of

' Ferdinand
lured by Ariel,' which,

being painted in 1849-
50, was at the Academy
in 1850, and is the

leading example of Pre-

Raphaelitism.

"According to Millais,

each Brother worked

/'. ^%. according to his own

lights and the general
views of the Brother-

hood at that time. Such

being the case, I may
describe the manner of

the artist in this par-
ticular instance. In the

Y / summer and autumn of

J
^ ri

1 849 he executed the

whole of that wonderful

background, the de-

lifjhtful fioures of the

elves and Ariel, and he
sketched in the Prince

himself. The whole was
done upon a pure white

ground, so as to obtain

First skktch for the greatest brilliancy
"FERDINAND LURKD i!Y ARIEL." 1850 of the pigments. Later

on my turn came, and
in one length)- sitting Millais drew my most un-Ferdinand-
like features with a pencil upon white paper, making, as

it was, a most exquisitfi drawing of the highest finish and
exact fidelity. In these respects nothing could surpass this

jewel of its kind. Something like- it, but softer and not

quite so scu]])tMr(S(|ue, exists In ilic similar study Millais
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made in pencil for the; liead (jf Ophelia, which I saw not

lono- aqo, and which Sir W. Bowman lent to the Grosvenor

Gallery in j888.
" My })()rtrait was completely modelled in all respects

of form and lii^ht and shade, so as to be a perfect study
for the head thereafter to be painted. The day after it

was executed Millais repeated the study in a less finished

manner upon the panel, and on the clay following" that I

went ao-ain to the studio in Gower Street, where 'Isabella'

and similar pictures were painted. From ten o'clock to

nearly five the sitting continued without a stop, and with

scarcely a word between the painter and his model. The
clicking of his brushes when they were shifted in his ])alette,

the sliding of his foot upon the easel, and an occasional sigh
marked the hours, while, strained to the utmost, Millais

worked this extraordinary fine face. At last he said,
'

There,
old fellow\ it is done !

'

Thus it remains as perfectly pure
and as brilliant as then—fifty years ago—and it now remains

unchanged. For me, still leaning on a stick and in the

required posture, I had become quite unable to move, rise

upright, or stir a limb till, much as if I were a stiffened lay-

figure, Millais lifted me up and carried me bodily to the

dining-room, where some dinner and wine put me on my
feet again. Later the till then unpainted parts of the figure
of Ferdinand were added from the model and a lay-figure.

"
It was in the Gower Street studio that Millais was wont,

when time did not allow of outdoor exercises, to perform

surprising feats of agility and strength. He had, since we
first met at Trafalgar Square, so greatly developed in tallness,

bulk, and manliness that no one was surprised at his progress
in these respects. He was great in leaping, and I well re-

member how in the studio he was wont to clear mv arm
outstretched from the shoulder— that is, about five feet from
the ground

—at one spring. The studio measures nineteen

feet six inches by twenty feet, thus o-iving him not more than

fourteen feet run. Many similar feats attested the strength
and energy of the artist."

And now I must introduce two old friends of m)' father,

whose kindness and generosity to him in his younger days
made a deep and lasting impression upon his life. In 1848,
when he first became acquainted with them, Mr. Thomas
Combe was the Superintendent of the Clarendon Press at

Oxford—a man of the most cultivated tastes, and highly
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respected and beloved by every member of tlic University
with whom he came into contact—and his wife was a very
counterpart of himself Millais was staying- at Oxford at

the time, engaged in painting- the picture of Mr. Wyatt and
his granddaughter referred to in an earlier portion of this

chapter, and the Combes, who were among the first to

recognise and encourage the efforts of the Pre-Raphaelite
School, took him under their wing, treating him with almost

parental consideration. In 1849 he returned to Oxford, and

stayed with them while painting Mr. Combe's portrait, and
from that time they became familiar friends, to whom it was

always a pleasure to write.

The following letters, kindly placed at my disposal by
Mrs. Combe, serve to illustrate his life at this period.
Mr. Combe, it must be understood, Millais commonly
referred to as "The Early Christian"; Mrs. Combe he
addressed as " Mrs. Pat."

To Afrs. Combe.

"17, Hanover Terrace, Regent's Park,

''November i^t/i, 1850.

"My dear Mrs. Pat,—Our departure was so velocitous

that I had no time or spirits to express my thanks to you
before leaving for your immense kindness and endurance

of all whimsicalities attached to my nature. 1 scribble

this at Collins' house, being totally incapable of remaining
at my own residence after the night's rest and morning's
'

heavy blow
' * of breakfast. The Clarendonian visit, the

Bottleyonian privations, and Oxonian martyrdoms have

wrought in us (Collins and myself) such a similar feeling
that it is quite impracticable to separate. I had to go
through the exceedinolv difficult task of performino- the

dramatic traveller's return to his home^embracing fero-

ciously and otherwise exulting in the restoration to the

bosom of my family. I say I had to
'

perform
'

this part,

because the detestation I hold London in surpasses all

expression, and prevents the possibility of my being pleased
to return to anybody at sucii a place. Mind, I am not

abusing the society, but the filth of the metropolis.
" Now for a catalogue of words to express my thanks to

you and Mr. Combe. I have not got Johnson's dictionary

* "
He;u'y IjIow

" was a jocular plirasc used h)' my fatlicr and tlie Combes.
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near mc, so I am at a loss. \'oLir kindness has defeated the

possibiHty of ever adequately thanking you, so I will con-

clude with rendering- my mother's "rateful acknowledcrments.
" Remember me to all my friends, and believe me,

" Yours most sincerely,

"John E. Millais."

Note.—The "
Bottleyonian privations" refer to the hard

fare on which Millais and Charles Collins subsisted at the

cottage of Mrs. King, at Botley, whilst the former was

painting
" The Woodman's Daughter." Mrs. Combe's

motherly kindness to the two young artists is thus referred

to by Dr. Birkbeck Hill in his book on the Rossetti letters:—
"

I have heard Mrs. Combe relate a story how Millais and

Collins, when very young men, once lodged in a cottage

nearly opposite the entrance of Lord Abingdon's park close

to Oxford, She learnt from them that they got but poor
fare, so soon afterwards she drove over in her carriage, and
left for them a large meat-pie. Millais, she added, one day
said to Mr. Combe,

'

People had better buy my pictures
now, when I am working for fame, than a few )'ears later,

when I shall be married and working for a wife and children.'

It was in these later years that old Linnell exclaimed to him,
'

Ah, Mr. Millais. you have left your first love, you have left

your first lo\'e !

' "

To tJic same.

"83, GowER Street, Bedford Square,
"' Deccinbcr uid, 1850.

" Mv DEAR Mrs. Pat,— First I thank you m(«t intensely
for the Church Service. The night of its arrival I read

the marriage ceremony for the first time in my life, and
shall look upon every espoused man with awe.

"
I am delighted to hear that you are likely to visit

Mrs. Collins durino- the i8si Exhibition, as vou will meet
with a most welcome reception from that lad\-, who is all

lovingkindness.
"
My parents are likely to be out of town at that time.

My mother, not having left London for some years, prefers

visiting friends in Jersey and in familiar localities in France
to remaining in the metropolis during the tumult and excite-
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mcnt of 185 1. I hope, however, on another occasion you
will have the opportunity of knowing them, in case they
should be s^one before vou are here.

"
Every Sunday since I left Oxford Collins and I have

spent together, attending Wells Street Church. I think you
will admit (when in town) that the service there is better

performed than any other you have ever attended. We
met there yesterday morning- a University man of our

acquaintance who admitted its superiority over Oxford or

Cambrido-e, I am ashamed to say that late hours at night
and ditto in the morning are creeping again on us. Now
and then I make a desperate resolution to plunge out of

bed when called, which ends in passively lying down again.
A late breakfast (I won't mention the hour) and my lay-

figure [artist's dummy] stares at me in reproving astonish-

ment as I enter my study. During all this time I am so

powerlessly cold that 1 am like a moving automaton. The
first impulse is to sit by my stove, which emits a delicious,

LTenial, unwholesome, feverish heat, and the natural course

of thinofs brines on total incapacity to work and absolute

laziness. In spite of this I manage to paint three hairs on

the woodman's little girl's head or two freckles on her face
;

and so lags the day till dark, by which time the room is

so hot, and the glue in the furniture therein so softened by
the warmth, that the chairs and tables are in peril of falling

to pieces before my face. . . . But I, like the rest of the

furniture, am in too delicate a state to be moved when the

call for dinner awakens the last effort but one in removing

my body to the table, where the last effort of all is required
to eat.

" This revives iust strenoth enouoh to walk to Hanover
Terrace in a night so cold that horses should wear great-
coats. Upon arriving there I embrace Collins, and vice

versa; Mrs. Collins makes the tea, and we drink it; we
then adjourn upstairs to his room and converse till about

twelve, when we say good-night, and again poor wretched

'Malay' [he was always called 'Mr. Alalay' wherever he

went] risks his life in the London Polar voyage, meeting no

human beings but metropolitan policemen, to whom he has

an obscure intention ot giving a feast of tea and thicker

bread and butter than that given by Mr. Hales, of Oxford,

in acknowledgment of his high esteem of their services. At
one o'clock in the morning it is too sc\crely cold for anything
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to be out but a lamp-post, and I am one of that body. [An
occult reference to his slimness.

|

"
Respecting my promised visit at Christmas, if nothing

happens to prevent me I shall certainly be with you then.

Shall probably come the night before, and leave the night after.

"I have entirely settled my composition of "The P^ood,"

and shall commence it this week. I have also commenced
the child's head in the wood" scene.

"
I have, as usual, plenty of invitations out, all of which I

have declined, caring no more for such amusements. It is

useless to tell you that 1 am miserable, as this letter gives

you my everyday life.

" Remember me to Mr. Combe most sincerely, and to all

about you, and believe me to remain,
" Ever your affectionate friend,

"John Everett rsIiLi.Ais."

In these days he frequently referred to and made fun of

his extreme slimness, as to which William Millais writes :

" My brother, up to the age of twenty-four, was very slight

in fiofure, and his height of six feet tended to exaggerate the

tenuity of his appearance. He took pleasure m weighmg
himself, and was delighted with any increase of weight. I

remember when he went to W'inchelsea in 1854 to paint the

background for the ' Blind Girl' whilst waiting for a tly at

the railway station we were weighed. I just turned twelve

stone, and when my brother went into the scales the porter
was quite dumbfoundered when three stone had to be ab-

stracted before the proper balance was arrived at.
' Ah ! you

may well look, my man,' said my brother ;

'

I ought to be

going about in a menagerie as a specimen of a living paper-
knife.' We all know how that state of things was altered in

after years ; he might have gone back to his menagerie as a

specimen of tine manly \igour and physique."

To Mr. Combe.

': %i, GowER Street, Bedford Square,

''December i6th, 1850.

" Dear Earlv Ciirtstl\n,— I was extremely surprised and

delighted at your letter. The kind wish therein that I might

stay a little while at Christmas 1 am afraid can never be
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realised, as I can only come and go for that day. My family,
as you may imagine, were a little astonished on hearing my
intention to leave them at that time. They are, however,
reconciled now, and I shall (all things permitting) be with

you. I have settled down to London life again for the

present, and the quiet, pleasant time at Oxford seems like a.

PKN'CIL DESIGN FOR "THE WOODMAN'S DAUGHTER" 1848

dream. I ^^ish the thought of it would take that form

instead of keeping me awake almost every night up to three

and four o'clock in the morning, at which time the most

depressing of all circumstances happens
—the performance of

'the Waits.' To hear a Ijad band play bad music in an

empty street at night is the greatest trial I know. I should

not like to visit Dr. Leigh's as)Uim as a patient, so shall
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endeavour to forget all bygone enjoynients, together with

present and future miseries that keep me from sleep.
" You will perhaps wonder what these ailments can be.

I will enumerate them. First, a certainty of passing an

unusually turbulent life (which I do not like) ; secondly, the

inevitable enemies I shall create if fully successful ; thirdly,
the knowledge of the immense application required to com-

plete my works for the coming exhibition, which I feel inade-

quate to perform. I think I shall adopt the motto ' In cojIo

quies,' and go over to Cardinal Wiseman, as all the metro-

politan High Church clergymen are sending in their resigna-
tions. To-morrow (Sunday) Collins and myself are going to

dine with a University man whose brother has just seceded,
and afterwards to hear the Cardinal's second discourse. My
brother went last Sunday, but could not hear a word, as it

was so crowded he could not get near enough. The Cardinal

preaches in his mitre and full vestments, so there will be a

great display of pomp as well as knowledge
"And now, my dear Mr. Combe, I must end this 'heavy

blow
'

letter with most affectionate remembrances and earnest

assurances to Mrs. Pat that I do not mean to turn Roman
Catholic just yet. Also remember me kindly to the Vicar,

" And believe me to remain,

"Yours most affectionately,

"John Everett Malay."

After his Christmas visit he wrote

To Mrs. Combe.

"
S3, Cower Street, Bedford Square,

''December 30///, 1850.

" Mv dear Mrs. Combe,—The last return was more
hurried than the first. I found my portmante;au, when at

the station, unstrapped and undirected. We, however, got
over those difficulties, and arrived safelx'. I recollect now
that we did not say a farewell word to Mr. Hackman

; also

forgot to ask you and Mr. Combe to give a small portion of

your hair for the rings, there being a place for that purpose.

Pray send some for both.
"

It is needless to say our relatives are somewhat surprised
at your kind presents. They are universall\- admired. I am
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deep in the mystery of purchasinq- velvets and silk draperies
for my pictures ['

Mariana
'

and ' The Woodman's Daughter '].

The shopman simpers with astonishment at the request
coming from a male biped. I begin to long for these toil-

some three months to pass over
;

I am sure, except on

Sundays, never to go out in the daylight again for that

time.
"

I have seen Charley Collins every night since, and
see him again to-night. We go to a dancing party to-

morrow ; at least it is his desire, not mine. The days draw-

in so early now that it is insanity to stay up late at night, and

get up at eleven or twelve the next morning. I wish you
were here to read to me. None of my family will do that.

[In those days he liked being read to whilst at his work, his

mother having done so for years.]
"Get the Early Christian, in his idle moments, to design

the monastery and draw up the rules . . . and believe me
always _

" Your affectionate friend,

"John Everett Millais."

To the same.

"
83, Cower Street,

''Jcxnuary i^l/i, 1851.

" My dear Mrs. Pat,— I have been so much enoao-ed
since I received your letter that I had no time to write to

you. ... I saw Carlo last night, who has been very lucky
in persuading a very beautiful young lady to sit for the head
of 'The Nun.' She was at his house when I called, and
I also endeavoured to obtain a sitting, but was unfortunate,
as she leaves London next Saturday.

"
I have progressed a little with both my pictures, and

completed a very small picture of a bridesmaid who is passing
the wedding-cake through the ring nine times.* I have not

yet commenced ' The Elood,' but shall do so this week for

certain.
" Believe me, wishing a hap]:)y new year to both of you,

" Yours most affectionately,

"John Everett Mh.eais."

* "The Iindcsmaid," now in the l-'il/uilliam Museum, Cambridge.
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The following letter is characteristic as showinc^ Millais'

careful reg;ard to details. The materials asked for were for

use in painting- "The Woodman's Daughter."

To Mr. Combe.

"
'^i, GowER Street,

'^

January 2'^th, 185 I.

"My dear Mr. Combe,—You have doubtless wondered
at not hearing- from me, but want of subject must be my
excuse.

"
I have got a little commission for you to execute for me.

You recollect the lodge at the entrance of Lord Abingdon's
house, where I used to leave my picture of the Wood
['The Woodman's Daughter']. Well, in the first cottage
there is a little girl named Esther

;
would you ask the

mother to let you have a pair of her old walking-boots ?

I require them sent on to me, as I wish to paint them in the
wood. I do not care how old they are ; they are, of course,
no use without having been worn. Will you please supply
the child with money to purchase a new pair? I shall settle

with you when I see you in the spring. If you should see
a countrv-child with a bright lilac pinafore on, lav strong111 '^O
hands on the same, and send it with the boots. It must be

long, that is, covering the whole underdress from the neck.

I do not wish it new, but clean, with some little pattern
—

pink spots, or anything of that kind. If you have not time
for this task, do not scruple to tell me so.

" ' The Flood
'

subject I have given up for this year, and
have substituted a smaller composition a little larger than

the W^ood. The subject is quite new and, I think,

fortunate
;

it is the dove returning to the Ark with the

olive-branch. I shall have three figures
— Noah pra\ing,

with the olive-branch in his hand, and the dove in the

breast of a young girl who is looking at Noah. The other

figure will be kissing the bird's breast. The background
will be very novel, as I shall paint several birds and animals
one of which now forms the prey to the other.

"It is quite impossible to explain one's intentions in a

letter
;
so do not raise objections in your mind till vou see it

finished. I have a horrible influenza, which, however, has

I-
—

7
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not deterred me from the usual '

heavy blow
'

walks with

Fra Carlo. ... I thought I had forsfotten somethino-—tJie

shields—which you most kindly offered to do for me. I was
not joking when I hinted to you that I should like to have
them. If you are in earnest I shall be only too glad to hang
them round mv room, for I like them so much better than

any paper, that when I have a house of my own you shall

see every room decorated in that way. . . .

"Yours devotedly,

"John Everett Millais."

"The Flood" subject (a subject altogether different from
that of another picture called "A Flood," painted by the

artist in 1870) was never completed as an oil picture,

although he made a finished drawing of it, which is now
in my possession, having been given to me by my mother.
As will be seen from his letter to Mr. Combe, "The

Return of the Dove to the Ark" (otherwise known as "The
Daughters of Noah," or "The Wives of the Sons of Noah")
had the first place in his mind, and eventually he painted
it at the house in Gower Street. It represents two girls

(supposed to be inmates of the Ark) clad in simple garments
of green and white, and caressing the clove. The picture
was shown in the Academy of 1851, along with "The Wood-
man's Daughter" and "Mariana," and was next exhibited

in Paris in 1855 with "The Order of Release" and

"Ophelia," when, says Mr. Stephens, "the three works
attracted much attention and sharp discussion, which greatly
extended Millais' reputation." It was again sliown in the

International Exhibition of 1862, as were also "Apple
Blossoms,"

" The Order of Release," and " The Vale of

Rest"; and by Mr. Combe's will it has now become the

property of the University of Oxford.

On this subject my uncle, W illiam Millais, writes :

" The
unbiased critic must be constrained to admit that if there

is one thinof to criticise in the paintings mi these days ot his

trlorious voLith, it is the inelegance of one or two of the

ficrurcs. The aids in
' The Return of the Dove '

and
' Mariana' are the two most noticeable examples, and I have

heard the artist admit as much himself The- head ot the

little girl in
' The Woodman's Daughter,' which was altered

after many years much for the worse, was in its original state
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distinctly cliarmins^', although rustic. It was only at the

instance of the owner, his half-brother Henry Hodokinson,
that he at last consented to repaint (and spoil) to a con-

siderable extent the whole picture for a slight inaccuracy
in the drawino- of one head and the arm and boots of the Grirl.

It was a very great misfortune, for the work of the two

periods has not ' blended
'

as they have done so successfully
in

' Sir Isumbras.'
"

Millais' life in 185 i, his hopes and ambitions, the pictures
he painted, what was said of them and what became of them,
are perhaps best related by himself in the following letters:—

To Airs. Combe.

"
S^,, GowER Street, Bedford Square,

''February \otJi, 185 i.

" My dear Mrs. Pat,—The brevity with which my
troublesome request was executed astonished me, and I

return you all the thanks due to so kind an attention. The
pinafore will do beautifully, as also the boots. The '

Lyra
Innocentium

"
I brought from Oxford at Christmas-time.

I have oriven Collins the one directed for him. To-niij-ht

I commence for the first time this year evening work which
lasts till twelve, and which will continue for the next few-

months. I am now progressing rapidly; the 'Mariana' is

nearly completed, and, as I expected, the gentleman to whom
I promised the first refusal has purchased it. The Wood
scene is likewise far advanced, and I hope to commence the

Noah the latter part of this week.
"

I have had lately an order to paint St. George and the

Dragon for next year. It is a curious subject, but I like it

much, as it is the badge of this country.
"

I see Charley every night, and we dine alternate Sundays
at each other's houses. To-night he comes to cheer me in

my solitude. I give up all invitations, and scarcely ever see

anybody. Have still got my cold, and do not expect that

tenacious friend will take any notice of the lozenge warnings.
. . . There is at this moment such a drcaeliul tog that I cannot

see to paint, so I devote this leisure hour to you. Remember
me affectionately to the Early Christian, and believe me most

affectionately yours,

"JoHX Everett Millais."
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To Jfr. Combe.

'''^2)^ GuwER Street,

''April \st, 1 85 1.

" My dear Mr. Combe,-— I am sure you will never have
cause to regret purchasing" 'The Dove.' It is considered the

best picture of the three by all the artists, and is preferred
for the subject as well. It will be highly finished to the

corners, and I shall design {when it returns from the

Academy) a frame suitable to the subject
—olive leaves, and

a dove at each corner holding the branch in its mouth.
"

I have designed a frame for Charles' painting of '

Lilies,'

which, I expect, will be acknowledged to be the best frame
in England. To get

' The Dove
'

as good as possible, I shall

have a frame made to my own design.
" With regard to your remark on the payment, rest assured

that when it suits you it suits me. If you had not got the

picture a gentleman from Birmingham had decided on having
it. One of the connoisseurs has made an offer to Mr. Farrer

for the '

Mariana,' which he has declined, being determined
to keep my paintings. This from such a dealer as Farrer,

the first judge of art in England, proves the investment on
such pictures to be pretty safe.

" As soon as the pictures get into the Academy I shall

be at leisure to give an account to Mrs. Pat of my later

struogles.
" Believe me, very sincerely yours,

"John Everett Millais."

To the same.

"
83, Gower Street,

''April 15///, 1851.

" My dear Mr. Comre,—You must be prepared to see

an immc^nsc' literary assault on my works ;
but I fancy some

papers will give me all the credit the others withhold. To
tell you the truth, artists know not what course to follow—
whether to acknowledge the truth of our style, or to stand

out against it. Many of the; most important have already

(before me) admitted themselves in the wrong—men whose
reputation would suiter at the mention ol their names!
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"
I would not cisk anythini;- for the copyrii^ht, as the en-

gravino- will cost nearly live hundred pounds. That in itself

is a great risk, particularly as it is the first I shall have en-

graved. I shall not permit it to be published unless perfectly
satisfied with the capabilities of the etcher. 1l is to be done

entirely in line, without mezzotint. I am myself confident

of its success
;
but it is natural that men without the; slicrhtest

knowledo'e should be a little shv of oivin''' money for the

copyright.*
"

It was very unfortunate that Charley [Collins] could not

complete the second picture for the Exhibition. I tried all

the encouraging persuasions in my power ;
but he was beaten

by a silk dress, which he had not yet finished. I have
ordered another canvas to beoin a^ain next week, intendino-

to take a holiday when the warmth comes. Such a quantity
of loathsome foreigners stroll about the princi])al streets that

they incline one to take up a residence in Sweden, outside of

the fumes of their tol^acco. I expect all respectable families

will leave London after the first month of the ILxhibition, it

will be so crowded with the lowest rabble of all the countries

in Europe.
"Say all the kind things from me you, as a husband, may

think fit to deliver to Mrs. Pat, and believe me,
" Ever yours affectionately,

"John Everett Millais."

7o the same.

"
'^2)^

GowKK Street,

''May L)th, 185 1.

" My dear Mr. Combe,— I received the shields this

morning, and hasten to thank you most heartily. I hope
to see them ranged round my studio next week. No doubt

you have seen the violent abuse of my pictures in the

Times, which I believe has sold itself to destroy us. That,

however, is quite an absurd mistake of theirs, for, in spite
of their denouncing my pictures as unworthy to hang on

any walls, the famous critic, Mr. Ruskin, has written offering
to purchase your picture of ' The Return of the Dove to

the Ark.' I received his letter this morning, and have this

* The picture ("The Dove") was never engraved, the woodcut only appearing
in T]ie Illustrated London A^czus.
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evenino- made him aware of the previous sale. I have

had more than one apph cation for it, and you could, I have

little doubt, sell it for as much again as I shall ask you.
" There are few papers that speak favourably of me, as

they principally follow the Times. F"or once in a way
that great leader of public opinion will be slightly out in

its conjectures. There are articles in the Spectator and

Daily Neivs as great in praise as the others are in abuse.
" Where are you, in London or Oxford ? Mrs. Pat's

letter did not specify the locality. Remember me affec-

tionately to her, and believe me,
" Ever sincerely yours,

"John Everett Millais."

To the same.

'•

83, GowER Street,

"May 10///, 185 1.

" My dear Mr. Combe,— I think if vour friend admires

Charley's sketch he would be particularly charmed with the

picture, and would never regret its purchase, as a work

so elaborately studied would always (after the present panic)
command its price, ^150.

" Most men look back upon their early paintings
—for

which they have received but poor remuneration—as the

principal instruments of their after wealth. For one great
instance, see Wilkle's ' Blind Fiddler,' sold for £20, now
worth more than ^1000! Early works are also generally
the standard specimens of artists, as great success blunts

enthusiasm, and little by little men get into carelessness,

which is construed by idiotic critics into a nobler handling.

Putting aside the good work of purchasing from those

who require encouragement, such patrons will be respected
afterwcU'ds as wise and useful men amongst knavish fools,

who should be destroyed in their revolting attempts to

crush us—attempts so obviously malicious as to prove our

rapid ascendancy. It is no credit t(j a man to purchase
from those who are opulent and acknowledged by the

world, so your friend has an opportunity for becoming one

of the first-named wise patrons who shall, if we live, be

extolled as having assisted in our (I hope) final success.

"Hunt will, I think, sell his; there is a man about it,
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and it is a very fine picture. My somewhat showmanlike
recommendation of ColHns' 'Nun' is a pure matter of

conscience, and I hope it will prove not altogether faulty.

"Very sincerely yours,

"John E. Millais.
" Hunt wants ^300 for his picture."

To jMj's. Combe.

"
83, GowER Strket,

"2cS/// 1851.

" My dear Mrs. Combe,— I feel il a duty to render vou

my most heartfelt thanks for the noble appreciation of my
dear friend Collins" work and character. I include character,

for I cannot help believing", Irom the evident L^ood feeling-

evinced in your letter, that you have thought more of the

beneficial results the purchase may occasion him than ul

your personal gratification at possessing the })icture.

"\'()u are not mistaken in thus believing" him worthy
of your kindest interests, for there are few so devotedlv

directed to the one thought of some day (through the

medium of his art) turning the minds of men to good
reflections and so heightening the profession as one of

unworldly usefulness to mankind.
" This is on?' great object in paintino\ for the thought

of simply pleasing the senses would dri\e us lo other

pursuits requiring less of that unceasing attention so neces-

sary to the completion of a perfect work.
"

I shall endeavour in the picture I have in contemplation—'For as in the Days that were Before the Flood,' etc.,

etc.—to affect those who mav look on it with the awtul

uncertainty of life and the necessity of always being pre-

pared for death. My intention is to lay the scene at

the marriage feast. The bride, elated by her happiness,
will be playfully showing her wedding-ring to a young girl,

who will be in the act of plighting her troth to a man wholly

engrossed in his love, the parents of each uniting in con-

gratulation at the consummation of their own and their

children's happiness. A drunkard will be railing boisterously
at another, less intoxicated, for his cowardice in being some-

what appalled at the view the open window presents
— flats

of olistenino- water, revealing" but the summits of mountains
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and crests of poplars. The rain will be beating in the face

of the terrified attendant who is holding out the shutter,

wall-stained and running down with the wet, but slightly
as yet inundating the floor. There will also be the glutton
quietly induloino- in his weakness, nnheediuQ- the sao-acitv

of his orateful doer, who, thrustino- his head under his hands
to attract attention, instinctively feels the coming ruin. Then
a woman (typical of worldly vanity) apparelled in sumptuous

attire, withholding her robes

from the contamination of his

dripping hide. In short, all

deaf to the prophecy of the

Deluoe which is swelling before

their eyes
—all but one figure in

their midst, who, upright with

closed eyes, prays for mercy for

those around her, a patient ex-

/;/ \ .

, ample of belief standing with,
but far from, them placidly

awaiting God's will.

%
"

I hope, by this great con-

','. I; I trast, to excite a reflection on
'

the probable way in which
sinners would meet the comintr
death— all on shore hurrvin<'-

from height to heio^ht as the

sea increases
; the wretched self-

congratulations of the bachelor

who, having but himself to

save, believes in the prospect
SKETCH FOR "MARIANA." 1850 of cscape ;

thc awful feelings of

the husband who sees his wife
and children looking in his face for support, and presently

disappearing one by one in the pitiless tlood as he miserably
thinks of his folly in not having taught them to look to God
for help in times of trouble

;
the rich man who, with his boat

laden with wealth and provisions, sinks in sight of his fellow-

creatures with their last curse on his head for his selfishness
;

the strong man's strength failing gradually as he clings to

some fragment floating away on the waste of water
;
and

other great sufferers miserably perishing in their sins.
"

I have enlarged on this subject and the feelings that
I hope will arise from the picture, as I know you will be
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interested in it. One i^Teat cncoLiraL^cnicnt to nie is the

certainty of its having" this one advantage over a sermon,
that it will be all at once put before the spectator without that

trouble of realisation often lost in the effort of readinijf or

listening.
" My pleasure in having indirectly assisted two friends in

the disposal of their pictures is enhanced by the assurance

that you estimate their merits. It is with extreme pleasure

U.

'\^'

w

JL

SKETCHES FOR "MARIANA" AND "THE RETURN OF THE HOVE." 1850

that I received that letter from Mr. Combe in which he

approves of his picture of 'The Return of the Dove to the

Ark,' universally acknowledged to be my best work, parts of

which I feel incapable of surpassing. WHien you come to

town 1 will show you many letters from strangers desirous of

purchasing it, which is the best proof of its value in their eyes.
The price I have fixed on my picture is a hundred and fifty

guineas ;
and I hope some day you \\\\\ let me paint you, as

a companion, "The Dove's Eirst Flight," which would make
a beautiful pendant.

" Ever yours affectionately,

"John Everett Millais."
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" Mariana in the Moated Grange
"
was exhibited this year

with the following" quotation from Tennyson's well-known

poem :
—

. ." She only said,
' My life is dreary

—
He Cometh not,' she said :

She said,
'

I am aweary, aweary—•

I would that I were dead.'"

The picture represents Mariana rising to her full height
and bending backwards, with half-closed eyes. She is weary
of all things, including the embroidery-frame which stands

before her. Her dress of deep rich blue contrasts with the

red-oranoe colour of the seat beside which she stands. In

the front of the figure is a window of stained glass, through
which mav be seen a sunlit oarden bevond

;
and in contrast

with this is seen, on the right of the picture, an oratory, in

the dark shadow of which a lamp is burning.

Spielmann's observations on this work are not quite easy
to understand. He says the subject is a " Rossettian one,

without the Rossettian emotion."* If so, the lack of

emotion must be due rather to the poet than to the painter,
for, referring to this picture in the Magazine of Art of

September, 1896, he speaks of Millais' "artistic expression
beiuLT more keenly sensitive to the hiohest forms of written

poetry than any other painter of his eminence who ever

appeared in England." He thinks, too, that the colour is

too strong and gay to be quite in harmony with the subject,

though immediately afterwards he quotes the particular lines

which Millais sought to illustrate :
—

"... Ikit most she loathed the hour
^^'hen the thick-moated sunbeam lay
Athwart the chambers, and the day

\\'as sloping towards his Western bower."

The sun, then, was shining in all its splendour, and though
poor Mariana loathed the sight, the objects it illuminated

were none the less brilliant in colour. And so they appear
in the picture. The shadows, too, are there in happy con-

trast, and every object is seen in its true atmosphere, without

any clashing of values.

In the Times of May 13th, 185 1, Ruskin noticed the

picture in his characteristic manner. He was glad to see

that Millais'
"
Lady in l)lue is heartily tired of painted

* The critic, too, seems to foryct lliat all Rossctti's ciiKjtional subjects were

painted years later.
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windows and idolatrous toilet-table," but maintained generally
that since the days of Albert Durer no studies of draperies
and details, nothin«4" so earnest and complete, had been

achieved in art—a judgment which, says Spielmann, "as

regards execution, will hardly be reversed to-day." With

delightful inconsequence, Ruskin afterwards added thai, had

Miliais "painted Mariana at work in an unmoated grange,
instead of idle in a moated one, it had been more to the

purpose, whether of art or life."

The picture was sold to Mr. Farrer, the dealer, for one

hundred and hft\' pounds, and after passing successively

through the hands of Mr. B. Windus and Mr. J. M.

Dunlop. it now rests with Mr. Henry Makins, who also

owns " Ferdinand" and "For the Squire."

During the execution of this work Miliais came down
one day and found that things were at a standstill owing
to the want of a model to paint from. He naturally disliked

being stopped in his work in this way, and the only thing
he could think of was to sketch in the mouse that

"Behind the mouldering wainscot shrieked,

Or from the crevice peer'd about."

But where was the mouse to paint from? Miliais' father,

who had just come in, thought of scouring the country in

search of one, but at that moment an obliging mouse ran

across the floor and hid behind a portfolio. Quick as

lightning Miliais gave the portfolio a kick, and on removing
it the poor mouse was found quite dead in the best possible

position for drawing it.*

The window in the background of "Mariana" was taken

from one in Merton Chapel, Oxford. The ceiling of the

chapel was being painted, and scaffolding w^as of course put

up, and this Miliais made use of whilst working. The scene

outside was painted in the Combes' garden, just outside their

windows.
Of all the pictures ever jjainted. there is probably none

more truly Pre-Raphaelite in character than one I have

already mentioned—"The Woodman's Daughter." It was

painted in 1850 in a wood near Oxford, and was exhibited

in 1 85 I. Every blade of grass, every leaf and branch, and

* A similar incident, in which the wishcd-for model actually appeared at the

very moment when its presence was most desired, occurred some years later, when
a collie dog suddenly turned u[) to serve as a model in

'"

IHow, blow, thou Winter

Wind."
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every shadow that they cast in the sunny wood is presented
here with unflinching reahsm and infinite dehcacy of detail.

Yet the figures are in no way swamped by their surroundings,

every accessory taking its proper place, in subordination to

the figures and the tale they have to tell. The contrast

between the boy—the personification of aristocratic refine-

ment—and the untutored child of nature is very striking,
as was no doubt intended by Mr. Coventry Fatmore, whose

poem, "The Tale of Poor Maud," daughter of Gerald the

woodman, the picture was intended to illustrate.

" Her tale is this : In the sweet age,
^Vhen Heaven 's our side the lark,

She used to go with Gerald where
He work'd from mom to dark,

For months, to thin the crowded groves
Of the ancient manor park.

"She went with him to think she help'd;
And whilst he hack'd and .saw'd

The rich Squire's son, a young boy then,
Whole mornings, as if awed,

Stood silent by, and gazed in turn

At Gerald and on Maud.

"And sometimes, in a sullen tone.
He 'd offer fruits, and she

Received them always with an air

So unreserved and free,

That shame-faced distance soon became

Familiarity."

William Millais contributes the following note on this

painting :
—

"
I think, perhaps, the niost beautiful background ever

painted by my brother is to be found in his picture of
' The

Woodman's Daughter'
—a copse of young oaks standing in

a tangle of bracken and untrodden underwood, every plant

graceful in its virgin splendour.
" Notice the exquisitely tender greys in the bark of the

young oak in the foreground, against which the brilliantly

clothed lordling is leaning. Every touch in the fretwork

tracery all about it has been caressed by a true lover of his

art, for in these his glorious early days one can see that not

an iota was slurred over, but that every beauty in nature met
with its due ap[)reciation at his hands.

"
Eye cannot follow the mysterious interlacing of all the

wonderful green things that spring u]) all al)out, where every
kind of woodgrowth seems to be striving to get the upper
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hand and to reach the sunlight first, where every leaf and

tendril stands out in bold relief.

"This background was painted near Oxford, in a most

secluded spot, and yet my brother had a daily visitor—'a

noble lord of hioh decree
'—who used to watch him work for

a minute or two, make one remark,
'

Well, you are getting
on ; you've plenty of room yet,' and then silentl\- disappear.
After a time these visits ceased, and upon their renewal my
brother had in the interim almost finished the background.
The visitor, on seeing his work, exclaimed,

'

Why, after all,

you've not got it in!' My brother asked what it was.

'Why, Oxford, of course! You should have put it in.'

Millais, who had his back to the town, explained that al-

though Art could do wonders, it had never yet been able to

paint all round the compass."
To be near his work on this picture Millais stayed in the

cottage of a Mrs. King, at Botley, Lord Abingdon's park,
where he was joined by his friend Charles Collins.

Mr. Arthur Hughes writes :

" E. G. Stephens has de-

scribed to me how he was with ^lillais in the country when

painting 'The Woodman's Daughter' (the subject from

Coventry Patmore), and how Millais was painting a small

feather dropped from a bird in the immediate foreground ;

how he stamped and cursed over it, and then scraped it out

and swore he would get it right—and did.
" The strawberries which appear in the picture, as pre-

sented by the young aristocrat, were bought in Covent
Garden in March. '

I had to pay five-and-sixpence for the

four—a vast sum for me in those days, but necessary'
— I

have heard him say, 'and Charlie Collins and I ate them
afterwards with a thankful heart.'

"

It was in this year (1851) that Ruskin took up arms in

defence of the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood, and no more
earnest or more eloquent advocate could they have desired.

In the first volume of Modern Painters he insisted that

"that only is a complete picture which has both the general
wholeness and effect of Nature and the inexhaustible per-
fection ot Nature's details"

; and, pointing to "the admirable,

though strange pictures of Mr. Millais and Mr. Holman
Hunt" as examples of progress in this direction, he added,

"they are endeavouring to paint, with the highest possible

degree of completion, what they see in Nature, without refer-

ence to conventional or established rules
;
but by no means
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to imitate the style of any past epoch. Their works are,

in finish of drawing and in splendour of colour, the best

in the Royal Academy, and I have great hope that they

may become the foundation of a more earnest and able

school of Art than we have seen for centuries."

Here was a heavy blow to the Philistines of the Press
;

for at this time Ruskin was all but universally accepted as

the final authority in matters of Art. But a heavier yet
was in store for them. In an addendum to one of his

published Lectures on Arehitectu7'-e and Painting—lectures

delivered at Edinburgh in November, 1853
—he declared

that " the very faithfulness of the Pre-Raphaelites arises

from the redundance of their imaginative power. Not only
can all the members of the [Pre-Raphaelite] School compose
a thousand times better than the men who pretend to look

down upon them, but I c^uestion whether even the greatest
mien of old times possessed more exhaustless invention than

either Millais or Rossetti. . . . As I was copying this

sentence a pamphlet was put into my hand, written by a

clergyman, denouncing,
' Woe, woe, woe, to exceedingly

young men of stubborn instincts calling themselves Pre-

Raphaelites.' I thank God that the Pre-Raphaelites are

young, and that strength is still with them, and life, with

all the war of it, still in front of them. Yet Everett Millais,

in this year, is of the exact age at which Raphael painted
the '

Disputa,' his greatest work ; Rossetti and Hunt are

both of them older still
;
nor is there one member so young

as Giotto when he was chosen from among the painters to

decorate the Vaticum of Italv. But Italv, in her orreat

period, knew her great men, and did not despise their youth.
It is reserved fur I^noland to insult the strength of her

noblest children, to wither their warm enthusiasm early

into the bitterness of patient battle, and to leave to those

whom she should have cherished and aided no hope but

in resolution, no refuge but in disdain."

Thus spoke the oracle in 1853, nor (as will presently

appear) was his zeal abated in 1855, when "The Rescue"
was exhibited, or in 1856, when "Peace Concluded" ap-

peared on the Academy walls. But, strange to say, after

that period works of Millais, executed with equal care and
with the same fastidious regard for details (the lovely

" Vale
of Rest" and " Sir Isumbras" for instance), were condemned

by him in unmeasured terms.
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CHAPTER IV.

Millais commences "Ophelia"—Holman Hunt, Charles Collins, William and John
Millais paint at Worcester Park Farm—Further letters to the Combes— Millais

thinks of going to the East—Commencement of diary and "The Huguenot"—Hunt at work on "The Light of the World" and "The Hireling Shepherd"—Collins' last picture
—Millais' idea for "The Huguenot"— He argues it out

with Hunt—Meets an old sweetheart—Returns to Gower Street—Miss Siddal's

sufferings as model for "Ophelia"—Success of "Ophelia"—Arthur Hughes
and Millais—Critics of 1852

—Woman in art— General Lemprifere on his

sittings for "The Huguenot"—Miss Ryan— Miller, of Preston—Letters from

Gower Street.

OPHELIA"
and "The Huguenot." both of which

Millais painted during the autumn and winter of

1 85 1, are so familiar in every English home that I need
not attempt to describe them here. The tragic end of

"Hamlet's" unhappy love had long been in his mind as a

subject he should like to paint ;
and now while the idea was

strong upon him he determined to illustrate on canvas the

lines in which she is presented as floating down the stream

sino'inof her last sono- :
—

" There on the pendent boughs her coronet of weeds

Clamb'ring to hang, an envious sliver broke
;

When down the weedy trophies and herself

Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide.

And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore her up ;

Which time she chanted snatches of old tunes,

As one incapable of her own distress,

Or like a creature native and indued

Unto that element
;
but long it could not be.

Till that her garments, heavy with their drink,
PuU'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay
To muddy death."*

Near Kingston, and close to the home of his friends the

Lemprieres, is a sweet little river called the Ewell, which
flows into the Thames. Here, under some willows by the

side of a hayfield, the artist found a spot that was in every

* Hamlet^ act i\-

"5
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way suitable for the backoround of his picture, in the month
of July, when the river flowers and water-weeds were in full

bloom. Havino- selected his site, the next thino- was to

obtain lodgings within easy distance, and these he secured

in a cottage near Kingston, with his friend Holman Hunt as

a companion. They were not there very long, however, for

presently came into the neighbourhood two other members of

the Pre-Raphaelite fraternity, bent on working together ; and,

uniting with them, the two moved into Worcester Park Farm,
where an old garden wall happily served as a background
for the "

Huo-uenot," at which Millais could now work

alternately with the "Ophelia."
It was a jolly bachelor party that now assembled in the

farmhouse— Holman Hunt, Charlie Collins, William and

John Millais—all determined to work in earnest
;
Holman

Hunt on his famous "
Light of the World" and " The Hire-

ling Shepherd," Charlie Collins at a background, William
Millais on water-colour landscapes, and my father on the

backgrounds for the two pictures he had then in hand.

P~rom ten in the morning till dark the artists saw little of

each other, but when the evenino-s
" brouo-ht all thino-s home "

they assembled to talk deeply on Art, drink strong tea, and
discuss and criticise each other's pictures.

Fortunately a record of these interesting days is preserved
to us in Millais' letters to Mr. and Mrs. Combe, and his diary—the only one he ever kept

—which was written at this time,
and retained by my uncle William, who has kindly placed it

at my disposal. Here are some of his letters—-the first of

which I would commend to the attention of Max Nordau,

referring as it does to Ruskin, whom Millais met for the first

time in the summer of this year. It was written from the

cottage near Kingston before Millais and Hunt removed to

Worcester Park Farm.

To Mrs. Coiubc.

" SuRBiTON Hii.L. Kingston,

,

•

''July 2iid, 1851.

" My dkar Mrs. Comi'-i-:,
— I have dined and taken breakfast

with Ruskin, and we are such good friends that he wishes

me to accompany him to Switzerland this summer. . . . We
are as yet singularly at variance in our opim'ons upon Art.
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One of our differences Is about Turner, He believes that I

shall be converted on further acquaintance with his works,
and I that he will gradually slacken in his admiration.

"You will see that I am writing this from Kingston, where
I am stopping, it being near to a river that I am painting for

'Ophelia.' We get up (Hunt Is with me) at six In the

morning, and are at work by eight, returning home at seven
in the evening. The lodgings we have are somewhat better

than Mistress King's at Botley, but are, of course, horribly
uncomfortable. We have had for dinner chops and suite

of peas, potatoes, and gooseberry tart four days running.
We spoke not about It, believing in the certainty of si^ne

change taking place ;
but In private we protest against

the adage that
'

you can never have too much of a good
thlnor.' The countrvfolk here are a shade more civil than

those of Oxfordshire, but similarly given to that wondering
stare, as though we were as strange a sight as the hippo-

potamus,
*

" My martyrdom Is more trying than any I have hitherto

experienced. The tiles of Surrey are more muscular, and
have a still greater propensity for probing hunian flesh. Our
first difficulty was , , . to acquire rooms. Those we now
have are nearly four miles from Hunt's spot and two from

mine, so we arrive jaded and slightly above that temperature

necessary to make a cool commencement, I sit tailor-fashion

under an umbrella throwing a shadow scarcely larger than a

halfpenny for eleven hours, with a child's mug within reach to

satisfy my thirst from the running stream beside me. I am
threatened with a notice to appear before a magistrate for

trespassing In a field and destroying the hay ;
likewise by the

admission of a bull In the same field after the said hay be

cut
;
am also In danger of being blown by the wind into the

water, and becoming Intimate with the feelings of Ophelia
when that lady sank to muddy death, together with the (less

likely) total disappearance, through the voracity of the fiies.

There are two swans who not a little add to my misery by

persisting In watching me from the exact spot I wish to

paint, occasionally destroying every water-weed within their

* It was in this year, 1850, tliat the first specimen of the hippopotamus was

seen in London. Millais seems to ha\e been of the same opinion as Lord

IVLicauLiy, who says :

"
I have seen the hippo]X)tamus, both asleep and awake ;

and I can assure you that, awake or asleep, he is the ughest of the works
of God."
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DESIGN FOR A PICIURP: OF "ROMEO AND JULIET." 1852

reach. My sudden perilous evolutions on the extreme bank,

to |)crsuade them to evacuate their position, have the effect of

entirely derangino- my temper, my picture, brushes, and

palette ; but, on the other hand, they cause those birds to look

most benionly upon me with an expression that seems to-

advocate greater patience. Certainly the painting of a

picture imder such circumstances would be a greater punish-
ment to a murderer than hanging.

"I have read the Shecpfolds. Init cannot give an opinion
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Upon it yet. I feel it very lonely here. Please write before

my next.
" Mv love to the Earlv Chrislian and remembrances to-

friends. "
Very affectionately yonrs,

"John Everett Mii.lais."

THE LAST SCENE, "KO.MEO AM) JULIET." i8

To Mrs. Combe.

"SuRBiTOxV Hill, King.ston,
^^JIlly, 185 1.

" My dear Mrs. Pat,— I have taken such an aversion

to sheep, from so frequently having" mutton chops for dinner,

that I feel my very feet revolt at the proximity of woollen

socks. Your letter received to-day was so entertaining iliat

I (reading and eating alternately) nearly forgot what 1 was

devouring. This statement will, I hope, induce Mr. Combe
to wTite to me as a relish to the inevitable choj)s. The
steaks of Surrey are tougher tlian P)russcls carpets, so they
are out of the question.

" We are eettine on verv soberly, but have some

suspicions that the sudden decrease of our bread and butter

is occasioned by the C family (under momentary aber-

ration) mistaking our fresh butter for their brin\-. To
ascertain the truth, we intend bringing our artistic capacity
to bear upon the eatables in question by taking a careful
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drawing of their outline. Upon their reappearance we shall

refer to the portraits, and thereby discover whether the steel

of Sheffield has shaven their features. [This they did and
made sketches of the butter.] Hunt is writing beside me
the description of (his) your picture. He has read Ruskin's

pamphlet, and with me is anxious to read Dyce's reply,
which I thank you for ordering. In the field where I am
painting there is hay-making going on

;
so at times I am

surrounded by women and men, the latter of w^hich remark
that mine is a tedious job, that theirs is very warm work,
that it thundered somewhere yesterday, that it is likely w^e

shall have rain, and that they feci thirsty, very thirsty. An
uneasiness immediately comes over me

; my fingers tingle
to bestow a British coin upon the honest yoemen to get rid

of them
;

but no, I shall not indulge the scoundrels after

their rude and greedy applications. Finding hints move me
not, they boldly ask for money for a drop of drink. In the

attitude of Napoleon commanding his troops over the Alps,
I desire them to behold the river, the which I drink. Then
comes a shout of wdiat some writers would call honest

country laughter, and I, coarse brutality. Almost every
morning Hunt and I give money to children

;
so all the

mothers send their offspring (amounting bv appearance to

twelve each) in the line of our road
;
and in rank and file

they stand curtsying with flattened palms ready to receive

the copper donation. This I like
;
but men with arms larger

round than my body hinting at money disgusts me so much
that I shall paint some day (I hope) a picture laudatory
of Free Trade.

"Good-night to yourself and Mr. Combe; and believe

that I shall ever remain
" Most faithfully yours,

"Juiix Everett Millais."

To Mrs. Combe.
"
KlXCSTON,

"/////' 28///, 185 I.

" Mv DEAR Mrs. Co.miu:,— Man\- thanks for Uvce's

answer, which 1 received yesterday, and as yet have read

but little, and that little imj^erfecth' understand.
"
In answer to your botanical in(|uiries, the tlowering rush
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oTows most luxLirianlK' alunu' the hanks of the river here,

and 1 shall paint it in the picture ['Ophelia']. The other

plant named I am not sufficiently learned in flowers to know.
There is the doo--rose, ri\-er-daisy, forg'et-me-not, and a kind
of soft, straw-coloured blossom (with the word 'sweet' in

its name) also growing on the bank
;

I tliink it is called

meadow-sweet.
"

I am nightly working my brains for a subject. Some
incident to illustrate patience I have a desire to paint.
When I catch one I shall write you the description.

"
I enclose Hunt's key to the missionary picture, with

apologies from him for not having sooner prepared it.

Begging you to receive his thanks for your kind invitation,
believe me, with affectionate regards to ^Ir. Combe,

" Most truly yours,

"John Evkrett Millais."

To Mi's. Coiube.

"Worcester Park Farm, near Ciieam, Surrey.
"
Scptevibcr, 185 1.

" Mv DEAR Mrs. Combe,—You will see by the direction

that we have changed our spot, and much for the better.

Nothing can exceed the comfort of this new place. Little

to write about except mishaps that have occurred to me.
"

I have broken the nail of the left-hand little finger
off at the root

;
the accident happened in catching a ball

at cricket. I thought at first the bone was broken, so I

moved off at once to a doctor, who cut something, and said

I should lose the nail. I have been also bedridden three

days from a bilious attack, from which, through many drugs,
I am recovered.

"We all three live together as happily as ancient monastic
brethren. Charley [Collins] has immensely altered, scarcely
induli>"in<>" in an observation. I believe he inwardlv thinks

that carefulness of himself is better for his soul. Outwardly
it goes far to destroy his society, which now, when it

happens that I am alone with him, is intolerably unsym-
pathetic. I wish you could see this farm, situated on one
of the hiohest hills in this countv. In front of the house
there is one of the finest avenues of elm trees I ever saw.

" We live almost entirely on the produce of the farm,
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which supplies every necessary, ColHns scarcely ever eats

pastry ;
he abstains, I fancy, on religious principles.

" Remember me affectionately to the mother who pampers
him, and believe me

" Most affectionately yours,

"John Millals."

To AIj'. Conibc.

" Worcester Park Farm,
" October 15///, 185 1.

"My dear Mr. Comise,—You must have felt sometimes

quite incapable of answering a letter. Such has been my
state. I have made two fruitless attempts, and shudder
for the end of this. Hunt and self are both delitrhted

by your letter, detecting in it a serious intent to behold
us plant the artistic umbrella on the sands of Asia. He
has read one of the travels you sent us, The Camp and
the Caravan, and considers the obstacles as trifling and

easy to be overcome by three determined men, two of whom
will have the aspect of ferocity, being bearded like the pard.
Hunt can testify to the fertility of my upper lip, which

augurs well for the under soil. It therefore (under a tropical

sun) may arrive at a Druidical excellence.
" Two of the children belonging to the house have come

in and will not be turned out. I play with them till dinner

and resume work again afterwards. The weather to-day
has prevented my painting out of doors, so I comfortably

painted from some flowers in the dining-room. Hunt walked
to his spot, but returned disconsolate and wet through.
Collins worked in his shed and looked most miserable

;
he

is at this moment cleaning his palette. Hunt is smoking
a vulgar pipe. He will have the better of us in the Holy
Land, as a hookah goes with the costume. I like not the

prospect of scorpions and snakes, with which I foresee

we shall get closely intimate. Painting on the river's bank

(Nile or Jordan) as I have done here will be next to

throwing oneself into the alligators' jaws, so all water-

sketching is put aside. Forgive this nonsensible scribble.

I am only caj)able of writing my very kindest remembrances
to Mrs. Pat, in which Charley and Hunt join.

" Most faithfully yours,

"John I^verictt Millais."
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At this time Millais had serious thoughts of cjohicj to the

East with Hunt, but eventually gave up the idea.

And now commences the diary, written closely and care-

fully on sheets of notejxiper. The style savours somewhat
of the conversation of Air. Jingle; but, as in that gentle-
man's short and pithy sentences, the substance is clear.

EXTRACTS FROM DIARY.

"
I am advised by Coventry Patmore to keep a diary.

Commence one forthwith.—To-day, October \6tk, 1851,
worked on my picture ['The Huguenot']; painted nastur-

tiums
;
saw a stoat run into a hole in the garden wall ; went

up to it and endeavoured to lure the little beast out by

mimicking a rat's or mouse's squeak
—not particular which.

Succeeded, to my astonishment. He came half out of the

hole and looked in my face, within easy reach.
" Lavinia (little daughter of landlady) I allowed to sit

behind me on the box border and watch me paint, on

promise of keeping excessively quiet ;
she complained that

her seat struck very cold. In the adjoining orchard, boy
and family knocking down apples ; youngest sister but one

screaming. Mother remarked,
'

I wish you were in Heaven,

my child
; you are always crying

'

;
and a little voice behind

me chimed in, 'Heaven! where God lives?' and (tLirning
to me)

' You can't see God.' Eldest sister, Fann)*, came
and looked on too. Told me her mother says, about a

quarter to six, 'There's Long-limbs (J. E. M.) whistling for

his dinner; be quick and get it ready.' Played with children

eit masse in the parlour before their bedtime. Hunt just
come in. . . . Sat up till past twelve and discovered first-

rate story for my present picture.
''October lyt/i.

— Beautiful morning: frost on the barn

roofs and the green before the houses. Played with the

children after breakfast, and began painting about nine.

Baby screaming
—commenced about ten o'clock. T^xhibition

of devilish passion, from which it more particularly occurred

to me that we are born in sin. P'amily crying continually,
with slight intermission to recox er stren2[th. Lavinia beaten

and put under the garden clothes-pole for being naughty, to

stay there until more composed. Perceiving that to be an

uncertain period, I kissed her wet eyes and released her
from her position and sat her by me. Quite dumb for some
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time
; sudclenlv tremendously talkative. These are some of

her observations: 'We haven't killed little Betsy (the pig)

yet ;
she means to have little pigs herself. Ann (the

servant) says she is going to be your servant, and me your
cook, when you get married.' Upon asking her whether
she could cook, she answered,

' Not like the cooks do.' At
five gave up painting. Bitter cold. Children screaming
again.

" October \%th.—Fine sunny morning. Ate grapes. Little

Fanny worked at a doll's calico petticoat on a chair beside

me. Driven in by drizzling weather, I work in the parlour ;

Fanny, my companion, rather troublesome. Coaxed her out.

Roars of lauohter outside the window—F. flatteninor her

nose against the pane. Mrs. Stapleton called, with married
son and daughter, and admired my pictures ecstatically.
Collins gone ;

went home after dinner. Sat with Hunt in

the evening : pelted at a candle outside with little white
balls that grow on a shrub. Composed design of '

Repentant
Sinner laying his head in Christ's bosom.' "^

" October i()t/i {Sunday).
—Expected Rossetti, who never

came. Governor [his father] spent the day with us, saw
Hunt's picture and mine, and was delighted with them.
Went to church. Capital sermon. Poor Mr. Lewis felt

very gloomy all the day ; supposed it to be the weather,
that being dull and drizzling. . . . Found two servants
of Captain Shepherd—both very pretty

—one of whom I

thought of getting to sit for my picture. Traversing the

same road home, entered into conversation with them. Both

perfectly willing to sit, and evidently expecting it to be an
affair of a moment—one suoxrestino- a pencil-scratch from
which the two heads in our pictures could be painted ! Bade
them good-night, feeling certain they will come to the farm
to-morrow for eggs or cream. Went out to meet Collins,
but found we were too early, so came home and had tea,

I (too tired to go out again) sit down and write this, whilst

Hunt sets out once more with a large horn-lantern. Despair
of ever gaining my right position, owing to hearing this day
that the Committee of Judgment of the Great Exhibition
have awarded a bronze medal in approbation of the most

sickening horror ever produced,
' The Greek vSlave.' Collins

returned with his hair cut as close as a man in a House of

Correction.

* This skctcli, now in my possession, was never transferred to canvas.
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" October 20th.—Finished flowers after breakfast, after

which went out to bottom of cjardcn and commenced brick

wall. Received letter from James Michael— complimentary,
as containin;^" a prediction that 1 shall be the greatest painter

England ever produced. Felt languid all day. Finished

work about five and went out to see Charley. Walked on
afterwards to meet Hunt, and waited for him. In opening
the gate entering the farm, met the two girls. Spoke further

with one on the matter of sitting.
" October 21st.— Painted from the wall and got on a great

deal. Bees' nest in the planks at the side of the house, laid

open by the removal of one of them for the purpose of

smokino" the inmates at nioht and gettino; the honey. Was
induced by the carpenter to go up on the ladder to see

what he called a curiosity. Did so, and got stung on the

chin. ... I walked on to meet Hunt with Collins. Met
him, with two Tuppers, who dined with us oft hare. All

afterwards saw the burning of the bees, and tasted the

honev. . . . Read sonos in the Princess. Have greater

(if possible) veneration for Tennyson.
" October 22nd.—Worked in the warren opposite the wall,

and got on well, though teased, while painting, by little

Fanny, who persisted in what she called 'tittling' me. . . .

Hunt proposed painting, 'for a lark,' the door of a cupboard
beside the fireplace. Mentioned it to the landlady, who gave
permission, with the assurance that if she did not approve
of it she should scrub it out. Completed it jointly about

two o'clock in the morning. . . .

" October 2yd.—Our landlady's marriage anniversary..

Was asked by her some days back for the loan of our apart-
ments to celebrate the event.

'

If we were not too high

they would be glad to see us.'
" Painted on the wall

;
the day very dull. A few trees.

shedding leaves behind me, spiders determinedly spinning-

webs between my nose and chin. . . . Joined the farmers

and their wives. Two of them spoke about cattle and the

new reaping-machine, complaining, between times, about

the state of affairs. Supped with them ; derived some

knowledge of carving a chicken from watching one do so.

Went to bed rather late, and read In Memoriani, which

produced a refining melancholy. Landlady pleased with

painting on cupboard."
Of this painting, by the way, my uncle, William Millais,.
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lias another and somewhat different tale to tell. He savs :
—

" Our landlady, Mrs. B., held artists to be of little account,
and my brother exasperated her to a degree on one occasion.

The day had been a soaking wet one. None of us had gone
out, and we were at our wits' end to know what to do. Jack,
at Hunt's susfo-estion, thought it would be a u.'ood ioke to

paint on one of the cupboard doors. There were two—one
on either side of the fireplace. Mrs. B. had gone to market.

On cominof into the room on her return, and seeino" what had
been done—a picture painted on the cupboard door—she

was furious
;
the door had only lately been ' so beautifully

grained and varnished.' Hunt in vain tried to appease her.

She bounced out of the room, savincr she would make them

pay for it.

"
It happened on the following day that the Vicar and

.a lady called upon the young painters ;
and on being shown

into the sitting-room, Mrs. B. apologised for the
'

horrid

mess
'

(as she called
it)

on the cupboard door. They
inquired who had done it, and on being told that Mr.
Millais was the culprit, the lady said she would give Mrs. B.

in exchano-e for the door the lovelv Indian shawl she had
on

;
so when the painters came in from their work, Mrs. B.

came up cringingly to my brother and said the only thing
he could do was to paint the other cupboard! He didn't

paint the other door, but I believe Mrs. B. had the shawl."

And now, in continuation of the "
Diary," we read :

—
" October i^th.

—xAnother day, exactly similar to the

previous. Felt disinclined to work. Walked with Hunt
to his place, returned home about eleven, and commenced
work myself, but did very little. Read Tennyson and Pat-

more. The spot very damp. Walked to see Charlie about

four, and part of the way to meet Hunt, feeling very

depressed. After dinner had a good nap, after which read

Coleridge
—some horrible sonnets. In his Life they speak

ironicallv of '

Chrisiabcl,' and hlL-hlv of rubbish, calling" it

l^antomime.
" October 25M.— Mucli like the [)receding day. All went

to Town after dinner; called at Rossetti's and saw Madox
I)rown's picture

'

Pretty I)aa-]aml)s,' which is very beautiful.

Rossetti low-spirited ;
sat with him.

" October 26///, Sunday.—Walked out with Hunt. Called

upon Woolncr and upon Mrs. Collins to get her to come
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and dine witli us ; i in well, so unsuccessful. I'^elt very cross

and disputable. Charlie called in the evening ; took tea,

and then all three off to the country seat.
"
October 2yl/i.

—Dry day. Rose later than the others,
and had breakfast by myself Painted on the wall, but not
so well

;
felt uncomfortaljh,' all dav. . . .

'' October 28///.—Mv man, Youncr, brouo"ht me a rai after

breakfast. Began painting it swimming, when the governor
made his appearance, bringing money, and sat with me
whilst at work. After four hours rat looked exactly like

a drowned kitten. Felt discontented. Walked with parent
out to see Collins painting on the hill, and on. c'lfterwards.

to Young's house. He had just shot another rat and brought
it up to the house. Again painted upon the head, and much

improved. ... My father and myself walked on to see

Hunt, whose picture looks sweet beyc^nd mention.
" October 2<)t/i.

—Cleaned out the rat, which looked like

a lion, and enlarged picture. After breakfast began ivy
on the wall

; very cold, and my feet wet through ; at inter-

vals came indoors and warmed them at the kitchen fire.

Worked till half-past four
; brought all the traps in and

read In Meuwriani.
" October 2f>th.

— Felt uneasy ;
could not paint out of doors,

so dug up a weed in the garden path and painted it in the

corner. . . . W^ent to bed early, leaving Hunt up reading
Hooker.

''October -}y\st.
—

Splendid morning. . . . Painted ivy on
the wall, and crot on a ereat deal. After tea, about half-

past ten, went to see powder-mill man (Young's) to com-
mission him to fetch Hunt's picture home. Sat in their

watch-house with him and his brother, who euloirised a cat,

lying before the fire, for its uncommon predilection to fasten

-on doos' backs, also oreat rattino- qualities. Returned home
about eleven and read In A/enwriain. Left Hunt up reading];-

Hooker.
''November 4///. -Frightfiilly cold morning; snowing.

Determined to build up some kind of protection against the

weather wherein to paint. After breakfast superintended in

person the construction of my hut—made of fou.r hurdles, like

a sentry-box, covered outside with straw . Felt a ' Robinson
Crusoe

'

inside it. and delightfully sheltered from the wind,

though rather inconvenienced at first by the straw, dust, and
husks flying about my picture. Landlady came down to see

I.— 9
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me, and brought some hot wine. Hunt painting- obstinate

sheep within call. . . . This evening walked out in the

orchard (beautiful moonlight night, but fearfully cold) with

a lantern for Hunt to see effect before finishing background,
which he intends doing by moonlight.

'' N'oveiuber ^tJi.
— Painted in my shed from ivy. Hunt

at the sheep again. My man Young, who brought another

rat caught in the gin and little

disfigured, was employed by
Hunt to hold down a wretched

sheep, whose head was very
unsatisfactorily painted, alter

the most tantalising exhibition

of obstinacy. Evening passed
oft' much as others. Read

Browning's tragedy, Blot on the

Scutcheon, and was astonished

at its faithfulness to Nature
and Shakespearian perfectness.
Mr. Lewis, the clergyman of

the adjoining parish, called, and
kindlv o'ave us an invitation

to his place when we liked.

Had met hini at dinner at our

parish curate's, Mr. Stapleton.
' ' November 6th — Beau t i fu 1

mornino- • much warmer than

yesterday. Was advised by
Hunt to paint the rat, but felt

disinclined. After much inward

anjument took the larQ;e box

containing Ophelia's background out beside Hunt, who

again was to paint the sheep. By lunch time had nearly
finished rat niost successfully. Hunt employed small im-

pudent boy to hold down sheep. Boy not being strong

enough. re(|uired my assistance to make the animal lie down.
Imitated Young's manner of doing so, by raising it up off

the ground and dr(){)ping it suddenly down. Pulled an
awfLil quantity of wool out in the operation. Also })ainted

ivy in the other picture.
''November jth.

—After breakfast examined the rat [in the

painting]. From some doubtful feeling as to its perfect

portraiture determined to retouch it. Young made his ap-

'/^

"THE HUGUENOT.'

First idea

1S52
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pearance apropos, with anotlicr rat, and (for Ilunt) a new
canvas from the Crirrier at Kingston. \\'(jrkecl very care-

lully at the rat, and finally succeeded to my own and

everyone's taste. limit was painting- in a cattle-shed from
a sheep. Letters canie for him about three. In openini:^
one we were most surprised and delighted to find the

Liverpool Academy (where his 'Two Gentlemen of Verona'

picture is) sensible enough to

award him the annual prize
of /, 50. He read the good

~

news and painted on unrufiied.

The man Young, holding a

most amicable sheep, expressed

surprising pleasure at the for-

tunate circumstance. He said

he had seen robins in the

spring of the year fight so

fiercely that they had allowed

him to take them up in his

hands, hani>in!>" on to each

other. Durinof the day Hunt
had a straw hut similar to

mine built, to paint a moon-

light background to the fresh

canvas. Twelve o'clock. Have
this moment left him in it,

cheerfully working by a lantern

from some contcirted apple
tree trunks, washed with the

phosphor light of a perfect
moon— the shadows of the

branches stained upon the sward. Steady sparks of moon-
struck dew. Went to Ijed at two o'clock.

''November '^tJi.—Got u|) before Hunt, who never went
to bed till after three. Painted in my hut. from the ivy,

all day. After dinner Collins went ott to town. Hunt

again painting out of doors. \'ery little of moonshine for

him. . . . Advised H. to rub out part of backgroinid, which

he did,
'" Noveuiber <:)t/r Sunday.

—Whilst dressing in the morning
saw F. M. Brown and William Rossetti coming to us in the

avenue. They spent the day with us. All disgusted with

the Royal Academy election. . . . They left us for the train,

"THK HUdUKNOT."

Second idea
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for which they were too late, and returned to sleep here.

Further chatted and went to bed.

''November i \tli.—Lay thinking' in bed until eleven o'clock.

Painted ivy. W^orked well
;

Hunt painting in the same
field

; sheep held down by Young.
''November \6l/i, Siinelay.

—^To church with Collins
; Hunt,

having sat up all night painting out of doors, in bed. After

church found him still in his room
; awoke him and had

breakfast with him, having gone without mine almost entirely,

feeling obliged t(j leave it tor church. Hunt and self went
out to meet brother William, whom we expected to dinner.

Met him in the park. He saw Hunt's picture for the first

time, and was boundless in admiration
; also equally eulogised

my ivy-covered wall. All three walked out before dinner.

. . . In what they called the Round-house saw a chicken

clogged in a small tank ot oil. Young extricated it, and,

together with engine-driver's daughter, endeavoured (fruit-

lessly) to get the oil off. Left them washiiig fowl, and strolled

home.
"November 17th.

— Small stray cat found by one of the

men, starved and almost frozen to death. Saw Mrs. Barnes

nursing it and a consumptive chicken ; feeding the cat with

jnilk. Painted at the ivy. Evening same as usual."

Some further details are supplied in the following letter :-—

To Air. Combe.

"Worcester Park Farm,
"November 17///. 1851.

'' My dear Combe,—Doubtless you have been wondering
whether it is my intention ever to let you have your own

property ['
The Dove '

picture]. We hope to return eilmost

immediately, when I shall touch that which requires a little

addition, and directly send it on to you, a letter preceding it

to let you know. Hunt has gained the prize at Liverpool
for the best picture in the exhibition there. Fhe cold has

become so intense that we fear it is impossible to further

jmint in the open air. We have had little straw huts built,

which j)rotect us somewhat from \hv. wind, and therc-in till

to-dav have coiu'acreouslv braved the weather.

"Carlo is still dailv labouriuL!' at the shed, ilunt mLihtlv

working out ol doors in an orchard painting moonlight
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(employed also in the daytime on another picture), and myself

engaged in fmishing another background (an ivy-covered

wall). 'Idiere is one consolation which strengthens our

powers of endurance—necessary tor the next week. It is

to behold the array of cases, which are the l)arns of our

sinnmer harvest, standing in our entrance hall. . . .

"
Very faithfully yours,

"
fonN F.vkri;tt Mill.MS."

At this time Charles Collins was engaged on the back-

ground for a picture, the subject ot which he had not yet
settled upon. He got as far as placing upon the can\as

an old shed with broken roof and sides, through which the

sunlight streamed ; with a peej3 outside at leaves glittering
in the summer breeze ;

and at this he worked week alter

week with ever varying ideas as to the subject h(! should

ultimateh' select. At last he found a beautiful one in the

legend of a F"rench peasant, who, with his laniiK, outcast

and starving, had taken refuge in the riiinc-d hut and were

ministered to by a saint. The picture, however, was never

finished. Poor Collins gave up painting in despair and
drifted into literature;* and when the end came, Holman
Hunt, who was called in to make a sketch of his friend, was
much touched to find this very canvas (then taken off the

strainers) Ivin^' on the bed beside the dead man. The

traged)' of x^anished hopes!

But I must now return to llie
"

1 )iary."

'' A^ovonbcr i8//a— Little cat died in the night, also

chicken. Painted ivv. In the afternoon walked to Ewell

to procure writing-paper ; chopped wood for our fire, and

found it warming e.xercise.

''November \(^th. F'earfully cold. Landscape trees upon

my window-panes. After breakfast chopi)ed wood, and after

that palmed i\-y. . . . See symptoms of a speedy finish to

my background. After lunch pelted down some remaining

apples in the orchard. Read Tennyson antl the Thirt\-nine

Articles. Discoursed on religion.
'' S'ovcniber 2otli.—Worked at the wall; weather rather

warmer. . . . Evening much as usual.

* Charles Collins was a rej^ular contributor to Household Words, Init is chieliy

known by his Cruise on Wheels, a work which met with success.
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''November 2\st.—Change in the weather—cloudy and

drizzhng. All three began work after breakfast. Brother
William came about one o'clock. After lunch found some-

thing for him to paint. Left him to begin, and painted till

four, very satisfactorily.
''November 227id.—All four began work early. William

lelt at five, promising to come again on Monday. . . . After

dinner Hunt and Collins left for London, the former about

some inquiries respecting an appointment to draw for

Layarcl, the Nineveh discoverer. After they were gone,
I wrote a verv lono- letter to Mrs. Combe."

The letter is perhaps worth insertion here, as showing the

writer's attitude towards Romanism, which at that time

he was supposed to favour, and as an indication of the

general design ot his picture, "The Huguenot." It ran

thus :
—

To Airs. Combe.

" W^ORCESTER Park Farm,
'' Novoubcr 22iid, i^^^.

" My dear Mrs. Combe,—My two friends have just gone
to town, leaving me here all alone. I dine to-morrow

(Sunday) with a very old friend of mine—Colonel Lempriere—resident in the neighbourhood, or else should go with

them. Mr. Combe's letter reached me as mine left tor

Oxford. Assure him our conversation as often reverts to

him as his thoughts turn to us in pacing the quad. The
associates he derides have but little more capacity for

painting than as many policemen taken promiscuously out

of a division.
"

I have no Academy news to tell him, and but little

for you from home. Layard, the winged-bull discoverer,

requires an artist witli him (salary two hundred a year)
and has applied for one at the School of Design, Somerset
House. Hunt is going to-night to see about it, as, should

there be intervals of time at his disposal for painting ])ictures.

he would not dislike the notion. One inducement to hini

would be that there, as at Jerusalem, he could illustrate

Biblical history. Should the appointment require immediate

filling, he could not take; it, as the work he is now about

cannot be finishc-d till March.

"My brother was with us to-day, and told me that Ur..
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Hesse, ui Le)tun C()lleL;e, iindcrst(j(Kl that 1 was a Roman
Catholic (having" been told so), and that my picture of

'The Return of the I )ov(; to the Ai'k
"

was emblematical

of the return of all of us to that reli^'ion—a very convenient

construction to |)ut upon it! 1 have no doiil)t that likewise

they will turn the; subject 1 am at present about to their

advantage. It is a scene supposed to take place (as doubt

less it did) on the eve of the massacre of St. P)artholomew's

Day. 1 shall have two lovers in the act of jxu'ting-, the

woman a Papist and the man a Protestant. The bad^e
worn to distinguish the former from the latter was a whitr

scarf on the left arm. Many were base enough to escape
murder b\- wearing" it. I'he o-'irl will be endeavourino- to

tie the handkerchief round the man's arm, so to save him
•,

but he, holding his faith above his greatest worldly love,

will be softly preventing her. I am in high spirits about

the subject, as it is cntii'cly my oivii, and I think cf)ntains the

highest moral. It will be very quiet, and but slightly suggest
the horror of a massacre. The figures will be talking against
a secret-looisiing- garden wall, which I have painted here.

' Hunt's moonlight design is from the Revelation of St.

John, chapter iii., 20th verse,
'

Behold, I stand at the door
and knock : if any man hear My voice, and open the- door,

I will come in to him, and will sup with him, and he with

Me.' It is entirely typical, as the abox'e. A figure ol our

Saviour in an orchard abundant in fruit, holding in one hand
a light (further to illustrate the passage

'

I am the Light
of the world'), and the other hand knocking at a door

all overgrown by vine branches and briars, which will show
how rarely it has been opened. I intend painting a pendant
from the latter part of the same,

' And will sup with him,
and he with Me.' It is quite impossible to describe the

treatment I purpose, so will leave you to surniise.
" Now to other topics. W'e are occasionally visited by the

clergyman of the adjoining parish, a Mr. Lewis. He was at

Oriel, and knows Mr. Church, Marrioi. and others that I

have met. He is a most deli^'htfiil man and a reallv sound

preacher, and a great admirer and deplorer of Newman.
"I cannot accomj^any 'The Dove' to the "Clarendon,'

as I have un-get-off-ably promised to spend Xnias with

the family I feast with to-morrow. Captain Lempriere's. He
is from Jersey, and knew me when living there, and I would
not offend him.
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" (3ur avenue trees snow down leaves all dav longf, and

begin to show^ plainly the branches. Collins still fags at the

shed, Hunt at the orchard, and I at the wall. Riij'ht orlad

we shall all be when we are havino- our harvest home at

Hanover Terrace, which we hope to do next Tuesday week.
" Yours most faithtullv

"
(at twelve o'clock),

"John Everett Mielais.
" Please send me a letter, or else I shall be jealous."

jMillais having' in this letter

stated his conception of
"

'i he

Huguenot," it may be as well,

perhaps, to describe here its

actual genesis.
After finishing the back-

ground for "Ophelia," he began
making sketches of a pair of

lovers whisperino- bv a wall,

and having announced his in-

tention of utilisino- them in a

picture, he at once commenced

painting the background, mere-

ly leaving spaces for the figures.
As may be gathered from what
has bt^en already said, both he
and Hunt discussed together

every picture which either of

them had in contemplation ;

and, discoursing on the new

subject one evening in Septem-
ber, Millais showed his pencil-

drawings to Hunt, who strongly objected to his choice,

.saying that a simple pair of lovers without any powerful
story, dramatic or historical, attaching to the meeting was
not sufficiently important. It was hackneyed and wanting
in general interest. "Besides," he cjuiedy added, "it has

always struck me as being the lovers' own pri\ate afiair, and
I feel as if we were intrudino^ on so delicate an occasion bv
even looking at the picture. ! protest against that kind of
Art." Millais, however, was unconvinced, and stuck to his

point, saying the subject would do (piite well
;

at an\- rate,

he should go on working at "his wall."

"THE HUGUENOT.'

Tliird idea

1852
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In ihc eveniiiL;, when ilu- ihrcc friends were gathered
tooether, poor Charlie Colh'ns came in for more "chaff"
than liis stMisiti\e nature could stand. lie had refused some

blackberry tart wlilch had been served at dinner, and Millais,

knowino- that he was very fond of this dish, ridiculed his

"mortifying the flesh" and becoming so much of an ascetic.

It was bad for him, he said, and his health was suffering in

consecjuence ;
to which he humorousl)' added, that he thought

Collins kept a whip upstairs and indulged in private flagel-
lations. At last Collins re-

treated to his room, and M illais.

turning to Hunt, who had been

cjuietly sketching the while,

said,
" Wdiv didn't you back

me up? \()u know these un-

healthv views of religion are

very bad for him. We must

try and get him out of thcmi."
"

I intend to leave them alone,"

replied the peaceful Hunt;
"there's no necessit\' lor us

to copy him." A pause.
"Well," said Millais, "what

have you been doing all this

time while I have been pitching ,

'

into Charlie ?
"

'

Hunt showed him some
1^,

rough sketches he had been
| jj\

making—some of them being | H! '\ ./-''

the first ideas for his famous "riii huguenot.' 1852

picture, "The Light of the K.m.ih idea

World."
Millais was delighted witli the subject, and looking at

some other loose sheets on which sketches had been made,
asked what they were for.

"Well," replied Hunt, producing a tlrawing, "you will see

now what I mean with resfard to the lack of interest in a

picture that tells onl\- of the meeting or parting of two lo\-ers.

This incident is supposed to have taken place during the

W'ars of the Roses. The lady. l)elonging to the Red Roses,
is within her castle ; the lover, from the o[)posite cami), has

scaled the walls, and is persuading her to fly with him. She
is to be represented as hesitating between love and duty.
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YuLi ha\c then got an interesting^- subject, and I would paint
it with an evening- sky as a backg-round."
"Oh," exclaimed Millais, delighted, "that's the very thing

for me ! I have got the wall already painted, and need only

put in the figures."

"But," said Hunt, "this is a castle wall. Vour l)ack-

g-round won't do."
'• That doesn't matter," replied IMillais,

"
I shall make one

of the lovers belonging to the

Red and the other to the White
Rose faction

;
or one must be

a supporter of King Charles

and the other a Puritan."

After much discussion Millais

suddenly remembered the opera
of The Hitouciwts. and be-

thought him that a most

dramatic scene could be made
from the parting of the two

lovers. He immediately began
to make sn-iall sketches for

the grouping of the figures,

and wrote to his mother to

go at once to the British Mu-
seum to look up the costumes.

Probably more sketches were

made for this picture and for

the "Black Ikunswicker" than

for any others of his works.

1 have now a number of them
in my possession, and there

must have been many more.

Thev show that his first idea

was to |)lace other figures in the |)icture
— two jjriests holding

up tlu- crucifix to the Huguenot, whose sweetheart likewise

adds h(M- i)ersuasions. Again, other drawings show a priest

on either side of the lovers, holding up one ot the great
candles of the; Roman Catholic Church, and the Protestant

waving ihcm back with a gesture oi disapproval. These

ideas, however, were happily discarded -probal)!)' as savour-

ing too much of the wholly obvious and th(^ artist wisely
trusted to the simplicity of the pathos which marked the

character of his final decision.

"'JHK HU(;rKXOT." 1852

Fifth and final cuniposition for the jjicline



"TIIK lll'C.UENOT." 1852

By pcriitissioit of H. G}-avcs and Son
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It will be seen then that the picture was iKjt (as has been

publicly stated) the outcome of a visit to Meyerbeer's opera
of The Htis:uenots ; thou''h sometime after Millais' decision

he and Muiit went to the opera to study the pose and
costumes of the figures.

And now for some final extracts from the "
Diary."

"November 2377/, Sunday. Went to morning- church ; felt

disgusted with the world, and all longing for worldly glory

going- fast out of me. Walked, miserable, to Ewell to spend
the day with n-iy old friends the Lemprieres, who were at

Sir John Reid's, opposite. Called there, and was received

most kindly. From there went on to afternoon church. On
our way met Mr. and Mrs. B

, my old flanie. Wished
mvself anvwhere but there ;

all seemed so horriblv changed ;

the girl I knew so w^ell calling me 'Mr. Millais' instead of

'John,' and I addressing 'Fanny' as 'Mrs. B .' She
married a man old enough to be her father ; he, trying to

look the young man, with a light cane in his hand. Walked
over his grounds (which are very beautiful) and on to the

new chmxh, wherein the captain joined us, and shook hands
most cordially with me. A most melancholy service over,
all walked home. Mrs. B- distant, and with her mother.

Mr. B did not accompany us ; found him al the captain s

house—an apparently stupid n-ian, {)lain and bald. Was
perfectly stupefied by surprise at Mrs. B asking me to

make a little sketch of her ugly old husband. They left,

she making, at parting', a bungling expression of gladness
at havinor niet me. Walked o\er the house and gardens

(Ewell), where I had spent so niany happ\' months. . . .

Had a quiet dinner—the captain, Mrs., Miss and Harry. In

the evening drew Lifeguard on horseback
[' Shaw, the Life-

guardsman,' shown at the 1898 I^xhibition] for little Herbert,
and somethino: for Emilv. Left them with a lantern (the

night being dark) to meet my c()ni|)anions at the station.

Got there too early, and paced the platforni, ruminating

sorrowfully on the changes since I was there last. . . .

Reached home wet through. Good fire, dry shoes, and bed.
'^ November 24///. —Painted on brick wall. Mr. Taylor

and his son (an old acquaintance of mine at Ewell), in the

army, and six feet, came to see me. Both he and his lather

got double barrels ; pheasant in son's pocket. They saw my
pictures, expressed pleasure, and in leaving presented me
with cock bird. Lemprieres came. The parents and Miss
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thought my pictures beaLitiful. I walked with them to the

gate at the bottom of the park, and there met Emma and
Airs. B out of breath. They had driven after the

captain, also to see my landscape. Offered to show them

again, but the father would not permit the trouble. Parted,

promising to spend Christmas with them. Tried to resume

painting. All then took usual walk. Hunt, during day, had
a letter containing offer for his picture of '

Proteus.' He
wrote accepting it. . . .

'' N'ovcnibc]- 28///.—William came and worked at his

sketch, and Sir John P.eicl called to see my pictures Were
both highly pleased. Took them to see Hunt's and Collins'.

Mr. B officious and revelling in snobbiness at having
such distinguished persons at the farm.

'' November 29///.
—All painted after breakfast— Hunt at

o-rass ; myself, having- nearly finished the wall, went on to

complete stalk and lower leaves of Canterbury-bell in the

corner. Young, who was with Hunt, said he heard the stag-
hounds out ; went to discover, and came running in in a state

of frenzied excitement for us to see the hunt. vSaw about

fifty riders after the hounds, but missed seeing the stag, it

bavins: oot some distance ahead. Moralised afterwards,

thinking it a savage ami uncixilised sport.
"" November 30///, Sunday.

—All rose earlv to get in time

for train at Ewell, to spend the day at W addon. W^ere too

late, so walked into Epsom, expecting there to meet a train.

Found nothing before past one. Walked towards the downs,
and to church at eleven, where heard very Q-ood sermon.

Collins so pious in actions that he was watched by kind-

looking man opposite. Very wealthy congregation. . . .

Walked afterwards to Mrs. Hodcikinson's, but found she was
too unwell to sit with us. so dined with her husband ; ca|)ital

dinner. Sat with Mrs. H in her bedroom, leaving them

smoking downstairs, and took leave about half-past nine, Mr.

Hodokins(Mi walkino- with us to station.

''December \st.-—All worked
;
bitter cold. William left us

after dinner. Hunt read a letter from ])urchaser ot his

picture ;
some mone)* in adwiiice enclosed in the same, and

an abusive fragment of a note u])()n our abilities. P^elt

stupidly ruffled and bad-tempered. . . .

''December ;}^rd.
— Hunt . . . ])aintcd indoors, and from

the window worked at some sheep drl\ en opposite ;
I still

at dandelions and groundsel. Kitten most playful about me ;
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laid ill
111) lap whilst paiiuin^, but was aroused by a little

fiekl-iiiousc; rusiliiii;- near the box. Made a pounce upon, but
failed in catchino- it. A drizzlino- rain |)art of the day. Cut
a great deal of wood, to get warm. . . . Returned, and
found a clerk from Chancer)- Lane lawyers in waiting upon
me, who came to induce me to attend chambers and swear
to my own signature upon Mr. Urury's will. Told him I

could not attend earlier than next week.
'' Deccinhcr 4///.

- Painted the ground. Hunt expected .Sir

George Gl\nn (to see the pictures), who came, accomj^anied
by his curate and another gentleman, about the middle of
the (lav, and admired them much. Sugfjested curious altera-

tions to both Collins' and Hunt's; that C. should make
the 'Two Women Crinding at the Mill' in an Arabian tent,

evidently supposing that the subject was biblical instead of
in futurity. After they were gone Hunt's uncle and aunt

came, both of whom understood most gratilyingly e\er\-

object except my water-rat, which the male relation (when
invited to guess at it) eagerly pronounced to be a hare.

Perceiving by our smile that he had made a mistake, a ral)bit

was next hazarded, after which I have a faint recollection of

a dog or cat being mentioned by the spouse, who had brought
with her a sponge-cake and bottle of sherry, of which wi-

partook at luncheon. Mutual success and unblemished

haj:)piness was whispered over the wine, soon after which

they departed in a pony-chaise. Laughed greatly over the

day, H. and self. . . .

''December s^/a—This dav hoi)e to entirelv finish ni\- i\v

backoTound. Went down to the wall to oive a last look.

The day mild as summer
; raining began about twelve.

Young came with a present of a bottle of catsup. William
made his appearance about the same time, and told us of the

brutal murdering going' on again in Paris. He did not paint.

Young brought a dead mole that was ploughed uj) in the

field I paint in. Thoui^h somewhat acquainted with the form
of the animal, was much surprised at the size and strength
of its tore-hands. P'inished. and chopi)ed wood. ... In

the evening Will slept, H. wrote letters, C. read the

Bible, and self Shakespeare ; and. later, walked out with

H. in the garden, it being such a calm, warm night.

Requested landlady to send in bill, intending to leave to-

morrow. Had much consultation about the amount neces-

sary for her, in consideration of the many friends entertained
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by us. Felt, with Collins, a desire to sink into the earth and
come up with j)ictLires in our respective London studios."

On the following day Millais returned to Gower Street,
his backgrounds being now completed ; set to work at once
on the figures in the two pictures, Miss Siddal (afterwards
Mrs. D. G. Rossetti) posing as the model for

"
Ophelia."

Mr. Arthur Hughes has an interesting note about this lady
hi The Letters of D. G. Rossetti to U'i//iani ^U/iiio/iauL

He says :
—

" Deverell accompanied his mother one day to a milliner's.

Through an open door he saw a girl working with her needle :

he oot his mother to ask her to sit to him. She was the

future Mrs. Rossetti. Millais painted her for his 'Ophelia'—
wonderfully like her. She was tall and slender, with red,

coppery hair and bright consumptive complexion, though in

these earlv years she had no strikinor si^ns of ill-health. She
had read Tennyson, having first come to know something
about him by finding one or two of his poems on a piece of

paper which she brought home to her mother wrapped round
a pat of butter. Rossetti taught her to draw; she used to be

drawing while sitting to him. Her drawings were beautiful,
but without force. They were feminine likenesses of his own."

Miss Siddal had a trying experience whilst acting as a

model for "Ophelia." In order that the artist might get
the proper set of the garments in water and the right

atmosphere and aqueous effects, she had to lie in a large
bath filled with water, which was kept at an even temperature
by lamps placed beneath. One day, just as the picture was

nearly finished, the lamps went out unnoticed by the artist,

who was so intensely absorbed in his work that he thought
of nothing else, and the poor lady was kept fioating in the

cold water till she was quite benumbed. .She herself never

complained of this, but the result was that she contracted

a severe cold, and her father wrote to Millais, threateninQ-
him with an action for ^,50 damages for his careless-

ness. Eventually the matter was satisfactorily compromised.
Millais paid the doctor's bill

;
and Miss Siddal, (]uickly

recovering, was none the worse for her cold bath.

n. G. Rossetti had already fallen in love with her, struck

with her "unworldly simj)licity and ])urity of aspect"
—

qualities which, as those who knew her bear witness, Millais

succeeded in conveying to the canvas—but it was not until

i860 that they married.
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About the year 1S73 "Ophelia" was exhibited at South

Kensington; and Millais, going one day to have a look at

it, noticed at once that several of the colours he had used
in 1 85 1 had gone wrong—notably the vivid green in the

water-weed and the colouring of the face of the figure.
He therefore had the picture back in his studio, and in

a short time made it bloom again, as we see it to-day, as

brilliant and fresh as when first painted. This is one of the

great triumphs of his Pre-Ra])haelite days. The colour,

substance, and surface of his pictures have remained as

perfect as the day they were put on. Nothing in recent

Art, I venture to say, exceeds the richness, yet perfect

harmony, of the colours of Nature in "Ophelia" and " The
Blind Girl

"
; and the sanie thing may be said of " The

Proscribed Royalist," "The Black Brunswicker," and the

women's skirts in "The Order of Release"; whilst the

man's doublet in "The Huguenot" and the woman's dress in

"Mariana" are perhaps the most daring things of the kind

ever attempted.

Perhaps the greatest compliment ever paid to
"
Ophelia,"

as regards its truthfulness to Neiture, is the fact that a certain

Professor of Botany, being unable to take his class into the

country and lecture from the objects before him, took them
to the Guildhall, where this work was being exhibited, and
discoursed to them upon the flowers and plants before them,
which were, he said, as instructive as Nature herself

Mr. Spielmann is enthusiastic in his praise of the picture.
He speaks of it as "one of the greatest of Millais' concep-
tions, as well as one of the most marvellously and completely
accurate and elaborate studies of Nature ever made by the

hand of man. . . , The robin whistles on the branch, while

the distraught Ophelia sings her own death-dirge, just as she

sinks beneath the water with eyes wide open, unconscious

of the danger and all else. It is one of the proofs of the

greatness of this picture that, despite all elaboration, less

worthy though still superb of execution, the brilliancy of

colour, diligence of microscopic research, and masterly

handling, it is Ophelia's face that holds the spectator, rivets

his attention, and stirs his emotion."

The picture passed successively through the hands of Mr.

Farrer, Mr. B. Windus, and Mr. P^uller ]\Iaitland, before

it came into the possession of Mr. Henry Tate, to whose

generosity the public are indebted for its addition to the

1.— 10
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National Gallery of British Art. It was exceedingly well

engraved by Mr. I. Stevenson in 1866.

In the 1852 Exhibition, when both the "Ophelia" and

"The Huguenot" were exhibited, there was another beautiful
"
Ophelia"' by Millais' friend, Arthur Hughes, who is good

enouoh to send me the followintr note about the two

pictures :
—

" One of the nicest things that I remember is connected

with an '

Ophelia
'

I painted, that was exhibited in the

Academy at the same time as his [Millais'] own most

beautiful and wonderful picture of that subject. Mine met

its fate high up in the little octagon room i"^ but on the

morning of the varnishing, as I was going through the first

room, before I knew where I was, Millais met me, saying,
'Aren't you he they call Cherry?' (my name in the school).

I said I was. Then he said he had just been up a ladder

looking at my picture, and that it gave him more pleasure
than any picture there, but adding also very truly that I had

not painted the right kind of stream. He had just passed
out of the Schools when I began in them, and I had a most

enormous admiration for him, and he always looked so

beautiful—tall, slender, but strong, crowned with an ideal

head, and (as Rossetti said)
* with the face of an angel.' He

could not have done a kinder thing, for he knew I should

be disappointed at the place my picture had."

"The Huguenot" was exhibited with the following title

and quotation in the catalogue : "A Huguenot, on St.

Bartholomew's Day, refusing to shield himself from danger

by wearing the Roman Catholic badge. (See T/ie Protestant

Refoinuation in Finance, vol. ii., p. 352.) When the clock

of the Palais de Justice shall sound upon the great bell

at daybreak, then each good Catholic must bind a strip

of white linen round his arm and place a fair white cross

in his cap." (The Order of the Due de Guise.)
Mr. Stephens says:

—"When 'A Huguenot' was exhibited

at the Royal Academy, crowds stood before it all day long.

Men lingered there for hours, and went away but to return.

It had clothed the old feelings of men in a new garment,
and its pathos found almost universal acceptance. This

was the picture which brought Millais to the height of his

reputation. Nevertheless, even 'A Huguenot' did not

silence all challengers. There were critics who said that

* Commonly known to artists of the period as "Tlie Condemned Cell."
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the man's arm could not reach so far round the lady's neck,
and there were others, knowino- little of the South, who

carped at the presence of nasturtiums in August. It was
on the whole, however, admitted that the artist had at

last conquered his public, and must henceforth educate

them."

The picture is said to have been painted imder a com-
mission from a Mr. White (a dealer) for ^150; but, as a

fact, Millais received ^250 for it, which was paid to him
in instalments, and in course of time the buyer gave him

^50 more, because he had profited much by the sale of

the enoraviniJ. The dealers no doubt made immense sums
out of the copyrights alone of "The Huguenot," "The
Black Brunswicker," and "The Order of Release"; while—
as to "The Huguenot" at least—the poor artist had to wait

many months for his money and to listen meanwhile to a

chorus of fault-finding from the pens of carping scribblers,

whose criticism, as is now patent to all the world, proved

only their ignorance of the subject on which they were

writing. In turn, every detail of the picture was objected
to on one score or another, even the lady herself being
remarked upon as "very plain." No paper, except PitjicA

and the Spectator [William Rossetti], showed the slightest

glimmering of comprehension as to its pathos and beauty,
or foresaw the hold that it eventually obtained on the heart

of the people. But Tom Taylor, the Art critic of Punch
at that time, had something more than an inkling of this, as

may be seen in his boldly-expressed critique in Punch, vol. i.

of 1852, pp. 216, 217. The women in "Ophelia" and "The

Huguenot" were essentially characteristic of Millais Art,

showing his ideal of womankind as gentle, lovable creatures
;

and, whatever Art critics may say to the contrary, this aim—
the portrayal of woman at her best— is one distinctly of our

own national school. As Millais himself once said,
"

It is

only since Watteau and Gainsborough that woman has won
her right place in Art. The Dutch had no love for women,
and the Itahans were as bad. The women's pictures by
Titian, Raphael, Rembrandt, Van Dyck. and Velasquez are

magnificent as works of Art ; but who would care to kiss

such women ? W^atteau, Gainsborough, and Reynolds were

needed to show us how to do justice to woman and to

reflect her sweetness."

A sweeping statement like this is, of course, open to
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exceptions
— there are many notable examples in both

French and Italian Art in which woman receives her due—
but in the main it is undoubtedly true.

"The Huguenot" was the first of a series of four pictures

embracing
" The Proscribed Royalist,"

" The Order of

Release," and "The Black Brunswicker," each of which

represents a more or less unfinished story of unselfish love,

in which the sweetness of woman shines conspicuous.
The figure of the Huguenot (as I have said before) was

painted for the most part from Mr. Arthur (now General)

Lempriere
—an old friend of the family

—and afterwards

completed with the aid of a model.

Of his sittings to Millais during 1S53, Major-General

Lempriere kindly sends me the following :
— "

It was a short

time before I o'ot my commission in the Royal Eno-ineers

in the year 1853 (when I was about eighteen years old) that

I had the honour of sitting for his famous picture of ' The
Huouenot.' If I remember ri^ht, he was then living with

his father and mother in Bloomsbury Square. I used to

go up there pretty often and occasionally stopped there.

His father and mother were always most kind.
" After several sittinos I remember he was not satisfied

with what he had put on the canvas, and he took a knife

and scraped my head out of the picture, and did it all again.
He always talked in the most cheery way all the time he

was painting, and made it impossible for one to feel dull

or tired. I little thought what an honour was being con-

ferred on me, and at the time did not appreciate it, as I

have always since.

"I remember, however, so well his kindness in giving

me, for having sat, a canary-bird and cage, and also a

water-colour drawing from his portfolio ('Attack on Kenil-

worth Castle
'), which, with several others of his early

sketches which I have, were exhibited at the Royal Academy
of Arts after his death.

"
I was abroad, off and on, for some thirty years after I

got my commission, and almost lost sight of my dear old

friend. He, in the meantime, had risen so high in his

profession that I felt almost afraid of calling on him. One

morning, however, being near Palace Gate, I plucked up

courage, and went to the house and gave my card to the

butler, and asked him to take it in to Sir John, which

he did; and you can imagine my delight when Sir John
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almost immediately came out of his studio in his shirt-

sleeves, straight to the front door, and greeted me most

heartily.
"

I was most deeply touched, about a fortnight before he

died, at his asking to see me, and when I went to his bed-

side at his putting his arms round my neck and kissing me."

A lovely woman (Miss Ryan) sat for the lady in "The
Huguenot," Mrs. George Hodgkinson, the artist's cousin,

taking her place upon occasion as a model for the left arm
of the figure. Alas for Miss Ryan ! her beauty proved a
fatal gift : she married an ostler, and her later history is a

sad one. My father was always reluctant to speak of it,

feeling perhaps that the publicity he had given to her beauty

might in some small measure have helped (as the saying is)

to turn her head.

The picture was the first of many engraved by his old

friend, Mr. T. O. Barlow, r.a., and exceedingly well it was
done. It eventually became the property of Mr. Miller, of

Preston, and now beloncrs to his son. As this oentleman

bought several of my father's works, and is so frequently
mentioned hereafter, the description of him by Madox
Brown in D. G. Rossetti's Letters may be of interest :

—
"This Miller is a jolly, kind old man, with streaming white

hair, fine features, and a beautiful keen eye like Mulready's.
A rich brogue (he was Scotch, not Irish), a pipe of Cavendish,
and a smart rejoinder, with a pleasant word for every man,

woman, and child he met, are characteristic of him. His
house is full of pictures, even to the kitchen. Many pictures
he has at all his friends' houses, and his house at Bute is

also filled with his inferior ones. His hospitality is some-

what peculiar of its kind. His dinner, which is at six, is

of one joint and vegetables, without pudding. Bottled beer

for drink. I never saw any wine. After dinner he instantly
hurries you off to tea, and then back again to smoke. He
calls it meat-tea, and boasts that few people who have ever

dined with him come back again." Mr. W. M. Rossetti

describes him as " one of the most cordial, large-hearted and
lovable men I ever knew. He was so strong in belief as

to be a sceptic as regards the absence of belief. I once

heard him say, in his strong Scotch accent, 'An atheist, if

such an animal ever really existed.' What the supposititious
animal would do, I forget."

Amongst other work of Millais this year was the retouch-
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ing of "
Cymon and Iphij^enia," a picture done by him in

his seventeenth year, and now vastly impro\'ed by a fresh

impression of colour and a further Pre-Raphaelite finish of

the flowers in the foreground.
"
Memory," a little head of the Marchioness of Ripon,

was also painted this winter. A more important work, how-

ever, is "The Bridesmaid," for the head of which Mrs.
Nassau Senior sat. "The Return of the Dove" was also

finished and sent to its owner alono- with the following
letter :

—
To Jl/r. Combe.

''^Z^ GowER Street, Bedford Square,
"
Decciiiher <^tli, 185 1.

" My dear Mr. Combe,— I have touched your picture,
' The Return of the Dove,' at last

;
and hope it will arrive

safely.
" We came home on Saturday night. My brother brought

the pictures on Monday evening, one of them not having
dried completely. We have all fortunately escaped colds,

which (considering the great exposure we have undergone)
is something to be thankful for. My first two days of

London have again occasioned that hatred for the place I

had upon returning to it last year. I had a headache

yesterday, and another about to come now.
" You will perceive in some lights a little dulness on the

surface of 'The Dove's' background. It will all disappear
when it is varnished, which must not be for some little time.

It is almost impossible to jDaint a picture without some bloom

coming on the face of it.

"You recollect it was arranged between Charley and

myself that it should hang nearest the window, beside

Hunt's. Please let it be a Httle leaned forward.
"
My mother is talking with Hunt approvingly of the works

I have just had home, and I cannot write more without

jumbling what they are saying in this.

"In great haste,
" Most sincerely yours,

''

John Everett Millais.

" ' The Dove' will be sent off to you to-morrow (Wednes-
ckiy) by rail. The reason for hanging the picture nearer the

light is that it is much darker than Collins'
' Nun.'

"
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Another letter addressed to Mrs. Combe, and referring to

the sale of "
Ophelia," carries us to the end of this year.

To Mrs. Combe.

"
83, GowER Street,

" December \2th, 1 8 5 i .

" My dear Mrs. Combe,— I enclose a little book written

by Miss Rossetti. I promised to send it to you a loni;"

while ago, but have only recollected it now. 1 think you
will greatly admire it. My remembrance of it is but slight,

not having read it for several years. I was glad to hear

that ' The Dove '

arrived safely, and that it gains upon
acquaintance.

"Mr. Farrer bought the 'Ophelia' the day before yesterday
for three hundred guineas. The day previous, a Mr. White,
a purchaser, was so delighted with it that he half closed with

me. I expect he will call to-morrow to say that he will have

it, when he will be much disappointed to hear of its sale.
" Wilkie Collins is writing a Christmas book for which

I have undertaken to make a small etching.
"Hunt's prize picture of ' Proteus

'

is sold to a gentleman
at Belfast—which sets him (H.) up in opulence for the

winter. I saw Charley last night. He is just the same as

ever—so provokingly quiet. I fancy you ha\-e rather mis-

taken my feelings towards him ; not a whit of our friendship
has diminished. I was with him last night, but little or

nothing he said. I played backgammon with the matron.
" Let me know what you think of the

'

Rivulets.' . . .

*' In haste, yours sincerely,

"John Everett Millais."
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FROiNI
the first day of 1S52 down to the opening- of the

Royal Academy Millais continued to work away at

the figures in "The Huguenot" and "Ophelia," devoting
all his spare time to pictures of smaller importance. His
life at this period may be gathered from the following
letters, in which some reference to historical events invites

a word of explanation.
A series of revolutions in France, commencing in 1848,.

culminated in the famous coitp d\Hat of December, 1851,
when for the first time universal suffrage was established,

and as the result. Prince Louis Napoleon was re-elected

President of the Republic for ten years certain. He soon
let them know what that meant. No sooner was he installed

in oftice than he banished into exile the distinguished general
officers who were opposed to him, disbanded the National

Guard and appointed others in their place, dismissed eighty-
three members of the late legislative assembly, and finally

put an end to the liberty of the Press. These high-handed

proceedings threw all England into a ferment. The news-

papers raised a howl of execration against the tyrant ;
and

the Government, taking alarm, established the Channel Fleet

and called into existence a number of volunteer rifie corps
to aid in the national defence. A glimpse at what followed

will be found in the correspondence.
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To Mr. Com be.

"
^2)i GowER Street,

''January OjtJi, 1852.

" Dear Mr. Combe,^—Believe me, I have made many
struooles to write to you, but somehow or other I have

felt stupid and incompetent directly my hand clenched the

pen. I fear it is my normal state now^ but feel something
must be written.

"
I have been working- most determinedly since Christmas,

but (curiously) with little effect. I have given up all visiting,

so I cannot be accused on that score of giving little evidence

of progress.
" Next week I hope to sail into a kind of artistic trade-

wind, which will carry me on to the Exhibition. . . . The
whole of this day I have been drawing from two living
creatures embracing each other.

" In looking over this, I see so many
'

I haves' that I feel

inclined to throw it into the fire and cab off to the Great

Western rail and on to Oxford, to show you that I have not

forgotten you. My Christmas was a very leisurely time. I

went into the country the day before, and returned the day
•after in a state of great depression. Both Hunt and Charley
have been, I fancy, much in the same condition as myself in

regard to working. The latter has not even yet determined

upon his composition. I doubt whether he will have time to

complete it for the Academy. Hunt came back from Oxford
most elaborately delighted. I was astonished at the quantity
•of visitino- he manaoed in the time.

"They say that Turner has left ^200,000—some estimate

it at double that amount—which I very much doubt. I hear

from good authority that a great portion of this money is

going towards some houses for decayed limners, which is very
•creditable to I\Ir. T. Probably some of the worst li\ing
daubers are looking forward to the time when they are in-

capable of spoiling more canvases, and are lodged in the

Turner Almshouses. C has no chance, for they must
must be oil-painters.

"
I hope my garrulous capacity will return to me soon,

when I intend writino- to Mrs. Pat. Remember me to her,

and believe me " Most sincerely yours,

"John E. Millais."
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My father had but a shght acquaintance with Turner,

though my mother was among the few of her sex who were

ever'permitted to enter the great landscape painter's house.

She knew him well, and from her I obtained some interesting

notes, which I give in her own words :

"
I used frequently to

go and see Turner and his pictures, and though very few

Jadirs were ever allowed to enter his doors, he was very kind

to young artists. He lived like a hermit in a great lonely

house in Queen Anne
Street

;
his walls hung

with many of his own

pictures, which he re-

fused to part with. He
would not sell these on

any account whatever,,

and one day he showed
me a blank cheque which

had been sent to him
to fill in to any amount
he chose if he would
sell one of his pictures,
but he laughed at the

idea and sent back the

cheque immediately.
"The glass over many

of his works was broken,
and largepiecesof brown

paper were pasted over

the cracks, for he would not be at the expense of new ones.

Mr. Frith rightly described the studio when he said 'the

walls were almost paperless, the roof far from weatherproof,
and the whole place desolate in the extreme'; whilst Munro*
used to say that the very look of the place was enough to

mvQ a man a cold.

"Withal he had a great sense of humour, and when telling
a story would put his hnger to the sicie of his nose, and look

exactly like
' Punch.'

"Apropos of his physiognomy, he always resisted any
attempt to make a likeness of him

;
but one day after dinner

STUDIES FOR "THE ROYALIST. 1853.

* Munro of Novar, who lived in Hamilton Place, possessed several of

Turner's best works, for which he had paid sums not exceeding ^200. Amongst
them was one of the artist's masterpieces,

" The Grand Canal at Venice," which^
after Mr. Munro's death, was purchased l^y Lord Dudley for nearly /^8ooo.
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at the house of a friend, Count d'Orsay, a clever artist made
an excellent drawino- of him drinking his coffee

;
but this was

done without Turner's knowledge, and is, I believe, one of

the few portraits of him now extant.
" He disliked society, and was intimate with very few

people, his principal friends being Mr. Bicknell, of Denmark
Hill, and Munro, of Novar, though at times he fre(|uented

the Athenaium Club.
" After a while he took an intense dislike to his home in

Queen Anne Street, and only Alunro knew where he removed

^
1

'

«Bd

MILLAIS ON THE WAY TO PAINT "THE ROYALIST"

Sketch by William IMillais

to. Before this, however, he spent much time with ^^Ir.

Fawkes, of Farnley Hall, near Leeds, for whom he painted

many pictures. I have stayed there, and examined the ex-

quisite water-colour landscapes he did there, as well as a

large portfolio of birds' eggs and feathers, also in water-

colours, most beautifully finished.
" Turner had a fancy for architecture, but the lodges which

he planned at Farnley are of a sort of heavy Greek design,
and not quite a success.

" His one pleasure in the days when I knew him was

driving himself about the country ; but he was evideiuly not

accustomed to horses, as he paid no attention to them, being
too much engrossed in admiring the landscape, and in conse-

quence, one day Mr. Fawkes' family, who were committed to
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his tender mercies, found themselves sitting in the middle

of the road with the trap on the top of them.
" Turner told me that the way in which he studied clouds

was by taking a boat, which he anchored in some stream, and

then fay on his back in it, gazing at the heavens for hours,

and even days, till he had grasped some effect of light which

he desired to transpose to canvas.
" No one was admitted to his house in Queen Anne Street

unless specially invited. There was a sort of litde iron grille

in the centre of the front door, through which the old house-

keeper used to look and see who was there.
" As an example of the rarity of visitors, the late Lord

Lansdowne, who was a great
lover of Art and a friend of

Turner's, told me that after

receivinof no answers to his

letters he resolved to beard the

lion in his den. He therefore

went and knocked at the door,

when a shock-head appeared
at the iron grating, and its

owner called out,
'

Cats'-meat,

I suppose ?
' '

Yes, cats'-meat,'

answered his lordship, and

squeezed himself in.*"

" After leavino- Oueen Anne
Street, Turner seems to have

taken a fancy to a little old-fashioned inn near Cheyne
Walk
if he
as to who he was, he said to her,

' What is yoiir name
to which she replied, 'Mrs. Brown.' 'Well,' said Turner,
'

I 'm Mr. Brown.' In this house he remained for some

years, visiting only his friend ^lunro and the Athenceum

Club.
" At last, one day he became seriously ill, and it was only

by his constandy calling out for Lady Eastlake (the wife of

the President of the Royal Academy), and on her being sent

for, that his identity became known."

* Tlic Marquis of Lansdowne was a man of qreat benevolence and culture.

At his tabic Millais and his wife constantly dined, and tlierc they met all tlie

literary and artistic celebrities of the day. I ie ^^ive extjuisite entertainments, and

after dessert always called in the Italian cook to compliment him on the feast.

<s^

MILLAIS AT DINNER.

By William :\Iillais

1853

Chelsea. It was kept by a widow, and he asked

mi'jht be allowed to live there. On her inquiring
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Returning now lu the correspondence, I hncl the following
letter :

—
To Mr. Combe.

"
^2), GowER Street,

"February ^th, 1852.

" Mv DEAR Mr. Combe,—Don't be alarmed at this mighty
circular, and think that the Erench have already landed.

They have not come here yet ; but, to guard against such

an awful event, the gentlemen of London are arming them-
selves and forming ritle clubs ; and those who cannot give
their personal assistance are aiding us by subscriptions for

the purpose of furnishing rifles to those who cannot afford

them, yet are willing to join in the service of their country— clerks and the like. Mv trovernor is on the Committee,
and my brother and self have joined. Several very in-

fluential men are at the head of it. A number of ladies

are getting up subscriptions, and ' the smallest contributions

will be most thankfully received.' In the City there are a

thousand double-barrelled riflemen, composed of the gentle-
men of the Stock Exchange. I am sure you will see that

such measures are stringent upon all Englishmen, and excuse

my troubling you on such a subject.
"
Eaithfullv vours,

"JOIIX MiLLAIS.
" P.S.—The advertisement of our club has appeared three

times in The Times, and we already muster upwards of two
hundred gentlemen."

Amongst those whom he saw much of at this period, and
to whom he was greatly attached, were his cousins George
Hodgkinson and his wife Emily. He frequently paid them

Saturday-to-Monday visits, when he was working in London,

during the years 1851-54. He also corresponded pretty
reoularlv with Mrs. Hodgkinson, who has most kindlv placed
her letters at my disposal.

To Mrs. Combe.

''Z^^, GuwER Street,
^rarcJl 6th. 1852.

"My dear Mrs. Co-MP-e,— I promised some time back to-

write you a letter. Pardon me, for I am a wretched corres-
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ponclent. I am just now working so hard that I am glad
to escape anything Hke painting, but I confess, writing is

almost as difficult a thing with me.
"

I have very lately made the acquaintance of Mr.

Thackeray, the author of Vanity Fair. He called un-

expectedly upon me—not to see my picture, he said, but

to know me. I have returned his call, and hnd him a

most agreeable man. Mr. Pollen and his brother also

have paid me a visit, accompanied by Mr. Dean. Pollen's

SKETCH OF MILLAIS PAINTING THE BACKGROUND OF "THE ROYALIST'

By William Millais

brother is a good judge of painting, which is a rare thing
in our days.

"
I am getting on slowly, but I hope surely. Ophelia's

head is finished, and the Huguenot is very nearly complete;
the Roman Catholic girl is but sketched in. I am waiting
for a young lady who has promised me to sit for the face, but

is going to undergo an operation on her throat, which will

prevent her doing so for a fortnight or more. ... I rarely
see Hunt or Carlo, as they, like myself, stay at home in

the evenings and go to rest early, so that they may rise

likewise. I believe they are progressing with their work,
but I daresay you know more of them than 1 do.

" Yours most trul)',

"John Evkrett Millais."
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To Mr. Coiube.

"83, Cower Street,

''March, 1852.

"My dear Mr. Comre,— Recklessly I commence this

letter, without the least knowledge of what is to follow.

This night I promised Hunt to spend the evening with

him, but am restrained by the immensity of the distance,

feeling rather tired from a long- walk we took together on

Sunday, to Mr. Windus, the owner of all the celebrated

pictures of the late William Turner, r.a. He has some

.^.^<i*., «-•'

ykx^f". /i'm' J!^ A.i^---~- "X-f£^ ^e.^-^ '^^J^*
DINNER AT THE "GEORGE INN," HAYES. 1853.

Sketched by William Millais

of the most valuable works in the world—upwards of fifty

of Turner's most excellent paintings, some of which are

valued at fifteen hundred pounds, and amongst his collection

he has several of mine—one laro^e and some small—besides

drawings. Some day, when you are in town, I must take

you there. It is really a treat to see the house alone. The
furniture is of the most magnificent kind, and the rooms
are open to the public, I think, twice a week. It is at

Tottenham, about seven miles from London.
" Farrer has sent the picture of ']\Iariana' to Edinburgh,

to gratify the Caledonian curiosity, those people having ex-

pressed a wish to see some of the Pre-Raphaelite pictures.
I am continually receiving Scotch papers with frightfully

long criticisms, a vast quantity of praise and, of course,

I.
— II
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advice. To-day I have purchased a really splendid lady's
ancient dress—all flowered over in silver embroiderv—and
I am i;'oing to paint it for

'

Ophelia.' You may imagine it

is somethine rather o-ood when I tell vou it cost me, old and

dirty as it is, four pounds.
"'The Huguenot' I have been working at to-day, but

not very satisfactorily, having been disturbed all the after-

noon.
" The Rifle Club is getting on splendidly. They have

taken rooms in the Strand, and are increasing rapidly in

numbers. All the country clubs are joining ;
so ultimately

it will become a very prodigious assembly. At present the

rooms they have are but offices in which they have the pro-

posed uniform—grey turned up with green. The costume
will be drawn in the Illustrated News of next week. Wdien
the corps is regularly formed, it is likely (as most of the

members are private gentlemen and well-off) that there will

be some place for members from the country to meet and
dine, and reading-rooms for the accommodation of the whole

body.
I begin to feel tired at the sight of paints, having worked

without intermission for ten months. This year I hope to

enjoy the summer without a millstone of a picture hanging
about my neck. The subject I intend doing will not require
much out-of-door painting

—
nothing but a sheet of water and

a few trees—a bit of flooded countrv, such as I have seen

near you at W'hitham.
" Yours most sincerely,

"John Everett Millais."

To the same,

''

'^l. GowER Street,
'' Marcli 31^7", 1852.

" My dear Mr. Combe,—Many thanks for your kind wish

for my visiting you after Easter. I ani partly under an en-

gagement to accompany a friend to Paris should the weather
be favourable. With regard to 'The Huguenot' picture, I

am happy to say I sold it to a gentlenian, the very morning
after you and Mrs. Pat called, for two hundred and fifty

pounds. I ha\(; linishetl another picture, and have only
to paiiu llic skirt of Ophelia's dress, which will not, I think,
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take me more than Saturday. I have every hope of their

beino- placed in very oood positions, the principal han_^er,
Mr. Leslie, ha\in_o- called twice to see them, each time

expressing great admiration.

"In great haste, most sincerely yours,

"John E. Mii.lais."

To Ihe same.

" S83, GowER Street,

''Sunday, April I'it/i, 1852.

" Mv DEAR Mr. Combe,^—Forgive my not having an-

swered your letter sooner. Ever since the sending in ol the

pictures I have been running about London, calling, and

tcd<ing walks into the country. You ask me to describe, the

dance of Mrs. Collins. I truly wish that you had been there.

It was a delightful evening. Charlie [Collins] never got

beyond a very solemn (luadrille, though he is an excellent

waltzer and polka dancer. Poor Mrs. C. was totally

tlmnb from a violent influenza she unfortunately caught that

very afternoon. She received all her guests in a whisper
and a round face of welcome. There were many lions—
amongst others the famous Dickens, who came for about

half an hour and officiated as principal carver at supper.

Altogether there were about seventy people. I heard many
very cheering remarks about my pictures from Academicians,

one of whom went so far as to say that they were the best

paintings in the PLxhibition. I am in great hope of ti nding
them in capital positions after these compliments.

"
I have just returned from the b\)undling Chui-cli. The

service is exceptionally good, and the children look very

pretty. During the Litany one of the smallest lidgeted
one of her shoes off, which fell through the i^ilisades and

on to the head of some person below. With all the evident

care that is bestowed upon their education, I am astMuished

that the masters do not forbid the use of thumbs and sali\a

in turning over leaves.
" Next week, or rather this. I mean to commence painting

agiiin, for I cannot stand entire laziness.
' Ronu:o and

Juliet' is to be my next subject not so large as either

of this year's. It is an order from a Mr. Pocock, one of

the secretaries of the Art Union. 'The Huguenot,' which
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was sold to Mr. White, a dealer, has since been sold by
him to Mr. Windus, the man who has all the celebrated

Turners, and has already one of my paintings
— '

Isabella,'

from Keats' poem. I am glad that it is in so good a col-

lection, but cannot understand a man paying perhaps double

the money I should have asked him.
'• W ith love to Mrs. Pat, believe me,

" Most truly yours,

"John Everett Millats."

N'ofc.—Nothing was done towards the painting of " Romeo
and Juliet" beyond the sketch which the artist made for it in

1848, and which was shown by Mr. John Clayton at the

Millais Exhibition in 1898, and an additional design of the

balcony scene [1852]. After discussing various subjects with

Mr. Pocock, Millais' suggestion of the " The Proscribed

Royalist
"

w^as approved, and shortly afterwards the picture
was painted, and passed into the possession of Mr. Pocock.

Mr. G. D. Leslie, r.a., tells me that at this date Millais

sat to his father for the head of Lord Petre, in a picture of

"The Rape of the Lock." "My father," he says, "painted
Sir John on a small panel, just as he was, in a black frock

coat, and a black cravat, with a little golden goose for a pin.

The portrait was a very good likeness of him at that time,

and was sold at the sale of my father's pictures in i860. I

don't know who purchased it."

"The Rape of the Lock" was bought by the late John
Gibbons, of Hanover Terrace, who had a fine collection of

pictures, and it is now in the possession of his son.

To Mrs. Coiubc.

''^2), GowER Stref.t,

''Jnuc ijt/i, 1852.

" My dear Mrs. Combe,—With this I send you the lace

which you were kind enough to procure for me. [It was
used in

' TIk; Huguenot,' and afterwards in 'The Pro-

scribed Royalist.' I

In returning it to tlie lady, I hope you
will express my acknowledgments for her great kindness.

"
I have a subject that I am mad to commence

|

' The
Proscribed Royalist 'J,

and yesterday took lodgings at a

delightful little inn near a spot exactly suited for the
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background. I hope to begin painting" on Tuesday morning,
and intend working" without coming" to town at all till it is

done. The village is so very far from any railway station

that I have no chance of getting to London in rainy weather.

My brother is going to live with me part of the time, so I

shall not be entirely a hermit. . . .

"The immense success I have met with this year has

given me a new sensation of pleasure in painting. I have
letters almost ev^ery day for one or other of the pictures, and

only wish your guest was as lucky, that he might go off to

the Holy Land as soon as possible with me. I shall never go
by m)self. When I get to my country residence 1 will keep
up a proper correspondence with both of you. Lately I have
hated the sight of a pen, and have scarcely answered letters

requiring an imniediate reply. ... I have been paying a

long-standing visit at a relation's near Crovdon, and have
become acquainted with the clergyman of the adjoining

parish
—a Mr. Hamilton, rector of Beddington

—one of the

most delightful men I ever met. He is a great friend of

Mr. Marriott and others whose names I have heard you
mention. His church and \'illage are quite beaux idt^als . . .

" Yours very sincerely,

"John Everett Millais."

This is the first letter in which Millais mentions "The
Proscribed Royalist

"
and his intention to paint the subject.

Having found a suitable background in a little wood near

Hayes, in Kent, he commencxl the picture in June, 1852,
and from this date till the end of the year his home seems
to ha\'e been alternately at Waddon, Gowctr Street, and
the little "George Inn" at Bromley, kept by a Mr. X'idler.

Most of this time seems to have been spent at the inn, which

was within easy reach of the scene he had selected
;
near

also to the big trees on Coney Hall Hill, where still stands

the giant oak that he painted in the foreground of the

picture, and is now known as the "
Millais Oak."

Touching this painting William Millais writes:—"An
amusino- incident occurred whilst we were at the "

George
Inn," Bromley, my l)rother being engaged on the background
for

' The Proscribed Royalist
'

in the old oak wood, and
I (close by) on a large oil landscape.

" Old Mr. Vidler, the landlord, was very proud of his
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signboard, representing St. George killing the Dragon, and

was mortally offended at our turning it into ridicule. One

day during our stay a violent storm carried the signboard
off its hinoes and smashedo
it to bits. The owner was

only partly consoled on our

offering to paint him a new
one, and added ungraciously,
' But there, now, it will never

be the same thino".'
"
However, he thought

differently when he saw the

gorgeous thing we produced.

My brother painted one side

and I the other. Many
people at this time came to

picnic in the

hood, and it

abroad that the new sion-

board was painted by a

great artist. The old inn-

keeper was Mattered by the

numbers who came to see

it, and made a practice of

neighbour-
soon orot

THE "MILLAIS OAK,' HAVES, KENT

taking the sign in at night and in rouo-h weather."

To J\[7's. Hocigkiuson.

"George Inn, Hayes, near Bromley,
"
Tuesday Night, Jniic, 1852.

" My dear Emily,—According to promise, I give you
immediate information about our arrival. Upon arriving
at Croydon we first drove to your mansion at Waddon,
w'here we took in the remaining- luijo-ao-e "and trotted on
here. VYe ordered a repast, and in the interim of prepara-
tion walked to the oak trees and down to the farm, where I

again encountered Mrs. Rutley, and expounded my views

to her uj)on the necessity of having cover close at hand
for my pcu'ntings, and how her farm exactly suited me for

that purpose. She verv graciously undertook to afford

shelter for my box or m)'sc'ir in case of rain, storm, etc.,

and after the colloquy was ended 1 joined W ill (who was
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too timid to make a request to a stranger) and walked on
here home, where we found the tea waiting us.

"The clock of the church which adjoins our premises has

just struck eleven, and signals me to bed. Another bell

within me foretells an animal considerably larger than the

nightmare visiting me—perhaps an evening mammoth. I

am writing this by the light of composition candles, sup-

posed not to require snuffing. 1 he wick of one hangs
gracefully over like a hairpin, and the other has an astonish-

ing resemblance to a juvenile cedar-tree, the latter prog-

nosticating I believe the reception of letters, which will be

particularly acceptable in the gloominess
of our present retreat, more especially
from our blessed little coz, E. P. H.
"Our landlady (Mrs. Vidler) has just

called into action a spark of animation

from the heir apparent of Gower Street.

She broke in u[)on us to wish us a

very good-night, and is gone with Vidler

into the innermost recesses of the con-

jugal boudoir, probably to dilate upon /:
^^^**^

the magnitude of our appetites. ^g</^.
-7

"
Yesterday I harpooned a most ex-

'^} i h.

tensive whale [a patron] off the coast
'

of Portland Place, having no less than

ten footmen in attendance at dinner.

The leviathan made most honourable
overtures for an increase of acquaintance with the limner

sprat [himself], who conducted himself with a{)j)ropriate
condescension and becoming self-denial, in defiance of the

strawberries and cream. Somehow or other. 1 l)elieve my
evil spirit takes his residence more ])articu]arly in that

all-surpassing luxLiry, cream. It was m\- ruin at Worcester

Park, and directly I came here it invitingly stands within

my reach. I wish I had courage enough to dash away
that beveraoe, as Macbeth throws the goblet from him on
the appearance of Banquo.

"
During the journey to this place we diverted ourselves

with the cup and ball, catching it upon the point during
the progress of cab, train, and Croydon lly. William is

snorino' so loudlv that you must excuse m\' writinij" more
at present. I am sure he would send affectionate greetings
to you had he recovered from his lethargy.

\

-VR-^
ToUKlSrS AT THE Inn. 1S5J.
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" Now to bed. to bed. ' Out d -d spot !

'

(a blot of

Ink on my fmg'er).

"Affectionately your coz,

-Jack.

"P.S.—Wednesday morning. I hav'e had a bad night's
rest. Awoke by the maid at six, up at nine ; breakfast

off eggs and bacon. Very stormy aspect in the weather,
the glass falling to much rain. If it comes, you will pro-

bably hear of all those magnificent oaks on Coney Hall
Hill slipping down into the road, burying therein the

most celebrated of artists ! The landlady, unnaturally
bland for a female, has already exhibited signs of maternal
affection for William. . . . The rain has commenced in

torrents, so no painting to-day ;
we must put up with

profound meditations and cup and ball. The wind is so

high that all the trees look as if they were making backs
for a game of leap-frog."

- . To the same.

"George Inn, Hayes, Bromley, Kent,
;

•' "
Wednesday Afternoon, June, 1S52.

" My dear Emily,— I am come in from an attempt to

paint, but the weather is too cold and unsettled for any
Christian to be out in, so I mean to console myself as best

I may with writing this, and afterwards reading Uncle Toms
Cabin, which is certainly interesting. . . .

"
Lynn has made me a regular artist's shooting- stool,

shutting up and portable. The sun is positively shining,
now that it is too late to begin again. Do you know 1 shall

not recover in a hurry from those two insults— ' Ten-ston'-

six,' and being taken for the newspaper stall-keeper ! That
comes of assisting a ladv to cut books. The "-overnor has

sent me a Liverpool paper with a long criticism on my
picture, 'The Hug-or-not.' . . .

" Next Sunday I am going to spend at A. Mrs. Doyle
has desired her husband "^^ to bring me forcibly. I had such

a capital letter from him, with an illustration of your con-

victed servant painting out-of-doors, and a bull looking over
a hedge with a significant expression, foreboding his in-

tention of clcxaling me to the height of my profession. . . .

* Richard Do^le, tlic famous caricaturist.
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"Take my advice, don't o-q out at Haslings with that
new parasol, otherwise you will come back with it like this

[Here follows a sketch <>{ Mrs. llod^kinson beincr blown
off a cliff out to sea, still clingincr to the new parasol.]"

I remain, your affectionate

"J. E. Mrr.LAis."

A reminiscence of this period will be found in the f )ll()wincr

note, kindly sent to me by Mrs. Pitt :
—

"
Perhaps you may like to know the following story in

connection with your father's

life. When he was painting the

picture 'A Proscribed Royalist,'
near Hayes Common, I was

paying a visit to my mother,
and was walking with my
sisters one day, when we

stopped for a minute behind
an artist to look at his picture.

" ' How beautiful it is,' I

said, half to myself, 'and how
much our mother would like to

see it.'

"We had not the sliohtest

notion who the artist was, but

he courteously turned round to

us, and said :

" '

If your mother lives near

enough, I shall be pleased to

take the picture and show it

to her.'
" We thanked him, and in-

vited him to luncheon. He came, and our mother—a real

lover of Art—of course admired the picture immensely,
though we never knew who the artist was until the picture
became public.

"
It might have been a year or two afterwards that I was

much struck with 'The Huguenot,' and when \-isiting my
husband's brother-in-law (Mr. Miller) at Preston, I discussed

it with him. At that time he deprecated what was termed
the Pre-Raphaelite style ; nevertheless, he went and bought
it."

Millais had been working steadily for more than a month

Sketch for "THK OKDKK OF RELEASE,"
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at Hayes, and was getting- on well, when, to his great chagrin,
he was called away from his work to attend at Oxford as

witness in a lawsuit with regard to the will of Mr. Driiry,

of Shotover, the testator's sanity at the date of the will being

questioned, and he being one of the attesting witnesses. He

happened to be with Mr. Drury in 1849, when the will was

made, and, having spent two or three months under his roof,

he could speak with the

utmost confidence as to

the state of his mind.

On the conclusion of

Millais' evidence, Mr.

Justice Williams, before

whom the case was tried,

complimented him in

the following terms :

"Well, Mr. Millais,

if you can paint as well

as you can give your
evidence, you will be a

very successful man
some dav." In the end
the validity of the will

was established.

To Mrs. Hodgkinson.
"
Hayes,

"August 4///, 1852.

" My dear Coz,—We
have just concluded our

customary game of skit-

tles, and I hasten, with

a shaky hand, to fulfil my promise of writing you a letter.

To-day we were both obliged to leave off painting early, as

every two minutes a shower of rain came clown, so since

one o'clock we have had strong exercise in archery and the

knock-'(!ni-downs. Yesterday we also took a holiday, as it

was wet
;

so we are not getting on precisely as we could

wish. . . .

" Poor Mrs. Vidler has been bedridden for some time,

owing, I am told, to an encounter with some drunken fellow

who insulted her. They say she doubled her mawleys in the

Sketch for "TIIK ORDER OF RELEASE," 1852
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true pugilistic style, aiul knocked oxer the inebriate vagabond,
to his infmite astonishment and discdnitort, so injuring- his leg-

in the fall that he has since beeii at the hospital. , . .

"
1 wish 1 was in a vein for describing a club feast that

came off here a day (jr two ago. Upwards of eighty agricul-
tural labourers sat down to table, the stewards wearing blue

and white rosettes in their buttonholes. Of course almost

all of them were drunk in the evening, and some of the

drollest scenes took place outside the house, x^bout one a.m.

a fight was raging, which kept me awake for some time
;
and

last night I nc;ver slept till four in the morning
—-I suppose

from h.aving drunk some rather strong tea at the Hasseys'
—•

so to-day I feel sleepy and stupid.
" The Renal Academy conversazione I attended alone,

William being upset with rlieumatics. The first people I

met were, of course, the Leslies, with whom 1 kept the

greater part of the evening. The Duke of W ellingt(,'n made
his appearance about ten, and walked throiigh the rooms with

the President, Sir Charles Eastlake. All went off as those

and most things do. I saw Mrs. Leslie (not Miss) down to

her carriage, and walked home with Hunt.

"With a orentle smoothinof down of Georo^e's ambrosian

locks, believe me,
" Most sinccrelv vonrs,

"Joirx I{\i:Ri.rT ?^Lll.\is."

To Mr. Combe.

"George Inn, Havks, Bromlev,
"
Tuesday Night. October, 1S52.

"My dkar Combe,—^Do not be astonished, or imagine me

forgetful, in allowing so long a time to elapse without writing.
"

I have but just returned to this place, after spending a

week (bedridden) at Gower Street, where I went to be

nursed in a tremendous rheumatic cold I caught painting
out of doors. I am well again now, and worked away to-

day as usual at my background, which 1 hope to finish in

two or three days at most, when 1 shall return to Town for

o"ood. ... I am waiting here for one more sunnv dav, to

give a finishing touch to the trunk ot a tree which is in broad

sunlight. Loth yesterday and to-day I have suffered from

headache, witl:iout in the least knowing- the cause. I have
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taken medicine enough to supply a parish, and am particularly
careful in my diet, drinking" nothing but water—not even tea.

" This year I am going to paint a small picture of a single

figure, the subject of which you will like
;
and you shall, if

you like, have the hrst refusal of it. The one I am now
about is the property of Mr. Pocock, and the other (of the

same size) is for Mr. Wilkinson, M.P. for Lambeth, or Mr.

Ellison, the gentleman who purchased
' Ferdinand.' You

recollect seeing it at Oxford. It is quite a 'lark' now to see

the amiable letters I have from Liverpool and Birmingham
merchants, requesting me to paint them pictures, any size,

subject, and amount I like—leaving it all to me. I am not

likely to let them have anything, as they would probably
hawk it about until they obtained their profit.

"
1 hear from Mrs. Collins that they may, perhaps, spend

some part of the autumn at Hanover Terrace. I hope it

will be so, as I would arrange for a tour together in the

spring if all goes right
—to Switzerland or Spain. Next year

I hope to paint the '

Deluge,' which will not require any out-

of-door painting, so I should be at liberty to take a holiday
abroad. Write and let me know what you think of this

;
it

is a project I really intend. Remember me most affection-

ately to Mrs, Pat, to whom I shall write in a day or two.
" Most sincerely yours,

. \'. ;

'

_. "John Everett Millais."

" The Proscribed Royalist
"

is one of the pictures referred

to in the above letter, and this being the last mention of it

in the correspondence, it may be well to introduce here the

subsequent history of this painting.
• • The background was not completed until November; and

to get the effect of sunshine on the brilliant satin petticoat
of the female figure, Millais took the dress down to Hayes
with him and rigged it up on the lay figure. The actual

figure and face of the woman were finally taken from the

beautifiil Miss Ryan, the model for "The Huguenot," and

when that portion of the work was finished he commenced

(in March) to paint the cav;ilier hidden in the trees. P^jr

this figure his frimd Mr. Arthur Hughes (himself virtually

one of the Pre-Rai)haelite Brothers) sat, and to him I am
indebted for the following" interesting note :^-

"I was in the Roval Academy Library," he says, "one

evening, looking at books of etchings, and had some by
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Tiepolo before me, when Millais came in and sat down
beside me. Ma\ in'>" asked for Mclan's 'Hi-'hland Clans'

(presumably for the 'Order of Release'), in his leisure he
looked at the Tiepolos and criticised them at once as '

florid,

artificial. I hate that kind of thini;-.' Then he asked me
to sit to him for a head in his picture,

' The Proscribed

Royalist.' I went, and sat five or six times. He painted
me in a small back-room on the second floor of the Gower
Street house, usinof it instead of the reerular studio on the

oTound floor because he could '>et sunshine there to fall

- ^'m-

/
HEAD OF A GIRL. Glenfixlass, 1853

on his lay figure attired as the Puritan Girl. In the studio

below he had taken the picture out of a wooden case with

the lid slidino; in o-rooves—to keep all dust from it, he said—
and after my sitting he used to slip it in again. When I

saw the picture I ventured to remark that 1 thought the

dress of the lady was quite strong enough in colour; but he

said it was the fault of the sun ;
that the dress itself was

rather Ouakery, but the sunshine on it made it like gold. His

studio was exquisitely tidy. I had been admiued l)y a very

curly-headed Buttons
('
Mr. Pritchard, my butler.' as Millais

used to call him), who received at the same time a tremen-



176 JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS [1852

clous wisfeino- for some slioht dt^bris left on the floor. After

he had retired, Millais made it up to him by declaring- he

would undertake to make that boy paint better than a Royal
Academician in a twelvemonth ! Apart from my admiration

of Millais, it was a very interesting episode to me, from the

revelation of character in the few inhabitants of the house,
and the way he ruled all. and all was ruled for him. The
eentleness of the father and the vio-orous character of the

mother, the picturesque but somewhat restless individuality
of William Millais, were all interestinq-. Commissions were

/^o!)f)T uliiCp QnA Ike Sjrdci^

then beginning to pour in upon John, and in less degree on

WilHam, whose forte was water-colour landscapes, exquisitely

drawn.
" The latter came in one day. saying.

'

I don't care, I 'm

all right for a year.'
' And your brother for twenty,' said his

mother a little sharply, I thought.
"William used to work in the front room, while John

painted me in the back one. There was but a thin wall

between the two, and we could hear William all the time, as

he was very restless, singing by snatches, whistling, calling

to John to know the time repeatedly, coaxingly, then im-

ploringly, noisily, but getting no reply, Jolin working hard

and serious as grim death the while. P)Ut at last his i)atience
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gave out and he stopped work, and for the space of a minute
he levelled such language at William as up to that time I

had not heard used by one brother to another. But he did

not tell him the time !

"
During the sittings we talked once of the objection

(among many others) the critics made to the amount of detail

the Pre-Raphaelites gave in their pictures, and Millais said,
'

If you do not begin by doing too much you will end by
doing too little

;
if you want to stop a ball which has been

thrown along the ground you must get a little bevond it.'"

..iiiifaii).^ aL.K^u^'^ liiihuo]- (^(//r W^'^i

"The Proscribed Royalist" now belongs to Mr. James

Ogston, having been successively in the possession of Mr.

Pocock, Mr. Plint, and Sir John Pender.

The headaches of which Millais complained in several of

his letters are not, I believe, uncommon among men of his

craft, long confinement in tlie studio unfitting them for work

in the open, where they must j)erforce sit still tor hours

together, exposed to every wind that blows. In early life

my father suffered a good deal in this w ay ;
and it was not

until his friends, John Leech and "Mike" Halliday. per-

suaded him to follow the hounds that he found relief from

this complaint. In his next two letters he writes enthusias-

tically on the sport, as a source of health and strength.

1.
— 12
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To jl/r. Geoj'oc JVyatL
"
85. GowER Street,

"1853.

" My dear Wyatt,—Many thanks for your kind attention

to my wishes. The fleet must have been a wonderful sight.
I was very nearly going with Leech, the Pjinch draughtsman,
to see its departure, but found even greater attraction in

hunting, which I have lately taken to. Every Saturday I

accompany him into Hertfordshire, where good horses await

us, and we stay overnight at a friend's, and set off in the

morning. I have been four times out, and have only had
one spill, which did not hurt me in the least.

"
I should not follow the chaise but that I enjoy it above

all other recreation, and find myself quite fitted for such

exercise. The first time I ever rode over a fence oave me
confidence Irom the comparatively easy way in which I kept

my seat. Since then I have ridden over pretty nearly every
kind of hedge and ditch. Leech is a good rider, and we go
together.

" With kind regards from my family, believe me,
" Yours very truly,

"John Everett Millais."

To Air. Coiubc.

''^2)- Gower Street, Bedeord Square,
"
Saturday, October 2ird, 1852.

"My dear Mr. Combe,— I cannot promise to pay you
a visit, as I am now oroino- to look for another background,
which I must immediately commence.

"
I returned the day before yesterday with my picture

finished, all but the figures. To-day I am going to the

Tower of London, to look after a gateway or prison door

[for
' The Order of Release

'].
I am undecided between

two subjects, one of which requires the above locality, and
the other the interior of a church. [The artist's first idea

of the background for
' L'Enfant du Regiment,' painted in

1855.]." With regard to our proposed journey, 1 shall be ready,

directly after my pictures are sent to the Royal Academy,
to go with you to Norway or the North Pole. I look
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forward to this travellina--trip, as I have had so little recrea-

tion within these last four years, and I hope you will pay
the CoUinss a \isit this autumn, as we could then discuss the

merits of the different countries. I have a curious partiality
for Spain, from reading Don Quixote and Gil Bias; but,

as you say, the distance is an obstacle. I know nothing
about Norway, but I hope it is not colder in the summer
llian here.

"
])() )()u intend coming to town to see the funeral of the

[.NUIATIONS OF VELASQUEZ. 1853

Duke ? I do not generally care about such things, but I

shall make a little strueolc for that. It will be worth
^?>^>

seemg.
"Have you seen anvthin-'" of Pollen* latelv. and has

Jenkins eone vet? Last Thursday evening I met 1 ennvson

and his brother Charles, a clergyman. Politics were the

principal topic of conversation, the Laureate believing it

Louis Napoleon's secret intention to make war with and

in\ade England. In this Tennyson thinks he would be

* Mr. Pollen, a fellow of Merton College, and an authority on .\rt matters,

was a frequent visitor to the Combes, and met there Millais and Hunt, whose

works he admired.
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successful, holding us in subjection for some little time, when
he would be kicked over to fair Erance to resist the attack
of almost all Europe. I can see you smiling at this like a
true Britisher.

" Ever yours most truly,

"John Everett Millais."

"The Order of Release" (referred to for the first time
in the foregoing letter) is well described by Mr. Walter

Armstrong, who begins by quoting Mr. Andrew Lang in the

following notice:—"'In 1853 Millais painted a picture in

which both his dramatic power and his eye for the lovable
in w^oman are superbly shown, and shown under some
difficulties. This is 'The Order of Release,' now the

property of Mr. James Renton. It was originally painted
for Mr. Joseph Arden, who gave the commission for it

through Thackeray. xAs a piece of realistic painting, it

may challenge comparison with anything else in the world.

The scene takes place not outside a prison, as more than
once has been absurdly supposed, but in a bare waiting-
room, into which the young clansman has been ushered
to his wife, while his gaoler takes ' The Order of Release,'
which will have to be verified by his superior before it can
result in final liberty. The stamp of actual truth is on it; and
if ever such an event happened, if ever a Highlander's wife

brought a pardon for her husband to a reluctant turnkey,

things must have occurred thus. The work is saved by
expression and colour from the realism of a photograph.
The w^oman's shrewd, triumphant air is wonderfully caught,

though the face of the pardoned man is concealed, like that

of Agamemnon in the Greek picture, but by a subtle artifice.

The colour of the plaid and the gaoler's scarlet jacket re-

inforce each other, but do not obliterate the black- and-tan
of the collie. The good dog seems actually alive. The
child in the woman's arms is uncompromisingly

'

Hieland.'

The tlesh painting, as of the child's bare legs, is wonderfully
real

; the man's legs are less tanned than usually are those
of the wearers of the kilt. Perhaps he is grown ])ale in

prison, as a clansman might do whose head seemed likely
soon to be set on Carlisle wall. As a matter of truthful

detail, observe the keys in the gaoler's hand, the clear steel

shining through a touch of rust. The subject and the
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sciuimcnt, no less than the treatment, made this picture a

complete success.'
"
Iwery word of this may be endorsed, but Mr. Lan""*

has hardly, I think, laid sufficient stress on the mastery of

expression in the woman's face. In it we can see the
.subtlest miiT'linL*- of emotions ev^er achieved bv the artist.

There is not only shrewdness and triumph, there is love ff)r

the husband, contempt mixed v\ith fear for the power sym-
bolised by the turnkey's scarlet, pride in her own achie\'ement,

/^i.aii
Jii

1)1
«{)''("

^^'T^<«^ f^^ovilii f^,
ft,. Kci^^l lui.ii/,ul

*.y^3
From .Mill.iis' Comic Skeic'i I^ook

and the curious northern satisfaction at the safety of one's

own property
—a Jeanie Deans, in fact, with meekness

ousted by a spice of puonacity."

Spielmann has also an interesting- note on this picture in

bis recently-published Millais and his Works. He says :
—

" So great was Millais' passion for accuracy, that he obtained

a genuine order of release, signed bv Sir Hildeijrave Turner,

when, durino- the war, he was Governor of I^li/abeth Castle

in Jersey, and so faithfully did he copy it that the late

Colonel Turner, the Governor's son, who knew nothing
of the matter, recognised with surprise his father's signature

* Mr. Andrew Lang wrote a very excellent series of notes on the little

exhibition of Millais' work e.xhibitcd by the P'ine .Art Society in iSSi.
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in the picture, as he walked through the gallery In which

it was exhibited."

The head of the woman (painted from my mother) was

a perfect likeness of her in 1853, except only as to the

colour of her hair, a golden auburn, which was changed
to black, in order to contrast with that of the child.

Mr. F. B. Barwell tells me that Westall, the famous

model, posed for the Highlander. He had been in a

dragoon regiment, from which he deserted. Nemesis, how-

ever, overtook him one day in the studio of Mr. Cope, r.a.,

and he was taken back to his old regiment and tried by
court-martial. Some time after this his absence was so

BRUCE AT THE SIEGE OF ACRE. 1S53

lamented in the London studios that a subscription was
raised by artists, and he was bought out of the service.

"Unlike 'The Huguenot,'" adds Mr. Barwell, "the back-

ground of which had been severely criticised, 'The Order
of Release

' made an immense sensation. No fault could

be found with the background, even by the old-fashioned

school, whilst the extraordinary realism and brilliant colour-

ing added to the dramatic interest of the story, and the

novelty of execution astonished all."

The picture is said to have been the first ever hung on the

walls of the Academy which required the services of a

policeman to move on the crowd. "
Afterwards," says Mr.

Barwell,
" whcMi exhibited in Paris at the (ireat Exhibition

of 1855, it arrest(;d a great deal of attention, and in an article

in Le Temps, by Theophile Gautier, that gentleman expressed
himself completely puzzled as to how it had been produced

—
what the vehicle was, whether oil, wax, or tempered varnish
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-—and bestowed a considerable amount of space in discussing-
its merits. The article was favourable on the whole, but

implied that it was another instance of those curious eccen-

tricities only to be found in Albion."

In assessing" the value ot this picture it is interesting to

note that it was sold

by Millais to Mr.

Arden, of Rickmans-
,

worth Park, for

^400; that in 1878
Mr. James Renton

bought it for ^2853 ;

and that at the sale

of Mr. Renton's col-

lection, on his death,

it fell to Sir Henry
Tate as the purchaser,
at the price of 5000

guineas. In a sym-
pathetic letter Sir

Henry says :
— " The

last time I saw Sir

John, before illness

had deprived him of

speech, he told me
that Mr. Renton had

just died, and 'The
Order of Release' was

likely to come into

the market. He spoke
with much interest

and enthusiasm of

the picture. He had

too much good feeling

to even suggest that I should buy the picture ;
but we

o-athered that he would like it to belong to the nation, so

it was a double pleasure to me to obtain it last month for

my gallery, as I felt I was carrying out the wish of a greatly-

valued and much-missed friend."

It was beautifully engraved in 1856 by the late Samuel

Cousins, the finest engraver of this century, or probably of

any other; and this, his first work on Millais' pictures, was

followed by a long series of similar interpretations, all of the

1853
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same high standard of merit. He was more or less engaged
upon them right up to 1884, when, after beginning

"
Little

Miss Muffet," he was obliged to surrender his tools to

T. Atkinson, who finished the plate. Cousins was a quiet,

plodding, and honest worker of the very best type, and his

eventual election to the honour of Royal Academician was

applauded by everybody as a compliment he well deserved.

The sufferings of an artist while painting, or rather trying
to paint, a tiresome child, are amusingly described in the

following letter :
—

To Mr. Combe.

"
^T), GowER Street,

'' Dccemhcr iGtli, 1852.

"My dear Mr. Combe,—Instead of going to a musical

party with my father and brother, I will write you something
of my doings. I have a headache, and feel as tired as if I

had walked twenty miles, from the anxiety I have undergone
this last fortnight [over 'The Order of Release']. All the

morning I have been drawing a dog, which in unquietness is

only to be surpassed by a child. Both of these animals I am

trying to paint daily, and certainly nothing can exceed the

trial of patience they occasion. The child screams upon

entering the room, and when forcibly held in its mother's

arms struggles with such successful obstinacy that I cannot

begin my work until exhaustion comes on, which generally

appears when daylight disappears. A minute's quiet is out

of the question. The only opportunity I have had was one

evening, when it fell asleep just in the position I desired.

Imagine looking forward to the day when next one of these

two provoking models shall come ! I'his is my only thought
at night and upon waking in the morning. When I suggest

corporal punishment in times of extreme passion, the mother,

after reminding me that I am not a father, breaks out into

such re])roofs as these: 'Poor dear! Was he bothered to

sit to the gentleman? Precious darling! Is he to be tor-

mented } No, my own one ; no, my popsy, my flower,

cherub,' etc., etc., clying away into kisses, when he (the baby)
is placed upon his legs to run about my room and displace

everything. Immediately he leaves off crying, remarking
that he sees a

'

gee-gee
'

(pointing to a stag's head and antlers

I have hung up), and would like; to have one of my brushes.
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This infant I could almost nuirdcr
;

l)iil the do^^ I feci for,

because he is not expected to understand. A strong- man
comes with it and bends him to my will, and all the while it

looks as calm as a suffering- martyr. I do more from this

creature in a day than from the other in a week.
" This year I hope you will come and see the produce of

all this la])()ur before the pictures 00 to the exhibition -I

mean a day or two previous, so that they may be quite
finished. . . . Wednesday evening I went to a public dinner
at Hampstead, and escaped in time to avoid returning thanks
for the honour they intended doing me. I expect soon to

have an invitation to a banquet at Hirmingham in honour
of the success of their exhibition, to which I sent 'Ophelia.'
There I am afraid I must say something, as I lost onl\- by
some few votes the prize given to W^ard's ' Charlotte C(jrday

going to Execution,' and it is customary to propose the

health of the unsuccessful candidate. My brother will ac-

company Hunt in time to attend the IVIagdalen evening-
festival, and although I shall not be with you on Christmas-

day, you may depend upon it that I shall drink your and
Mrs. Pat's health. Wishing her and yourself a happy
Christmas, believe me,

" Ever yours most sincerely,

"John Everett Millais."

To the same.

*'

83, Cower Street,

'^December, 1S52.

"My dear Mr. Combe,—You might have called fifty times

and never have found all our family out. as you did the other

day. If you had given me an idea that you intended calling,
I should have been at home to meet you. As it was I was
at the Tower of London in search of a backoround. in which
I was unsuccessful. All the stonework is too filthy with the

soot of Town to make any good colour in a background.
Let me know if you are coming up to see the lying-in-state
or the funeral of the Duke [of Wellington]. I have been

very lucky, having got a most excellent position from the

Ptincli office windows, through the kindness ot one of the

principal writers, Tom Ta\lor, the man who wrote tliat

Hattering notice of m\' last year's pictures.
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"This day I have commenced the figure in my summer's
work ('The RoyaHst '),

and to-night will be drawing the

group of my other subject ('The Order ot Release'), so

I have begun my winter's work. I saw, last night, a friend's*

pictures, painted this year in Spain, which would make you
alter your opinion about that country. The j)eople and place
must be magnificent. I never saw such costumes and natural

taste in the manner of putting their dresses on. 1 think we
must go to Spain. ... " Yours niost truly,

"John Everett Millais."

To Mrs. Coiiihc.

''%l, GowER Street,

''December, 1852.

"My dear Mrs. Combe,—How did vou like the funeral

procession .^ I expected to have heard Mr. Combe's opinion.
In the I/litsiraied London N'czvs there is a drawing of the

Royal carriages passing the PuncJi offices, and a likeness of

me sitting in the front row between some ladies. You will

see by that how good a position I had. I hear from Collins

that you are not coming to visit them until after Christmas.

Do not make it long after, as I shall then be beginning hard

work and unable to join you in walks, etc. Of course you
have heard from Hunt since his return. Now that he has

come home we have our old friendlv meetings aoain, such

as we used to have in former years. Charlie has so far

altered as to join our evenings, which he used to look upon
as almost profane. The evenings are so continually wet that

I seldom take my usual walk to Hanover Terrace. Mrs.

Collins is getting quite gloomy at the infrequency of my visits.
" Wilkie's new novel, Basil, has come out. I have just

finished reading it, and think it very clever. The papers,
I understand, abuse it verv much, but I think them incon-

sistent in crying it down and praising Anfonina, which is not

nearly so good. Have you read Esmond. Thackeray's last

book? I hear from Hunt that it is splendid, 1)ut it is in so

much request at the library that 1 cannot get it.

" My private oj)inion of the W^-llington car is that it looked

like a palsied locomotive. All the dignity of size was lost

in the little trembling motion it had over the stones of the

streets. It suo-oested bruises on the hero's nose from shakina;

*
Jolin I'hilli]), K.A.
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of the body in the coffin. I say
'

j)rivate opinion,' because a

Royal Academician was mixed ui) in the desit^n. Altogether
the sight was a most imposing one, but there is so much
talk about it that I am sick of the very nauK? of the Duke's

funeral. It has taken the place of the weather in conversation.

The first thing one is asked in Town, upon entering a room,

is,
' Did you see it? Where froni ? And what think noli of

it.''' Young ladies, general]}' dunil) on the lirst introduction,

venture upon this topic as courageously as an accustomed

orator. Believe me,
" Most truly yours,

"John Exkrkit Mii.i.ais.''

To Mr. Combe.

"
83, GowER Street,

"February i^th, 1853.

"Mv DEAR Mr. Combe,—All my family are gone out to

a musical party, excepting my mother, who is ill in her

room, suffering from a cold. I have but just returned from

Hanover Terrace. Poor Mrs. Collins (also afflicted with

cold) has entirely lost her voice. Charlie is rather despond-

ing about the quantity of w^ork he has got before him,

doubting the possibility of finishing for the Exhibition.
"

I am progressing with my picture slowly, but of course

will finish in time. . . . Hunt is so hard at work that I

never see him. He is painting a modern sul)ject. which

you probabh know more about than I do. I h.ive latel\-

become acquainted with a very busy Roni.ui Catholic, a

most mysterious-looking individual, a triciul ot Pollens.

His name is De Bammerville. I dined with him last week,

and he called to ask me to accompany him to Cardinal

Wiseman's this evening, but I excused m\selt. I believe

him to be a Jesuit. He has a most extraordinary appear-
ance—an excessively dark beard and complexion, and wearing-

wolf's fur round his neck and wrists, with braid—altogether

looking very like a stage Polish Count, who murders every-

one and then goes down a trap-door with blue light upon
him. I expect he looks ui)on me as a j)romising convert.

He smiles at the notion of my attending Wells Street

Church, and, no doubt, pictures in his imagination my sittirig

on a three-legged stool, painting a Holy b'amily for the only

church.
" Yours most truly,

"John E. Millais."
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About this time Millais presented to his cousin, Mrs.

George Hodo'kinson, a httle picture of a female fij^'ure, for

which she herseH' had sat. It was sent to her in June, as

soon as it was done
;

but the husband, objecting- to the

position of one of the arms, wrote to the artist and begged
him to take a certain portion of the arm away. To this

request he received the following amusing reply :
—

To Mr. Hodokiiison.
"
London,

''June \Oth.

"Sir,— You desire that in your absence the young woman
should have an operation performed on her left arm. I have
consulted her pleasure upon the subject, and have explained
that her ' frame

'

shall not be shaken, as we intend taking
her out of it. IVlr. Robinson will be in attendance, to ad-

minister chloroform, upon which I intend making an incision

with my palette knife just below the elbow. Laying open
the wound, we shall then have exposed the two punctured
bones, the 'radius' and the 'ulna,' upon which an immediate
solution of turps shall be plentifully applied. By this latter

expedient we hope to eradicate the deformity and to make a

bond fide restoration,
" The only companion the patient has had during her

incarceration has been her trusty Dandy,
'

Shy,' who has

put on a very long face since he has been with her, gloomy
in sympathy with his serene parent, who has been pupping
and given birth to feline juveniles. . . . William has been

playing one or two tricks with his mawleys upon the piano,

accompanying the quartette with such good effect that the

governor has thrown up the sponge in token of the total

defeat of that instrument. Time was frequently called, but

none but Bill came to the scratch. The Lord and Master of

this house is at this moment endeavourino- to brino- the un-

fortunate piano (who is upwards of forty) back to its original
tone. My female parent is in the adjoining room, making
preparations for an early dinner, which principally consist

in the entire subjugation of the curly-headed Pritchard, and

a discovery of bottles, the- cont(;nts of which are unknow^n

to her; hence a continual application of the necks of the

aforesaid bottles to the aforesaid lady's nose, accompanied

by an observation, 'That's gin,' 'That's vinegar,' or 'What's
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that, Pritcharcl?' (the boy's nose takes kindly to the odour
of wines.) 'Sherry, mum.' I believe that boy would be
worth a publican's while U) purchase. Get him an order to
taste the wines at the docks, and he wcnild brin[^ himself
out as full as a bottle. He has come in with the tablecloth
for dinner, and mother calls for a general clearance for that
meal

;
so no more at present from vour

"
Limner,

"Jack M .ALS.

^1^
'j-z _

C:iOSSING THE BORDKR.
Sketch by William Millais

1S53

^^t^
AZ.^.f^

At the end of June, 1S53, Millais, in company with his

brother William, journeyed North for the hrst time, intending
to take a good holiday after prolonged work at his easel.

The expedition was at first suggested by the Ruskins, who
had agreed to meet the brothers and introduce them to some
of the beauties of the Xorthern hills. .Xftcr spending a

delightful week wi h Sir Walter 'I'rc\el\an in Xorthumber-

land, which the railwax had then penetrated as far as

Morpeth, iIk- two brothers met the Ruskins there and
travelled with them by private coaches to the Trossachs.

taking en 7'02tte the picturesque old towns of Melrose and

Stirlinof.
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\il.

c?^.

/

To the former place their host insisted on accompanying"
them, taking' Mrs. Ruskin and her friend, Miss McKenzie,
in his dog-cart. There then they parted, the visitors betaking
themselves to a carriage and pair under the guidance of a

postillion. This gentleman, however, prov^ed himself hardly

equal to the occasion. After a brief halt at a hostelry in

the hill country, where the whisky was supremely tempting,
he was taken so seriously ill that he could no longer control

his horses. There was

nothing for it, therefore,
' but to dispense with his

, , :
services and tool the

animals along as best

they could. William
Millais gallantly under-

took this task, and after

depositing the unhappy
[ehu amidst the- luoQraoe

on the top of the coach

he evolved from his own
inner consciousness

something' that served

for reins, and managed
to land the party safely
at Callander, where
rooms had been en-

oao-ed tor them.

Mrs. George Hodo--

kinson sends me a

sketch ot hi^, made at

the time, showing the

post-boy hanging on to the collar of one of his horses, as

he piteously moans,
" Aw 'm \errarr baad—aw canna ride—

oh dearr, oh dearrr !

"

At Callander the two brothers found apartments in the
" New Trossachs Hotel," microscopic in size, but clean and
comfortable, and took most of their meals with their friends,

who were more luxuriously accommodated at the manse, at

Brig o' Turk, some \\\v hundred yards awav. ikit,
"
hey, oh»

the wind and the rain !"—especiallx the rain. Vor nearly five

long weeks it came steadil\- down, regardless of Mrs. Ruskin
and her brave championship of the climate of this, her native

land. Except at rare intervals, sketching was out of the

i-'i

CLOSE QUARTERS. 1853
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question. There was nuLhiiiL;" to see
;
but health and strength

were to be had by braving the elements. Mackintoshes had
not then been invented, but the plaid of the country afforded

some protection, and, thus habited, the whole party turned

out tlay by day, spending" their lives in the pure air. It

The-tToBriiti .i.^'^a.n'i 1t-^l

was soon foimd, however, that the plaid was insufficient

without tlie kilt, and as in those days sojourners in the

Highlands were exj^ected to adopt the costume i^i the

country, not only for their own comfort, but as a compliment
to the natives, whose judgment in the matter of dress was

thus endorsed, it needed no great persuasi(Mi on the part
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of their friends to make tlie two iM-others arrav themselves

accordingly, John Millais, however, did not take kindly to

the kilt. Unlike his brother, who continued to wear it to

the end ot the season, he discarded it alter one day's wear,

finding" perhaps more trouble with it than he did with the

plaid, until after many attempts he learnt the art of adjusting
it in the proper fashion. His first attempt

—in a big storm—
was about as futile as Dame Partinoton's struo-crle with her

mop against the Atlantic waves when they invaded her house.

-.^^^:-

^»'"i«t 1 ^^k

FISHING IN LOCH ACHRAY. 1853

He came out of the combat beaten and wet to the skin
;
but

alive, as he always was, to the humorous side ot things, he

made, the same evening, a sketch o( the event
;
and shortly

afterwards there appeared in l^nuc/i a more finished drawing
of his, entitled

" How to wear a Highland plaid."

Every day the united parties went on some expedition

together, climbing perchance 15en Ledi, or fishing in Loch
Achrav, famous in local tradition for salmon that never were

there, and, \vhene\(M- it was possible to do so, making
sketches ot the scenery around. As to Millais, his only

thought was of a pleasant holida\' and rest h^om his usual

occupations ; yet even he was caught at last by the fascina-
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tion of ;l iiirn in the lovely liltle river Finlass. It suddenly
occurred to him thai it would make a capital background
for a single hgure if all the other part of the landscape
were subdued in deep shadow; and on Mr. Ruskin consent-

ing" to stand, he began at once a portrait of the critic, which
is now known as one ol the best works he ever did.

The picture was afterwards purchased by Dr. (afterwards

Sir Henr\) Acland, whose recent xisit to Callander had

added greatly to the pleasure (jf the part)'. Millais refers

to it in the following letter :

—

lo Mr. Combe.

"Nkw Trossaciis Hotel, C.\llam)i:r,
" ST I KL I x ( ;

,
A Itgust 4th, 1853.

" Mv DEAR Mr. Combe,— Finding all my friends writing

letters, I have just crossed the bog that separates us trom

them to send you a bulletin of our health and doings. Our

patience has been most sorely tried, and has stood proot

tolerably well. Cannot you see us, one by one and hour l)y

hour, with anxious faces, trying to read the sun through
Scotch mist and rain .^ Cannot you hear us singly giving our

decided opinion of the day, hope buoying us up to tell other

than our real sentiments about the state of the weather?

"It's a varry saaft dee" has greeted me every morning for

the last five weeks, uttered by a bu.xom landlady, who is truly

the only person I have seen unclouded about the physiognomy.
'•
Dr. Acland has been staving- here a few davs. What an

amiable man he is ! He left us on Monday, and I have taken

his room, because of the fine view its window affords. I

was determined to bring back something", so on the very
afternoon of his departure I began a new picture. Oh that

I had tried this bait before with the sun. for I had barely

sketched-In my work before the sun, with British effulgence,

burst out upon the rocky hills. The wet birch leaves gave
back tiny images of him, and all the distant mountains

changed suddenlv from David Cox to the Pre-Raphaelites.
" What was a purple wash became now a network of

grays and lilacs, with no inconsiderable amount ot drawing
about their rugged peaks ;

in fact, such drawing as Nature

always rejoices in. This post-meridian burst of light augured
well for the morrow, and, indeed, Tuesday was a prince of

days, and we worked well. Wednesday and Thursday like-
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wise, though cold latterly went far towards cramping us.

Ruskin comes and works with us, and we dine on the rocks

all together, but only on fine days ;
so this course of living

has been very much the exception. Only imagine a paper

being sent here— '

that all stray dogs (during the dog-days)
be shot !

' The mention of a niad dog suggests only heat

and drought. Do dogs ever become mad in Scotland ?

" Ever vours sincerelv,

"John Everktt Millais."

To the same.

cjo Mr. Stewart, Bridgi-: of Turk,
" Callander, Perthshire,

''

August, 1853.

" Mv DEAR Mr. Combe,—My brother William has just

received your letter, and as you kindly express a wish to hear

from me, I take the present

opportunity of sending you a

tew lines.

"This day (Sunday, August
I4ih) we have been to church,
and taken a delightlul walk to

a waterfall, following the stream

till we came to a fall of seventy
feet, where we had a bath (my
brother and self), he standing
under the torrent of water,

which must have punished his

back as severely as a soldier's

cat - o' - nine - tails whipping.
These mountain rivers afford

the most delightful baths, per-

fectly safe, and clear as crystal.

They are so tem})ting, that it

is quite impossible to walk by
them without undressing and

jum])ing in. I am immensely
suri)riscd to hear that Hunt is

fjfoin"' to Svria so soon. I

confess I had beo.'un to think

that his intended voyage there

was a nnlli, for he has not
SIR HK^R^ ACI.AXI). 1S53
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spoken to me about leaving- England, although I receiv^e

letters continually from him. I suppose he thinks it would

only meet with incredulity. I am ])ainting" a portrait of

Ruskin, with a hacko-round of rocks and a waterfall, which
is close here, so I get at it easil)- in the morning.

"This year I am "-ivino myself a holiday, as I have
worked five years hard. it you have leisure to read, get
Ruskin's two last xolumes of The Stones of Venice, which

surpass all he has written. He is an indefatigable writer.

William MiUais Sir llcnry Aclaud MiUais

We have, in fine weather, immense enjoyment, painting out

on the rocks, and haxing our dinner brought to us there, and

in the evening climbing up the steep mountains for exercise,

Mrs. Ruskin accompanying us. Last Sunday we all walked

up Ben Ledi, which was ([uite an achievement. 1 am only

just getting the mountaineer's certainty of step, alter ex-

periencing some rather severe falls, having nearly broken my
nose, and bruised my thumb-nail so severely that 1 shall lose

it. My shins are [)rismatic with blows against the rocks. . . .

"
Ver\- trulv yours,

"John Everett Millais."
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DESIGN FOR A GOJHIC WINDOW.
Water-colour

1053

To the same.

cjo Mr. Stewart, Brig o' Turk,
" Callander,

"
August, 1853.

" My dear Mr. Combe,-— . . . Ruskin and myself are

pitchinc;' into architecture
; you will hear shortly to what

purjwsc. 1 think now I was intended for a Master Mason.
All this day I have been working" at a window, which I hope
you will see carried out very shortly in stone. In my evening-
hours I mean to make many designs for church and other

architecture, as I find myself quite familiar with constructions,

Ruskin having given me lessons regarding foundations and
the l)uilding of cathedrals, etc., etc. This is no loss of time
— rather a real relaxation from everyday painting

—and it is

immensely necessary that something new and good should

be done in the place of the old ornamentations.
"
Surely now that there st-ems more likelihood of a Russian

war you will not persist in travelling eastward. Assuredly

you will all lose your heads. You in particular will verify

your cognomen of
*

Early Christian
'

in such an event, for
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tliat was oencrally their fate. Is there any chance of your
coniino- to }{(h'nburoh in October? Do, if you can, and
hear Ruskin's lectures, and we will have a stroll over the

city. Does your fountain still |)lay ? Have the yold-fish
been boiled a^-ain .-^ Is I^nma still ali\e ? And ha\'(^ you
finished your shields .^ All these things I am anxious to

know. " Yours vcM-y faithfully,

"John Everett Millais."

WILLIAM MILLAIS AT WORK. 1853

Both Ruskin and Millais felt that in modern architecture,
no less than in modern painting, the lack of orioina! composi-
tion and design was painfully evident. They had many talks

on the subject, and as Mr. Ruskin intended to refer to this

in a lecture in [Edinburgh, Millais exercised himself in the

evening- by sketching designs of all sorts in a book which
now lies before me. Figures, flowers, and animals are all

grouped in every conceivable way, principally to be used in

the decoration of church windows, the chief design being
done on large sheets of grocery paper bought at a neighbour-
ing shop, and pasted on strips of canvas fixed together by
himself This design (a water-colour drawing for the window
referred to in the foregoing letter) represented angels saluting
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one another, the Hght being" admitted tliroug'h ovals, round
which the arnis of each figure chisped and met. It had a

base hne of 109 inches, and was shortly afterwards exhibited

by Ruskin at his Edinburoh lecture. Many years after that

it was seen by a noted cleric, who wished to have it carried

out for a new window in one of our cathedrals. The ex-

pense, however, was found to be too great, so the idea was
abandoned Millais was especially keen to show his ability

in this })articular line, tor, to his mind, a true artist should

be able to design or draw anything, and he had recently been

somewhat piqued by the observation of a newspaper, that

"though Millais might be successful in [xiinting, he was in-

capable of making an architectural design."

To Mrs. Coiubc.

" New Trossachs Hotel, Brig o' Turk,
"
September 6tli, 1853.

" My dear Mi-is. Combe,— I am almost ashamed to write

to you, after pt^rmitting so long a time to elapse without

a letter. I am enjoying myself so much here that I can

scarcely find time to hold a pen ; it is as much as I can

do to paint occasionally. To-day 1 ha\'e had a sick head-

ache, which has prevented me from painting the background
of a portrait of Ruskin. \\ hen the weather permits, we

Mrs. Ruskin working, her

husband drawing, and myself

painting. There is only one
drawback to this almost per-
fect happiness-^the midges.

They bite so dreadfully that

it is [jeyond human endur-

ance to sit quiet, therefore

many a splendid day passes
without being able to work.

This does not grieve me
much, as 1 am taking a holi-

day this season, and when I

return I mean
(it you will

receive me) to pay you a

\'isii. 1 )r. Acland was stay-

THE iiH.K AN'i. T.IK iNi.usTRiou.s ''V-^'
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j'aini1':k. J853



/:

^^i;- V^5««*?::fi;.;;.^i^^mj





1853] REMINISCENCES OF SCOTLAND 209

back, and I think greatly enjoyed himself. He is a deliohtful

companion, and joined us in oames of battledore and shuttle-

cock, which we play for exercise between hours.
" Mr. Ruskin is fjoino- to lecture in Edinburoh next month,

and we are busy making drawings for illustration. You will

probably hear of me as an architect some day ! Are you
going with Hunt and the Early Christian to Syria? Have

you heard much of Jenkins, and how is the parson ? The
service here is as unlike that at Oxford as an oyster is

unlike a crow. The church is a beautiful little house built

on the border of a lake, and the minister is a good, hard-

working, sensible fellow, who lives in the same house as

we do. . . . The service, I confess, I do not like, but I

am pleased with the people, who seem all earnestly desirous

of doing their duty. The church is supported by the

visitors to the hotels, there being no rich lairds about here,

nobody but poor old bodies wrapped up in plaids. , . .

" Yours most truly,

"John Everett Mieeals."

In 1853 manners and modes of lite '_)t the Scotch

peasantry were somewhat different from whcit they are now.

The doggies came to church, as they still do in one or two

remote districts, and the music was conducted by the pre-

centor, whose comic personality is admirably hit off in one

of Millais' sketches.

William Millais says of this visit to the North :
—" How

well I remember our o-oing to the little Free Kirk, arraved

as well-turned-out Highland men. The service was to us

somewhat comical, and we could hardly stay it out. The

precentor was a little very bow-legged old man, with the

wheeziest of voices, and sang the first line of the '

para-

phrase
'

alone, whilst his little shaggy terrier, the image
of his master, joined in a piteous howl. The other lines

were sung by the congregation, assisted by a few collies. I

afterwards tackled the little precentor, and asked him why
he didn't have an organ.

' Ah, man, would you ha\e us

take to the devil's band ?
'

was his answer.

"When the sermon came, it was most amusing lo us to

watch the old men passing their rams' horn snuH-nuills to

one another, and putting little bone spades full of the

pungent material up their noses to keep them awake.
" In front of us w^ere two well-dressed young girls, in all

I.— 14
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the newest fashion, and when the shallow offertory-box was

poked towards them, they put in a farthing. We afterwards

saw them take off their shoes and stockings and walk home
barefooted.

"As the whole congregation passed out, my brother

allowed that they one and all riveted their eyes on his legs,

and he made up his mind then to get rid of the beastly

kilt, and left me to carry out his purpose. Just then I

saw a carriage passing along the high-road, with a man
oesticulatinof towards me. I at once recognised him as

Gambart, the well-known picture-dealer. He stopped the

vehicle, and got out and asked after my brother, and then
introduced me to the lady inside—^* Mdlle. Rosa Bonheur'—
who expressed herself enthusiastically upon my appearance.
'

Ah, my dear Millais,' said Gambart, ' Mademoiselle Rosa
Bonheur has been eagerly on the look-out for the Highland
garb ever since we left Edinburgh, and yours is the first

kilt she has seen. You are immortalised.' I told them that

if they had been a little sooner they would have seen my
brother in a similar garb.

' How beautiful he must look
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in it,' said Gambart. It was a pity they had not seen him.

We lunched with thcni at Trossachs Hotel, but nothing
would induce my brother to don the kilt atrain."

Among" the most interesting records of this period is a

large sketch-book of Millais'. The first part is filled with

highly-finished drawings, illustrating the vari(jus
"
ploys

"
of

the party
—

salmon-fishing, sketching, and expeditions in the

hills—the latter half containing comical caricatures of the

people who came and went.

[it b«*t(iAV«
slferit^ii

In the evenings, after dinner, Art was frequently dis-

cussed, and Millais would occasionally make fun of the old

masters, showinLT in a few lines the chief materials of their

stock-in-trade. Some of these sketches (given here) are

interesting as showing how a very few bare lines can be

made to indicate unmistakably the characteristic styles of

individual masters, such as Vandyck, Poussin, Greuze, or a

Turner.

Mrs. Ruskin, being exceedingly learned in Scottish history,

used to hold forth occasionally on the doughty deeds of the

early champions of liberty and Christianity, and delighted
to narrate the thrilling adventures of Robert Bruce, of the
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Crusaders, and of all the heroes of Highland chivalry.

One evenino- Millais pretending, I regret to say, to have

been much impressed by the woes and afflictions suffered

by Robert the Bruce in prison, and his subsequent adven-

tures with a fine specimen of Arachuc vulgaris, took the

sketch-book, saying that so important a subject required

to be instantly fixed on paper, and he must at once make

a design for future development. If the reader will turn

(-1 I

to page I 76, he will see how it was that this touching subject
never found its way to the walls of the Academy. The

drawing, however, was much appreciated, and led to many
similar illustrations of Scottish history, such as the siege
of Dunbar Castle by the P^nglish, the adventures of Lord

James Douglas in the Holy Land, the siege of Acre, etc.

And these from the same hand that painted "The Vale
of Rest" and "The North-West Passage!" To my mind,

they are as characteristic of Millais as any serious work of

his. There is force and reason in \\\v, broadcsl and simplest
lines, to say nothing of the genuine humour they exhibit.*

* Millais showed tliese comic sketches to Leech, wlio was (louljtless somewhat
influenced by them in his siibsec|iient and admirable illustrations for The Comic

History of Eni^/ciini and 7'/ic Comic Jlisiory of Rome.
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"VIKTUE AND VICE." 1853

Line and Sepi.i drawing
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Before parting with the Ruskin portrait, he repainted the

whole of the background. He also finished at the same
time a little picture called "The Highland Lass," now in

the possession of Mr. Henry Willett.

One of the keenest disap|)ointments of his early life

occurred in 1850, when, after being elected to the honour
of an Associate of the Royal Academy, the appointment
was quashed on the ground of his extreme youth. Since

w
M

-:v /

<#

WAYSIDE REFRESJIMEMr

that time, as he could not but know, his works had risen

year by year in the estimation of the public, but as vet no
official recognition of their merit had been accorded liim by
the Academy, and he began to feel somewhat sore at this

neglect. He was, therefore, more than usually interested

in the coming election, which was to take place on Xovem-
ber 7th, 1853. Several inlluential Academicians had

promised to vote for him, and, though himself an earnest

supporter of authority when fairly exercised, he was not

disposed to have his claim overlooked niuch longer.
Gambart and other dealers, knowing that his pictures were

always in request, had already made him tempting offers

to exhibit solely with them, and from the commercial point
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of view it might have been to his advantage to do so
; but

he steadily refused to entertain the idea so long as any doubt

remained as to the attitude of the Academy.
Another reason for this decision was that, having taken

upon himself the champion-
ship of Pre-Raphaelite prin-

ciples, he was determined

to make the Academy ac-

knowledge his power as the

chief, if not the only, ex-

ponent of their principles,
now that Hunt was off to

the East, and Rossetti had
wandered away on his own
exclusive line

;
and if he

ceased to exhibit there, some
of those whose opinion he
valued might perhaps think

that he was afraid to continue

the strug-o-le.

And now the eventful day
approached. But let William

Millais tell the tale in his

own words :
— " On the day

when the result of the elec-

tion of Associates at the

Royal Academ.y of Arts was
to be made known, my
brother, self, Wilkie and
Charlie Collins all started

off to spend a whole day in

the country to alleviate our

excitement. Hendon was the chosen locality. My brother

wore a large gold goose scarf-pin. He had designed a

goose for himself and a wild duck for me, which were made

by Messrs. Hunt and Roskell— exquisite works of Art.

We had spent a very jolly day, the princij^al topic of

conversation l^eincr the comin<>- election, Wilkie Collins

beinor confident that lack's usual luck would attend him
and that he would certainly be returned an Associate ot

the Royal Academy.
" We had been walking along a narrow, sandy lane, and,

meeting a large three-horse waggon, had stepped aside to

Sir Henky Aci.and assisting a Cektaix Lady
TO Paint oMi of her Pictures. 1853
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let it pass, when we resumed our way, and shortly afterwards

Jack's pin was oone !

' Now, Wilkie,' said my brother,
' how

about my luck ? This is an ominous sign tliat I shall not

get in.' 'Wait a bit, let's go back,' said Wilkie. We were
all quite sure that he had it on on leaving Hendon. Now,
the fact of a huge waggon having gone over the ground
we had travelled by gave us very little hope of seeing the

golden goose again. A stipulated distance was agreed upon,
and back we all trudged, scanning the ground minutely.
I undertook the pacing. The waggon had ploughed deej)
furrows in the sand, and just as we had reached the end

of our tether, Jack screamed out, 'There it is, ])y Jove!'
And, in truth, the great gold goose was standing perched
on a ridge of sand, glistening like the Koh-i-noor itself. We
went straight to the Royal Academy, and Charles Landseer.

coming out, greeted my brother with, 'Well, Millais, you
are in this time in earnest' punning on his name, which they
had entered as 'John Ernest Millais' instead of John Everett

Millais."

It was on the day following the election that D. G.

Rossetti wrote to his sister Christina {Leife?'s of D. G.

Rossetti to William Allinghain) :
— "

Millais, I just hear, was

last night elected an Associate ;

so now the whole Round Table

is dissolved"—meaning, no doubt,

that Millais, having been received

into the fold of the recognised

authority, would cease to support
the heterodox principles he had

till then so strongly upheld. But

nothinof could be further from his

thoughts.
He quietly continued his work

on the same lines till i860,

when his painting of minute

detail became gradually merged
in greater breadth of treatment.

Look at the landscape in
"
Chill

October"
( 1875) and "TheW^ood-

man's Daughter" (1849). The
effect is the same

;
onlv the mode

of expression is different. He
gained the technique used in the

A Ckktain I,Ai)Y Painting one of her

Religious Pictures. 1853
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first-named picture through the scholastic and self-imposed
labour of the second.

Millais' next letter is in reply to one from Mr. Combe,
inviting him to stay again at Oxford, and announcing the

joyful fact that he had purchased Hunt's great picture,
"The Light of the World," a picture which INIillais greatly
admired.

^^^U.

mnj i#-%

jwey-ytjoc

'A j^

UATHING. A SUPERFLUOUS NECESSITY. 1S53

To Jllr. Conibc.

'"^2)^ GowER Street,
''

TJnirsday Evening, Deccuibcr, iZ^^.

" My dear Mr. Combe,— I am sorry that I cannot possibly
leave town next week, as I find I shall be required by the

Royal Academy to receive my diploma. After that, I must

really set about working, for I must get something done for

the Exhibition. . . .

"
I called to-day upon Sir Charles Eastlake, the President,

and he told me 1 must stay in London for the Committee-

meeting next week, which is not fixed. I congratulate you
on havintr boufrht

' The Li"ht of the World.' You are a

sensible man. . . .



EUPHEMIA CHALMERS CRAY (Afterwards I.ady Mili.ais). 1853

A pencil drawing made liy lierself from an oil paiiiling by Millais
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"
I have just returned from dining- with Ruskin's father,

<-ind am a little tired and sleepy, so 1 must hnish this
; for, as

a true friend, you must wish me to go to bed. Good-night.
My love to Mrs. Pat.

"Yours very faithfully,
"
John Everett Millais."

To the same.

" Fielding Clui;,

"Henrietta Street, Covent Garden,
''

]\Ifl)iday, Dccciiihcr 26///, 1.S53.

" My dear Mr. Combe,— I am ashamed of myself for not

having written to you before this to explain about Hunt's
likeness [drawn by himself]. I am so pleased with it that,
as I have no other, I must keep if for myself, but will copy
it for you and .send it in the course of a week or two. . . .

I thought you were going to accompany Hunt to S\ ria.

What do you mean by neglecting your promise.'^ . . . Now
that Hunt is going I don't know what will become of me,

"
I hope you have all spent a happy Xmas, a more cheer-

ful one than I spent ;
for 1 had no dinner, and was strolling

about London between church services. In the morning
1 attended Wells Street, and in the evening Dr. Cumminos

-—the north and south poles of religious ceremony. Gum-
ming is a wonderful man, sincere and elocjuent. The Scotch
are very manly and honest. I heard a great man named
Guthrie in Edinburgh

— the finest preacher I ever heard. . , .

" Ever vours,

"John Everett xMillais."



CHAPTER VI.

1853-1855

End of the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood—Walter Deverell—His iUness and death— Holman Hunt in the East— Letters from him—"The Scapegoat"—
"The Blind Girl" and " L'Enfant du Regiment "—Winchelsea—Thackeray
writes whilst Millais paints

—An eccentric vicar—Success of "The Blind

Girl"—Ruskin's description of it—John Luard—Millais in Scotland with

Halliday, Luard, and Charles Collins—Paris Exhibition of 1855
—The English

school at last recognised
—How "The Rescue" came to be painted

—Letters

from Dickens—Models for "The Rescue" and criticisms on it—Appreciation

by Thomas Spencer Baynes— Millais loses his temper and speaks out—Bene-
ficial result— Firemen at work— Letters from V>'illiam Allingham—Frederick

Leighton.

MILLAIS,
as we have seen, was now one of the elect

of the Royal Academy, and his picture,
" The

Huguenot," had added much to his reputation as an artist;

but it is quite a mistake to assume, as so many writers have
done, that after this date the current of his life ran smoothly
on without any serious obstruction or impediment. His

great fight-
—
perhaps the greatest fight of all—was yet to

come; and as 1853 drew to a close, the elation he might
otherwise have felt was restrained by circumstances and
considerations of no small moment to a man of his sensitive

nature. Leading members of the Academy were, as he
well knew, prejudiced against him

; the Press continued to

jeer at him as an enthusiast in a false style of Art
;
D, G.

Rossetti, wounded by their carping and insulting criticism of

his "Annunciation," had retired from the contest; Walter
Deverell. a devoted friend of Millais and an ardent sup-

porter of the Pre-Raphaelite movement, was seriously ill
;

and now that Hunt, his greatest and strongest ally, was
about to leave for the East, he knew that upon him alone

would devolve the duty of maintaininir the cause to which
he had devoted his life as an artist. Charlie Collins, it is

true, was still with him, and in
" Mike" Halliday and Leech

he had found other firm and faithful friends
; but, highly
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skilled as these three men were, both as artists and con-

noisseurs, they could hardly be expected to share the

enthusiasm of himself and Hunt for a cause which they had

made so peculiarly their own. Individual Pre-Raphaelites,
such as Collinson, Hughes, and others, were doing- good

?^

"WAITING"

work, and the Academy did not exclude their paintings-
at the annual exhibitions

;
but the Brotherhood itself no

longer existed in its old form as a bod\' ot associated

workers. It had become indeed, as Hunt says in one of

his letters, "a solemn mockery, and died of itself"

A few words about Walter Deverell may not be out of

place here
; for, apart from jNIillais' affect'on for him. as
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evidenced by the following letters, he was a youth of rare

character and great gifts. On the death of his father in

1853 he struggled hard to maintain not only himself, but his

brothers and sisters by the sale of his pictures ; but, some
two years before his own death, his health began to give

wav, and at last failed altooether under the distress of

finding it impossible to keep the home together. Con-

sumption set in, and early in 1854 he passed away. It was

only a few weeks before this that Millais discovered the dire

necessitv of his friend, when he hastened at once to his

relief Without saying a word to him, he took steps to

secure the sale of his last picture. Two of the Pre-

Raphaelite Brothers sent a stranger to buy it, and in ignor-
ance of this little ruse, poor Deverell rejoiced in being able

to provision his household and stave off the reaper for at

least a short time lonoer. Referring- to this incident,

Holman Hunt says :
—•" Millais came to me one day and

said,
' Deverell is in great straits. Let us buy his picture.

Will you give half, if I do ?
'

So the picture was bought,
and Deverell for the while tided over his financial difficulties."

As to the man himself, Mr. Arthur Hughes has given
us an account in T/ie Letters of D. G. Rossefti to Williajii

AllinoJiaiu. He describes him as "a manlv voung fellow,

with a feminine beauty added to his manliness
; exquisite

manners and a most affectionate disposition. He died early,

after painting two or three pictures. Had he lived he

would have been a poetic painter, but not a strong one.

Millais, hardworking and ambitious though he was, used to

.sit hour after hour by his bedside, reading to him."

The following letter tells us something of the "Derby"
fifty years ago, and of the manner in which Holman Hunt
and Millais went to the races, previous to the departure ot

the former for the East :
—

To Mr. Charles Collins.

" Waddon, Croydon,

^^May 3u-/, 1853.

" My dear Charley,—This is how I went to Epsom
races. . . . After coffee we spoke of the morrow's dust we
should have to encounter, when it struck me that if we could

obtain countrymen's white smockfrocks we could wear them

there, defying the dust, and put on our swell coats, unsullied,

on arriving at the course.
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"To procure these agricultural robes, measures were

immediately put into execution. The maidservant, who
was also <joino- to the races in a van, undertook to eet
them before we were up, which ])roniise she fulfilled.

" In case Hunt should ha\e tlilficulty in Inidiuf^ his way
from Wimbledon across the fields, I walked there just in

time to meet his train. From this he emerged much

depressed in body and spirit, having, in fear of missing the

hour, carefully avoided sleep.
" We started in our ploughman attire, at about twelve

o'clock. . . . Our costumes excited much jocularity of a most

depressing order, such as inquiries as to price of turnips and

milk, etc. On arrival we exchanged the rustic for the

ordinary garment, and were recognised by many friends. . . .

"We presently dived into the alleys of the racing ground,
and I speedily came to the conclusion that the audience

attend principally for the sake of gorging themselves with

pigeon pie and lobster salad. . . . Such tragic scenes I saw
on the course ! One moustached guardsman was hanging
over the side of a carriage in a state of abject intoxication.

... In the same carriage, seated beside him, endeavouring
to look as though she were not cognisant of the disoustinij-

reality, his mistress was offering a bottle (jf champagne to

some other swells who sat on the box. In another carriage I

saw a woman crying bitterly, evidently a paramour of the man
who was languidly lolling back in the cushions flushed with

drink and trying to look unconcerned at the woman's grief
This was probably caused by a notice that his losses that da\'

obliged him to do without her society for the future. . . .

" On Thursday, most likely, I shall see you. 1 ha\-e just

received two letters, one of which is (juite unintelligible.
I can't read a quarter of a sentence

;
there are few things

more provoking than this. . . .

" Ever your affectionate friend,

"John Everett Millais."

The pathos and traciedv of life exhibited in the hurrvincr

scenes of the racecourse seem to have impressed Millais

strongly, and a most interesting pen drawing (p. 153)

reproduces with fidelity one of the incidents mentioned in

the above letter.

Charley Collins was niLich to him in these early days, at

a time of life when men open their hearts to each other,

'—15
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cliscussino- their doubts and fears with candour born of

mutual sympathy and mutual striving after the ideal. In

one letter to his friend Millais discourses thus on " Faith":—

To Illr. diaries Collins.
, „
"1853-

" Mv DEAR Charley,—Many thanks for vour lono- sermon.

In the case of Tennyson's poem, I think you quite mis-

understand his meaning. He does not imply that we have
no light in the world, for he says in another place

—
'But wliat am I?

": An infant crying in the night,
An infant crying for the hght,
And with no language but a cry,'

which clearly implies that it is his weakness of ' Faith
'

to

believe that the lioht which exists is at fault. A man would
never ask for that which is not revealed. Regarding that

passage you quoted
—

.1_^_^ . .

• ' 'I falter where I firmly trod,

. . :; . .
And falling with my weight of cares

• Upon the great world's altar stairs

That slope thro' darkness up to God '—
these lines, I think, only express the unsteadiness of his

belief, which many good men have likewise felt. Even the

Apostle Thomas was incredulous of that which was imme-

diately before him. The whole poem is the expression of

passing thought
—

praises of God and doubts in succession.

It is very rare that very great men are the steadiest

Christians, for they are conversant with all existing argu-
ments against Scripture, which are very strong, as everything

belonging to the devil surely is. The last line—
'That slope thro' darkness up to (lod

'—
is the only part which could be objectionable to a Christian.

There is that great mistake in all believers that they do not

seem to understand how it is people doubt. The fact is that

they do, and Tennyson amongst others must have had

continual variations of faith. If you read /// Mcnioriain

.carefully I think you will find it one of the most religious

works ever written. It is all intense love. There are many
passages of weakness, but the poem is conclusive in its entire

trust in Christ, which is what is princij)a]ly required of us.

"Good night, my dear Charlie. .. i t; "Wxw .\is
"
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After this came a long series of letters froni Holman
Hunt, dated from various parts of Egypt and Palestine,
where in 1854 and 1856 he was engaged in collecting
materials for his pictures, and produced, amongst other

works, that magnificent painting, "The Scapegoat." These
letters, Pre-Raphaelite in detail and often admiral )1\' illus-

trated, are full of interest, not only as a record of his

wanderings in the East and the adventures he met with,

\'c

./

PRINCE CHARLIE IN A HIGHLAND FARMHOUSE
Pencil design. Circ. 1854

but as a reflex of his observant mind and his constant

solicitude for his friends at home. For Millais more par-

ticularly they betray a warmth of interest that could only
exist between such congenial and affectionate friends. But
I must necessarily limit myself here to such of them as

refer more especially to the subject of this memoir, or to

matters in which they were mutually interested.

Writing from Cairo in 1854, he says:
—"I hope you will

come out in the autumn. Seddon (an artist friend) will have

gone back by then, and I will have made some way into

the language, if possible. I am very likely to remain abroad
for a year or two, for it is impossible to do any good in
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merely passing- through a country, particularly when one

has so many prejudices to overcome as exist here. I wish

we could meet abroad to work and travel together for a

good while, with occasionally another or two for companions—
Halliday for one. The advantage of being away from

London is that riddance from bores, personal and impersonal,
one meets with there, and (with one or two intimates at

hand) the possibility of keeping all wandering ones at bay

might be attained. I don't feel certain as to the best

place to remain in. This may be the most convenient and

practicable, but my inclination points to Beirout, or some
other quarter where God's works are more prominent than

those of man.

"Certainly cultivate a beard. I am persuaded to over-

come my Anglican prejudice in favour of a clean chin.

I should not do so, however, if I found it disguised my
nationality, for that is worth every other protection one

travels with. It compels cringing obedience and fear

from every native, even a dog. With this, indeed, and a

stick, or, in fact, with only a fist, I would undertake to

knock down any two Arabs in the Esbekir and walk away
unmolested, and even with the hope that they should be

well bastinadoed for having given me so much v^oluntary

trouble."

There would be very few artists in London if they had

such difficulties in procuring models as poor Hunt had to

face in 1854. Writing from Cairo, in March of that year,

he says :
—"

I wish my attempts to get models had been

encouraging in the result. Bedouins may be hired in twenties

and thirties, merely by paying them a little more than their

usually low rate of wages, and these are undoubtedly the

finest men in the place ;
but when one requires the men ot

the city, or the women, the patience of an omnibus-man

going up Piccadilly with two jibbing horses on an Exhibi-

tion-day is required. I have made the attempt to get a

woman to sit, until, at the end of a fortnight or three weeks,

I have realised nothing but despair, although I have spared
no pains and have prejudiced my moral reputation to achieve

my purpose. The first chance my servant discovered, I

knew it would not do to inquire too narrowly into the

character of the people ;
so I followed him without question

into a house where at everv door there was a fresh investiga-

tion of myself, in such sort as to make il appear a matter



i8s4] HOLMAN HUNT 231

of the oreatest CTOod fortune when I Anind myself at the

top of the house enterhij^ the guest-room. This was a small

chamber without much furniture, but surrounded with divan

seats in front of a lattice-work mushrabee, where people sit

for the cool air in the heat of the day. No one was present,
so I had leisure to examine the objects in the rooni and

speculate upon the beauty of the houris of the establish-

ment, and to make some study of the manner in whicli 1

THK PRISONER'S WIFE

would arrange the sketch which I should have to do diat

same day. And here I heard women's voices outside.

Several entered veiled. With but only about twenty words

of Arabic and a great deal of impatience. I could not afford

much ceremony, so after 1 had fired off the nineteen I

thought it time to walk up to the most graceful figure, utter the

remaining word, 'yea bint,' and lift up her veil—a proceeding
for which they were scarcely prepared. The shy

'

daughter

of the full moon '

squinted ;
and on turning to others, I
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discovered that Nature had blessed each witli some such

iiiv^aluable departure from the monotony of ideal perfection.
"'The evening- star' had lost her front teeth, 'the sister

of the sun
'

had several gashes in her cheek, while '

the

mother of the morning
'

had a face in pyramid shape.
I told my man to express my regret that heaven had not

bestowed on me enough talent to do justice to that order

of beauty, by shying some backsheesh to the old woman,
while I took one by the neck and gently hurled her on to the

floor for having attempted to intercept my passage by the

door. A liQ;ht with a man or two in ooino- downstairs and
an encounter with several clogs in the yard, and I found

myself in the street, with my man behind me in a state of

utter bewilderment at the turn affairs had taken. The next

day I applied to the wife of the English missionary, who
replied that it was a matter of the greatest difficulty. She
had once induced a girl to sit, but then it was to a clergy-
man. Perhaps it might be possible to get her again for

me, but not at present, for it was a great fast, which was
observed at home indoors, and, moreover, she herself was

just setting out for Mount Sinai for two or three months,
and without her presence in the room nothing could be done.

The day after this I persuaded my landlord to exert hin"i-

self, which ended in his procuring me a lady as ugly
as a daguerrotype, whom 1 dismissed after I had blunted

my pencil in my sketch-book. In the afternoon I had
another woman seized, who turned out to be uglier than

any I had seen. All the public women seem to be chosen

to show the repulsiveness of vice at first glance
—a wise

system that deserves more success than it would seem to

meet. There are beautiful women here. In the country
the fellah girls wear no veils and but very little dress, and
these in their prime are perhaps the most graceful creatures

you could see anywhere. In prowling about the village one

day I came face to face with one of them, and could not

but stop and stare at her. She could not pass, and when
I saw this I thought some apology was necessary. Seddon's

Hippopotamus* was with me, but I only explained my
desire to him without further satisfaction than could be got

by his going through his complete lesson with all its varia-

tions of ' Vare kood, ser
; yes, ser, vare kood, ser ; tiab

contere quies vare kood, ser.'

* A fill (.IrajjoiiKin.
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Pen drawing
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"
Good-l^ye, oltl fellow. Commend my memory most

kindly to your mother and father and brother, and all

other friends. 1 am afraid I cannot write to the Collins's

at once, for I want to settle to work first. Remember me
to them affectionately. I will enclose a note to jolly old

Halliday. I have a good excuse for not writing many
letters, for, besides the engagements which one finds abroad,
I have the plea of great difficulty in getting them posted.
One cannot pay postage here, and I have to get them con-

veyed by hand to Alexandria for that purpose. God defend

you always!
—Yours, W. Holman Hunt."

All through the summer, autumn, and winter of 1854
Hunt remained in Jerusalem, encountering- many difficulties

and not a little personal danger. Writing from there on
November loth, he expresses his delight at hearing from

Millais, adding:
— "It may be interesting to you to know

that my tent was pitched on the plain of Mamre, under a
tree still called

' Abraham's Tree,' where he entertained the
three angels. (The tree, however, though an immense and
ancient one, has no just claim to the dignity.) Here I laid

down in the middle of the day, and took out your letters—

Halliday's and your own—which I had brought with me,
and re-read them again with a delight which made every
word like pure water to a thirsty soul, I could remember
Winchelsea so clearly, all our walks there together, and our
meal at the inn, and I could imagine you and jolly Halliday
working there within sight and sound of the sea. And how
I could have joyed to be with you, to talk together for a
few hours ! Some clay again I hope to see you, and not

long hence. A few months, and I shall look for spring and

England together. I am often sorry that you are no longer
in Cower Street, for I cannot picture you returned to town,
in a strange studio, and merry Halliday away from Robert
Street. The idea is almost like losing you, for the picture
of a pretty cottage at Kingston is not drawn from Nature,
and mav be all wrone.

"After all, your letter was full of sad incidents, notably
the horrible death of the landlord of the inn. Such things
make one despair of the world. Six thousand years, and
so much evil ! I think people look on and moralise too
much. Sometimes I have an idea of an active future, in

the fall of everything decent and respectable. I hope we
may devise some means of serving God together. I am
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in gloom sometimes as to the capacity of Art
;

but I

have no permanent despondency on the subject. It must

be equally strong as an instrument of either good or evil,

and of the latter one cannot doubt its power.
"
Halliday told me your subject ('The Blind Girl'), which

I think a very beautiful one. It is an incident such as makes

people think and love more. It is wrong to doubt of the

ofood, after one has become convinced enouoh to take a

subject in hand. I went over all your news and your
reflections ; and, to realise the idea of our being together,
I used Halliday's envelope to make cigarettes with, and
fancied you through the fumes. . . .

" For the next week or two I shall be stationed about

sixty miles from Jerusalem, and with no means of des-

patching letters thence or communicating with any human

being above a wild Arab, The prospect is sufficiently

dreary, to say the least of it, but I am tempted to it for

the sake of a serious subject that has come into my head,

for the next exhibition of the Academy, , , . In Leviticus

xvi. 20 you will read an account of the scapegoat sent away
into the wilderness, bearing all the sins of the children of

Israel, which, of course, was instituted as a type of Christ.

My notion is to represent this accursed animal with the

mark of the priest's hands on his head, and a scarlet ribbon

which was tied to him, escaped in horror and alarm to

the plain of the Dead Sea, and in a death -thirst turning

away from the bitterness of this sea of sin. If I can contend

with the difficulties and finish the picture at Usdoom, it

cannot fail to be interesting, if only as a representation of

one of the most remarkable spots in the world
;
and I

am sanguine that it may be further a means of leading any
reflecting Jews to see a reference to the Messiah as He was,
and not (as they understand) a temporal king.

" My last journey was to discover an appropriate place
for the scene, and this I found only at the southern extremity
of the lake where the beach is thickly encrusted with salt,

and notwithstanding a remarkable beauty, there is an air

of desolation , . . exclusively belonging to it. Usdoom is

a name applied to a mountain standing in the plain, which

froni the resemblance in sound is thought to be part of

Sodom. Its greater part is pure salt, which drips through
into long pendants whenever the water descends."

After referring to the victories of the allied troops at
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Balaclava and Alma, he cunlinucs :
— "

I am beyond every-

thing" gratified at seeing that God has not taken away the

lion hearts and the strono- arms from English and Scotch.

War is horrible, but not less justifiable, to my mind, than

the slaying of animals for food, which is also revolting, when
considered independent of the necessity."

Writing again on January 24th, 1855, Hunt says:
—"I

wonder how you all go on in London. No Pre-Raphaelite
Brotherhood meetings, of course. The thing was a solemn

mockery two or three years past, and died of itself . . .

I shall be glad to leave this

unholy land, beautiful and in-

teresting as it is. Never did

people deserve to lose their

empire so thoroughly as these

Arabs. If thev were left alone

for a few years, they would com-

plete the work themselves."

The concluding words of this

letter are so quaintly redolent of

the scriptural air he was then

breathing, that it would be quite a

sin to omit them :
— " Remember

me most kindly to your mother
and father and brother of happy
memory, and greet all my other

friends of an inquiring turn of

mind, of whom I regard Mrs.

Collins as president. Remember
me to the secretary, also Wilkie,
and salute Charley brotherly (tell

him 'I hope to bring him an Arab scalp even yet), also

Stephens, to whom I cannot write this time. Thank him

for the newspaper he sends me. I hope you get on well

with your pictures. I am working like a baby in the Art."

In the spring the traveller was back in England again, and

then their delightful meetings were once more resumed.

I must now hark back to the beginnmg of 1854, when
Millais had in mind two pictures

—"The Blind Girl" and
" L'Enfant du Regiment" (or, as it is more commonly
called, "The Random Shot")

—both of which he was
anxious to commence at once, and to paint concurrently.
The latter demanded as a background the interior of a

ii u<^U ^/—^c:^C^



238 JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS [i8s4

church, and for some time during- the autumn he roved about

in searcli of one suitable to his purpose. At last, on the

recommendation of a friend, he started for Winchelsea,

accompanied by Mike Halliday, and there he was fortunate

enough to find what he wanted in the old Priory Church

of Icklesham, about a mile away, and in the same neigh-
bourhood the landscape he required for "The Blind Girl."

But first he must settle the point of view from which

to paint the interior
;

to which end he visited the church

on several consecutive clays. At length the sexton's curiosity

was excited as to the object of this mysterious visitor, and
he asked him what he wanted.
"
Oh," said Millais,

"
I want to

paint the church." "Well, then,

young man," replied the sexton,

"you need not hang about here

any longer, for the church was
all done up fresh last year." It

is an old - told tale, this, for

Thackeray got hold of it, and
told it at the clubs

;
but it is

none tiie less true. I have
heard my father tell it himself

Another tale about this Win-
chelsea expedition is also worth

repeating. About a month after

Millais' arrival Thackeray ap-

peared on the scene, and the

two worked together, Millais

painting while Thackeray went on with Denis Duval, that

fragment of a fine novel, unhappily left unfinished, in which

the principal character was drawn from Millais himself While

thus engaged they were not altogether unobserved. To
borrow a line from one of Thackeray's most amusing ballads,

"A gent had got his i on 'em," the "gent" being an eccentric

old clergyman (^f the neighbourhood who looked in now and

then, and one Sunday morning appeared in the pulpit when

they were in church. They were sitting right in front of him,

and this dear old divine, catchino- slight of Millais, directed

his discourse to the comparative beauties of Nature and Art.

There was no mistaking what he meant, for, warming up as

he went along, he punctuated his remarks by personal appeals
to the artist as to the inferiority of man's work to (lod's.

'H ^ "

Sic cUZ
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Leaning over the pulpit with outstretched hands, and eyes
fixed on Millais, he cried aloud,

" Can you paint that ? Can
vou paint that?" And then, turning; to the cono-reoation as

he slowly drew himself upright, he added in solemn tones,

"No, my brethren, he cannot pai7it tJiatT Again and again
this embarrassing scene was repeated, until at last Millais and
his friend became almost hysterical in the effort to sup[)ress
their laughter.

Coming now to the painting which led to these sensational

incidents, "The Random Shot,"
I am glad to avail myself of

Mr. F. G. Stephen's description
of it in the followinsf words :

—
" This small picture represents
an incident in the French

Revolution, where some of the

populace, attacking a church

which is defended by the mili-

tary, have accidentally wounded
a soldier's child who had been
taken there for safetv. The
little one, wrapped in his father's

coat, has just sobbed itself to

sleep on the tomb of a knight,
where the child had been laid

out of further danger ; the tears

of pain have ceased to trickle

down its face, and its sobbings
have found rest in sleep. The
tomb is of alabaster, mostly of

pure white, but dashed and streaked with pearly fawn and

grey tints, according to the nature of the material, which

acquires from time an inner tint of saffron and pale gold.
The tale of 'The Random Shot' is explained by showing
some soldiers firing out of a window of the church."

The tomb on which the child is lying is that of Gervaise

Allard, knight, one of the manv beautiful works of art still

to be seen in the old church at Icklesham. Dante Rossetti

was probably right in saying that the artist's first idea was ta

depict the scene as taking place in a church besieged by
Cromwell, for several of the sketches in my possession
suo-^rest more forcible and warlike movement than is to be

t^.«^ r^yllC^^ - '^^ ^-'--J 4v,1^ t^/.T,

/iX^^^w a^t.^ u^)u^Ur iL^'f'

&&
found in the picture itself The child, too, was originally
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painted in several attitudes before that of repose was

selected.
" The Blind Girl," a still more pathetic subject, is described

by Mr. Spielmann as "the most luminous with bright g-olden

lio^ht of all Millais' works, and for that reason the more deeply

pathetic in relation to the subject. Madox Brown was right

when he called it
' a religious picture, and a glorious one,' for

God's bow is in the sky, doubly
—a sign of Divine promise

specially significant to the blind. Rossetti called it
' one of

the most touching and perfect things I knov/,' and the Liver-

pool Academy endorsed his opinion by awarding to it their

annual prize, although the public

generally favoured Abraham
Solomon's '

Waiting for the

Verdict.' Sunlight seems to

issue from the picture, and
bathes the blind girl

— blind

alike to its glow, to the beauties

of the symbolic butterfly that

has settled upon her, and to

the token in the sky. The
main rainbow is doubtless too

strono- and solid. Millais him-
self told the story of how, not

knowing that the second rain-

bow is not reallv a ' double
'

one, but only a rellection of the

first, he did not reverse the order

of its colours as he should have

done, and how, when it was pointed out to him, he put the

matter right, and was duly feed for so doing. But the error

is a common one. I have seen it in pictures by Troyon and

others, students of Nature all their lives, who yet had never

accurately observed. The precision of handling is as re-

markable as ever, and the surrounding collection of birds and
beasts evinces extraordinary draughtsmanship."

In 1898, when the picture was seen again in the midst of

Millais' other Pre-Raphaelite works, nearly all the critics

agreed that, for a general balance of qualities, it should take

the first place in the collection; the .S)^<:r/'^/^r remarking that :

" Nowhere else in the whole range of his works did the

painter produce such a l)eautiful piece of landscape. The
picture is full of truth and full of beauty, and the grass glows

fLr€!,.~y
^
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and sparkles in the sunlii^iu after the storm. The colour

throughout Is as brilliant as paint can make it, but perfectly
harmonious at the same time. Of quite equal beauty are the

two figures, the blind musician and her child companion, and

the pathos is so admirably kept in its proper place that it is

really touching. There is a true humanity about this picture
as well as great artistic qualities."

But best of all is Mr. Ruskin's refined and accurate descrip-

tion of the picture. He says :
— " The background is an open

English common, skirted by the tidy houses of a well-to-do

village in the cockney rural districts. I have no doubt the

scene is a real one within some twenty miles from London,

^/2r-s,i^^!:^~^-fc^a/ i^^tit

and painted mostly on the spot. A pretty little church has

its window-traceries freshly whitewashed by order of the

careful warden. The common is a fairly spacious bit of

ragged pasture, and at the side of the public road passing
over it the blind girl has sat down to rest awhile. She is a

simple beggar, not a poetical or vicious one—a girl of eighteen
or twenty, extremely plain-featured, but healthy, and just now

resting, not because she is much tired, but because the sun

has but this moment come out after a shower, and the smell

of the grass is pleasant. The shower has been heavy, and is

so still in the distance, where an intensely bright double rain-

bow is relieved against the departing thunder-cloud. The

freshly wet grass is all radiant through and through with the

new sunshine
;

the weeds at the girl's side as bright as a

I.— 16
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Byzantine enamel, and inlaid with blue veronica ;
her up-

turned face all aglow with the light which seeks its way
through her wet eyelashes. Very quiet she is, so quiet that

a radiant butterfly has settled on her shoulder, and basks

there in the warm sun. Against her knee, on which her poor
instrument of beggary rests, leans another child, half her age—her guide. Indifferent this one to sun or rain, only a little

tired of waiting."
Neither the background nor the figures in this work were

finished at Icklesham, the middle distance being, I think,

painted in a hayfield near the railway bridge at Barnhill, just

outside of Perth. Perth, too, supplied the models from

<£>
N-/I

which the figures were finished- The rooks and domestic

animals were all painted from Nature, as was also the tortoise-

shell butterfly (not a Death's-head, as Mr. Spielmann has
it),

which was captured for the purpose. Both here and in
" The

Random Shot
"

the backgrounds were painted with extra-

ordinary energy and rapidity, and the work, as in most of

the artist's best productions, went on without a hitch.

I find, amongst my father's letters, one from Professor

Herkomer, dated April 5th, 1893, in which he says:
—

"
I cannot refrain from writing to you, to tell you of the

effect your picture, 'The Blind Girl' (1856), had upon me
when I saw it in Birmingham lately. I am no longer a

youngster, but I assure you that that work so fired me, so

enchanted, and so altogether astonished me, that I am pre-
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pared to befrin Art all over again. The world of Art is

your deep debtor for that work, and so am I. P.S.— Do tell

me the yellow you used for the grass."
The first owner of "The Blind Girl" was Mr. T. ^liller,

of Preston
;
the second, Mr. W. Graham

; and, after passing
through other hands, it became the property of Mr. Albert

Wood, of Conway. For its subsequent history I am in-

debted to Mr. Whitworth W^allis, Director of the City of

P)irmingham Art Gallery, who says :
—"

I borrowed ' The
Blind Girl

'

from Mr. Albert Wood in 1S91, and induced him
to part with it to Mr. William Kenrick, who presented it

to the Art Gallery here as a permanent record of the success

of the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood Exhibition h(jld in this

city.

In the autumn of 1854 Millais betook himself again to

Scotland, in search of health and amusement, accompanied
on this occasion by his friends Charlie Collins, Mike

Halliday, and John Luard, of whom I must now say a

few words. John Dalbiac Luard (to give him his full name)
began life as an officer in the 82nd Foot, but so devoted

was he to Art, that in 1853 ^""^ left the service and took up

painting as a profession. Sharing with Millais a studio in

Langham Chambers, which they occupied together for some

years
—in fact nearly down to the time of poor Luard's

death in 1S60—he gave himself up to military subjects, of

which "The \W>lcome Arrival" and "
Nearino;- Home" were
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exhibited in the Royal Academy and subsequently engraved.
His brother, Colonel Luard, kindly sends me a number of

sketches that Millais made of himself and his companions

during this tour, and assures me that the likeness of his

brother is wonderfully good. In the first of the series re-

produced here we see the three men together. They have

just arrived in Scotland, and, having made no plans before-

hand, are at a loss to know what to do. Millais, in his

impulsive way, suggests, "Oh, we'll go over and see —-—
at Aytoun. He'llbe simply delighted to see us and give

us some shooting. . . . Oh, no! There's not the slightest

need to o-ive notice. We '11 start early and get there in time

for breakfast." And so they did : they started very early
next morning—with the consequences depicted. However,
they got their day's shooting, marred only by a trifling
accident on the part of little Mike, who bagged Luard and
the footman instead of the rabbit he was aiming at.

Later on, when Halliday and Luard left, Charlie Collins

suggested a walking tour with Millais, and they started out

together, eventually finding themselves at Banavie, near

Fort William, where they seem to have come across
"
Long

John," of whiskey fame, who entertained them with samples
of his wares. Most of the second scries of sketches were
made here, and in these the peculiarities of Collins' garments
are not foro^otten. In the kindness of his heart Collins

looked rather to the necessities of his tailor than to his

skill, with results quite appalling to worshippers of fashion.
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For similar reasons, too, he al)jurcd fishing-, a pastime he

delighted in above all others. An indication of this is seen

in the sketch, No. 9, where the artist and his companion

appear at a critical moment. The fisherman playing the

salmon is Captain Heyvvood, of the 82nd, a quondam brother-

officer of Luard's.

The Paris Exhibition was now coming on. It was to be

opened early in 1855, and JNIillais, being anxious that

English Art should be well represented, addressed the

following letter

To Mr. Combe.

" Langham Chambers, Langiiam Place,
"
^Oth January, 1855.

"My dear Mr. Combe,— I was dining last Saturday at

a friend's—Mr. Arden's—and met Redgrave, one of the

managers of the Art department for the Paris Exhibition.

He mentioned that you had kindly promised them 'The

Light of the World,' and asked whether it was possible to

get another of Hunt's and another of mine. I promised
to wTite and ask whether you would send also either

' The
Return of the Dove' or Hunt's picture. I know this is

askin^r a oreat deal, as vou would be for some little time

without seeing your property ;
but if you can spare them,

for the sake of showing the Frenchmen that we have a

school of painters in this country (which they doubt), you
would be doinor somethino: towards correcting that mistake.

Of course the pictures are fully insured by Government, so

vou would be riskino- no loss
;
but vou understand this, I

daresay. Just let me know how you look upon this request,
and I will write to Redorave. . . .

"
I still half reside with Mrs. C, that strong-minded old

lady. I dined there yesterday, and met Dickens, and after-

wards all went to the theatre. I am hard at work, and

never have time for anything but painting, eating, and

sleeping. I suppose you hear as much from Hunt as I

do. There is a letter from him to a mutual friend, but none

for me this post. He returns soon now, I think. Ciive my
best greeting to Mrs. Pat. I wish you could both see my
new rooms. Come up to town soon and see

" Ever vours sincerelv,

"John E. Millais."
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It was an important occasion this, for in the eyes of France

England, as "a nation of shopkeepers," had nothing to show
in the way of pictorial art

; nothing, at least, that would

compare for a moment with the works of her own artists
;

and now, for the first time in the history of the two nations,

English painters were invited to show what they could do
in open competition with their neighbours. Millais sent,

amongst other pictures, "The Order of Release," "Ophelia,"
and "The Return of the Dove to the Ark"; and other

eminent artists contributed freely, sending out specimens of

their finest works. The result was a veritable triumph for

British Art, and was freely and handsomely acknowledged

'^z

as such by the French Press. Theophile Gautier, the great
French critic of the period, betrayed some bias not altogether
unnatural in favour of his own countrymen, yet even he

acknowledoed the sterling- merits of the Enqlish exhibits

as far beyond what he had anticipated ;
and M. Duranty,

a later and almost equally well-known critic, was still more

complimentary. But perhaps the following critique, trans-

lated from one of the French papers, reflects most nearly the

general opinion of the Press.

"The English contribution of paintings in 1855 was
second in numbers only to the French, and came upon the

Continental visitors to the Exhibition as a surprise. It was
even more than a surprise, it was a revelation—a revelation

of a school whose existence was not even suspected ;
and

English painters, but little esteemc^d till then, obtained a

very great success. The distribution of awards is in most
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cases an unsatisfactory thin^", and does not necessarily prove
or disprove merit

; but, of whatever value they may be

thought, thirty-four were obtained by British artists in that

year,"
The reasons for this success are very lucidly explained

by each of these critics. Novelty, the contrast with, and

even the opposition to, Continental methods and ideals,

the complete emancipation from tradition, the influence

of the PreT^aphaelites, the exceedingly strong local colour,

the conscientious endeavour to reflect Nature, and the

renunciation of self on the part of the artists : these, amongst

Other circumstances, created a very strong impression upon
the European public interested in Art, and were undoubtedly
the chief features in the success achieved. The paintings of

Messrs. Ansdell, Martin, Mulready, Millais, Hunt. Frith,

Paton, Landseer, Danby, and Corbould were especially

sinq-led out for notice, Messrs. Noel Paton, Mulreadv, and
Millais receivinof the greater share. The school of water-

colours was new, not only to Europe, but to Art, and the

French were quick to see of what the new method was

capable.
"The Rescue" (or "The Fireman," as the artist himself

used to call
it)

was painted in 1855, and is certainly one
of his finest works.

Its origin is thus accounted for by his brother:—"Early
one morning, as we were returnino- from a ball in Porchester
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Terrace, we noticed the bright reflection of fire in the sky.

Accordingly we told the cabby to drive in that direction,

and a fire-engine dashing by at that moment increased our

excitement. The fire was close to Meux's brewery, and

we were in time to see the whole terrible show. On gazing

upwards we noticed two firemen plying the hose as they
stood on a rafter—themselves two black silhouettes against
the mass of heaving flame—and I shall never forget the

shout of horror that rent the air when the roof suddenly

collapsed, carrying with it the rafter and the two brave

men.

/VVH

Y^-w-/'—
--^ ^^

" We went home much impressed with what we had seen,

and my brother said,
' Soldiers and sailors have been praised

on canvas a thousand times. My next picture shall be of the

fireman.'
"

Mr. Arthur Hughes is also Q-ood enouoh to send me a

note on the subject. He says:
—"One day in 1855, the

moment I saw him [Millais], he began to describe the next

subject he proposed to paint
—'to honour a set of men

quietly doing a noble work—firemen
'

;
and he poured out,

and painted in words of vividness and reality, the scene

he put on canvas later. I never see it or think of it without

seeing also the picture of himself glorified with enthusiasm

as he was describing it."

It was at a dinner party at the Collins's on January 29th,

1855, that Millais and Charles Dickens met (I think) for

the first time. After dinner they talked till a late hour

on pictures, and particularly on the suljject of " The Rescue,"
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on which Milkiis was then cno^afjcd. Dickens, it will be

remembered, objected strono-ly to Millais' treatment of

"Christ in the House of His Parents," and had made no

attempt to disguise his feeling in speaking of the picture
in Household Words. He refers to this in the followincr

letter to Millais :
—
From Charles Dickens.

" Tavistock House,
"
Tuesday^ January I'^th, 1855.

" My dear Sir,— I send you the account of the fire

brigade, which we spoke of last night,
"If you have in your mind any previous association with

the pages in which it appears (very likely you have none)
it may be a rather disagreeable one. In that case I hope
a word frankly said may make it pleasanter.

"Objecting very strongly to what I believe to be an

unworthy use of your great powers, I once expressed the

objection in this same journal. My opinion on that point
is not in the least changed, but it has never dashed my
admiration of your progress in what I suppose are higher
and better things. In short, you have given me such great
reasons (in your works) to separate you from uncongenial
associations, that I wish to give you in return one little

reason for doing the like by me. And hence this note.
"
Faithfully yours,

" Charles Dickens."

When "The Rescue" was nearly completed, Millais wrote

and asked Dickens to come and see how the work had

progressed, and received the following reply :
—

" Ta\istock House,

-'April 10///, 1855.

" My dear Mr. Millais,— I am very sorry that I cannot

have the great pleasure of seeing your picture to-day. as I

am obliged to go a little way out of town.
"

I asked Wilkie Collins to let you know that there is

a curious appositeness in some lines in Gay's Trivia. You
will find them overleaf here, to the number of four. The
whole passage about a fire and firemen is some four-and-

twenty lines long.
"
Very faithfully yours,

" Charles Dickens."
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Mr, F. B. Barvvell, a friend of the artist, has kindly
furnished me witli the following- notes on the subject of
" The Rescue

"
:
— " This picture was produced in my studio,

and presents many interesting facts within my own know-

ledge. After several rough pencil sketches had been made,
and the composition determined upon, a full-sized cartoon

was drawn from nature. Baker, a stalwart model, was the

fireman, and he had to hold three children in the proper
attitudes and bear their weight as long- as he could, whilst

the children were encouraoed and constrained to do their

part to their utmost. The strain could never be kept up

V C^^^^ f<^^ ^^ "'^ ^ />..'< 4. ^ ^^^^/- uu^^

for long, and the acrobatic feat had to be repeated over and

over again for more than one sitting, till Millais had secured

the action and proportion of the various figures. When
sufficiendy satisfied with the cartoon, it was traced on to

a perfectly white canvas, and the painting commenced. It

was now no longer necessary to have the whole group posed
at one time

;
but Baker hacl to repeat his task more or less

all through. The effect of the glare was managed by the

interposition of a sheet of coloured glass of proper hue

between the group (or part of it at a time) and the window.

The processes employed in painting were most careful, and

indeed slow, so that what Millais would have done in his

later years in a week, took months in those earlier days. It

was his practice then to paint piecemeal, and finish parts
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of his pictures as he went on. White, mixed with copal,
was generally laid on where he intended to work for the

day, and was painted into and finished whilst wet, the whole

drying together. The night-dresses of the children were exe-

cuted in tliis manner. Strontian yellow was mixed with the

white, and then rose-madder mingled with copal, floated,

as it were, ov^er the solid but wet paint
—a difficult process,

and so ticklish that as soon as a part was finished the canvas
had to be laid on its back till the colour had dried sufficiently
to render the usual position on the easel a safe one.

"
By degrees the work was finished, but not till near mid-

night of the last day for sending into the Royal Academy.

In those days Millais was generally behindhand with his

principal picture, and so much so with this one, that he

greatly curtailed his sleep during the last week
;
and on

the last day but one began to work as soon as it was day-
light, and worked on all through the night and following
day till the van arrived for the picture. (Mr. Ruskin defended
the appearance of haste, which to him seemed to betray
itself in the execution of this picture, contending that it was
well suited to the excitement and action of the subject.)
His friend Charles Collins sat up with him and painted the

fire-hose, whilst Millais worked at other parts ;
and in the

end a large piece of sheet-iron was placed on the floor, upon
which a flaming brand was put and worked from, amidst

suffocating smoke. For the head of the mother, Mrs.
Nassau Senior, sister of Judge Hughes of Totti B7'own

fame, was o-ood enouQ-h to sit.
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" The methods here described were gradually abandoned

as Millais progressed in his career."

On the whole, this picture met with a fair degree of appro-

bation, but, as Mr. Spielmann says, "its artificiality, and still

more the chromatic untruth, were savagely attacked. It was

pointed out that the flames of burning wood emit yellow
and oreen rays in abundance. Blazing timber, even in-

candescent bricks, would not cast such a colour, except in

a modified tint upon the clouds above
;
that a fire such as

this throws an orange light at most, and that therefore the

children's night-dresses should have been yellow, with grey
in the shadows, and the fireman's green cloth uniform yellow-

^fir^ '--f/— ^-".^

grey. The latter part of the contention Ruskin demolished,

for nearly-black is always quite-black in full juxtaposition with

violet colour. But he could not meet the argument that,

to accept as true the ruddy glow, one must agree that it

is a houseful of Bengal-fire and nitrate of strontian that

is alight. Seen by artificial light, the picture almost succeeds

in concealing this error of fact."

The following interesting note on "The Rescue" is taken

from the 7\ib/c Talk of Skirky, as quoted in Good PVords of

October, 1894:—"I knew Thomas Spencer Baynes inti-

mately for nearly forty \-ears. ¥or ten years thereafter

Baynes was my constant correspondent. From London
he wrote to me as follows on May 25th, 1855:— 'I

went in for half an hour to the Royal Acadeniy yesterday,
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but as I was almost too tired t(j stand, and did not stay

any time, I shall say nothing- about it, only this, that the face

and form of that woman on the stairs of the burnino- house

[" The Rescue "J are, if not, as I am disposed to think, beyond
all, quite equal to the best that Millais has ever done, not

forgettino- the look of unutterable love and life's deep yearn-
ino- in

" The Huoucnot." And those children ! x^h me! I can

hardly bear to think of it
; yet the agony is too near, too

intense, too awful, for present rejoicing even at the deliver-

ance. And that smile on the young mother's face has

struggled up from such depths of speechless pain, and ex-

presses such a sudden ecstasy of utter gratitude and over-

mastering joy, that it quite unmans me to look at it. It is

the most intense and pathetic utterance of poor human love

I have ever met.'
"

Millais himself knew this to be his best work. When,
therefore, he went to the Academy on varnishing-day, 1855,

and found that it had been deliberately skied, his indignation
knew no bounds. He told the Hanging Committee to their

faces what he thought of this insult, and of them as the

authors of it. But perhaps that scene is best described in

the words of Dante Rossetti, who, writing to his friend

W. Allingham, said :

" How is Millais' design ['
The Fireside

Story '],
which I have not yet seen ? I hope it is only as

good as his picture at the Royal Academy—the most wonder-

ful thing he has done, except, perhaps,
' The Huguenot.*
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He had an awful row with the Hanging Committee, who had

put it above the level of the eye; but J. E. Millais yelled for

several hours, and threatened to resign till they put it right."

Mention is also made of this incident in the Life of W. B.

Scott, to whom Woolner, writing in May, 1855, said :
— " The

Academy Committee hung Millais—even Millais, their crack

student— in a bad place, he being too attractive now
;

but

that celebrity made such an uproar, the old fellows were glad
to give him a better place."

Millais' amusement, when Woolner wrote, was to go about

and rehearse the scene that took place at the Academy be-

tween him and the ancient magnates.
Seddon also wrote on May 3rd, 1S55 :

—"The Academy
opens on Monday. The hangers were of the old school, and

they have kicked out everything tainted with Pre- Raphael-
itism. My 'Pyramids' and a head in chalk of Hunt's, and

all our friends, are stuck out of sight or rejected. Millais'

picture was put where it could not be seen. ... He carried

his point by threatening to take away his picture and resign
at once unless they rehung him, which they did. He told

them his mind very freely, and said they were jealous of all

rising men, and turned out or hung their pictures where they
could not be seen."

The latest note on the picture appeared in the Daily News
of January ist, 1898, in which it is said :

— '" The Rescue
'

has

a vioour and a coura^je that rivets attention. The immortal

element (as Ruskin said at the time) is in it to the full. It

was studied from the very life. Millais and a trusty friend of

those early days hurried off one night to where a great fire

was raging, plunged into the thick of the scene, and saw the

effects which his memory could retain and his hand record.

What a grappling it is with a difficulty which no other painter
had so treated before. It is a situation which is dramatic

;

the rest is Nature. In the pose of the mother, as she reaches

out those long arms of hers, straight and rigid and parallel,

there is an intensity of expression that recalls his Pre-

Raphaelite days. The figure of the child escaping towards

her from the fireman's grasp shows what mastery of his art

he had of^iined in the interval."

The secret of this "mastery" is that Millais always went

to life and Nature for his inspiration. Touching this par-
ticular pictm-e, I heard him say that before he commenced
the work he went to several big fires in London to study the
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true lio'ht effects. The Cciplain of the fire brigade was a
friend of his, and one evening, when Millais and Mike HalH-

day were dining with him, he said, after several alarms had
been communicated,

"
Now, Millais, if you want to see a

first-class blaze, come along." Rushing downstairs, the

guests were speedily habited in firemen's overalls and

helmets, and, jumping into a cab, were soon on the scene

of action.

Years afterwards Millais was dining one night with Captain
Shaw, the then chief of the brigade, and renewed his ex-

perience at a big fire
;

but this time he travelled on one of

the engines—a position which he found much less to his taste

than the inside of a cab.

"The Fireside Story," to which Rossetti alludes, was
intended to illustrate the followino- stanza of " Frost in the

Highlands," in the second series of Day and Night Soiios,

by William Allingham :
—-

" At home are we by the merry fire,

Ranged in a ring to our heart's desire.

And who is to tell some wondrous tale,

Almost to turn the warm cheeks pale.
Set chin on hands, make grave eyes stare,

Draw slowly nearer each stool and chair?"

Of this drawing the Atheiuruiii of August i8th, 1S55,
wrote:—'"The Fireside Story,' by the last-named gentleman
[Millais], is a proof that he can be in earnest without being
absurd, and reproduce Nature without administering on the

occasion a dose of ugliness as a tonic
"—a piece of criticism

which called forth the followino- from D. G. Rossetti in one

of his letters to W. Allingham :
— " That is a stupid enough

notice in the Athencuitvi in all conscience. I wonder who did

it ? Some fearful ass evidently, from the way he speaks of

Millais as well as of you."
William Allingham also refers to this drawing in a letter to

Millais of November loth, 1855, concluding with the follow-

ing words:—"As I am not good at praising people to their

faces, and as it is a comfort, too, to express something of

what one feels, pray let me assure you here of the deep
respect I have for your powers. The originality and truth-

fulness of your genius fill me with delight and wonder, I

wish you would master the art of etching, and make public
half a dozen designs now and again. Surely one picture in

a year, shown in London and then shut up, is not result

I.— 17



258 JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS ['855

enough for such a mine of invention and mirak^ulous power
of reproduction as you possess. This is the age of printing
and a countless public, and the pictorial artist may and ought
to aim at exercising" a wider immediate influence. Be our

better Hogarth. Don't leave us remote and wretched to the

Illustrated London News and the Art Journal^^'^

Acting on this advice, Millais set to work and studied

\m

"
REJECTED." 1853

etching. By my mother's account-book I see he did etchings
on copper, though what has become of them I do not know.
The year after its exhibition in London "The Rescue"

was sent to the Liverpool Academy, where it is said to have
lost the annual prize by a single vote. Thackeray, who was
now a great admirer of Millais' works, was quite fascinated

with it, and it was due to his recommendation that the picture

passed into the hands of Mr. Arden. Some years afterwards,

* The wood-cutting of tliis period was so bad that even tlie best examples which

appeared in these journals were far from salisfact(jry.
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when it was put up for auction at the Arden sale, at Christie's

rooms, it was noticed that the canvas was covered with spots,
due to its ha\-inL;" been kept in an uncong'enial temperature.
The artist saw this, and offered to put things right ; but,

strange to say, the executors decHned the offer, and it was

sold, spots and all. The spots remained on the canvas for

many years, and after seeing the picture in the Glasgow
Exhibition in 1887, I spoke to my father about it, and, with

the consent of the owners, he had it back in his studio and

successfully removed the blemish.

It was in this year (1855) that Leighton (afterwards
an intimate friend of Millais) made his first appearance in

the Academy with an important work—a big picture of
"
Cimabue," which was bought by her Majesty the Queen.

Millais referred to him in the followino- words at the

Academy banquet on May 6th, 1895 •
—"

^^^ the eeirly part of

the evening I spoke of my first meeting with Fred. Leighton.
Let me tell you where and from whom I first heard of him.

It was in the smoking-room of the old Garrick Club, and the

man who first mentioned the name to me was William Make-

peace Thackeray. He had just returned from travelling

abroad, and, amongst other places, had visited Italy. When
he saw me enter the room he came straight up to me, and
addressed me in these memorable words :

'

Millais, my boy,

you must look to your laurels. I have met a wonderfully

gifted young artist in Rome, about your own age, who some

day will be the President of the Royal Academy before you.'
H ow that prophecy has come to pass is now an old, old story.
We are, as we may well be, proud of our dear President,

our admirable Leighton
—

painter, sculptor, orator, linguist,

musician, soldier, and, above all, a dear good fellow. That
he may long continue to be our chief is not only the fervent

prayer of the Academy ;
it is, unless I am much mistaken,

the sincere and hearty wish of every member of the pro-
fession."

His first meetino; with the future President is also a matter

of some interest. Speaking of this, he said:—"The first

time I met Frederick Leighton was on the war-path. It

was at a meeting of four or five of the original Artist

Volunteers, held in my studio in Langham Place, and. if

my memory serves me, it was to consider the advisability of

adopting the grey cloth which the corps now wears."

Then was cemented a life-long friendship between the
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President of the day and the man who eventually succeeded
him in his office.

That the advent of Leighton was received with joy by
the Royal Academicians will be seen by the following- passage
in one of D. G. Rossetti's letters in 1855:—"There is a

big" picture of *

Cimabue,' one of the works in procession

by a new man, living- abroad, named Leighton
—a huge

thing, which the Queen has bought, and which everyone
talks of. The Royal Academicians have been gasping
for years for someone to back against Hunt and Millais,

and here they have him— a fact which makes some people
do the picture injustice in return."
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LEECH, Thackeray, Wilkie Collins, and Anthony
^

Trollope : what memories these names conjure up !

They were amongst the oldest and most intimate friends of

Millais, and were so closely associated with him at various

periods of his life that no biography of any of them would
be complete without some record of the others. It may be

interesting, then, to those who know them only by their

works to recall here some of the many personal qualities
that endeared them to all who enjoyed the privilege of their

friendship.
And first of Eeech, the famous caricaturist of Punch.

Here was a man of whom, if of anybody, one might say,"
I shall not look upon his like again." "The truest gentle-

man I ever met," was what was said of him by those who
knew him best—by such judges of men as Thackeray, Trollope,
Frith, I)u Maurier, Dean Hole, and others—and no words
could better convev the sentiments of Millais himself. To
speak of him after his death was always more or less painful
to my father, though now and then, when sport was upper-
most in his mind, he would talk enthusiastically of the happy
days when they shot or rode together or rollicked about
town as gay young bachelors bent on all the amusement
they could find.

Hear what Du Maurier says of him in Harper s Maga-
zine:—"He was the most sympathetic and attractive person
I ever met

; not funnv at all in conversation, or ever wishino-

261
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to be, except now or then for a capital story, which he told

to perfection.
" The keynote of his character, socially, seemed to be

self-effacement, high-bred courtesy, never-failing considera-

tion for others. He was the most charming companion
conceivable, having intimately known so many important
and celebrated people, and liking to speak of them ;

but

one would never have oruessed from

anything he ever looked or said

that he had made a whole nation,

male and female, gentle and simple,
old and young, laugh as it had
never laughed before or since, for

a quarter of a century,
" He was tall, thin, and graceful,

extremely handsome, of the higher
Irish type, with dark hair and
whiskers and complexion, and very

light greyish
- blue eyes ;

but the

expression of his face was habitually

sad, even when he smiled. In

dress, bearing, manner, and aspect
he was the very type of the well-

bred Enolish o-entleman and man
of the world and good society. . . .

Thackeray and Sir John Millais—
not bad judges, and men with

many friends—have both said that

they personally loved John Leech
better than any man they ever

knew.

This, I think, fairly sums up the

character of the man whose name,
as will presently be seen, figures so

often and so prominently in my father's correspondence. It

was in 1851 that they first met, and one of the first results

of the intimacy that then sprang up between them was Millais'

conversion to his friend's view of fox-hunting as one of the

finest sports in the world both for man and beast. Hitherto

he had insisted that, unlike shooting or fishing, at both of

which he was already an expert, hunting was "a barbarous

and uncivilised sport," and as such he would have nothing
to do with it. But Leech would not listen to this. As the

JOHN LEFXH. Che. 1856
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JOHN LEECH. 1S57

From tliL- water-colour in the National Portrait Gallery
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old ostler in PuucIl remarked,
" The 'orses like it, the 'ounds

like it, the men like it, and even the fox likes it"; and as

to health, ur^ed Leech, it was only at the tail of the hounds
that an artist could do justice to himself after the enervating
influence of the studio.

That was enough. If only for the sake of health Millais

would hunt
;
and the following- season saw him at the cover-

side, booted and spurred, and bent on going with the best if

only his horse would let him.

With a view to this. Leech had introduced hini to a boot-

maker in Oxford Street for his first
"
tops

"
;
and according

to his own account (for he never hesitated to tell a tale

against himself), the interview was not lacking in amuse-
ment. Being but a stripling of twenty-one or thereabouts, his

calves were in the embryo state so mortifying to young
manhood. He was delighted therefore when, on measuring
him, the shopman said with an air of admiration, "Ah, sir,

what a fine leg for a boot !

"
But the conclusion of the

sentence was not quite so satisfactory
— " Same size all the

way up." Leech was so amused with this that he immor-
talised the scene in Ptmch, and on more than one occasion

afterwards my father sat as a model for some of his clever

drawings in that periodical. From this time, indeed, till

the day of his death John Leech was one of his closest

friends. They hunted together in the shires, shot, fished,

and stalked together ;
and all those amusing sketches in

Punch, to which Leech owed his fame— all the deer-stalking,

grouse-shooting, and salmon-fishing adventures depicted there

as incidents in the life of
" Mr. Briggs

"—were but burlesque

representations of Leech's own experience as a tyro on his

first visit to Scotland, principally as my father's guest.

By the end of the first hunting season Millais had accjuired
a firm seat on horseback, and was known as a bold rider

across country ;
and except when in later years Scotland

claimed his presence, he followed the hounds with ardour

year by year, visiting alternately Hertfordshire, Bedfordshire,
and Leicester, where he and Leech and Mike Halliday kept
their hunters—hired by them for the season, A clever little

sketch of Leech's is given here, showing Millais putting on
the steam to clear a fence.

Leech, though not quite so keen a rider, was a far better

horseman than his modesty would ever allow him to acknow-

ledge ;
but little ^Nlike, though plucky enough, was always
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comino' to orief, to the ei'eat amusement of Leech, who duly
chronicled his mishaps in Punch, under the title of " The
Adventures of Mr. Tom Noddy."

It was at Stobhall, near Perth, in 1S55, that Millais intro-

duced his friend Leech to the wild delights of salmon-fishing',
and as the friend of "Mr. Brigos" he, too, appears in Punch.

Leech was charmed with the prospective sport, but as a

i ^J"XJ^-»<'

MILLAIS HUNTING. 1834

By John Leech

novice in the art of castinir he tried in vain to effect a

capture. The fish were there, plenty of them, and flies of

the most seductive character floated before their eyes ;
but

either the business-end of these flies was too apparent, or

their movements were suspicious, or But who shall say

by what process of reasoning a fish learns to distinguish
between friend and foe? Anyhow, they could not be per-
suaded to rise.

Harling was then resorted to. For some days Leech sat

patiently in a boat, hoping that some feeble-minded fish

would be tempted to come and hook itself as the fly dangled
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carelessly from his rod, and at last he had his reward. Just
below the dyke at Stanley the line suddenly straightened ;

Leech snatched up the rod, and away went a clean-run

25-pounder with the hook in his criljs ! Then the stru(ro"le

beoan, and great excitement for the fisherman, as this bit

of Stanley water is a rough place, full of rushing streams
and deep holes, in which are sharp, shelving rocks, from
which the quarry must
be got away at once, or

he would certainly cut

the line.

After allowing him
one oood run. Leech
scrambled out amongst
the rocks and stones of

the Stobhall shore, and
the fish makino- straight

down stream, draooed
him helter-skelter ov^er

boulders and throuoh

bushes, till he was nearly
at his last gasp. Then,

luckily for him, the

salmon retreated into

"The Devil's Hole,"
and sulked there for

halfan hour. The angler
then recovered breath,

and ultimately, at the

bottom of Stanley water,

my father gafied the

fish, to the ereat deliofht

of "Mr. Briggs," as sub-

sequently portrayed in

Pziju/i.

In the first edition of this work publicity was given to

certain stories about Leech and of his visits to P)lair Atholl

which I have since been informed are incorrect. The tacts

of the matter were as follows. In the early fifties a lawsuit

took place between the public and the late Duke of Atholl.

as to a right of way through Glen Tilt, which attracted

considerable attention. This came about owing to two

young Cambridge undergraduates endeavouring to force a

MILLAIS FISHING AT ST0BI3ALL

Sketch by John Leech. 1855



268 JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS

passage through the glen when a deer-clri\-e was in progress.
PubHc feeling seems to have been in favour of the trespassers,

for abusive letters and paragraphs began to appear in the

papers, the most noticeable being a cartoon in Punch,

entitled,
" vScene from the Burlesque recently performed in

Glen Tilt.
,, ,^, ^, , , ,

• ." These are Clan Athol warriors true,

And, Saxons, I 'm a regular Doo."

A further lampoon from the pen of Leech, representing
His Grace as "A doo- in the mano-er," was not calculated

to ensure the artist any especial favour in the neighbourhood
of Blair Atholl. \'et nine years later (i860) we find him

ensconced in the inn at Birnam, where he made the

acquaintance of the duke's factor, to whom he confided

his wish to obtain some studies of deer and deer-stalking.

Upon the duke being told of this, he at once asked Leech

to come to P)lair. But with those awful caricatures fresh in

his memory the artist was naturally shy of accepting the

generous invitation. However, he went.

During the \isit the kindness of the host served to dispel

any feelings of nervousness on the part ot his guest. \\\

the morning, they sat on the steps of the castle, and here

"Mr. Bribes" listened to manv of those anecdotes of the

forest which he afterwards so skilfully made use of for the

benefit of the readers of Punch. None of those stirring-

incidents really happened to Leech. They were all told to

him by the stalkers or by various members of the family.

A short time after the first visit Leech again stayed at

Blair to complete his sketches. These are apparently the

onlx occasions on which he was the guest of the Duke ot

Atlioll. T]tc\- were, we may say, ])urel\' on business ; tor he

did not trv his luck at the staos, either in stalking or at one

of the drives. With his intense nervousness, and hatred of

loud noises of every description, it is doulnful whether Leech

took as kindly to either the rifie or the shot-gun as he did

to horses and hounds. Aloreox'er, his extreme tenderness

of heart caused him to regard his own performances with

the o'un as the heiLjht ot crueltx'.

In this same year another shock brought another picture
from the hand of the famous caricaturist. My father took

him to sliool will"! liis friend. James Condv, at Rohallion.

and on their wa\ to the house led him through a corner ot

the home park, in which liei'ds of bison, recently l)roiiglu
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from Western America by Sir William Stuart, were con-

fined. The furious aspect of the animals, and its effect

upon the untrained nerves of the novice, shortly afterwards

found expression in print in the usual quarter.
Leech used to say he could never quite imderstand a

Scotchman. They were a curious, uncongenial people, with

queer ways and customs very perplexing to a stranger, who,
in his ignorance, might readily give oftence where he least

intended to do so. An instance of this occurred one day
when he and Millais bv chance came across a man in a red

shirt, who was cutting down a tree in a way that suggested
at least a passing acquaintance with the whiskey bottle.

Recognising himas a local laird whom they had met before,

Leech shyly addressed him as "Mr. McR ." "Who
the devil are you calling Mr. McR ? I am The
McR ," roared the fiery Scot, upon which Leech apolo-

gised and made off at once.

And here may be fitly introduced, I think, two character-

istic letters from Leech, with the sketches enclosed.

From John Leech.

"32, Brunswick Square,

''June i^t/i, 1855.

" My dear Millais,— I return the insurance paper filled

up, to the best of my belief, properly
—though perhaps with

regard to the question,
'

Is there any peculiarity in his con-

figuration .'^

'

I ought to have been more explicit. However,
when you go before the ' Board

'

they will be able to judge
of your tendency to corpulence and what may be called your

general
'

stumpy
'

(if I may use a vulgar but expressive

word) appearance. I might, too, have attended to your

strikingly socratic profile ;
but the answer I have returned

will, I daresay, answer the purpose.
"

I came to town the very day you left for the North,

and called at )-our chambers, missing you by a few hours

only. How much I should have liked to give you a

shake of the hand, and to wish viva voce health and

happiness to you ! I do niost cordially wish you may have

both for many years. . . . Last week I went out pike-

fishing at a most beautiful place called Fillgate. with one

Jolliffe, of whom you have, I think, heard me speak. He
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was ill tlic 4th Li^ht Dragoons and was in the ever-memor-
able Balaclava Charge. He gave me a vivid description
of the dreadful business. Altogether I have rarely had a

more pleasant day. We behaved, I am afraid, in a most

unsportsmanlike manner, for he was anxious to thin the pond
of fish, and determined to set trimmers. About four-and-

twenty of these devices were put in all over the water, and
it was exciting enough to paddle after them as the bait on
each was carried off by Mr. Jack. You would have enjoyed
it immensely, only you would have jumped out of the boat.

And we caught a 'bold biting Perch,' sir!—such a one as

I have only seen stufTed in the fishing-tackle shops, and
which I always believed to be manufactured by the carpenter
or umbrella maker. He weighed three pounds, and not

fisherman's weight. Let me hear from you sometimes.

This, I know, is asking a good deal under the circumstances,

for cannot your time be much more agreeably employed than

in writing to "Yours always, my dear fellow,

"John Leech?"

From the same,

"
32, Brunswick Square,

"
October 2 yd, 1855.

" My dear Millais,— I said I would write to vou from

Folkestone, and I didn't write to you from Folkestone—and
will you forgive me ? My conscience has been pricking me
so much for my neglect that I can bear it no longer, and
althouo'h I have nothinsf of much interest to communicate,
*

I send you these few lines, hoping they will find you
well, as they leave me at present.' Luard wrote to me the

other day from his ship, on his way to the Crimea, I trust

nothing will happen to the good little fellow. I shall miss

his cheery, pert face this winter. Am I to miss you too,

or are you coming south ? Why not } Let us have some
fine, healthful exercise with old P ,* always very careful,

of course—Old Gentleman style.

"You should come to town, if only to see a collection of

photographs taken in the Crimea. They are surprisingly

good; I don't think anything ever affected me more. You

* Millais and Leech both studied "the noble art" under this sjentlcnian.
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hardly miss the colour, the truth in other respects is so

wonderful.

"When I was in Paris I saw your pictures. Believe me,
out of some thousands of pictures, lar^-e, very lari^^e, small,

and very small, they stood out, as your works idways do,

THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON
Sketched from life by John Leech at the opening of the Great Exhibition, May ist, 1S51

and enclosed in a letter to Millais

most conspicuously good. Apropos of pictures, I want to

ask you a question. I was with Mowbray Morris some time

since, and he told me that he and his colleagues of the Times

wished very much to have a portrait painted of one of their

most valued contributors and friends to be hung up in their
' Sanctum.' They wish, of course, that it should be done by
the best man. Both Morris and mvself agreed that there



272 JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS

was only one best man, cUid that 'party' J. Everett What 's-

his-name, a.r.a. Well, he asked me whether vou would do
it, and I said I would ask you. What do you say? It

would, I think, be considered by them quite as much a
kindness on your part as a matter of business, although the

business part of it would be according to your own views,

supposing it came to anything. . .

" The N'cwconies is a wonderful book, particularly the latter

part of it—the old colonel's
' Adsum '

! What genuine
pathos ! I dined with Thackeray the day before he started

for America. I don't think he liked leavinof England.
Would that he were back working away at another book.

You will be criad to hear that our little ones are thrivine

famously. Your little friend runs about, and begins to talk.

She already has a strong inclination to draw, which develops
itself in the making of what she calls dow-dows (dogs) over

every sketch of mine that comes in her way ; and, I am sorry
to add, remonstrance is of no avail, for on the slightest

attempt to interfere with any project she has, she dashes

herself on the ground and screams awfully. This must be

altered; Paterfamilias must be stern. The boy begins "to
take notice

"
;

that is, he screws his mouth up to all sorts of

ridiculous shapes, and, squinting, makes a little grunt, which
is supposed to be indicative of strong filial attachment.

"
Always yours,

"John Leech."

And now we come to a little ghost story that my father

used to tell, and, as related by William Millais, runs thus :
—

" A very singular thing happened to my brother and John
Leech when they were on a fishing tour, walking with knap-
sacks and staying at wayside inns. Happening to be passing
near Cowclray Hall, they met the squire, whom they knew
well, and he pressed them to return with him to dine and

sleep, and being some distance from their next halting-place,
and tired, they accepted the kind invitation.

"There was a terrible ghost story attached to the old

house, and aft('r dinner everyone seemed possessed with the

determination to relate his or her experience of these weird

goblins. It turned out that the hall was so full of visitors

that only the (|uarters occupied by the local ghost were avail-

able, and they were situated in an unused wing of the hall.
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These were offered to the two fishermen, who of course

laughed and scoffed at the idea of the ghost.
"The rooms were covered with fine old tapestry and kept

in beautiful order, with grand old-fashioned beds in them.

When they retired to rest they were looked upon by the

assembled company as heroes of the first magnitude. They
were tired, however, and soon dropped into the arms of

Morpheus.
" In the middle of the night my brother jumped out of

bed in a cold shiver, and trembling- in every limb. He told

^

>.

Part of a letter from Leech to Millai^;, who h.is express :d his intention to cultivate a moustache. 1856

me that he felt as if he had been violently shaken by an

invisible giant. They hyd been told that the ghost served

its victims in such a manner. My brother went off to see

Leech, whom he found sitting in the corridor, when he de-

clared that nothing- would induce him to go into his room

again ;
and thus they passed the night in the corridor.

"
Everyone was out cub-hunting when they reached the

breakfast-table, and it was onlv late in the dav that some of

the visitors began to show themselves, and of course they
were asked how thev had slept. Thev laughed over the

matter, and confessed that they had not seen the ghost.

I.— 18
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Later in the afternoon the squire came in in great excitement,

holding in his hand the local evening paper, first edition, and

said that there had been a severe earthquake in the night,

that a village quite near had suffered serious damage, andl"1 •!
that it was a most extraordinary thmg that no one m the

house had felt it. And then the fishermen told him how they
had passed the night. The earthquake was the ghost's under-

study on this occasion, and played his part admirably."
As Leech advanced in years his melancholy and sensitive-

ness, due in a oreat measure to overwork, increased. He
became so nervous that the very slightest noise disturbed

him
;
and living in London, as he did, he could hardly escape

from barrel-organs, bands, whistling boys, and shrieking
milkmen. At last that dread disease

"
angina pectoris

" came

upon him, and one evening, when Millais was painting, a

terrified domestic, whom he at once recognised as Leech's

housemaid, rushed in, saying that her master had another

bad attack, and was crying aloud,
"
Millais! Millais!" The

next moment Millais was off, and running through the streets

of Kensington he mounted the stairs of his old friend's

room, and found him lying across the bed, quite still and

warm, but to all appearance dead, the belief in the house

being that he expired at the moment of his friend's arrival.

A few days later he was laid to rest, and, says Du
Maurier,^ "I was invited by Messrs. Bradbury and Evans,

the publishers of Punch, to the funeral, which took place

at Kensal Green. It was the most touching sight imaginable.
The grave was near Thackeray's, who had died the year before.

There were crowds of people, Charles Dickens among them.

Canon Hole, a great friend of Leech's, and who has written

most affectionately about him, read the service
;
and when

the coffin was lowered into the grave, John Millais burst

into tears and loud sobs, setting an example that was followed

all round. We all forgot our manhood, and cried like women!

I can recall no funeral in my time where simple grief and

affection have been so openly and spontaneously displayed

by so many strangers as well as friends—not even in France,

where people are more demonstrative than here. No burial

in Westminster Abbey that I have ever seen ever gave such

an expression of universal honour, love, and regret.
' Whom

the gods love die young.' He was only forty-six."

Findincr then that little or no i^rovision was left lor his

*
Ilarpo's Mcii^dzinc, February, 1896.



PROVISION FOR LEECH'S FAMILY 275

family, my father took up the case, and with the aid of a few-

friends (notaljly "Dicky" Doyle), organised an exhibition

of Leech's drawings, which brought in a considerable sum,
but not sufficient to ])rovide for the children's education. A
pension from the Civil List was then thought of; but it was
no easy matter to obtain this, as at that time (1864) these

pensions were limited almost exclusively to the families of

men whose lives were devoted to literary work alone. An
attempt, however, must be made

;
emd on an appeal, kindly

supported by the Prince and Princess of Wales, Lord

Palnierston, Lord Shaftesbury, and other intluential admirers
of Leech's works, a pension of ^50 a year was granted
to each of the children.

Numerous letters on this subject from His Royal Highness
and other notabilities lie before me

;
but perhaps the most

interestincr is that

From Charles Dickens.

"Gad's Hill Place, Higham-ijy-Rochester,
"
Snjiday, December iS//?, 1S64.

" My dear Millais,—There are certain personal private
circumstances which would render my writing to Lord

Palmerston, separately and from myself alone, in the matter
of the pension, a proceeding in more than questionable
taste. Besides which I feel perfectly certain that a re-

minder from me would not help the powerful case. I should

have been glad to sign the memorial, but I have not the

least doubt that the letter from myself singly is best avoided.

If I had any, I would disregard the other considerations and
send it

;
but I have none, and I am quite convinced that I am

ri^ht.
" You are a generous and true friend to Mrs. Leech.

"
Faithfully yours ever,

"Charles Dickens."

Mrs. Leech soon followed her husband. Leech's only
son was drowned many years ago in Australian waters, and

his daughter Ada, who married Mr. William Gillett. has also

joined the great majority.
The followino- letter to her is characteristic of the writer,

who was always keenly alive to the claims of friendship.
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To Miss Ada LcccJi.

"
J(X)iuaiy loth, 1877.

" Dear Ada,— I am much orieved to hear of the death

of your good uncle, and that you should be left without

his counsel and advice.
"

I shall be very happy at all times to help you to the best

of my ability, and hope you will send me the name and
address of his solicitor, as we were joint trustees in the

Government's grant settled on you, and I shall have to now act

until some other gentleman is appointed with me. Moreover,

any confidence you may place in me, from my affection

towards your father, I will do my best to use for your benefit.

I am sure your aunt, Mrs. Hayward, will be most kind to

you, but I am aware there are some positions in which a

man alone can act on your behalf . . . You have, indeed,

been unfortunate, but at your age you may look for a happy
career yet. Just at this moment we are moving into our

new house, and in mourning ourselves, otherwise I would
have you with us, if you would come. Tell Mrs. Hayward
how truly I sympathise with her, and believe me always

" Yours truly,

"J. E. MiLLAIS."

As to Thackeray, my father and mother always regarded
him as one of the most delightful characters they ever met.

Thoucrh in dealing with the infirmities of human nature his

works now and then show traces of cynicism, the man him-

self was no cynic
—was rather, indeed, to those who knew

him best, a most sympathetic friend, and tender-hearted

almost to a fault. For some years he entertained and

brought up as one of his family the daughter of a deceased

friend ;
and so grieved was he at the thought of parting

from her that on her wedding-day he came for consolation

to my father's studio, and spent most of the afternoon in

tears. They met so frequently
—he and Millais—that but

little correspondence of any interest appears to have passed
between them. The genial nature of the; man, however,

peeps out in llie following reply to my father's imitation

to stay with him at Annat Lodge, near Perth, wlu-n on his

lecturing tour in i 857.
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From Thackeray.

"Queen's Hotel, Glasgow,
" March yd.

" My dear Millais,— I ^ot the sad news at Kdinburoh

yesterday
—that there is to be no lecture at Perth, my

manaoer not havinsf been able to make arranoements there.

So I shall lose the pleasure I had promised myself of seeing

you and Mrs. Millais, and the pictures on the easel, and the

little miniature Millais by Millais, which I hope and am
sure is a charming little work by that painter. I am off

in a minute to Edinburgh for Kirkaldy, and have only time

to say that I am
"
Very truly yours always,

"W. M. Thackeray."

Of Thackeray, Millais and Carlyle, William Millais tells

an interesting story illustrative of the littleness of earthly

fame, however highly we may regard it. He says :
— "

I was

sitting with my brother in the Cromwell Place studio when

Thackeray suddenly came in all aglow with enthusiasm at

my brother's fame. Every window in every shop that had

the least pretension to Art-display, he said, was full of the

engravings of his popular works. On his way he had seen

innumerable ' Orders of Release,'
' Black Brunswickers,' and

'

Huguenots' ;
in fact, he had no hesitation in affirming that

John Millais was the most famous man of the day. He
then alluded to his own miserable failure at first, and told

us how he had taken some of his works, which have since

been acknowledged to be the finest specimens of English

literature, to the leading publishers, and how they had one

and all sneeringly hinted that no one would read his works

after Dickens.
" My brother told him that, curiously enough, on the day

before, an incident had occurred that proved that his fame,

even amongst his own profession, was not all that Thackeray
had painted it. He had met, near Shepherd's Bush, an old

fellow-student of the Royal Academy (Mr. P>ith calls him

'Potherd'), who had taken the second prize to his first,

at the age of twelve. The man was full-grown then, and

had strongly-marked features ; moreover, he wore the same

old military cloak, with lion clasp, that he used to wear in
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the old days, so my brother had no difficulty in recoc^nising
him

; and, addressing him at once, he said,
'

Well, P
,

and what are you doing? and how are you? It is a long
time since we met.' He said he was grubbing away at

teaching
— 'slow work and worse pay'-

—or something to that

effect.
' But who are yo2i, pray?' On being told the name,

he replied, 'What! little Johnny Millais ! And now may
I ask what you have done all this time? Have you pursued
the Arts ?

'

'

"Thackeray immediately put this down to satire, but it was
not, as we found out afterwards. The simple fellow either

could not believe that the famous man was his old school-

fellow, or was completely ignorant of his success.
" Before this, Thackeray told an amusing story of Carlyle,

how that he had spent a day in the reading-room of the

British Museum and had given a great deal of trouble to

one of the officials, sending him up and down ladders in

search of books to satisfy his literary tastes, and how, upon
leaving the room, he had gone up to the man and told him
that it might be some satisfaction to him to know that he
had obliged Thomas Carlyle, and that the official had
answered him, with a bland smile and the usual washing
of hands in the air, that the gentleman had the advantaore
of him, but that probably they might have met at some
mutual friend's house. He had never heard of Thomas
Carlyle."
Of Wilkie Collins there is little to be said in connection

with the subject of the present work, though both he and
his brother Charles were for many years amongst Millais'

most intimate friends, and no one more admired his brilliant

talent as a novelist. Since his famous novel, T//e JFonian
in White, appeared, many have been the tales set on foot

to account for its origin, but for the most part quite inaccurate.

The real facts, so far as I am at liberty to disclose them, were
these :

—
One night in the fifties Millais was returning home to

Gower Street from one of the many parties held under
Mrs. Collins' hospitable roof in Hanover Terrace, and, in

accordance with the usual practice of the two brothers,
Wilkie and Charles, they accompanied him on his homeward
walk through the dimly-lit, and in those days semi-rural,
roads and lanes of North London.

It was a beautiful moonlight nighl in the summer time.
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National Portrait Clallery. Circ. 1855





WILKIE COLLINS 281

and as the three friends walked along- chatting gaily together,

they were suddenly arrested by a piercing scream comings
from the garden of a villa close at hand. It was evidently
the cry of a woman in distress ; and while pausing to con-

sider what they should do, the iron gate leading to the

garden was dashed open, and from it came the figure of a

young and very beautiful woman dressed in flowing white

robes that shone in the moonlight. She seemed to float

rather than to run in their direction, and, on coming up to

the three young men, she paused for a moment in an attitude

of supplication and terror. Then, seeming to recollect her-

self, she suddenly moved on and vanished in the shadows
cast upon the road.

"What a lovely woman!" was all Millais could say.
"

I must see who she is and what's the matter," said Wllkie

Collins as, w^ithout another word, he dashed off after her.

His two companions waited in vain for his return, and next

day, when they met again, he seemed indisposed to talk

of his ad\-enture. They gathered from him, however, that

he had come up with the lovely fugitive and had heard from

her own lips the history of her life and the cause of her

sudden flio;ht. She was a vouno- ladv of oood birth and

position, who had accidentally fallen into the hands of a man
livino- in a villa in Ref^ent's Park. There for many months
he kept her prisoner under threats and mesmeric mnuence
of so alarming a character that she dared not attempt to

escape, until, in sheer desperation, she fled from the brute,

who, with a poker in his hand, threatened to dash her brains

out. Her subsequent history, interesting as it is, is not for

these pages.
Wilkie Collins, of whom there is an excellent likeness by

Millais in the National Portrait Gallery, died in 1889. His

last letter to my father ran thus :
—

From Wilkie Collins.

*'
12, Harley Street,

''April 6th, 1863.

" My dear Jack,
— I have been miserably ill with rheu-

matic gout ever since that pleasant dinner at your house, and

I am only now getting strong enough to leave England in a

few days and try the German baths. . . .
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"
I hear great things of a certain picture of yours ['

The
Eve of St. Agnes'], but there is no chance of my getting to

see it. If I am ahve, I hope to be back in June and see it

at the Academy. All the little strength I have got is now
wanted for preparations for the start.

"Poor dear Egg!* No such heavy distress as that has

tried me for many and many a year past. And I know you
must have felt it too. Pray give my kindest remembrances

to Mrs. Millais, and believe me, " Ever yours,
" WiLKiE Collins."

Anthony Trollope, the famous novelist, is the last of

Millais' amis du coeiw whom I need mention here. They
met for the first time at a dinner given by Mr. George Smith

to the contributors to the Conihill Magazine and the Pall

Mall Gazette, both of which papers owed their birth to Mr.

Smith
;

and the friendship there formed ended only with

Trollope's death in 1882. The lovable character of the man
is seen in the autobiography published after his death, in

which also is a most touching record of his affection for

Millais. He writes :
—•

"
It was at that table [Mr. George Smith's] and on that

day that I first saw Thackeray, [Sir] Charles Taylor
—than

whom in later life I have loved no man better—Robert Bell,

G. H. Lewes, and John Everett Millais. With all these

men I afterwards lived on affectionate terms. But I will

here speak specially of the last, because from that time he

was joined with me in so much of the work that I did.
" Mr. Millais was enoaored to illustrate

' PVamlev Parson-

aofe,' but this was not the first work he did for the magazme.
In the second number there is a picture of his, accompanying
Monckton Milnes' '

Unspoken Dialogue.' The first drawing
he did for

'

PTamley Parsonage
'

did not appear till after the

dinner of which I have spoken, and I do not think that I

knew at the time that he was engaged on my novel. When
I did know it, it made me very proud. He afterwards illus-

trated 'Orley Farm,' 'The Small House at Allington,'
' Rachel Ray,' and ' Phineas P'inn.' Altogether he drew

from my tales eighty-seven drawings, and I do not think

that more conscientious work was ever done by man.

*
Auj^aistus Egg-, K.A., ;i l)rilli;int artist and a great IrieiKl of Millais aiul Collins,

died in this year.
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Writers of novels know well, and so ought readers of novels

to have learned, that there are two modes of illustrating-^

either of which may be adopted equally by a bad and by
a good artist. To which class Air. Millais belongs I need
not say, but, as a good artist, it was open to him simply to

make a pretty picture, or to study the work of the author

from whose writing he was bound to take his subject. I

have too often found that the former alternatixe has been

thought to be the better, as it certainly is the easier, method.

An artist will frequently dislike to subordinate his ideas to

those of an author, and will sometimes be too idle to find out

what those ideas are. But this artist was neither proud nor

idle. In every figure that he drew it was his object to

promote the views of the writer whose work he had under-

taken to illustrate, and he never spared himself any pains
in studying the work so as to enable him to do so. I have
carried on some of those characters from book to book, and
have had my own ideas impressed indelibly on my memory
by the excellence of his delineations. Those illustrations

were commenced fifteen years ago, and from that time up
to this day my affection for the man has increased. To see

him has always been a pleasure. His voice has been a sweet

sound in mv ears. Behind his back I have never heard him

praised without joining the eulogist ; I have never heard
a word spoken against him without opposing the censurer.

These words, should he ever see them, will come to him
from the grave, and will tell him of my regard as one living
man never tells another."

The following letters also serve to illustrate Trollope's

appreciation of Millais' drawings, and the profound contempt
he entertained for anything in the shape of cant :

—

From Anthony Trollope.

" \\\\LTHAM House, Waltham Cross,

''June 4fli, 1863.

"My dear Millais,—Ten thousand thanks to you, and

twenty to your wife, as touching Ian. And now for business

first and pleasure afterwards.
" X. (a Sunday magazine) has thrown me over. They write

me word that I am too wicked. I tell you at once because of the

projected, and now not-to-be-accomplished, drawings. They
have tried to serve God and the devil together, and finding
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that goodness pays best, have thrown over me and the devil.

I won't try to set you against them, because you can do
Parables and other fish fit for their net

;
but I am altoa;ether

unsuited to the regenerated! It is a pity they did not find

it out before, but 1 think they are right now\ I am unfit for

the regenerated, and trust I may remain so, wishing to pre-
serve a character for honest intentions.

" And now for pleasure. I get home the middle of next

week, and we are full up to the consumption of all our cream
and strawberries till the Monday— I believe I may say

Tuesday, i.e., Tuesday, June i6th. Do, then, settle a day
with the Thackerays and Collinses, and especially with

Admiral Fitzroy, to come off in that week. I shall be in

town on Wednesday night. Look in at about 11.30.
" Yours always,

"Anthony Trollope.

" W hy have you not put down Leighton, as you promised.'^"

From the same.

" \\\\LTHA>r House, Waltham Cross,

''August 6th, 1866.

"My dear Millais,— I have written (nearly finished) a

story in thirty-two numbers, which is to come out weekly.
The first number is to appear some time in October.

Smith publishes it, and proposes that there shall be one

illustration to every number, with small vignettes to the

chapter headings. Will you do them ? You said a word
to me the other day, which was to the effect that you would

perhaps lend your hand to another story of mine. Many of

the characters (indeed, most of them) are people you already
know well—Mr. Crawley, Mr. Harding, Lily Dale, Crosbie,

John Eams, and Lady Lufton. George Smith is very
anxious that you should consent, and you may imagine that

I am equally so. If you can do it, the sheets shall be sent

to you as soon as they are printed, and copies of your own
illustrations should be sent to refresh your memory. . . .

Let me have a line. «< Yours always,

"Anthony Trollope."
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CHAPTER VIII.

MilL'iis' marriag"e
— Life in Scotland—First visitors—A poaching- keeper—"Peace

Concluded"—"Autumn Leaves"— Millais' life in chambers—Serious war with

the critics—He is attacked on all sides—The Tiines tramples upon him—The

public support him—Marochetti—Millais on Press criticism— Charles Reade—
Birth of a son — "Pot-pourri"

— The advantages of being punctual
— "Sir

Isumbras" received with abuse—Sandys' clever skit—Sale of "Sir Isumbras"
— Letters from Charles Reade—"Escape of the Heretic"—"The Crusader's

Return"—"The \"ale of Rest"—The artist's difficulties overcome—Anecdotes

of "The Vale of Rest" and "The Love of James L"

ON July 3rd, 1855, John Everett Millais was married to

Euphemia Chalmers Gray, eldest daughter of Mr.

George Gray, of Bowerswell, Perth. "^^ In accordance with

the Scottish custom, the wedding took place in the drawing-
room at Bowerswell, and immediately afterwards came the

baptism of the bride's youngest brother, between whom and
his eldest sister there was a difference in age of nearly

twenty-six years.
And here let me say at once how much of my father's

happiness in after years was due to the chief event of this

day. During the forty-one years of their married life my
mother took the keenest interest in his work, and did all in

her power to contribute to his success, taking upon herself

not only the care of the household and the management of

the family affairs, but the great bulk of his correspondence,
and saving him an infinity of trouble by personally ascertain-

ing the objects of his callers (an ever increasing multitude)
before admitting them into his presence. A great relief this,

for business affairs and letter-writing were equally hateful in

* Miss Gray had been previously married, but that marriage had been annulled

in 1854, on grounds sanctioned equally by Church and State. Both good taste

and feeling seem to require that no detailed reference should be made to the

circumstances attending that annulment. But, on behalf of those who l()\ed their

mother well, it may surely be said that during the course of the judicial proceed-

ings instituted by her, and throughout the period of the void marriage and the

whole of her after years, not one word could be, or e\er was, uttered impugning the

correctness and purity of her life.

2S7
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his eyes ;
and in spite of himself, his correspondence increased

day by day.
Possessed in a considerable degree of the artistic sense, she

was happily free from the artistic temperament, whilst her

knowledge of history proved also a valuable acquisition.
When an historical picture was in contemplation, she de-

liohted to studv anew the circumstances and the characters

to be depicted, and to gather for her husband's use all

particulars as to the scene and the costumes of the period.
Her musical accomplishments
(for she was an excellent

pianist) were also turned to

good account in hours of leisure,

and not infrequently as a sooth-

ing antidote to the worries that

too often beset the artist in

the exercise of his craft.

The newly - married couple
set out for their honeymoon to

the west of Scotland
;
and after

a lovely fortnight in Argyle-
shire, Bute, and Arran, where

deep-sea fishing formed their

principal amusement, they re-

turned to Perth and took

possession of Annat Lodge,
a typical old house with a

cedared garden near Bowers-
well.

Amono- their first visitors

was Charles Collins. He, how-

ever, was not bent on amusing
himself; he wanted to paint,
and at his request my mother

sat for him every day for a fortnight. Then, seeing that

the picture made very slow progress, and that she was pre-
sented as looking out of the window of a railway carriage

—
a setting that would have vulgarised Venus herself—she

refused to sit any longer, and the picture was never finished.

After this came a visit to Sir William Stirling Maxwell, of

Keir, among whose guests was the han^lsome and accom-

plished Spaniard Cuxaip.os Riano, who afterwards became a
firm friend of my parents. Sir William was devoted to

.^tudy of the bell in Winterton Church made by

John Luard. Used by INIillais for

Tennyson illustrations. 1S57
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literature, and was then at work on his Life of Don John of
Austria.

Their next visitors at Annat Lodo-e were John Leech and

Henry Wells (now Royal Academician), both intimate

friends, and whc-n Mr. Wx-lls left. Leech and Millais amused
themselves with tishinL; and shooting' in various parts of

Perthshire, enjoying especially a week at ]^)lair, where they
were entertained by the Duke of Athol. It was here that
" Mr. Brig-OS," of Punch, ori'^inated in the fertile; brain of

Leech.

In the late autumn of 1855 Millais took a small shooting on
the south bank of the Tay called Tarsappie

—handy of itself

as being near the town,
and, as he presently found,

equally handy for other

people who liked to poach
there. After some ex-

perience of their depre-
dations it occurred to him
that his keeper might
possibly be in league with

these gentry. So one day,
on the eve of a shooting

party for which he had

arranged, he made a little

surprise visit to the ground,
when Mr. Keeper was
discovered reclining under
a tree with a goodly array of hares and partridges tastefully

arranged within reach. These Millais promptly made him

gather up and carry in front of him to Annat Lodge, growling
and groaning all the way under the heavy load. There was
a vacancy for a keeper at Tarsappie next morning.

But it was time now to get to work again in earnest.

Nothing could be done during the honeymoon, and not much
while guests were about

;
and with pictures in hand and

publishers pressing for drawings any further holiday was

impossible. So limiting his aniusements to a clay now and
then at his shooting, Millais settled down to work for the

winter, taking up, first, the special edition of Tennyson
published by Moxon, for which he made twelve drawings,
and afterwards eighteen illustrations for the edition pub-
lished bv Macmillan. At these he worked mainlv in the

1.— 19
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evenings, with the aid of a reflector lamp, commencing imme-

diately after dinner and seldom leaving off before midnight.
And this after painting most of the day !

Mr. Wells tt^lls me that while he and Leech were there

the evenings were generally spent in this way, Millais

working away in the dining-room, in company with them-
selves and my mother

;
and nothing surprised them so much

as the energy and persistence with which their host worked
while carrying on at the same time a lively conversation with

his wife and guests.
The picture called "Peace Concluded, 1856," but better

known as " The Return from the Crimea," was painted this

year, the subject being a wounded officer lying on a couch,
at the head of which is seated his wife. An Irish wolf-hound
is also lying curled up on the sofa. Of this picture Ruskin
in his

" Notes
"
wrote in terms which have seemed somewhat

extravagant to other critics :
—" Titian himself could hardly

head him now. This picture is as brilliant in invention as

consummate in executive power. Both this and ' Autumn
Leaves

'

will rank in future among the world's best master-

pieces."
Colonel "Bob" Malcolm sat for the man, and my mother

for the lady ; the portrait of her at this period being, I am
told, singularly lile-like. The Irish wolf-hound,

"
Roswell,"

bred in the Queen's kennels, was given to my mother by a

Mr. Debas, and was the only pet animal she and my father

ever possessed. They were both much attached to him, but

he became such a terrible poacher that, to save him from

being shot, they sent him out to Australia, to my uncle,

George Gray, who found him most useful in hunting big

kangaroos, until he came to an untimely end by eating some

poisoned meat that had been put out for the dingoes.
The picture was purchased by Mr. James Miller, of

Preston. It is not, however, a good example of his art,

though there are beautiful passages in the work.

"Autumn Leaves" is too well known to need any descrip-
tion here. It was painted this year in the garden at Annat

Lodge, and probal)ly in none of Millais' works is the charm
of the northern afterglow more strikingly ])resented. That
it was highly appreciated by Mr. Ruskin may be gathered
from the Academy Notes, 1856, in which he refers to it as

"by much the most j)oetical work the painter has y^t con-

ceived
;
and also, so far as I know, the first instance of a
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perfectly painted twilight. It is easy, as it is common, to

give obscurity to twilight, but to give the glow w-ithin its

darkness is another matter ;
and though Giorgione might

have come nearer the glow, he never gave the valley mist.

Note also the subtle difference between the purple of the

long nearer range of hills and the blue of the distant peak."
The picture (lately the property of Mr. James Leathart)

was originally sold to Mr. Eden, of Lytham, from whom
it passed to Mr. Miller, the purchaser of " Peace Concluded."

How he came by it is amusingly told by a writer in the

Magazine of Art of November, 1896, who says:
—"I

should like to relate to you a circumstance connected with

'Autumn Leaves,' which I heard from Mr. P^den at Lytham.
When the picture reached him he did not like it, and he

asked the great painter to take it back ; but this, Mrs.

Millais said, was impossible. He was then told to sit

opposite it when at dinner for some months, and he would
learn to like it. He tried this, but alas! disliked it more
and more. One day a friend^ 1 think Mr. Miller of

Preston—called, saw the picture, was enchanted, and said,
'

Eden, I will give you any three of my pictures for

'Autumn Leaves.' 'As you are a great friend,' said Eden,
'

you shall have it
'

;
and so the picture changed hands.

This is what Mr. Eden told me, and it is on its way to

be amongst the world's masterpieces."
Besides these works Millais found time to paint, in the

spring of 1856, a small picture of a soldier in the 42nd
Highlanders ("News from Home"), which he sold to Mr.

Arthur Lewis, and also a little portrait of Mrs. John Leech,
which he presented to her out of affection for her husband.

And in the Academy he exhibited, in addition to
" Peace

Concluded" and " Autumn Leaves," a "
Portrait of a Gentle-

man,"
" L'Enfant du Regiment," and "The Blind Girl."

To arrange for this exhibition while continuing his work
in town, he left Annat Lodge at the beginning of April,
and took rooms in Langham Chambers along with his

friend Captain John Luard
;
and here, while working with

a will, they enjoyed themselves right heartily, after the free-

and-easy fashion dear to the heart of youth. The two

painters kept open house to their friends, but generally

spent their evenings at the Garrick, where many of the

literary and artistic celebrities of the day delighted to

conofreoate when their work was over.
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As to Millais, he was in no wise cowed by the combined
forces of the Press and the Academy, \yho now put forth

their strenoth to crush him as the leader of the new school

of artists. Knowing that he stood on the vantage-ground
of truth, he faced his foes in full assurance of victory in

the end, whatever he miyht sufft-r in crainin''- it. And that

he did suffer—in person, if not in purse
— is evident from

some of his letters to his wile, in which, as will presently
be seen, he complains bitterly of his treatment.

In reading these letters it

must be borne in mind that in

those days a great London news-

paper had far more influence in

the formation of public opinion
than it has to-da\', especially in

country places, where the utter-

ances of the great "We" were
too often regarded as " confirm-

ation strong as |)roof ot Holy
Writ." Allowance, too, must be

made for the fact that the letters

were written in the hot youth
of a man keenly alive to praise
or blame, and whose whole
future depended on the issue

ot the struQ-ole in which he was

engaged. Not only were the

leading newspapers against him,
but some of the most influential

members of the Academy joined
in the crusade with an animosity

hardly conceivable in these

liberal and more enlightened times; and but tor the audacity
he displayed in his dealings with them, they would have

given him no chance of showing his pictures to advantage.

Happily all this sort of thing has long gcMie by. With
a magnanimity worthy ol our greatest j)aper, the Times
has made lull amends for the mistakes of former years ;

and
much the same thing may be said of other papers ;

while

as to the Academy, it is to-day about as pure and fair a

tribunal as any on earth.

I>ut now to the letters themselves, from which, as a picture
of my father's life at this period, 1 cjuote somewhat fully.

OiuGiN'AL Studies for "Edward Gray'

'I'L-iinyion illustrations. 1857
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Writino- to his wife, he says :

—
''April "jth, 1856,

—We have just had breakfast. Liiard

is smokino- a first pipe, and has prepared a palette for me
to paint the Httle chikl's white dress. I found everything
so nicely packed, my darHng, that Luard has been noticing
it and envying me.

"
I cannot express the success of the pictures. It is

far beyond our most sanguine expectations. I have in-

creased the price of all three ['Peace Concluded,' 'Autumn
Leaves,' and 'The Blind Girl'], which I shall get without

any difficulty ;
and my studio has been already filled with

eager purchasers begging me to remember them next year.
" All other years pass into absolute insignificance com-

pared with this. I shall make a struggle to get the little

soldier finished
;
but I am to go and help a brother artist,

poor Martineau, who is in a fix with a picture.
" The artists here imagine that my pictures are the work

of years, instead of a few months. There has been a report
that I have taken to the most unfinished stvle, which, like

many evil reports, have their good effect on me, for the

pictures seem to astonish people more than ever by their

finish. I know how pleased you will be to hear this
;
but

you must not be too much elated
;
for this great mercy from

God is very awful, and I cannot help feeling a little

nervous about it, fearing a possible turn in my fortune.

This, however, may be unnecessary and wrong in me ;
but

seeing how differently He deals with many others about us,

I am surprised at the steps I have made in advance."

After observing how different his and his friend Holman
Hunt's styles are becoming, after running so long together,
he continues: "What Ruskin and the critics are to do, I

don't know
;
but it will be great fun for us."

In another letter at this period he says: "I am ashamed
of myself for not having been to church to-day. I slept so

sound that the bells were ringino- before I was out of bed.

Luard and Robert Malcolm Qet on admirablv together. They
are at this moment talking about the Crimea, and we have

just been looking at L.'s sketches from Sebastopol. Halliday
has just appeared, so I am writing this in a howl of conver-

sation and much smoke. I dine with Leech at six."

And on April i^tk.—"Yesterday I went with Luard to

the Garrick, and afterwards to the Olympic Theatre, to see

Still Waters Run Deep, a most admirable pla\-,
and delight-
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fully acted. This afternoon I go with Leech and his madam
to choose the bonnets. He says there is but one really good

place
—not a shop

—so I daresay I shall be able to get some-

thing pretty for you. .

After sending in his pictures to the Academy he went

home to Perth for a few days, and then returning to town

he hastened to the Academy, to see how his works had been

hung. What he found there is related in the following
letter :

—
" Langiiam Chambers, April 29///, ^856.

" Dearest Countess, [a nonsensical term he often applied
to my mother]

—Yesterday I went to the Royal Academy, and

made Luard write to you, as you would be anxious to hear

how my pictures were placed. Nothing could be better. The

largest ('
The Return from the Crimea

')
is next to Edwin

Landseer's, in the larQ-e room. 'Autumn Leaves' is in the

middle room, beautifully seen ; and, I think, the best appre-
ciated.

' The Blind Girl
'

is in the third room (the first

going into the exhibition) on the line, but rather higher than

I like, as its finish is out of the reach of short people. The
child on the tomb

['
L'Enfant du Regiment'] is also in this

room, and perfectly hung.
"

I saw Landseer there, and Grant, who was most civil
;

and both expressed great admiration for my work. There

is a great movement just now in the matter of copyright, and

I enclose a paper distributed to the members on the subject.

There must soon be a better understanding between artists

and dealers.
" Last night I went to the theatre with Egg and Luard,

and afterwards to the Garrick, where I met Leech, who wants

me to dine at Richmond with him next Sunday. ... I long
to be back for o-ood, and beoin the trees in blossom."

My father was very fond of going out in the evening,
either to the Garrick or to a theatre, with some of his

particular friends. On May ist, 1856, he writes: "Last

night Martineau, Halliday, and I dined with Luard at the

Garrick, after which w^e adjourned to the Victoria Theatre,

for the fun of the- thing, to see a regular out-and-out melo-

drama, and w(M-e not disappointed. We got a box for
5.S-.,

and laughed so immoderately at the pathetic parts that we
were nearly turned out. I dine with Leech on Sunday, at
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the
' Star and Garter

'

at Richmond, and widi Hunt to-night ;

so I have plenty of occupation."
It will be seen from the followiuL;- letters how the world,

the critics, and the pinxhasers of his pictures were disposed
towards him :

—
''May 2ud, 1S56.

—The private view is going on, hut 1 don't

go near the Royal Academy, of course. I w-ent for amusement
to Christie's auction-rooms, to see Rogers' pictures sold, and

there met Mr. Miller, who had just come from the exhibition,

miohtilv pleased with his
' Peace Concluded.' Evervthing is

o-oine on splendidlv. and I now wait for the verdict of the

|)ublic, u'Jio arc the only really disinterested critics. Every

da)- I meet with the Academicians I perceive new horrors.

So determined are they to insult every man who chooses to

purchase my works, that this year they have done the same
with Miller as they did with Arden, when he bought 'The
Order of Release.' Eor the first time they have not sent

him an invitation to the dinner, at which he smiles, knowing
the reason. Anyhow, it is rather a triumph for us. as these

wretched, ungentlemanly dealings only tend to reveal the truth."

''May \st, 1856.
— I have just come from the Academy,

which is open to the public this morning. I saw Eden (the

ow^ner of ' Autumn Leaves
').

which was my reason for

eoino-. but I didn't go into the rooms, as I did not wish to

be seen near my pictures. The impression of all the best

men is most fiattering to me, in spite of the same unjust and

determined opposition. On the whole, the critics are rather

worse than ever, but it really does not seem to matter much,

beyond leading ignorant people to say very foolish things.
"

I have found out the name of the Tnne< critic. It is

E -, an artist. I don't, indeed, expect any better treat-

ment from the Press in m\- lifetime, as the critics are too inti-

mately mixed up with the profession. Of course, there are

many criticisms as much in favour as some are against. I

would not see them, how^ever, had not Leech made me look

at some, to see how absurdlv contradictorv they are ;
but the

result is the same as in other years
—there is no gettmg near

the pictures at the opening
—so I am perfectly satisfied wath

the reception of them this year.
" The only reason for being annoyed at the continued

bullying from the Press is on your account and that of your

family and friends, who think more of the matter than people
in London, who only laugh at it. ..."
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''May yd, 1856.
— Luard is smoking- benignly, and asking

me about the Royal Academy, and I have some difficulty to

write this and answer his questions about the exhibition, I

cannot tell you of the incivility of certain of the members
and their cantankerous and jealous criticisms and un-

p-enerositv. It is nothino- new to me, however, for I have

seen it for some years now. I dined at the Garrick yester-

day, and saw David Roberts, u.a., and exchanged civilities.

In the exhibition there is a very striking portrait of Miss

Guyanjos, by John Phillip ; but Landseer and others say it

is only a libel on her. . . . Gambart [the dealer] has been

here, but I cannot get him to

sign the paper. No one will,

under the present state of the

copyright law. If he signed
it he would be responsible for

the actions of others, which no

man would do. Besides, there

would always be such a drag
in the sale of the picture, for

men will not purchase anything
with a claim still on it. There
is a great stir in the matter of

copyright, and I think some-

thing wmII be done. As it stands,

I hear it is impossible to obtain

any legal hold in the matter.

But enough of 'shop.' I must

be off to the Royal Academy again, to make a sketch of

the heads in 'Autumn Leaves' for the Illustrated London
Nczvs. . . ."'

The plot continued to thicken. Next day Millais writes :—
"

I hope this will come to hand before you see the Times,
which is more wickedly against me this year than ever. It

is well understood here that the criticism is not above board,

and that there is more than mere ignorance in the man.

Beyond a sudden surprise on seeing the criticism, I was not

much disturbed, as it has been my fate froni the first, and

probably will be U) the last, to meet with ungenerous treat-

ment from newsjxipers. A very young man doesn't get

900 guineas for his pictures without some attempt at de-

traction. I ;nii of course greatly astonished, as it is settled

that I am to paint tlu- principal man of the paper. This

fes^

1S56
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makes it a riddle, and will doubtless cause strange observa-

tions. All I ])C'^ of you and your family is to wait and see

how one youuL; man will oblige the oreat I^ritish organ to

alter their views. There is some underhand trickery which

must sooner or later come to light. I am not at all sure that

it does not spring from the Academy itself; indeed, there is

every reason to suppose it does. The envy and this deter-

mined cabal against me make me lono" to return homc\ In

one word, I ha\'e the whole of the

Royal Academy (with one or two

e.\ce{)tions) dead against me, which ""'

makes all intercourse with them

unpleasant. The ' Peace Concluded
'

has sold for a great deal more than .///\

any other picture in the Royal
Academy excepting Landseer's, and
I shall obtain a still better price
next vear. With this knowledoe,
I think we may rest very well

satisfied, as such solid success is

never achieved against such powerful

opposition without its having un-

mistakable deserts. This the world

will see, in spite of all these shameful

attempts to ruin me.
"

I hope you will not care a straw ^ /'•

for the 7 /wf'^"' criticism. Our fathers /

will feel it much more than we, as

they know less of the humbug of

the British Press. People here in ^^^^ ^^,^

London soon perceive the injustice
of such articles, so they go for nothing; but of course it

retards my position in the country, where peo]:)le regard as

gospel what they read in the newspapers. Now let me
assure you that I am 'cpiite calni

'

(as the French say), and

you must not disturb yourself by picturing me in the act of

tearing my hair for mortification. Nothing of the kind,

my love ;
I am quite merry."

Wlien the Academy was opened to the public an extra-

ordinary amount of interest was shown in his work. There
was alwavs a bio; crowd round his pictures, but he was too

shy to go near them himself

On J\lay 8th, 1856, he writes in the following strain :
— "

I

Study foi; 'liiNNYSON Illustkations
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never expected such complete success as the pictures are

makino-. People cannot i^et near the two largest. I saw
Marochetti [the great Italian sculptor who worked in Eng-
land] yesterday, and he made several attempts, but could see

nothing. What the liaron said is sufficiently cheering. His
coloured marble busts are magnificent beyond everything. I

was so delighted with the surpassing beauty of a soft-coloured

head (in marble, of course) of some relation of the Princess,

that 'I expressed a hop(i that some day I should be rich

enough to afford having jj/f//
done in the same way ; when he

jumped at the thought, and said he would consider it an
understood thing that he should make a bust of you in return

for any sketch I should give him, adding that he would beg
my acceptance ot it it I hesitated. He has seen you, and
admires you imniensely. Indeed, as he is very desirous of

getting portraits of all the most beautiful persons he can get
to sit, this kindness has something to do with your looks. . . .

"
I never saw anything more shameless than the treatment

by the R.A. of my work. Every year it is the same. The
surest sion of a vouno- man's work bein[>' worthless is

generosity and applause from the Academy ! . . . I have
seen other papers all absurdly contradicting their former

selves. Most of them are better than any I have ever before

received
;
and some that have tremendously abused me for

years have changed their critics, and now as immoderately
praise me. The Athencciini, Spcclator, Chronicle, Press,

Advertiser, and many others praise me up to the skies, and

papers that used hitherto to applaud now hiss me! It is

simply ridiculous, but (as I am haj^py to think) you all under-

stand this, so I won't say any more about it. I don't think

there have ever been such endeavours to swamp a man as in

my case, or ever such a complete failure."

r In these days, as will be seen, he felt keenly the shameless

attacks of the critics, although personally so successful
;
for

the artistic temperament is not prone to bear patiently
the j)in-pricks of constant and malignant opposition. His

letter to my mother, dated May 8th, 1856, shows this.

He says :
—"

I thought of you yesterday. You may imagine
how heartily I wisli you

'

many happy returns of the day.' I

have a very nice letter from your father this morning, and
think that his xcrsion may be the right one. Certainly there

never were such cunningly devised machinations against my
character and fortune. It makes me hate ' London's fine
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city,' and feel less cle|)endence on the things of this world.
Poor Hunt, thouoh well praised in the Press, has not found a

purchaser for his
'

Scapegoat.' in spite of the lowness of the

price he asks. A very hij4hl)' linished picture, too, and twice
the size of my largest.
"The newspa[)er criticisms are by no means all airainst

me, and I have more confidence in the weekly and monthly
periodicals; but with c?// against me I could still hold my
place. It is only a matter of time—perhaps beyond our lives—but ultimately right and truth must prevail. I confess it is

a lesson to me—all this determined opposition. The best

art does not at first meet with general comprehension, and I

believe sincerely that the chief reason why my works are so

picked to pieces is their being out of the scale of received

conventionalities. One thing vou will notice is that no
criticism or reports go to say that any of the faces in the

pictures are ugly, and hundreds are daily exclaiming about
the beauty of the heads of the children. I cease to feel any
more upon the subject, as nearly every notice goes only to

contradict the preceding one. I see, too, everybody more or
less inclined to lean favourably to Hunt, after abusing him.
Human nature all over! It has been gradually coming to

this, and I have now lost all hope of gaining just appreciation
in the Press

; but, thank goodness,
'

the proof of the pudding
is in the eating,' for in that way they cannot harm me, except
(as your father shrewdly remarks) in the copyright. Nothing
could have been nioi'e adverse than the criticism on ' The

Huguenot^ yet the engraving is now selling more rapidly than
anv other of recent times. I have great faith in the mass of

the public, although one hears now and then such grossly

ignorant remarks. . . . It is just the same with music and
literature. At Gambart's last night, a man made a complete
buffoon of himself with wretched ' comic

'

songs, and the

audience screamed with enjoyment. Also at the Haymarket
Theatre the comedy there—a farrago of old, worn-out jokes,

badly acted—was received with enthusiasm, and parts meant
for pathos were mistaken for fun and laughed at accordingly."

Alter giving some details of the ways of the two largest
dealers in London, one of whom always dealt fairly with him,
whilst the other invariably

'' made a poor mouth
"

and
" crabbed

"
his pictures, but always re-sold greatly to his

own advantage, as well as making a small fortune out of the

copyrights, he continues :
—
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"
I have been to Gambart's this morning- to settle how he

is to pay for 'The BHnd Girl.' All men have different ways
of dealing, and his way is to pay me the moment the picture
is in his possession. This is understood ;

and directly the

R.A. closes (three months from now) he settles. . . . Now I

have to see X (another dealer), with whom I have had

no conversation since the opening. 1 have purposely kept

away, so that he might learn the feeling- of the intelligent

public about the picture he has bought. If I had been

before, I know he would have (juoted (as he did last year)
the newspaper criticisms, and their prejudicial influence,

etc., etc. But, curiously
"' ; :7f .:fr/-y-i

enough, zuhcnever an
•

,

'

eno^raviuo- comes out

from his firm there is

:-
'

aliuays a favourable

'% artir/c in thepapers. . . .

':i^-^J
" Since there is such

a demand for mv works,

;

1 can afford not to be

humbugged by these

people, as other poor
fellows are; and I think

one great reason for

the opposition this year
is the sudden great in-

.SKETCH FOR TENNYSON iLLus ["RATio.v. 1856
crcase ui my prices.
The dealers, of course,

like to get pictures for ^^200 and sell ihem for _;^2000. . . .

1 am continually the object of unph-asant remarks from
women as well as men, but bevond workino- out conscien-

tiously a means of support for us both, I do not care
;
and

this, please God, I shall accomplish in time."

As a fiirlher insight into the rotten criticisms of the

period, a day or two later he tells of the treatment meted
out to Charles Reade, whom he mentions for the first time,

and who afterwards became a great friend of his.

''May, 1856.
— I have just come from the Crimean lecture

of the Times correspondent, Russell [Sir William Howard
Russell, afterwards a devoted friend], on the war. It was
odd to see the man who at the time of the war was dreaded

by both the arm\- and the navy brought before the public,
to receive in his turn their criticism. ..."
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Here fcjllovvs an account of the lecture, which took place
before empty seats, in spite of the eulogistic prelude of the
Tivies ; for only the famous correspondent's personal friends

mustered in force :
— "

I dined at the Garrick with Reade,
the author of // is ATcvcr too Late to Mend. He is

delighted with my pictures, and regards all criticism as

worthless. He has never been reviewed at all in the Times,

although his book has passed through niore editions than
most of the first-class novels.

White [the dealer] brought a

iinished proof of ' The Hugue-
not

'

this morning, and the

tew slight corrections Barlow

[the engraver] has to make
will not take him more than
a week

;
so you may look for

it very soon."

On May 30th Annat Lodge
was enlivened by the birth of

Millais' first child (Everett),
news of which he conveved
to his cousin, Mrs. George
Hodgkinson, in the following-
terms:—-"Just a line to say
that I am the distinoruished

owner of a little gentleman.
The nurse, of course, says it

is like me, adding that it is an

extremely handsome produc-
tion ! But wdiat nurse does
not say the same thing ? How-
ever, it has blue eyes and a

little downy brown on the top
of its head."

For the holiday season

Millais took the manse of Brig-o'-Turk in Glenfinlas, and in

August he and my mother went there, accompanied by her

sisters, Alice and Sophie Gray. Here, after an interval of

shooting and fishing, he painted a small portrait of the

minister—a hard-featured and by no means prepossessing
Celt—and then, returning to Annat Lodge, he set to work
on "Pot-pourri" and "Sir Isumbras at the Ford."

Foreseeing that an account of her husband's pictures
—

-.<
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how, when, and where they were painted, and what became
of them—would some day be of interest, my mother deter-

mined to keep a record of all that he painted after their

marriage, and forthwith started a book for that purpose.
But, alas ! the work was never completed. My father made
such fun of it that in 1868 she unwillingly gave it up. It

contains, however, explicit information about several of his

works. Of "Pot-pourri" she says:
— "This little picture

was painted for a Mr. Burnett, but when completed he was
unable to purchase it. It was painted from my sister Alice

and little Smythe of Methven Castle, Alice's dress of green
satin and point flounces forming a happy contrast to the

rich velvet and gold trimmings in little Smythe's dress.

The background is principally crimson, and the whole effect

very rich and brilliant.

"Mr. Millais sold this picture to Mr. White, the dealer

in Madox Street, for ^150, and he in turn sold it, a week or

two afterwards, for ^200 to Mr. G. Windus, junior.
"When Mr. Burnett saw it he was most anxious to get it,

and White promised it to him if he came on a certain day
not later than four p.m. Mr. Windus, however, was equally
determined to have it

; and, arriving early on the appointed
day, he waited till the clock struck four, and then carried

off the picture in a cab, to the great disgust of Mr. Burnett,
who arrived a quarter of an hour late." Moral—Even
in business it is well to be punctual now and then.

My mother has some interesting notes on the subject of

"Sir Isumbras," which she calls "The Knight, a dream
of the past, 1857."

" This picture occupied Mr. Millais during the winter

in conjunction with ' The Heretic' He was extremely
expeditious in finishing the background, which did not take
him more than a fortnioht. Durino' the end of October and

beginning of November, 1856, he went every day to the

Bridge of F.arn and painted the old bridge and the range
of the Ochills from under the new bridge, composing the

rest by adding a medieval tower. "^^ The gardener afterwards

brought a large quantity of flags from the river, and they
were put in a tub and painted in his studio. The horse

gave him a world of vexation from first to last. He always

* The tower was painttd from old I'^lclio Castle, situaled on the south Ijank of

the Tay, six miles below I'crlh. .Vn additional group of trees also aided the

composition.
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said he had chosen a fine animal to j)aint from, l:)ut most

people thought not. He painted it day after day in the

stableyard at Annat Lodge, and had made a very beautiful

horse when Gambart, the dealer, saw the picture, and offered

^800 for it, but said the horse was too small. Millais

refused this price, thinking- he ought to get more, and
Gambart left. After a little while Millais began to think

the horse was too small, and most unfortunately took it out,

and finished by making his animal too large. All the critics

cried out about the huge horse, called it Roman-nosed, and
said every kind of absurd thing about it, forgetful of the

beauty of the rest of the picture. The critics would,

ROS\\tI>L. 1856

perhaps, not have been so ill-natured had they known the

sufferings the horse cost the painter, who worked out of

doors in the dead of winter, sometimes in frost and snow,

perched on a ladder, and sometimes sitting in bitter east and
north wind with his canvas secured by ropes to prevent
it falling. The horse was never still for one instant, and
like the painter was greatly aggravated by the intense cold.

I had to send down warm soups and wine every now and
then and attend to things generally. After the Academy
closed without any offer being made for the picture, Millais

determined to have it back to Scotland, and once more to

entirely repaint the horse. After some months he completed
it. The same animal came and stood day after day in our

yard, the representation of the old one having been com-

pletely removed from the canvas by means of benzole,
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the smell of which drove us out of the palntino--room for

a day or two. The new horse now appeared, to my mind,

exactly like the first one. It was almost finished, when one

day, whilst it was still wet in places, a strong" wind arose

and blew over the iron chair to which the picture had been

imperfectly fixed, one corner going- like a nail right through
the head of the knight. This was a dreadful accident, and
Millais was in a terrible state of mind, vowing he would
never touch or look at it again. However, in the course

of a clay or two a firm of London canvas makers mended

FIRST SKETCH FOR " PP:ACE CONCLUDED." 1855

it SO beautifully that the rent could not be seen. I thought
this picture doomed to failure, for on the day it left us to go to

the Liverpool Exhibition, it poured in such torrents and was

so stormy, that I became superstitious. However, with the

new horse and the knight's leg lengthened, it attracted con-

siderable attention in Liverpool, and the committee did not

know whether to give Millais the prize of ^50 for it or for

his
'

P)]ind Girl.' 'The Blind Girl,' however, carried the day

by one vote."

Colonel Cam])bell. an officer quartered in l^erth. sat for

the figure of the knight, whilst the little boy and girl were

respectively the artist's eldest son and Miss Nellie Salmon,
now Mrs. Ziegler.
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"Time and varnish," I have heard my father say, "are

the greatest Old Masters that ever Hved." And, in the face

of recent experience, who will dare to say they are not ? As

quaint old Tusser has it, "Time tries the troth in every-

thing"; tries, too, our Art critics, and their right to dogmatise
as they do on works that Time has not yet touched

;
and in

this matter of "Sir Isumbras" his judgment is dead against
them.

In 1857, when the picture was exhibited in the Academy,
it was greeted with howls of ,

execration, the lion's roar of

Mr. Ruskin beino- heard hiijh

above the jackal's yelp of his

followers. The oreat critic

could see in it no single point
for admiration

; only faults of

fact, of sentiment, and of Art
;

but now that time and varnish

have done their work, we find

it as universally praised as it

was formerly condemned— a

lesson that living painters may
well take to heart for their

comfort in times of depression.
Mr. Stephens, who has

written so well on Millais'

works, says of this picture :
—

" ' Sir Isumbras at the Ford
'

was the subject of the picture
Millais made his leading work
in the year 1857. It represented
an ancient knight, all clad in

golden armour, who had gone
through the glories of this life

—war honour, victory and reward, wealth and pride. Though
he is aged and worn with war, his eye is still bright
with the glory of human life, and yet he has stooped his

magnificent pride so far as to help, true knight as he was,

two little children, and carries them over a river ford upon
the saddle of his grand war-horse, woodcutter's children as

they were. The face of this warrior was one of those pic-

torial victories which can derive their success from nothing
less than inspiration. The sun was setting beyond the forest

SKETCH FOR "THE CRUSAlil.

A picture never completed
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that gathered about the river's margni, and, in its glorious
decadence, symbolised the nearly spent life of the warrior."

In his JVotcs on the Grosvenor Ga//e7y, 1885, he gives a

vivid account of what followed on the exhibition of the

picture in 1857. "The appearance of 'Sir Isumbras,'" he

says,
"
produced a tremendous sensation. Satires, skits,

jokes, deliberate analyses and criticisms— most of them

applied to purposes and technical aims not within the artist's

intention when the picture was in hand — crowded the

-^SiSs *o.

FIRST SKETCH FOR "SIR ISUMCRAS'

columns of the comic as of the more serious journals. Utter

ruin and destruction were prophesied of the artist who, some-
what rashly, had followed a technical purpose, but whose
success in that respect cannot now be questioned. Among
the most edifying of the comments published on ' Sir Isum-

bras
'

was a large print entitled 'A Nightmare,' and believed

to be the work of Mr. ¥. Sandys, a distinguished brother

artist, who probably was not without grievances of his own

against critics. It generally reproduced the work in a ludi-

crous manner, and showed the painter while in the act of

crossing the ford on the back of a loud-braying ass. Seated
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on the front of the saddle, in the place of one of the wood-
cutter's children, Mr. Dante G. Rossetti is supported by the

mighty hands of the steel-clad knig-ht. Clini^ini^- round the

waist of the champion is a quaint mannikin, with a sheaf of

painter's brushes sIuul;" at his back, instead of the original

figure, meant for Mr. W. Holman Hunt. The intention of

the designer ot this satire was to suggest the position of the

Old Masters and tlie modern critics at this period. On the

bank of the ri\er are three different fioures of M. Ano-elo,

Titian, and Raphael. The first stands with his face averted
and his arms folded, while Titian and Raphael kneel in front

of him, looking- towards the animal and his freiiiht. A small

scroll proceeds from the animal's mouth, with the legend,
' Orate pro nobis.' This print was not without its good
technical qualities, and, except so far as the ass and the

smallest riders were concerned, did no very grave injustice
to any of the figures. Instead of his sheathed sword an
artist's mahl-stick was suspended to the girdle of Sir John
Millais, and by the side of this hung a bunch of peacock's
feathers and a large paste-pot, inscribed 'P.-R.B.,' for

'

Pre-

Raphaelite Brotherhood.'
"

The lines relating to Sir Isumbras, which appeared in the

Academy Catalogue in Old English type, were written for the

occasion by Tom Taylor, who also wrote the extremely
humorous verses attached to Mr. Sandys' skit. The former
I give here.

"The goode hors that the knyghte bestrode,
I trow his backe it was full brode.
And wighte and warie still he wode,

Noght reckinge of rivere :

He was so muckle and so stronge,
And thereto so wonderlich longe

In londe was none his peer.
N'as hors but by him seemed smalle.

The knyghte him ycleped Launcival
;

But lords at borde and grooms in stalle

Yclept him Graund Destrere."

About the sale of this work mv mother had a good tale

to tell. One evenincr in 18^8, when thev were living in

London, she was standing outside the house, waiting for the

door to be opened, when she was accosted by a grey-haired
man in shabby garments, who said he, too, wished to come
in. The observation startled her, for she had never seen

the man before
; and, mistaking him in the darkness for a
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tramp, she told him to f^o away.
"
But," pleaded the

stranoer, with a merry twinkle in his eye,
"

I want ' The
Knight Crossing- the Ford,' and I niust have it I'' The
idea now dawned upon her that he was a harmless lunatic,

to be got rid of by a little quiet persuasion. This, therefore,
she tried, but in vain. The only reply she got was, "Oh,
beautiful dragon ! I am Charles Reade, who wrote Never
Too Late to Almd, and I simply must have that picture,

though I am but a poor man. I would write a whole
three-volume novel on it, and then have sentiment enough
to spare. I only wish I had someone like you to guard my
house !

"

And he got the picture ! For, though a stranger to my
mother, my father knew him well, and was pleased to find

on his return home that it had fallen into his hands. Reade

was, in fact, an intimate friend of Millais, and when in town

they met together almost daily at the Garrick Club.

That he was proud of his purchase the following- letter to

Millais attests :
—

From Charles Reade.
" Garrick Club,

" II Maestro,—The picture is come, and shall be hung
in the drawing-room. I cannot pretend to point out exactly
what you have done to it, but this I know— it looks admir-

ably well. I hope you will call on me and talk it over. I am
very proud to possess it. Either I am an idiot, or it is an
immortal work. " Yours sincerely,

" Charles Reaue."

In another letter he says :
—"

It is the only picture admitted

into the room, and has every justice I can tender it. As
I have bought to keep, and have no sordid interest in crying
it up, )'ou must allow me to write it up a little. It is in-

famous that a oreat work of Art should be libelled as this

was some time ao-o."

In a letter to Millais, asking for a ticket for the "private
view

"

day at the Academy, he says :

" The private view,

early in the morning, before I can be bored with cackle of

critics and entangled in the tails of women, is one of the

things worth living for, and I shall Ije truK grateful it \"ou

will remember your kind [jromise and secure me this

pleasure."
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On Charles Reade's death, "Sir Isumbras" became the

property of Mr. William Graham, and 011 his death Mr.

Robert Benson bought it for a laroe sum.

Touching the alterations and additions it received in 1892,

Mr. Benson kindly sends me the following note :—"As to

'The Knight
'

I bought it at Christie's, at the sale of the pic-

tures of Mr. William Graham of Skelmorlie, in (I think) 1886.

It was framed in an abom-
inable stucco frame, of

about 1857, with rounded

top corners. I had a carved

frame made from one of the

fine models in the South

Kensington Museum.
"I think he (Millais)

was glad that we got it,

and Lady Millais too. One

day I asked him what he

thought of putting some

trappiiigs on the horse,

and he jumped at the

idea, saying that he should

like to ha\'e the chance
of improving the outline—the silhouette, as you
may still see it in Hollyer's

photo
— and relieve and

break the blackness of

the beast.
" Thenceforward we

went about, my wife and

I, taking notes and studies mother ami run^rx arc. iS6o

of horse -
trappings and

armour wherever we met with them. Our most promising-
finds were in the Escurial, in the armoury at Madrid. One

day in 1892 (it
was July J ith) he wrote asking us to let him

have it, and to send him our notes. There was to be an

exhibition at the Guildhall, and he wanted it to be seen again.

So I sent it with the notes and a photo, on which 1 roughly

pencilled what we thought it needed, viz., a fuller throat, a

crest, a dilated nostril, a twisted tail, a deeper girth (to give
the horse strength to carry the man in armour, not to speak
of the children), a broad bridle, instead of the thin green



3i8 JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS [1857

and yellow rein, and lastly the trappinc^s. We also wanted

the green and yellow bridle abolished, and a certain garish
flower by the horse's ear. We particularly begged him to

leave the exceptionally large, open eyes of the girl, as being
characteristic of 1857 and of the effect he then sought. He
kept it a month. I confess we were nervous, knowing the

difficulty he was sure to feel in matching the work of 1857,

and feeling our own audacity in having ventured to suggest

by the pencilling on the

photo just what we wanted

^^ done and no more. I tried

'^^ % more than once to see him.

and once Mrs. Holford

came with me, but whether

he was there or not, we
could not get into the

studio. But on August
1 1 th the picture came back

finished.
" We were (and are still)

delijihted with what he

did. He just removed the
~

blot, and the picture re-

mained all that we loved

most in his work —- a

splendid portrait of an

old man, an adorable little boy, and a glorious landscape, a

strong l)ut balanced scheme of colour, and a composition

which, by selecting the pictorial moment, tells a simple story—a romance if you will— that makes us all akin.
" Here is the letter he wrote me (copy enclosed) :

—

STUDY OF A CHILD. C/rc. iS

7\) Mr. Benson.

"2, Palace Gate, Kensington,
"
August 1 1///, 1892.

"Dear 1^)ENson,—Send for the Knight on Saturday

morning, as I have done all I can for the picture, and very

glad I am to have had the opportunity of making it so

complete. I have seen many old and useful drawings at the

Heralds' College, where they have the whole pageant of the

p-ield of the Cloth of Gold meeting of Henry \'lll. and

Francis I., and some of the harness is covered wllh bells,



.857] "THE ESCAPE OE A HERETIC" 319

which adds a pleasant sug-gestion of jingle to the Knight's
progress. I have also been studying horses daily, and the
stud is oood enouLih now. It was most incorrect, and has
necessitated a ereat deal of work.

"
Faulty as it undoubtedly was, the poetry in the picture

ouL>ht to have saved it from the savao^e onslauijht of all the

critics, notably John Ruskin, who wrote of it, 'This is not

a fiasco, but a catastrophe.'
" On the other hand. Thackeray embraced me—put his

arms round my neck and said,
' Never mind, my boy, go on

painting more such pictures.' ... I am very proud of

having painted it, and delighted to know it is in the hands
of one who appreciates its merits.

"
Sincerely yours,

^"
'. E. MiLLAIS."

As a matter of fact the alterations took the artist a very
short time to complete, when he had once decided what they
should be. After lunch he would stroll up Kensington
Gardens to the "

Row," where he leaned over the rails,

making a few notes and rough outlines of horses as they

passed along, until he got the particular movement of the

animal that he wanted to e.xpress. But, as will be gathered
from his letter, the preliminary work involved a good deal

of trouble.

In the spring of 1857 Millais and his wife took rooms in

Savile Row, London, where he chieBy occupied himself with

his picture "The Escape of a Heretic, 1559.
'

Of this work,
which was intended as a pendant to "The Huguenot," my
mother writes :

—
"The idea of making a pendant to 'The Huguenot'

occurred to him whilst we were visitino- ]\Ir. W. Stirlincf

at Keir, in the autumn after our marriasfe. That [gentleman

possesses a book of fine old w^oodcuts of the time of the

Inquisition, when persecutions in the Netherlands were
carried on under the Duke of Alva. He also possesses
a series of Spanish pictures which had been used to illus-

trate his own work on The Cloister Life of the Bnipei'or
Char/cs V. Amongst these woodcuts were several represent-

ing burnings in Spain, the women and men being habited in

the hideous dress of the ' San Benito.' The victims were

generally attended by priests exhorting them to penitence
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as they pursued their way to the martyrs' pile. The '

vSan

Benito
'

dress consists of an upper shirt, without sleeves,

of coarse sacking- painted yellow, with designs of devils

roasting souls in flames. With the aid of some engrav-

ings of monks of the different orders, sent by Mr. Rawdon
Brown, and the habit of a Carthusian from the Papal
States, lent by Mr. Dickenson, we easily made up the

dresses for the models, whilst Millais drew the staircase of

Balhousie Castle for the prison
from whence the girl is escaping
by aid of her lover. Millais

worked on this picture and
'The Knight' at the same
time. The expression of the

lover's face gave him immense
trouble. The model was a

young gamekeeper in the ser-

vice of Mr. Condie. He was

handsome, very lazy, continually
^ettino- tired, and not cominijf

when sent for. Millais took

jf the face, and mouth particularly,

i many times completely out.

The girl's expression was very
troublesome also, and he was

'

; loner in pleasing himself with it."

i Whilst Millais waited the

'^.i.i^-i, hanging of his pictures at the
'

_ -"" s- -3r^-
Royal Academy his wife tra-

t- ,. „. ,. . veiled aeain to their home in
bKF.TCH I-llK !• KON nsl'IECE TO WiLKIE Col.LINS >^

" Mr. wrav's Cash-box." 1855 the North. H is Icttcrs to her

at this time are particularly interesting, as showing what he

thouorht of the artistic outlook.

In the first, dated May 13th, 1857, he says:
— " My friends

Bartle Frere and Colonel Turner dined with me at the

Garrick yesterday. They are both old friends of mine, and

we had a very pleasant party. I met Thackeray there, and
he spread out his great arms and embraced me in stage

fashion, in evidence of his delight at my pictures. He never

before expressed such extreme satisfaction, and said they
were magnificent."
The fiiucs review of the Royal Academy then came out

with a stinging critique on his pictures, and all the other
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papers joined in chorus. On this he wrote to his wife, on

May 15th:
—•" 1 )()iiljtless you have seen the Times and its

criticism. When 1 heard it was written in the sam(i spirit

as usual 1 thd not read it. I therefore onU' know of its

import through m\- friends. The t^eneral feeling is that it

is not of the sliohtest imi)ortance. Criticism has been so

tampered with thai what is said carries little or no wci^lu.
Ruskin, I hear, has a pamphlet in the press which takes a

pitying tone at my failure. The wickedness and en\y at

the bottom of all this are so apparent to me that I disregard
all the reviews (I have not read one), but I shall certainly
have this kind of treatment all my life. The public crowd
round my pictures more than ever, and this, I think, must
be the main cause of animosity I should tell you
that althcjugh mv friend Tom Taylor is said to have written

the first two reviews in the Times, this last is not attributed

to him.
" The only gO(xl that I can see in the criticism is its

unusual length (from what I hear it is nearly a column). I

confess I am disgusted at the tone of the thing ; indeed

with evervthino- connected with Art.

"Combe, of Oxford, came yesterday. He wants me to

paint him a picture about the size of the
' Heretic

'

{any-

thing larger than that size is objected to). There is no en-

couragement for anything but cal>inet pictures. I should

never have a small picture on m\ hands for ten minutes,

which is a great temptation to do nothing else. I saw

Tennyson again at the Prinseps', and was most entertained at

the 'petting' that went on. Miss li. [a famous beauty] was

there, and asked after you. She has fallen ofT, but is still

beautiful."

In May, 185S, they went as usual to Howerswell, where in

due time the artist applied himself to "Apple Blossoms," or

"Spring" as it was latterly called, painting it in neighbouring
orchards.

Here I must a^ain avail mvself of my mother's notebook,

and her remarks on "
Spring Flowers," as she calls it.

" This i)icture, whatever its future may be, I consider the

most unfortunate of Millais' pictures. It was begun at Annat

Lodge, Perth, in the autumn of ICS56, and took nearly four

years to complete. The first idea was to be a study of an

apple tree in full blossom, and the picture was begun with

a lady sitting under the tree, whilst a knight in the back-
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ground looked from the shade at her. This was to have
been named ' Faint Heart Never Won Fair Ladye.' The
idea was, however, abandoned, and Millais, in the following

spring, had to leave the tree from which he had made such

a careful painting, because the tenant at Annat Lodge would
not let him return to paint, for she said it he came to paint
in the o-arden it would disturb her friends walking" there.

This was ridiculous, but Millais, looking about for some
other suitable trees, soon found them in the orchard of our

kind neighbour Mrs. Seton (Potterhill), who paid him the

greatest attention. Every day she sent her maid with

luncheon, and had tablecloths pinned up on the trees so as

to form a tent to shade him from the sun, and he painted
there in great comiort tor three weeks whilst the blossoms

lasted. During that year (1857) he began to draw in the

ti<>Lires, and the next vear he chano-ed to some other trees

in Mr. Gentle's orchard, next door to our home. Here he

painted in quiet comtbrt, and during the two springs finished

all the background and some of the figures. The centre

fioure was painted from Sir Thomas Moncrieff's daughter

Georgiana (afterwards Lady Dudley) ; Sophie Gray, my
sister, is at the left side of the picture. Alice is there too,

in two positions, one resting on her elbow, singularly like,

and the other Ivino- on her back with a orass stem in her

mouth. He afterwards made an etching of this figure tor the

Etching Club, and called it 'A Day in the Country.' When
the jiicture of '

Spring Flowers
'

was on the easel out of

doors, and in broad sunlight, the bees used often to settle

on the bunches of blossom, thinking them real fiowers from

which they might make their honey."
In July, 1858, my mother went to St. Andrews, in F^ife,

and to her Millais wrote :
—

"
1 have been workin'> hard all clav ;

have finished Alice's

top-knot, and had tiiat little humbug Agnes Stewart again,
l)ut 1 am not sure with what success. I had capital trips

with the MacLarens [neighbours living at Kinfauns Castle]
to Loch Flukey [Loch French ie, near Amulree, formerly an

excellent trout ]()ch[ We caught eleven dozen trout, and
had great fun about settling where to sleep. 1 slept on the

dining-room table, in preference to a sola, as the horse-hair

appeared a likely harbour for fleas, etc. . A great tub was

brought in lor th(t morning bath, and towels about the size

of pocket-hainllcerchic^ls, so I used my sheets instc^ad. . . .
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I was
ii|)

at five in the Fdiclands, and fished a beautiful

little river (the l)raaii) before breakfast. 1 hope you will

get tremendously stronL;'. All that salt water
oiic^-ht to do

wonders Sophie must also come back bloom
inij;-,

to be

painted in my |)icture."

On the envelope of this letter is an amtisino" sketch, show-

ino^ some lady bathers coming out of the sea, and men
playing golt close by.

In August Millais went South on a visit to his parents at

Kino-ston-on-Thames, where thev had a charmiu'' little house

overlooking the ri\-er. fie

went by sea, taking with

him my mother's two vouno-

sisters, Sophie and Alice,
who had also been invited ;

and in the following letter

he gives us a little insight
into the home life of the okl

people :
— " Here we are in

William's [his brother's]
room. The girls are sitting
with me in perfect quiet, as

thev are still verv unwell.

Neither of them could eat

any breakfast, and every-

thing is whirling about them,
as it is with me. Otherwise
I am perfectly comfortable,

having managed my cigar
after breakfast. We have

just been listening to my sister [Emily Millais, Mrs. Wallack]

playing on the piano
—

'awfully well,' as the girls sa\-. . . .

My father has most gorgeous peaches and nectarines ripe

against the wall, and much finer than the glass-house ones

at Perth, which shows the climate to be warmer.
" Now to tell you alxnit my sister. Although 1 liad nearly

forgotten her, I think 1 would have known her again, she is

so like William, and not at all American, as I had expected.
She is still pretty, and her little boy is here—very like her,

with a good profile, and very excitable. She is very strong,
thouo-h not so to look at, and has the un-put-down-able 'go'
of William, for since breakfast she has played to me more
than you could play in a month, and is not the least tired.

SKETCH FOR ' KL'IH.- Circ. if =5
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. . . It is rather a loss William not beiii"' here, as he would

complete the group so thoroughly.
"The place is covered with pretty flowers, and really looks

lovelv. Mv father has iust come down and shown me two
most beautiful water-colour drawings of William's, both ot

which are sold, and I have this minute come from looking
alter Alice, who is recovering quickly. She is in the arm-

chair, and my father is playing the guitar to her. I can't

tell you how very odd it seems to me, being amongst them
here again. There is certainly a dash of the P^rench about
them all, for they are all so extraordinarily happy and
satisfied with themselves."

After this visit he went off shootino- and fishino-, as usual,

for a couple of months, and on his return to Bowerswell he
nearlv finished the

"
Apple Blossoms," and commenced (in

October)
" The Vale of Rest."

Here my mother's notedjook again proves helpful as an
illustration ol his life and work at this period ; interesting,
too, as a reflection of her own views on the only subject on
which they were at variance. As a strict Preslnterian she

oreatlv disliked his workino; on Sundavs, as he often did

when the painting fever was strong upon him
; and her

entries on this subject are at once quaint and characteristic.

She writes :
— " Mr. Millais exhibited no pictures in 1858. He

began a last [picture of a Crusader's return, and stuck, after

five months' hard labour. I was much averse to his naintin'^

every Sunday, and thought no good would come of it, as he
took no rest, and hardh' proper time for his meals. He
made no progress, only getting into a greater mess

;
so when

spring came we were thankful to pack up the picture and go
to Scotland. Here he occupied himself on his

'

Spring'

ap[)le blossoms picture, but did not set vigorously to work
till the autumn. This winter [1858] he has achieved an
immensitv of work, and I attribute his success oreatlv to his

never workinp- on Sundav all this vear. I will describe his

pictures ot this year in order, and begin with the Nuns
(' The V'alc? ot Rest

'), which, like all his best works, was
executed in a surprisingU' shoit space ol lime.

"
It had long been Millais' intention lo paint a picture with

nuns in il, the idea first (occurring to him on our wedding
tour in 1855. ( )n descending the hill b\ Loch Awe, trom

Inverary, he was (^xtremely struck with its beauty, and the

coachman lold us that on one of the islands there were the
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ruins of a monaster}-. W c imaoined to ourselves the beautv
of the picturesque features of ilv Roman Catholic religion,
and transported ourselves, in idea, hack to the times before

the Reformation had torn down, with hi^'oted zeal, all that

was beautiful Irom anti(|uit\, or sacred from the pietv or

remorse of the founders of old ecclesiastical buildings in

this countrv. dhe abbots boated and fished in the loch, the

vesper bell pealed forth the '

.\\'e Maria' at sundown, and
the organ nott^s ot the Virgin's h\-mn were carried l)y the

water and transformed into a sweeter melody, caught up on
the hillside and dying away in the blue air. W^e pictured,
too, white-robed nuns in boats, singing on the water in the

quiet summer evenino-s, and chantino- holv sonijs, insijired bv
the loveliness of the world around them. . . .

"
Millais said he was determined to paint nuns some day,

and one night this autumn, being greatly impressed with the

beauty of the sunset (it was the end of October), he rushed
for a large canvas, and began at once upon it, taking for

background the wall of our garden at Bowerswell, with the

tall oaks and poplar trees behind it. The sunsets were
loveh- for two or three nio-hts, and he dashed the work in,

softening it afterwards in the house, making it, I thought,
even less purple and gold than when he saw it in the sky.
The effect lasted so short a time that he had lo paint like

lio'litninij".

"It was about the end of October, and he got on \v\-\

rapidh' with the trees and worked every afternoon, patiently
and faithfully, at the pojjlar antl oak trees of the background
until November, when the leaves had nearly all fallen. He
was seated very conveniently for his work just outside our
front door, and, indeed, the principal part of the picture,

excepting where the tombstones come, is taken from the

terrace and shrubs at Bowerswell."

The background of "The \^ale of Rest
"

remains \erv

much to-day what it was when Millais painted it. A few
of the old trees are gone, but there are the same green
terraces, and the same sombre hedges ; there, too, is the

corner of the house which, under the artist's hands, appeared
as an ivy-covered chapc-1. The grave itself he painted from
one freshly made, in Kinnoull churchyard; and much amused
he was by the impression he made while working there.

Close by lived two queer old bachelors who, in Perth, went

by the names of "Sin" and "Misery.'' They watched him
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intently as he painted away day by day amongst the tombs
without even stopping for refreshment, and after the first day
they came to the conclusion that he made his living by
portraying the graves of deceased persons. So they good-
naturedly brought him a glass of wine and cake every day,
and said what they could by way of consolation for the hard-

ships of his lot.

The rest of the tale is thus told by mv mother :
— " The

graveyard portion was painted some months later, in the very
cold weather, and the wind often threatened to knock the

-»o
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frame over. The sexton kept him company, made a grave
for him, and then, for comfort's sake, kept a good fire in the

deaddiouse. There Millais smoked his pipe, ate his lunch,

and warmed himself."

It is alwavs interesting: to hear from artists who have

painted a successful picture, how and under what circum-

stances it was done. One man will tell you that his work
was the inspiration of a moment, and the whole thing was

dashed off in a fi-w days, maybe a few hours—as was Land-

seer's "Sleeping I)loodhound." Another has, perhaps, spent
months or years on some great work

;
it has been painted,

repainted, altered a hundred times, and then not satisfied the

painter. Again, an unsatisfactory pose of a figure has often
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driven a conscientious artist to the veroe of insanity. And
this was the case with the ti<'ure of the woman dicT'Jl'ino-

in The X'ale of Rest." I have lieard m\' mother sa\- she

never had such a time in her lite

painting" that woman.

Everything" was perfect
in the picture except tliis

wretched female, and no-

thing would induce her to

o-Q right. I^verv da\- lor

tlS

my
when m\ lath er was

\

I

,Mf

%

seven weeks he painted and

repainted her, with the re-

sult that the figure was
worse than ever, and he

was almost distracted.

My mother then pro-
ceeded to hatch a plot with

mv grandi-nother to steal

the picture I This was

skilfully effected one dav
when he had left his work
for a few hours. The two
arch -plotters took it be-

tween them and carried it

into a wine-cellar, where it

was securely locked up.
When the painter re-

turned to work and foimd

his treasure gone he was,
of course, in a dreadful state

ot mind, and on discovering
the trick that had been

played hin"i, he tried every
means to make them give
it up to him ; but this they

steadfastly refused to do.

Here then was a predica-
ment! For some days he would settle to nothing, and the

model, who received good payment, would insist on coming-

every day and sitting in the kitchen, saying that she was

engaged till the picture was finished. The situation at last

became comic— Millais furious, the conspirators placid,

smiling, but firm, and the model immovable.

SKETCH FOR ILLUSTRATION. 18=9
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At last he was persuaded t(j set to work on some water-

colour replicas of "The Hiio-uenot" and "The Heretic," for

Mr. (lanibart, and as he became interested in them he

gradually calmed down. Wdien the picture was eventually
returned to him, he saw at a glance where his mistake lay,
and in a few hours put evervthino- rio'ht.

M\' imcle W illiam tells an amusino- storv about this,

which is worth repeating in his own words :
—"

Millais, as

everyone knows, had the greatest power in the realistic

rendering of all objects that came under his brush, and the

veriest tvro could not fail to recognise at a olance the thino's

that he painted. I remember, however, a case in which the

power was not recognised ; in tact, the objects painted failed

to convey the faintest notion n( what they were intended to

represent. An old Scotchman, after looking at 'The X'^ale

of Rest' for some time, said to mv brother in mv hearino-

'Well, the picture's all well enough, but there's something
1 don't like.' My brother, who was alwavs readv to listen to-

any criticism, said,
' W hat don't you like ? Speak out, don't

be afraid !

'

" '

Wtrll,' said he,
'

I don't like the idea of water in a

grave.' 'Water in a grave .-^

'

said mv brother.
'

W^ell, there

it is, plain enough' (pointing to a mattock), 'pouring into

the grave.' He had actuallv mistaken the sheen of a steel

mattock for a jet of water, and the handle for a bridge across

the grax-e. 'Fhis Wcis too good a story not to be passed
round, and ii was told on the occasion of the picture being

prixately exhibited at the Langham Chambers, just before

beino sent to the Roval Academv. There was a good

assemblage ot people, and amongst them, though unrecog-
nised, the old oentleman himself. The storv was told with

great gusto by John Leech (in m\ presence), and a roar of

laughter followed, coupled with the words.
' Wdiat an old ass

he must have been !

'

Whereupon the old gentleman sprang

up from the sola and said,
'

1 'm the verra man mysel'.' It

was honest ot him. to say the least.
"

Mr. M. 11. S])icdmanii. who has carefully studied Millais'

works, savs of it :
— " This picture I have always felt to be one

of the greatest and most impressive ever painted in England ;

one in which the sentiment is not mawkish, nor the tragedy
melodramatic—a picture to look at with hushed \-oice and

bowed head ;
in which the execution is not overwhelnied by

the story ;
in w hich the story is emphasised by the com-
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position ;
an<l in w liich the composition is worthy of the

handling'.'

"This is the year Mr. Millais ^avc forth those terrible

nuns in the graveyard"': thus Mr. Puiuli characterised the

year 1859."^^ Even Ruskiii, denoiiiicinL^ the methods, and

admitting- (unjustly) the ugliness and "
trightfulness

"
of the

figures, was constrained to allow it iiohility of horror, if

liorror it was, and the ^freatness of the louchino- sentiment.

His charge of crudeness in the painting no longer holds

good. Time-that grand Old Master to which Millais did

homage in act and word has done the work the artist

intended him to do
; and 1 \c:nture to think that in the \ew

Gallery of British Art there will he no more impressive, no
more powerful work than that which shocked the Art world
of 1859.

In 1862 Millais saw how he could improve the face of the

nun that is seated at the head of the grave, so he had the

picture in his studio tor a week, and repainted the head from
a Miss Lane.

During 185S was also painted "The Love of lames the

First of Scotland." It will be remembered that this un-

fortunate monarch was confined for manv vears in W indsor

Castle. In the garden l)elow h.is prison used to walk the

beautiful Lady Jane Beaufort, antl he fell in love with her
;

btit his onlv means of commtinicatin!>' with her was b\'

dropping letters through the bars ot the grated window.
This is the scene represented in the picture. The castle

and wall were taken irom the j)icturesque old ruin ot Bal-

housie Castle, which overlooks the North Inch of Perth. On
p. 361 is given a photo of the exact wall, with the model's hand

dropping a love-letter trom the window. .Millais' model
for this picture was Miss Eyre, ot Kingston, whose sister.

Miss Mary Eyre, he also painted the tollowing \ear as " The
Bride"—a

g'irl with passion tlowers in her hair. +

While the work was in hand, an old woman came for three

clavs, and stood starin<'- alternatelv at the artist and the

castle, evidentK without anv notion ot what he was about.

Disliking the presence of observers w hile he was at work, he
looked up suddenly and e.xclaimetl,

" Well, what are you

* The Tijiies was this year fa\()iiral)le, and acknowlcdL^cd
"

FIk' \'a!e of l\est''

as a work of merit.

t This lady was singularly like the Countess de Cirey, and on this account the

portrait was purchased at a sale hx Lord de (".rey.



334 JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS [1858

looking at?" To which she repHed,
" Weel—that's juist

'lowerin at ?
"What are vo/iwhat a was o-aeui tae ask ye.

Cetera desitut.

To the uninitiated I may explain that, in the Scotch tongue,

"glowerin
"
means staring rudely and intently.

At this time (November, 1859), though work went on

briskl) , began a long period of anxiety on account of my
mother's health, ensuino- on the birth of her eldest dauofhter.

She had imprudently gone, one cold winter's dav, to Murthly,
to make a drawing of some tapestry in the old castle, for one
of my father's pictures ; and, sitting long at her task, she
contracted a chill, which affected the optic nerves of both
her eyes. A temporary remedy was found, but in late years
the mischief again reappeared, to the permanent detriment
of her eyesight.

U.,
V^^

->-^

(i^A

SOPHIA (IRAN. 1S53



CHAPTER IX.

The strugi^le of 1859— Millais seriously feels the attacks made upon hirn, but

detennines to tiyht
— Insulted at every turn—Origin of "The Vale of Rest'—

The fight for independence
—"The Black Brunswicker"—Millais describes it

—
Dickens' daughter sits for the lady

—Mrs. Perugini describes her sittings
—

Faint praise from the Press—(ireat success of the picture
—Holman Hunt

likewise successful— Millais' black-and-white work— Letters to his wife—Lady
Waterford.

WK come now to the turniiv^-point in the Yiic of the

painter
—to the period when, with the exception of

a few strong" men of independent judgment, all the powers
of the Art world were set in array against him—the critics,

the Academy, and the Press—and, under their combined
influence, even the picture-dealers began to look askance
at his works as thinos of doubtful merit. Buyers, too, held

aloof, not daring to trust their own judgment in opposition to

so great an authority as Mr. Ruskin
;
for by this time Ruskin

had attained a position in the land absolutely unapproached
by any other critic before or since. With a charm of diction

unequalled in English prose, he had formulated certain

theories ot his own which every artist must accept or reject
under peril of his severest condemnation

;
and as "

Sir

Isumbras"—the last of Millais' works that may be termed

purely Pre-Raphaelite
—was found to sin against these re-

quirements, it fell under his ban as utterly unworthy of the

applause it had gained from the public.
It has been well said that "the eye of a critic is often like

a microscope, made so very fine and nice that it discovers

the atoms, grains, and minutest particles without ever com-

prehending the whole, comparing the parts, or seeing all

at once the harmony." And, as will presently be seen, that

was, in Millais' view at least, the affliction from which
Mr. Ruskin was suffering- at this time.

335
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It is not given to every man to withstand such a for-

midable attack as that to which my father was now exposed.
One cannot therefore wonder that, under the strain and peril
of the time, his letters betray not onlv his amazement at the

crass stupidity of some of his critics, but his deep sense of

injury, and a rooted belief that envy, hatred, and malice

were at the bottom of all this uproar.
All this, to'-ether with a record of his doings durinLi the

months of April and May, 1859, will be found in the follow-

ing- extracts from his letters, in reading which it must be
borne in mind that these letters were intended only for the

eye of his wife, tor whose comfort at this trying- time he
would naturally and rightly open his mind without any
thought of egotism or empty boast.

The letters are dated from his father's house at Kingston,
to which in joyous anticipation of success at the coming
l^oyal Academy Exhibition he betook himself with his

pictures early in April.
"'
Soni/i Cottage, yt/i April.- -There are three or four

people after my pictures, and I have no doubt of making
more than I expected by them. William will write to you
about what was said, but I will simply tell you in a word
that nothing could possibly be more successful, 'The Nuns'

especially. I have called it

,
.•.;

_

'The Vale of Rest,

Where the weary find repose'
—

from one of Mendelssohn's most lovely part-songs. I heard

William singing it, and said it just went with the picture,

whereupon he mentioned the name and words, which are

equally suitable. Marochetti said to William, before a

number of people, that 'The Nuns' should have a place
in the national collection, between Raphael and Titian

;
and

Jhackeray and Watts expressed nearly the same opinion.
Indeed, the praise is quite overwhelming", and I kee|) out

of it as nuich as jjossible, as 1 am not able to bear it, I feel

so weakened bv it all. While William was showing the two

large pictinx-s. I was ])ainting away at the single figure,
which I finished perfectl\, ha\ing worked at it from five

in the morning. I felt quite inspired, and never luade a

mistake. It is, I think, \\\(\ most beaiitihil ol all.

"
Nothing could exceed the kindness ot m\' people about

me, and only through their indefatigable assistance could
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I have finished the third. All were framed and sent in to

the Royal Academy in t^ood time."

The three pictures were "The Vale of Rest." "The
Love of James I. of Scotland," and "Apple Blossoms."

They had been seen and praised by hundreds of people
before they were exhibited to the public, and the artist

knew they were the best he had ever painted : but no

sooner did they appear on the Academy walls than they
were attacked as alreadv in-

cheated, the admiration of the

publicwho persistently crowded
in front of them, and his own
knowledofe of their value, beino;

the onlv consolation he could

lay to heart. His next letter

betrays the revulsion of feeling
caused by this cruel, not to say

malignant, attack.

'\4pril \otli.— In the midst

of success I am dreadfully low-

spirited, and the profession is

more hideous than ever in my
eyes. Nobody seems to under-

stand really good work, and
even the best judges surprise
me with their extraordinary
remarks. . , . Nothing can be

more irritating and perplexing
than the present state of things.
There seems to be a total want
of confidence in the merits of the pictures, amongst even

the dealers. They seem quite bewildered. Even John

Phillip said that he thought it was high time I should come
and live in London. As if that had anvthing to do with

my Art !

"
I would write oftener to you, but really I have nothing

either pleasant or satisfactory to write about, I am far from

well, and everybody sa)'s they never saw such a change in

any man for the worse. I could scarcely be quieter, too,

as I ne\-er stay in town or have any wish to be amongst
riotous fellows

; yet the reaction of leaving off work is very

trying." . . .

''Apj'il i^tli, 1 85 9.
—There seems to be but one opinion

;/

'^^,

Sketch fck "The Black Bklnswickek.
'

1S60
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amongst unprejudiced people as to the success of my pictures
this year, but ^1000 for a picture is a very rare thing-. It is

true that that sum has been given already this year for a

picture by O ;
but you must remember that my pictures

are not vulgar enough for the City merchants, who seem
to be the only men who give these great prices. ... I am
much better after yesterday's headache, and got up this

morning early, and have been reading and playing" chess with

my mother ever since. . . . It is a fine day, so I shall

go and see the University Boat Race. Yesterday I met in

the Burlington Arcade an old friend from India, the brother

of our old friend Grant who died. (I drew him in pen-and-
ink, dying, surrounded by his family.) The brother has

grown into an enormous man, with moustaches nearly half

a yard broad— a very handsome fellow."

''April i%th, 1859.
—Hunt and Collins dined here yester-

day. The pain in my chest is nearly gone, so I am no

longer uneasy. It must have been from working too hard
and leaning forward so much, but I hope to begin my work

again this week. . . . Ruskin was talking to young Prinsep,
and said he had been looking at the '

Mariana,' which I

painted years ago, and had come to the sage conclusion

that I had gone to the dogs and am hopelessly fallen. So
there is no doubt of what view he will take of mv works
this year; but (as Hunt, who has a high opinion of their

excellence, says) if he abuses them he will ruin himself as

a critic. Already he is almost entirely disregarded. I hear

that Leighton has a picture in the Royal Academy, but

nothing of its worth. This picture, whether good or bad,
will be set up against mine. The enmity is almost over-

whelming, and nothing but tJic public good sense will carry nie

through. ... I am sanguine, in spite of every drawback,

though I know there is a possibility of my not realising my
anticipations regarding the sale of the pictures ;

but in that

case I am perfectly prepared to keep them. They must not,

and shall not, be thrown away."

''April \Q)th.
— \\ illiam was singing at his Hanover Square

Rooms last nio^ht, but I could not be there. He seems to

have made a real success, as he always does in public. I am
wonderfully well and have quite recovered my spirits, and
am now prepared to act determinedly. No persuasion will

now induce me to sacrifice my work. You see, by putting
a very high price on it, the dealers are entii-ely sktU out,
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and thereby become my most inveterate enemies, which is

no joke considering- the powerful influence they have. They,
added to the Royal Academy, which is always against me,
make the army a difficult one to combat. Wlien I sold my
works to the dealers they were my friends, and counteracted

this artistic detraction. There is, without doubt, an immense
amount of underhand work, and I can scarcely regard a

single professional man as my friend. I am quite settled,

however, in my position, to stand

a violent sieo-e."

''April 2'^rd.
—The day after

to-morrow I shall attend the Ex-
hibition [at the Royal Academy]
privately with the members. 1

am prepared for some disappoint-
ment ;

it always happens.

"To-night at 12 all the parish
children sing through the village,
headed by the parson, my father,

William, Arthur Coleridge, and
others. Leslie (the choir-man)
is here, staying with Coleridge ;

he played delightfully this morn-

ing in the studio. I am sure, dear,

you would be charmed with the

society here
;
the people seem to

appreciate the family very much,
and are endless in their kind-

nesses, sendinor thinos to mv
mother [she was very ill at this time] and inquiring daily
after her health. William, too, is surrounded by pretty girls."

After his visit to the Royal Academy to see how his

pictures were hung, he writes :
—

''April 2(ith.— It is always a melancholy thing to the

painter to see his work for the first time in an empty room
;

and yesterday was a most dreadful, dark, rainy day. Every-

thing looked dismal. The single figure is not well hung,

although perfectly seen. All three, of course, lose in my
eyes, for they are surrounded by such a perplexity of staring-

colour ; for instance, an officer in size of life, in a brilliant

red coat, is huncr next to
' The Nuns,' which must naturallv

hurt it. 'The Orchard' ['Apple Blossoms'], I think, looks

better. There are no less than three pictures of orchard

Sketch for "The Black Brunswicker"

1S60
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blossoms, but small, as the artist had 110 time to enlaroe
them. Hook's are very fine indeed, small, but lovely in

colour—quite as good as my own. He is about the only
first-rate man they have. Boxall has some beiuitifiil portraits—one of an old man especially so. Stansfield and Roberts
as usual. Landseer, of course, good ; but, between our-

selves, not quite so much so as of yore. He was most
kind, and said he understood the quality of my work en-

tirely ;
and when I told him they were unsold, he laughed

and said,
'

Oh, you need not mind about that. I would
sell them fast enough.' Frank Grant, too, was most cordial,

and asked after you. He and Landseer went backwards
and forwards many times between ' The Orchard

'

and ' The
Nuns.' I am told by all the Hanging Committee that they
have come to the conclusion that

' The Vale of Rest
'

would
have been perfect had I left the digging nun alone, and that
' The Orchard

'

is spoilt by Sophie's and Alice's heads to the

left of the picture."

"'April 28///.— I got home here [at Kingston] last night
after a hard day's rubbing at the pictures, which improved
them immensely. I see things are creeping favourably on.

Landseer this year is a most energetic admirer
;
he said

yesterday, before many of the members, that my pictures are

far beyond everything I have ever done. Roberts, too, said I

am sure to sell them at the private view. I have a few truly

good friends in the Royal Academy, auiougst the best men,
in spite of the wicked clique who, of course, do their best to

run me down. There is no great 'catch' this year, except

perhaps O 's companion picture to his last year's one. It is

very good (well painted), but egregiously vulgar and common-

place ; l)Ut there is enough in it of a certain 'jingo' style
to make it a favourite. This work mav at first attract, but

after a wliile it will not stand with the public.
" Ruskin will be disgusted this year, for all the rubbish

he has been jjraising before being sent into t/ie Royal Academy
has now bad places. There is a wretched work like a photo-

graph of some place in Switzerland, evidently painted under
his guidance, for he seems to have lauded it up sky-high ;

and that isy'/As-/ ivliere it is in the miniature room! He does

not understand my work, which is now too broad for hini

to appreciate, and 1 think his eye is only fit to judge the

portraits of insects. Ihit then, 1 think he has lost all real

influence as a critic.
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" To-morrow is the private view. I have given my
tickets to John Leech and his wife. He knows all the

Press men, and is respected by all, so his opinion will be taken
and carry weight. Did I tell you I rowed with my father

up to Idampton Court, and met William and a large party,
Miss Hoothby [whom William Millais afterwards married],
Miss Eyre [who sat to Millais several times], Coleridge, etc.

Miss Boothby and I and William and Miss Eyre had a race

home, and we beat them. My hands suffered in consequence,
so I cannot row again just now."

''April 29//^.
— I have just come from the private view.

To tell you the truth, I think it likely I shall not sell one
of the pictures. The clique has been most successful

against me this year, and few people look at my work.
Ruskin was there, looking at 'The Nuns'

;
and Tom Taylor,

who said nothing. Everywhere I hear of the infamous

attempts to destroy me (the truth is these pictures are not

vulgar enough for general appreciation). However, I must
wait, for I don't know what the Press will say yet. Seeing
that there is such a strong undercurrent against me, it is

possible they may lift me up.
" Gambart was there, and several dealers, but none spoke

to me. They are not anxious to look into my eyes jnst now,
and no wonder ! Reade is sitting beside me as I write

this.
" The fact of the matter is, I am out of fashion. There

will doubtless be a reaction, but the state of affairs in the

Art world is at present too critical to admit of a good reward
for all my labour. This is rather trying to me, I confess,
after all my slavery, but it will account to you for my want
of belief in the profession. You see, nobody knows any-
thing about Art, so one is all at sea. The failures are most
terrible in London just now, and things look very bad.

What will become of Art, I don't know. It will not be

worth following, if I cannot sell pictures such as these. I

am sorry I have no good news for you, dear, but the look-

out is anything but refreshing."
"
May ^th.

— I returned here last night and opened three

letters from you—all so kind and nice that they quite set

me up. There have been no inquiries for any of my
pictures ;

but now they are once more crowded—this time
more than ever. You may, perhaps, laugh at it, but I have
heard it said that the want of purchasers is a great deal due
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to Rusklii haviiiL; in liis last pamphlet said that I was falling
off.

" Hunt and Leech, as well as the Rossettis and their

clique, have expressed their admiration of my work of late,

and yesterday Marochetti was kind enouo'h to express the

same sentiments. Landseer, who was with him, asked my
address, in case he should have to write me, indicating his

desire to sell them for me. After such opinions from such

men, what is outside criticism ? Yet, in spite of myself and

my own convictions, I feel humiliated.

"It has become so much the fashion to abuse me in the

Press, that my best friends now occasionally talk in the same

way. I have lost all pleasure and hope in my profession.
" William has gone to the Exhibition, and I made arrange-

ments to go to Aldershot with Leech
;
but all this anxiety,

however much I try to dispel it, destroys my peace of mind,
and I have a bad headache. Everybody bothers me too

about living in the North, and says I have cut all my
original friends, and will inevitably lose their interest. I

candidly confess I never had such a trying time in my life.

I would not care a farthing if I were a bachelor, but for

your sake I cannot take such injustice calmly. It is a

strange and unexpected end to all my labour, and I can only

hope it will not affect you overmuch."
''

]\Iay \oth.—Many happy returns of the day, my darling.
I have just returned from Cambridge, where I met Mrs.

Jones, of Paufo/ass, the duke's enchantress. She made

many inquiries about you, and sent her best love. She is

most amusino-, and I talked with her all the evenincf. She
is a very handsome woman, with a line figure, and got up
most gorgeously. I was made much of by the Cambridge
men. Ruskin's pamphlet is out, and White says it is favour-

able, although stating that the pictures are painted in my
worst manner. How extraordinary the fate of these pictures
has Ijecn ! Never have pictures been more mobbed, but

now the crowds mostly abuse them, following the mass of

criticism
; yet the fuss they are making in a way makes

up for the abuse. No words can express the curious envy
and hatred these works have brouL>ht to lioht. Some of the

papers, I believe, have been so violent that for two days

toi^ether they have poured forth such abuse as was never

equalled in the annals of criticism. My works are not

understood by the men who set themselves up as judges.
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Only IVhen I am dead will they know their worth. I could
not believe in such wanton cruelty as has been shown to me
this year. There is no doubt that the critics have ruined
the sale, for all who would have come forward now say that

the nuns and i^rave are miserable to look at, and the apple-
i)lossoms lull of ug-liness. Let me, however, assure you that

they vuLst win their way to the front in time.
" The c()untr\' is bloomin<j;" everywhere now, and everything"

is happy. It is dreadful to be away from you so long. I am
so glad to hear the children are well. I wish I could embrace
them all

;
it would be delightful after all this vexation. Fate

seems determined to make my profession hateful lo me."
Needless to say how welcome at such a time was the

hearty support of the few members of the Academy and
artist friends who refused to join in the cabal against him
and his works, prominent amongst whom were Hunt,
Landseer, Leech, 'rhackeray, Reade, and the two Rossettis.

Amongst outsiders, too, were many sympathising friends,

whose kind words and letters helped him to take heart again
even in the darkest hours when oppression had well-nigh
driven him to despair.

Amongst these was his friend Mr. Llovd, from whose
letter I \'enture to quote a few memorable words. He
says :

— "
I merely wish, by writing to you, to protest on

behalf of myself and many friends against the injustice of
the London critics, and to assure you that whenever I have
discussed your picture ['

The Vale of Rest
']

with persons
whose opinions are deservedly valued, I have found them

nearly as enthusiastic admirers of it as myself Some, too,

agree with me that it is not only your greatest work, but
that it by tar excels in truthfulness, in rendering, and in

nobleness of conception any picture exhibited within my
recollection on the Roval Academv walls bv anv other

artist. That you will li\'e to see its merits more publicly

acknowledged I have little doubt, and 1 sincerely hope that

the ingratitude and prejudice of those who presume to

dictate to the public what to admire will not induce you
to disbelieve that there are thousands to whom your paint-

ings are a great intellectual pleasure, and that the gradual
liberation of the public mind from conventional rules will

bring thousands more to the shrine hallowed bv vourself and
those of your brother artists who boldlv and conscientiouslv

pursue the path of truth."
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Returninq- now to Millais' own letters, I find :
—

''May \2,tJi.
—There is a decided improvement in the look

of thin'^s. Gambart writes me a lonor letter, and I have a

commission for a picture from New York. I am perfectly
certain that there will be a reaction in my favour, sooner

or later, as the abuse has been so violent. I wish I could

afford to keep the pictures, as I am perfectly sure they will

one day fetch very large sums. There is no chance of my
selling" my pictures to gciitleiucn

—the dealers are too strong

SKETCH OF ^n.SS KATE DICKENS FOR "THE BLACK RRUXSWICKER." 1859

Picture-buyers can barter with them when they cannot with

the artist, and my pictures have remained unsold so long-
that no one will believe that thev are valuable. All the

other pictures of any pretensions in the Exhibition are sold.

This is, of course, fearfully dispiriting, and a matter of

wonder to me, as I have a high reputation ;
but my de-

tractors have really induced the public to believe that the

faults in my pictures spoil all the beauties. The crowds,

too, round the pictures increase, but I am too much dis-

gusted to think more about them. If I sell them, I will

wipe the memory of them for ever from my mind, they
have been such torments to me."
At last the star of hope appeared on the horizon, in a

quarter where it was least expected. 'I'he ])icture-dealers
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beij^an to come round, makiiiL;" tiinitl inquiries as to prices ;

and one of them actually bought "The \^ale of Rest."

Commissions, too, came in, and the whole aspect of affairs

was suddenly changed. The effect of all this ujDon Alillais

will be seen in the two following letters, written, it will be
noticed, on two con-

secutive days.
' '

May \6i/i.—Cheer

up ! Things are quietly

coming round. Already
there is quite another

aspect of affairs. W\ is

to crive me a decided

answer whether or not

a client of his will have
'The Nuns.' There is

a demand also for the

small picture, and G.
wants to have the copy-

right, and is to let me
know to-morrow morn-

inof whether he will have
the picture. Indeed,
now I haven't a doubt
that I shall sell all three.*

So much for the brutal

criticisms ! The fact is,

I shall have my own

way after all. If dealers

give my prices thev
must make twenty per
cent, on them.

" Last evening I was

dining at the Prinseps',
and Watts quite cheered me. He says f/iey wi// live for ever,

and will soon find theirproperplace. It will be a great triumph
in the end. The curious part of it is that

" The Orchard
'

is

considerably more popular than ' The Nuns,' and much more
crowded. Hunt and Rossetti are wild about the latter. One

* "The Vale of Rest," bou.^ht by Mr. W'indus, of Tottenham, ihrouyh W. the

dealer, for 700 guineas, was afterwards sold to Mr. Tate for £yx)0. It now hangs
in the Tate Gallery, and is by common consent regarded as one of the artist's

greatest pictures.

SKETCH OF MISS KATE DICKENS FOR
"THE ISLACK BRUNSWICKER." 1850
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sees now how abuse can create attraction ! I have just
been to G. to siqu the hist forty prints of ' The Order of

Release.' He tells me that 'The Royalist' had done well

lor him, and you will remember how fearfully it was abused
when exhibited. X. [a dealer] hei^s me to paint the
' Petrarch and Laura.' and the dealers all look rather sheepish
in asking" me what I want for the pictures, being evidently
afraid of one another, and yet not likin^" to appear too eager."

''May \~ih.— I enclose X.'s letter, which you will under-

stand. \\ hatever I do, no matter how successful, it will

always be the same story.
'

Why don't you give us the

Huouenot ao-ain ?
'

Yet I will be bound the cunnincr fellow

is looking forward to engraving this very picture. You see

he savs at the end of his note he will 'risque' engraving it if

I like !

"
I have now enough commissions to last me all next year,

so I am ([Liite happy. I am so glad to hear you are getting
well and strono" ao-ain. That is better than all the sales of

pictures."
On May 21st he went to meet his wife at Birmingham,

and brought her back with him to Kingston, where, after all

the excitement ot this year, he was glad to have a quiet time

while working away at his small commissions.

Before saying good-bye to
" The Vale of Rest," let me

quote the words of Frances Low, who has admirably caught
the spirit ot its teaching :

—" Who that has ever seen this

picture lorgets the wondrous sunset light that lingers, with

a thousand evanescent hues, over the evening face of Nature,

transforming and transfiguring decay, death itself, into a radiant

golden vision ? The spell of the figure is deepened by the

dramatic face of the nun, whose deep, mysterious, and in-

scrutable eyes seem to refiect the spirit of inanimate Nature,
with its unsurpassed loveliness and terror, and bid the

troubled human soul seek its answer there."

At the end of June my motlier went North again, to make
read\' for her hnsbaiul's coming— to a house near Bowerswell,
called Potter 1 I ill, which tht-y had taken for the autumn

;
and

there he wrote to her :
—

"////]' 2o//i.~ 'The Knight' ['Sir Istnnbras
'J

leaves by
carrier today, and I go up to town with a little sketch of it

for WHiite, and 'The Bridesmaid' for Gambart. What do

you think? I ha\e nearly finished out; of the heads from

Miss PLyre, and by staying another week I shall manage to
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do the other. I shall love to see you as^ain, and to get home.
. . . Yesterday I dined with Colonel Challoner at the mess—a very nice old boy indeed, and rather like what ]K)or old

Captain Lempriere was.
"

I have managed everything satisfactorily. William is to

bring 'The Vale of Rest' and '

fames' Love' ['The Love
of James I. of Scotland'] to Perth with him immediately
after the close of the Royal Academy on the 30th, when
'The Orchard' goes to Liverpool. In 'The \'ale

'

I have

just to make the nun's face a little prettier ;
must give also a

few touches to
'

James' Love.' Then William will return with
the pictures, taking one to Windus and the other to Gambart.
I could not well touch the nun's face without a look at Mrs.
Paton [the woman who sat for the figure].

"
I am working very hard, considering the heat of the

weather. Miss Eyre (the younger one) is waiting for me to

paint her. She makes a most lovely picture, and it is ad-
mired more than anything I have ever done of the kind."

The autumn holiday followed, and then, greatly refreshed,
Millais returned to town, intent on finding a home there for

himself and his family. From his old quarters in Langham
Chambers, to which he now went back, he wrote to my mother:

"" November ijl/i, 1859.
—

Yesterday I dined at the Garrick,
and was with Gambart driving about all day looking for a
house. Saw three, but all dampish and too near Mr. G
and a lot of the artistic crew whom 1 do not wish to know,
so I will look in healthier localities. Napoleon's old house,
where his loves resided, is not to be let for any term under
seven years, which is of course out of the question for us.

White is delighted with the sketch, and says that
' The

Orchard
'

is certain to sell this winter. There was an election

of two Royal Academicians yesterday at the Academy, the
choice being the last-made Associate, Phillip, and one Smirke,
an unknown architect or sculptor, I really don't know which.

"
1 happened to be dining last night next to Roberts and

Stansfield, who would not be persuaded to believe my state-

ment that I was not aware that it was election night, which
was perfectly true. Both Stansfield and Roberts voted for

Phillip, and I believe I hadn't a vote at all. So you see it is

pretty well as I have always told you, but it is really a matter
of entire indifference to me, as my position is as good as any
except Landseer's ; and this they too well know. All the

petty insults they can heap on me they will.
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" After dining at the Garricl; I went to the CosmopoHtan,
and there met Morier [Sir Robert Morier, afterwards our

Minister at St. Petersburg], who was just going away to

Berhn. He did not know me, and took me for Leighton, so

I have been taken twice for him of late. There must be a

Hkeness between us. Charley Collins is writing a novel,

which is already advertised, Gambart is making strenuous

efforts to oet 'The Rescue' to enorave. He has sold both

'James' Love' and 'The Girl on the Terrace,' so you see

he does not want for immediate profit on my work."

"The Black Brunswicker," one of Millais' most successful

pictures, was now in his mind. In his next letter he gives
his first idea of the way in which the subject should be

treated.
'' A^oveiuber iSfh.—Yesterday I dined with Leech, who had

a small dinner-party. Mrs. Dickens was there, also Mr. and
Mrs. Dallas, whom you remember, and Billy Russell (the
Times correspondent) and his wife. Shirley Brooks and

myself were the rest of the party. We had some very

interesting stories and gossip from Billy Russell, which would

delight you all. I will keep them for you when we meet.

Oddly enough, he touched upon the subject of the picture I
am going to paint, and I asked him to clear up for me one or

two things connected with it. He is a capital fellow, and is

ofoinof to write me a lono- letter with correct information,
which he can get. I told him my project (as it was abso-

lutely necessary), but he promised to keep it secret, knowing
how things are pirated. It was very fortunate, my meeting
him, as he is the very best man for military information. My
subject appears to me, too, most fortunate, and Russell thinks

it first-rate. It is connected with the Brunswick Cavalry at

Waterloo.
" ' Brunswickers

'

they were called, and were composed
of the best gentlemen in Germany. They wore a black

uniform with death's head and cross-bones, and gave and
received no quarter. They were nearly annihilated, but

performed prodigies of valour. It is with respect to their

having worn crape on their arms in token ot mourning that

I require some information ;
and as it will be a perfect

pendant to 'The Huguenot,' I intend making the sweetheart

of a young soldier sewing it round his arm, and vainly sup-

plicating him to keep from the bugle-call to arms. / have

it all in my minifs eye, and feel confident that it zvill be a
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prod{oio2is success. The costume and incident are so power-
ful that I am astonished it has never been touched upon
before. Russell was quite struck with it, and he is the best

man for knowing- the public taste. Nothing could be kinder

than his interest, and he is to set about getting all the infor-

mation that is required.
"

I sat next Mrs. Dickens, who desired her best remem-
brances to you, and hopes you will call and bring the children

to see her.
" To-morrow I am g'oing shooting with Lewis in Kent.

I have made up my mind not to live in town, but out in

the Kingston direction, as all the houses 1 have seen here

appear dirty and damp. White, too, thinks it would be

decidedly better for me to be out of the way of cliques.
I will draw in my picture ['

The Black Brunswicker
']

here.

White confesses to me that, with the exception of Landseer
and myself, there is not an artist whose pictures are safe

to sell. Most men get a fictitious value placed on their

works, and ruin themselves by producing too much. Their

pictures are for sale every month. I am glad to think that

when mine sell they are placed permanently."
In the spring of i860 they took a nice house at the corner

of Bryanstone Square, where he went on with his work
on "The Black Brunswicker." And thereby hangs a tale.

Miss Kate Dickens (Charles Dickens' daughter, now Mrs.

Perugini) sat for the lady
—a handsome girl, with a particularly

sweet expression and beautiful auburn hair that contrasted

well with the sheen of her white satin dress. The picture
had not long been finished before the figure was claimed

by more than one of the celebrities of the day ; while, as

to the Brunswicker, no less than five or six distinguished
officers were said to have sat for it

;
but the fact is that my

father, wishing to obtain the handsomest model he could,

went, on the invitation of his friend the Colonel of the

I St Life Guards, to inspect the regiment on parade at

Albany Street Barracks, and there he found the very
man he wanted in a private soldier—a splendid type of

masculine beauty
—and having, after great difficulty, obtained

the uniform of a Black Brunswicker, he dressed him in it

and painted his portrait. The poor fellow (I forget his

name) died of consumption in the following year.
The curious in such matters may like to know how the

figures posed. I may say, therefore, that the two models
I.— 23
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never sat together. "The Black Brunswicker"* clasped a

lay-figure to his breast, while the fair lady leant on the bosom
of a man of wood.
The work was sold to M. Gambart for one thousand

guineas. It took a long time to paint, and my father was so

pleased with it that he afterwards did a replica in oils, which
is now in the possession of the family.

Mrs. Perugini has kindly favoured me with the following
note of her experience as a sitter for this picture :

—
"

I made your father's acquaintance when I was quite a

young girl. Very soon after our first meeting he wrote to

my father, asking him to allow me to sit to him for a head
in one of the pictures he was then painting,

' The Black

Brunsv\ icker.' My father consenting, I used to go to your
mother and father's house, somewhere in the North of

London, accompanied by an old lady, a friend of your
family. I was very shy and quiet in those days, and during
the 'sittings' I was only too glad to leave the conversation

to be carried on by your father and his old friend
;
but I

soon grew to be interested in your father's extraordinary

vivacity, and the keenness and delight he took in discussing
books, plays, and music, and sometimes painting

—but he

always spoke less of pictures than of anything else—and
these sittings, to which I had looked forward with a certain

amount of dread and dislike, became so pleasant to me that

I was heartily sorry when they came to an end and my
presence was no more required in his studio.

"As I stood upon my 'throne,' listening attentively to

everything that passed, I noticed one day that your father

was much more silent than usual, that he was very restless,

and a little sharp in his manner when he asked me to turn my
head this way or that. Either my face or his brush seemed
to be out of order, and he could not oet on. At last, turnincr

impatiently to his old friend, he exclaimed, 'Come and tell

me what 's wrong here, I can't see any more, I 've got blind

over it.' She laughingly excused herself, saying she was no

judge, and wouldn't be of any use, upon which he turned

to me.
' Do yon come clown, my dear, and tell me,' he said.

As he was c[uite grave and very impatient, there was nothing

* "A gcntU'inan came into liis studio, and seeinj^ liis famous picture of the

'Black IJrunswickcr,' asked,
' What uniform is tliat?' Millais, wlio had been at

great trouble and expense to procure the exact costume, replied, 'The Black

Brunswicker.' 'Oh, indeed,' said the visitor;
'

I knew it was one of tlic volunteers,

but I wasn't sure wliich regiment."
— T/ie Memories of Dean Hole.
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for it but to descend from my throne and take my place
beside him. As I did so I happened to notice a sHg^ht

exaggeration in somethino^ I saw upon his canvas, and told

him of it. Instantly, and greatly to my dismay, he took

up a rag and wiped out the whole of the head, turning at the

same time triumphantly to his old friend.
' There ! that 's

what I always say ; a fresh eye can see everything in a

moment, and an artist should ask a stranger to come in and
look at his work, every day of his life. There ! get back to

your place, my dear, and we '11 begin all over again !

' "

As the time approached for the opening of the Royal
Academy Exhibition, 1S60, great was the curiosity amongst
those who had seen "The Black Brunswicker "* as to the

view the Press would take of it, after the furious onslaught
they had made on the artist's previous works. The remark-
able success of these works, in spite of all their sneers and
taunts, would hardly, it was thought, encourage them to

renew the attack
;

but that they would give it a word of

welcome was not to be expected, good as the picture was,
and however much it mioht be admired.
And now, when it appeared on the Academy walls, the

public hailed it enthusiastically as one of the greatest gems
of the Exhibition

; but, with few exceptions, the Press,

apparently willing to wound, but yet afraid to strike, re-

viewed it in the most ungracious spirit. To Millais, how-

ever, these anonymous criticisms had ceased to be of any
moment. Confident in his own powers, and in full assurance
of success after the victory of previous years, he now found

renewed pleasure in his work, and never spared himself in

perfecting to the best of his ability whatever he had in hand,
whether oil-paintings or black-and-white drawings for the

magazines, then in great request. Of this year's letters

I have few beyond those written to his wife immediately
before and after the opening of the Academy.

'''April 2'jtJi, 1860.^—The Leslie dinner was most agree-
able. The company there—Duke of Argyle, Lord and

Lady Spencer, Lady Wharncliffe, Sir E. Landseer, Mulready.
and myself. I went home afterwards with Sir Edwin, and

spent sonie four hours in conversation over brandy and
water. Yesterday P'rere's dinner was delightful. To-morrow

* The picture occupied three months in ])aintin;j^. The success caused the artist

to make an exact copy of the original. This, ho\ve\er, was never quite finished,

and is now in the possession of the family.
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I go to the Royal Academy to touch up. Hunt's picture
seems to be cloin"' well as an exhibition."

''May 2nd.— I write this from Martineau's, where I have

just seen Hunt and Val Prinsep. All yesterday I was at

the Royal Academy, and in the evening I had such a bad
headache that I was obliged to return and go to bed early.
I am, however, all right this morning. I found the woman
in

' The Black Brunswicker
'

looking much better than I had

hoped, and I very much improved her. The whole picture is

by far the most satisfactory work I ever sent there. Every-
one has expressed the same opinion ;

its success is certain.

I met Tom Taylor at the Cosmopolitan with your father, and
he said he had heard nothinir but ' dead orood' of it."

After commenting on some other Academy pictures, he
continues:—"The fact is, the Royal Academy is the only

place for a man to find his real level. All the defects come
out so clearly that no private puffing is worth a farthing.
You cannot thrust pictures down people's throats."

""May 3r<y.
—You seem to see much more than we do here.

I have seen no criticism on Hunt's picture [Holman Hunt
was having a private exhibition of his work, which was very

successful], and have only heard of one in the Illustrated

London Neivs. The Times hasn't noticed it yet. I read

what it said of 'The Black Brunswicker,' which was flippant,
and not at all hearty in praise ; moreover, it reads the story

wronof-'^ The Atheneenni is all rifjht, but as it is written

by a friend [F. G. Stephens] it is not surprising. That the

j^icture is a great success there is no doubt.
"

I was at the Royal Academy this morning, but did not

go when the public were admitted. Cooke (Royal Academy)
asked me to dine with him at the Academy Club dinner at

Greenwich, the annual feast. Although I accepted, I was

obliged to excuse myself, for I met Ualziel yesterday, and
he said I must give him the '

Framley
'

illustration on Wed-
nesday, so I have returned from the Academy to design
it. Cooke was evidently much vexed, and some of the

Royal Academicians seem to think I wish to avoid them,

they are so suspicious of me. I could not help it, however,
and they must tliink what they like. Yesterday I went to

* Millais meant llie incident to be takinj^ place on the eve of Waterloo or

Quatre Bras, June, 1815, at which battle the leader of the Black Brunswickers,

the Duke of Brunswick, was killed. The youn^"- Prussian is supposed to be

saying good-bye to an English girl.
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Arden's with (Jcimbart, who, in my presence, offered more
than once to buy from him 'The Rescue' [the picture of

the fireman] for ^2000! Fancy that ! I received £"^"^0 for
it. Gambart appears to be in the best spirits, and anxious

to have everything I am doing. He says if I will let him
have my pictures to exhibit separately from the Royal
Academy, he will give me as much again for them

;
it

would be worth his while. Arden is very anxious t3 have
' The Black Brunswicker,' and I am to paint a duplicate
the same size directly it conies from the Academy.

"
I must now go and read Fi'aniley Parsonai^e, and try

and get something out of it for my drawing. The dinner

was very grand, and many of the blue ribbon swells were
introduced to me, and asked whether the Times reading
was correct. My picture certainly looks most satisfactory.
There is nothing in the Exhibition to attract but Landseer's,

Phillip's, and mine. I will try and leave this place on

Thursday or Friday. This is a long letter, but I have
lots to tell you when I come. So glad the children are well

and your mother progressing. Keep yourself quite happy,
for we have every reason to be thankful this year."

''May \th, i860.— I write this from Barwell's, after having
been for about two minutes at the private view. That sight
is always so sickening to me that I cannot stand it. I saw

Gambart, and dine with him this evening. I think I told

you Windus has sold 'The Huguenot' to Aliller, of Preston,
for over a thousand (White told me as much). Hunt's

exhibition is a h^einendoits success, and I believe Gambart
is to give him ^5000 for his picture. The public are much
taken with the miniature- like finish and the religious
character of the subject. The Royal Academy are tre-

mendously jealous of the success of the picture, and his

pocketing such a sum
;
but he has been seven years at it,

and he says it has cost him ^2000 painting it. He hasn't

earned a farthing all that time. I saw Watts' fresco in

Lincoln's-inn Hall this morning, and it is magnificent
—by

far the best thinof of the kind in the kingdom. . . . To-
morrow is the dinner at the Royal Academy, and next week
I hope to get to work at the blocks for the parables and the

CornJiilL I will come very soon, and will then get on with

'The Poacher's Wife' and other work."
'' Aitonst \\th.

— I have finished all my work except the

parables, which I can do in the North. Bradbury and
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Evans want to buy my woodcut services, and I see them
with Leech to-day at one. I will not bind myself in any
way. At the same time, if they make me a thoroughly

good offer, it is worth considering. Leech says he thinks

they would give me ^500 a year if I could regularly supply
them

;
but this has to be considered, as I cannot let illustra-

tion interfere with my painting. It is pleasant to hear of

my wood drawings rising to so much value. . . ."

Down to this time his black-and-white drawings, of which

he made many, principally for contemporary literature, were
done on boxwood, and destroyed in the process of cutting-in.

Happily, however, the highly-finished illustrations, of which
he did a large number in 1853 and the three following years,
were drawn on paper in pen and ink, and finished in sepia-
wash or body colour

;
so most of these drawings are still left

in their original state, instead of being cut to pieces and
ruined by the barbarians of the wood-cutting art.

Truly the wood-cutters of that day had much to answer
for. Except, perhaps, Swain, Dalziel, and John Thompson
(who cut the Tennyson blocks) not one of them had the

faintest conception of how to retain the beautiful and delicate

lines of the original drawings ;
and even the best work of

these experts would make the hair of the engravers of

Harper s ]\[agaziue stand on end nowadays.
The black-and-white artists of to-day have their drawings

reproduced by various processes, which leave little to be

desired
;

but if they could see, as I have done, some of my
father's wood blocks before and after the drawinsfs had been
cut upon, they would indeed feel how much their predecessors
had to suffer—even more, perhaps, than the old Celt of

historic fame, who exclaimed, as he held his head in church

on Sabbath morning, after "a nicht wi' Burns,"
" Puir auld

Scotland, ye 're sons are sair afflicted, whiles."

The choicest of my father's black-and-white drawings have
never been seen by any but the family. I am therefore all

the more glad to give some of them here, reproduced by our

best modern j)rocesses. Very few people have any idea of the

labour and care that he expended on these drawings. Each
one of them was to him a carefully thought-out picture, worthy
of the best work that he could put into it

;
and I think it will

be seen from the specimens here given that he did not over-

estimate the value of the art. He maintained, indeed, that the

few men quite at the top of the tree, both in line and wash,
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were entitled to rank with the best exponents of oil and water-

colour
;
and if he had lived I feel quite sure that, with his keen

desire to encourage true Art, in whatever form displayed, we
should in time see workers in black-and-white admitted as freely
to the honours of the Academy as are the line-engravers.
Few and far betw^een are those who could ever hope to

achieve this distinction, but I have no hesitation in savinp"

that infinitely better Art is to be found in Harper s JMagazine,
the Century, Scribner s, our Art magazines, and the best illus-

trated books of the day (and now and then in the Graphic
and the Illustrated London Ncivs) than in one-half the pic-
tures that hang on the walls of the Royal Academy and other

Art (jfalleries.

Look at the drawinos of such men as Phil Mav, Caton

Woodville, C. D. Gibson, E. A. Abbey, Alfred Parsons,
Frederick Remington, Y.. Smedley, Reginald Cleaver,
Archibald Thorburn, John Gulich, D. Hatherell, Frank

Brangwyn, and half a dozen others of similar standing.

Many of these are supremely excellent as works of Art
;
and

yet they are not only unrecognised by the powers that be,
but go for nothing in the market by comparison with hun-
dreds of old engravings that have nothing but their antiquity
and their rarity to recommend them. And why ? Simply
because they are not in fashion. No recognised connoisseur

of Art has taken up black-and-white work with a view to a

collection
;
and since few men dare to trust to their own

judgment as buyers of Art works, fashion (too often but a

passing phase of ignorance and vulgarity) controls the

market. It may be said, perhaps, that as a black-and-white

artist myself I am disposed to overrate the value of this

class of work. Mv answer is that I have said here onlv

what I have so often heard from my father—a man who
touched every branch of the painter's art, who succeeded in

all, and who knew the difficulties and relative values of each.

In i860 he made a whole series of drawings for Anthony
Trollope's novel Framley Parsonage—drawings afterwards

sold to Mr. Flint, the dealer who, years before, had bought
his "Christ in the House of His Parents"—besides illustra-

tions for the Coruliill Magazine, and a considerable amount
of work for Bradbury and P^\ans. And from this time

onwards, down to 1869, he was chiefly engaged in black-

and-white work and water-colour drawings, under commis-
sions from various publishers and picture dealers, including
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Hurst and Blackett, Chapman and Hall, Bradbury and

Evans, Smith and Elder, Dalziel Brothers, and Gambart.
He also did a little work for the Il/uslraied London News
and drawinos for Piuick, one of which is referred to in

the last chapter, the works illustrated by him during this

period including Trollope's novel, Orley Farm, and occasional

numbers of the Cornhill Magazine, Good Words, London

Society, etc.

The money he received for these drawings was but a

nominal recompense for the labour bestowed upon them
; for,

unless perfectly satisfied with the finished production, he
would tear it up at once, even if he had spent whole days
upon it, scamped work in any shape being an abomination
in his eyes. It was a constant source of lament to him that,

under the pressure of monetary needs, even first-rate men
were sometimes compelled to turn out more work than they
could possibly do with credit to themselves. He would
notice this now and then in the illustrated literature of the

day, and out would come the remark,
" Another poor devil

gone wrong for the sake of a few sovereigns !

"

He himself liked the work as an occasional chansfe from

oils
;
but knowing how little the pencil could make by com-

parison with the brush, he refused to be drawn into regular

magazine work, which (not altogether without reason) Marie
Corelli stigmatises as "the slough of despond." His best

work of this sort, and one of the best examples of wood-

cutting, were to be seen in the series of drawings represent-

ing "The Parables of our Lord." They were engraved by
the brothers Dalziel, and he made replicas of them in water-

colour for a window that he afterwards presented to Kinnoull

parish church in memory of my late brother George—to my
mind one of the most beautiful windows in Great Britain.

All the backgrounds to the parables were drawn from

Nature at or around Bowerswell, and many of the landscapes
can be easily recognised, having altered little since 1862.

During this time, too, he seems to have done a great
number of water-colours, most of them being either copies
of, or designs for, his laroer works. Eor these there was a

constant demand, and the dealers worried him into painting-
no less than seven or eight water-colour replicas of " The
Black Brunswicker

"
and "The Huguenot." He also made

one or more copies of "The Ransom,"
" My First Sermon,"

"My Second Sermon," "The Minuet," "The Vale of Rest,"
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"
Sir IsLimbras," and "

Swallow, vSwallow, Flying South,"

nearly all of which were bought by either Ganibart or

Agnew. Indeed, if a complete collection of his water-

colour and black-and-white works at this period could be got
together, they would make, I venture to think, almost as

interesting an exhibition as that of 1897, in which scarcely
one of them was included.

In i860 he took the shooting of Kincraig, Inverness-shire,

OLD WALL OF BALHOUSIE CASTLE, PERTH
Used by Millais in his background of "James' Love"

along with his friend Colonel Aitkin, and after some hesita-

tion (as expressed in the following letter to his wife) he threw
aside his work in the month of August, and hastened to join
his friend in the North.

''Auoust ijth, i860.— I write this amoncrst a sfreat e^ither-

mg of men and ladies, one of whom is at this moment
singing most beautifully, Mr. Mitchell (the clergyman who
married William) is here, and Arnold and his wife. Miss
Power is also here, and sings charmingly. Mrs. Cobb, too,
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and her husband, in ritle-corps uniform, fresh from drill. The
ladies are all workino- at needlework whilst the music is Qroine

on, and as I cannot talk I employ myself in writing. Arthur
Colerido-e brouofht his wife here this afternoon, and she

appears to be quite charming;.
"

I have just received yours, enclosing- Aitkin's letter.

I don't know but what I may yet come straight up to the

shooting, and bring the copy 1 am working at, as I can

finish it anywhere for the matter of that. I don't mean to

say I would paint at the shooting-lodge, Ijut would finish it

afterwards at Bowerswell. I feel certain that no other man
in my position would neglect his holiday ; so, instead of

grinding on, I shall have a fiing at that place. The house

appears roomy, and you could go with me. I am sick of

hearing of everybody going to his shooting. No one would

enjoy it more than 1, instead of having to stick to this

beastly copying ['
The Black Brunswicker '].... I feel

a good deal better to-day, hearing of the sport that Aitkin

is having. Please send me the '

Framley
'

manuscript, as I

want to get all these drawings done and out of my hands."

He took his holiday, and then, returning to Bowerswell, he
worked hard at "The Poacher's \\ ife

"
and "The Ransom,"

and in the spring of 1S61 he went back to town, where he
had engaged rooms at 130, Piccadilly, with a studio attached.

From there he wrote to my mother :
—

'"May 2jtk, 1S61.— I am sorry to hear that your mother
is so ill. . . . Monckton Milnes came just now with a friend.

He was charmed with the picture ['The Ransom'], and says
that Stirling, of Keir, should have it : he himself is so

enchanted with it that he will probably have it himself.

I had a very pleasant dinner at the Leslies', Lady Water-
ford, Lady Mills, and many others there. On Wednesday
I go to Epsom, to see the Derby, with Joseph jopling [an
artist and intimate friend].

" On Saturday I went to Tattersall's, to see the betting-
room and paddock, where I saw, among others, some friends

of yours. Young S •

[a bo\- from Perth, who had just

come into a little money], with liis l)etting-book in his hand,
was (jLiite surprised to see me there and, I tliought, dis-

concerted, by the way he hurried oft'. Poor young fool, he
will certainly bring about a speedy smash in such society
as I saw him—being with Lord S

,
men with millions,

and the sharpest rogues in the world.
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"Joplini4' is staying with friends in the country, so I do
not sec much of him, I am alone here all day, and only

occasionally disturbed by callers. . . . Yesterday I went to

Thackeray's house at Kensinoton, and it is beautiful
;
and

in the ev^ening, after the Leslies, I went to the Cosmopolitan,
and got home very, very late— or rather early. Fortunately,
with all this dining out, I feel in the best of condition and

spirits."

He had now bought No. 7, Cornwall Place, South Ken-

sington, which, when remodelled under the direction of his

architect, Mr. Freake, he used as the town house of himself

and his family from the winter of 1862 to 1878, when they

finally took possession of the large house that he built at

Palace Gate.

''May 28///, 1 86 1.— Sir Coutts Lindsay, Lady Somers,
and Mrs. Dalrymple have just been here, and were in

ecstasies about the picture. Although 1 ask a big price
for it, which the dealers are trying to beat down, I shall

not give way an inch, as they are certain to resell it imme-

diately to some nobleman's collection, and make an immense

profit by it. Last evening I dined with Lord Lansdowne.
We had a deliorhtful dinner: ev^ervthing most magnificent.
The beautiful Lady Waterford was there, and I had a long-

talk with her. She is rather handsomer than when I saw
her seven years ago—a little stouter, and certainly the noblest-

looking ivonian I ever saw. She is coming to see my picture,
but returns to her castle in Northumberland immediately.
She asked after you. General Hamilton, too, who dined

with us in York Terrace, was there.
"

I went afterwards to Captain Murray's, and to the

Alhambra to see Leotard, a French gymnast, who fiies

through the air from swinging ropes
—

very extraordinary.
To-morrow is the Derby, and to-day I have been working-
most successfull\% having- nearlv finished the other illustra-

tion for Hurst and Blackett—one of the '

Orley Farm'
ones—and the fourth one for Mr. Flint. My model. Miss

Beale, was sitting until Sir Coutts Lindsay and his party
•came, and held in her arms a baby, which I had borroiveci !

I have heard nothing from Freake ; but the studio is pro-
orressino-.

" Dalziel was here yesterday, and very anxious to get me
to finish the dra-vvings of the parables by next year for the

^reat exhibition, and I of course promised to do my best."
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''May 30//^.
—

Yesterday morning', before goinf^ to the

Derby, I called to see Lady Watertord and her drawings.
She was so pleased, I think, for I found her drawings
magnificent, so I could praise honestly. She was very kind
and nice, and begged particularly to be remembered to you.

"Yesterday at the Derby was the usual crowd and dust;

WATER-COLOUR DESIGN I'OR "THE RANSOM." 1E62

but I only got a small headache this time, and slept it

off in an hour or so, after which I got up and went to-

Lewis's Club, where he gave jopling and myself something
to eat. After that we went to Cremorne. One strikingr

fact which greatly astonished me was the absence of in-

toxication. I never saw one man or woman drunk the

whole day, and must have passed thousands upon thousands

of people ;
nor did I see a single row either at the race-
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course or the gardens, to which ahnost the whole company
came straierht from the course. The crardens were beau-

tifully Ht up with thousands of lamps, and the night was
warm and lovely. Then there was dancing on the green-
sward—of course, amongst a certain class. Two splendid
bands of music, and eating and drinking in every direction

;

yet not a single person drunk. I am very fresh this morning,
and going on with the '

Orley Farm' illustrations. Jopling,
too, is up, and beautiful in summer array. Last night, of

course, I saw everybody, from every place I know—Perth
men from their regiments, Stirling of Keir, Monckton
Milnes, Leech, Thackeray, William, Jue (his wife), and the

Hoares. . . .

" This evening I spend quietly with Dalziel, to look over

proofs and talk the parables over, and on Saturday I

have promised to go to Kingston and see my people, and

perhaps row up the river, as they propose a picnic."

''June 6t/i, 1861.—Flint has just been here and bought
the picture of Mrs. Aitkin and John Lindsay, and I have

promised to paint a small oil for him of Lucy Roberts.

Flint gave X ^1150 for 'The Black Brunswicker,'*
and some time ago gave him ^1000 for 'The Royalist.'
So mttck fo7^ X—— telling nic that he had lost by nic ! Now,
when he comes, I will say nothing to lead him to suppose
that I know all about it

;
but it puts me on my guard for the

future."
" The Ransom," however (his big picture), was not sold

;

so he went to Bowerswell at the beoinninof of August, and
had some pleasant days' trout-fishing at Loch Leven with

Leech and John Anderson, the minister of Kinnoull.

Before closing this chapter it is necessary to say a few
words about "The Ransom" and its subsequent history.
Commenced with "Trust Me" in the autumn of i860, the

picture was not completed till the spring of 1862. The
subject is that of the detention of two maidens who had been

captured during the Middle Ages. The girls are seen in the

act of returning to their father, a black-bearded knio^ht, who
in turn has to present gold and gems for their release. The
costumes in this picture were most carefully studied.

" Most
of them," says my mother,

" were made by me, and I designed
them from a book on costume lent by Lady Eastlake." She

* When first sold to a dealer "The Black Brunswickcr" fetched /8i6. In

May, 1898, it was sold by the executors of the late James Renton for /,2,650.
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then gives a few particulars as to the background and models*
"The tapestry was the last part which was painted. It was
done in the unfinished portion of the South Kensington
Museum, where Mr. Smith, the decorator, hung it in position
for the artist. Millais had ijreat trouble with the knieht.
The head was taken from his friend Major Boothby, who

gave him many sittings ;
but at the last moment he con-

sidered the expression unsuitable, and so called in the services

of a Mr. Miller. The figure of the knight he drew from
a gigantic railway guard, appropriately named '

Strong,' who
was afterwards crushed to death in Perth Station. The page
was a handsome youth named Reid, and Major McBean,
92nd Highlanders, and a labourer sat for the guards. Both
the girls were painted from one model, Miss Helen Petrie."



CHAPTER X.

1861-1867

A holiday in Sutherlandshirc—"The Eve of St. Agnes"— Comfortless surround-

ings
—Death of Thackeray—His funeral—"My First Sermon"—Pictures of

1863
—Paints Tom Taylor's son— Letter from Tom Taylor—"Esther"—

Gordon's yellow jacket
—"The Romans Leaviny Britain"— Letter from Anne

Thackeray Ritchie—"Waking"— In Scotland with Sir William Harcourt and
Mr. Reginald Cholmondeley—Meeting with Dr. Livingstone—Livingstone in

pursuit of salmon—Millais goes abroad with his wife, Sir William Harcourt,.

and Sir Henry Layard—He buys ]\Iichael Angelo's
" Leda and the Swan"—

Memorable evening at "Villa Spence"
—Adelina Patti as a dancer— Makes the

acquaintance of Liszt—They travel with Mario—"Waking"—The Callander

shootings
—Amusing letter from Sir William Harcourt—Letter to William

Fenn—A deer drive in Glen Artney.

THE autumn of 1861 was spent in Sutherlandshire,

where, as I gather from his letters, INIillais found great

enjoyment while fishing and shooting along with his friend
" Mike" Halliday. In August of that year they were staying
at Lairg, from which he writes to my mother :

—
" We dined on Sunday at Rose Hall, and enjoyed it

immensely ; they were so kind. Lord and Lady Delamere
were there, and he is a capital fellow. In the evening, after

dinner, we drew blindfolded several subjects, and the result

was absurd, as you may imagine. We dine here again next

Sunday. Both Holford and his wife were most kind, and

expressed o-reat reuret that thev could not iiWe us beds.

Yesterday INIike and I shot all the day, but the ground is

very inferior to Kincraig. Poor little man, he couldn't walk
the hillsides, and was done up so completely that he couldn't

shoot a bit. Halliday only shot three brace, which made in

all seventeen brace and a half, all of ivhich, by Mr. Holford's

orders, is left to us. I send away a box to you, and another
to Kinyfston."

In another letter he says :
—

"
I am almost sorry I sent you the grilse yesterday, for I

killed a fine salmon this morning, 10 lbs. weight, I hooked

367
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It when far away from anyone, and had the fish on for more
than half an hour without being able to make anybody hear

my shoutinq-. At last Mike caught sight of me waving my
bonnet, and came to my assistance with the gaff, and after

playing the fish until it was quite done, he succeeded in

securing it. It was a beautiful clean salmon (not grilse) just

up from the salt water. It struggled awfully, and took me
down the river in the most gallant way. We have just
returned from diining with the Holfords, who are indefatg-
able in their kindness and attention. I never experienced
such unaffected kindness, and Mike finds the same. Poor
little chap, he hasn't even risen a fish at all yet, except
trout."

The letter winds up with an injunction to practise croquet,
which was all the rage just then.

The later autumn days and the following winter were

mainly devoted to painting "The Woman Looking for the Lost
Piece of Money"—showing a female figure in the moonlight
holding a lighted candle, with which she searches the floor.

The picture unhappily came to an untimely end, but an

engraving of it (made before it left the artist's hands) gives
some idea of the striking effects of minoled moonlioht and

candle-light as depicted. In 1862 Millais gave the picture to

Baron Marochetti in exchange for a marble bust of my
mother by this famous sculptor, and one clay the gas meter
in the Baron's house in Onslow Square exploded, and the

picture (frame and all) was shot through the window into the

street, and completely destroyed.

During the spring of 1862 he was hard at work on a

portrait of Mr. Puxley, a hunting squire, and the little picture
of " The White Cockade," in which a Highland lady is seen

attaching the white badge of the Jacobites to her lover's

cocked hat. My mother sat for this picture, and an excellent

portrait of her at that time is preserved there. A Scotch

friend, hearing by chance of the subject of the painting, was

good enough to present her with one of the original cockades
worn in the bonnets of Prince Charlie's followers—a bad^e
now extremely rare.

The summer of this year was an exceedingly busy one for

the artist. He did an immense quantity of work for London

Society, Messrs. Smith, Elder, and Co., Macmillan, Chapman
and Hall, Sami)son Low and Co., Dalziel, and Bradbury and

Evans, and something too for the Illush-ated London News.
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From the water-coloui in pcssessioii of Mrs. Stibbard

By pej-jiiission of Sir John Kelk

I.
—

24





1862] FISHING AND SHOOTING 371

In the Academy he exhibited " TIic Ransom" (sometimes
called "The Hostage"), "Trust Me," "The Parable of the

Lost Piece of Money," and " Mrs. Charles PVeeman."

August was now at hand, and with a light heart he fled

away to his l^eloved Scotland, where he had taken care to

secure beforehand what promised to afford excellent sport.
First of all he went to the Helmsdale, the fishing- of

which he and his friend. Colonel Cholmondely, had taken
for that month. There, however, the fates favoured the fish

rather than the fishermen, and at the end of the month
he moved on to Inveran Inn, near Tain, where Mike

Halliday and he had part of the river Shin for the month
of September. Mere another disappointment awaited him
as to the fishing" ;

but his letters show that in other respects
the holiday was an enjoyable one. Writing to my mother
on September 2nd, he says :

—
"

I arrived here yesterday morning at half-past five, and
travelled all night, never getting a wink of sleep. However,
when I had had a tub I felt all right. There was no
bed for nie anvhow. Brandreth was here, and left this

morning with his wife, who came up from Dunrobin. He
is a most kind fellow—took me out shooting all yesterday,
and the result will come to you in the shape of a box
of grouse. Mike took Mr. B.'s gun in the evening, and
we got ten more brace, which made it a good dav.

Mr. B. has given me all his part of the river to fish in,

besides the right to shoot with Mike on a moor fifteen

or sixteen miles away from here
;
also to take three days

on the moor immediately adjoining this inn, where we killed

the birds yesterday. It is very fortunate, as the fishing
is very bad this year. I went out last evening after the

shooting, and only rose one fish. . . . The Cholmondelys
were very sorry at my leaving, and were most kind. You

may expect to see him in Perth about the 15th. Brandreth
also gave me a luagnijicent salmon-rod— insisted on my
taking it—and supplied us with a lot of lights and tobacco.

Leech is not here yet. Have you heard of him .'^ The
river is too low here now, strange to say, and last year
it was too hioh."&

Towards the end of the season he took up his quarters
at Bovverswell

;
and with a view to the well-known picture,
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"My First Sermon," my sister Effie, then a child of five

years, was selected as the model. She also sat two years
later for the companion picture of " My Second Sermon,"
and from that time onwards all the children in turn were
enlisted as models for different pictures.

Later on in the autumn of 1862 some lines in Keats'

beautiful poem, "The Eve of St. Agnes," caught the fancy
of the artist, inviting" him to illustrate them on canvas

;.

anci this he determined to do at once.

"
P\ill on this casement shone the wintry moon,
And threw warm gules on MadeHne's fair breast.

* * -if * *

Of all its wreathed pearls her hair she frees
;

Unclasps her warmed jewels one by one
;

Loosens her fragrant bodice ; by degrees
Her rich attire creeps rustling to her knees :

Half-hidden, like a mermaid in seaweed,
I'ensive awhile she dreams awake, and sees

In fancy fair St. Agnes in her bed,

But dares not look behind, or all the charm is fled.''

But where was a suitable background to be found? The

picture, as conceived by the artist, demanded an interior

such as was not to be seen in Scotland, so far as he
knew

;
but in the historic mansion of Knole Park was a

room well known to him, and exactly suited to his pur-

pose. So, coming South rather earlier than usual this

year, he and my mother betook themselves to Sevenoaks,

where, at a wayside hostelry, they remained throughout
December.

Knole was close by—a large house, tenanted by an old

caretaker—and, except the floor (then covered with modern

parquetry), this wonderful old room had undergone no

change whatever since the time ot fanies I. The old

furniture and fittings of solid silver were still there, the .same

old tapestry adorned the walls, and a deathdike stillness

pervaded the apartment
—"a silence that might be felt"

at the midnight hour when the moonlight was streaming'
in throu^'h the window and no lire was burnino' on the

hearth. And yet that was the lime when the pictin-e must
be painted

—that and a few hours later otherwise the exact

directi(jn of the moonbeams falling on the figure could not

be caught. No wonder, then, that my fathc;r, thotigh by
no means a nervous man, was sensible of a hi!>"h state of
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tension while sitting at his work for three nights in succes-

sion amidst such weird and comfortless surroundings. My
mother, too— for she it was who sat for the figure

—was

similarly affected, while her discomfort during those weary
hours may be readily imagined. Think of the slender

garments in which the figure is draped, the bodice unlaced,
the room unheated

;
and this in the depth of winter! No

wonder that she was accustomed to speak of it afterwards
as the severest task she ever under-
took. I)ut the rew^ard came at last,

making amends for all it cost to win
it. The painter caught the spirit of

the poet, and embodied it in his

canvas. The finishinof touches were
done at Cromwell Place,* with the

aid of a professional model, Miss
Ford.

My mother says in her notes :
—-

" This picture was marvellously

quickly executed. After three days
and a half at Knole and two days
more at home, the work was com-

plete, and highly finished. The
magnificent bed represented was
that in which King James I. slept.
It cost ^3000, and the coverlet

was a mass of gold thread and
silver applique gimp and lace

;
the

sheets were white silk, and the mattresses of padded cotton

wool.
"
Millais' fingers got numb with the cold, but there was no

time to be lost, as the pri\ate view day was drawing near.

When we cfot back from Knole the figure of Madeline had
to be altered

;
and when the work was exhibited the public

thought the woman ugly, thin, and stiff.
'

I cannot bear that

woman with the gridiron,' said Frank Grant (Sir PVancis

Grant, r. r.a.), alluding to the \'ivid streams of moonlight on
the floor

;
and Tom Taylor said,

" Where on earth did you
get that scraggy model, Millais ?'

"

* Millais lit up his canvas with a bull's-eye lantern when painting this subject
in London. He found that the light from even a full moon was not strong

enough to throw, through a stained glass window, perceptible colour on any
object, as Keats had supposed and described in his poem.

Sketch for "Thf, Eve of St. Agnes"
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The picture, after passing successiv^ely through the hands

of Mr. Charles Lucas and Mr, Leyland, is now in the

possession of Mr. Val Prinsep, r.a. It was seen by Art

lovers on the walls of South Kensington, and was amongst
the works in the recent " Millais Exhibition" at Burlington
House.
An appreciative letter from Val Prinsep is of interest as

showing" what artists thought of this work. Writing to

Millais he savs :
—

"
It was a great pleasure to me, my dear old chap, to be

able to purchase your picture. There is not an artist who
has failed to urge me to do so. For the profession's sake I

am glad your picture is in the hands of one of the craft, for

it is essentially a painter's picture. After all, what do the

public and the critics know about the matter? Nothing 1

The worst is, they think they do, and hence comes the

success of many a commonplace work and the comparative
neglect of what is full of sjenius. I 've crot the o-enius bit,

and am delighted.
" Yours ever,

"Val Prinsep."

No sooner was it finished than, in execution of a com-
mission from Mr. Marley, of Regent's Park, the artist set

to work on a portrait of Mr. Henry Manners, now Marquis
of Granby. Other pictures, too, followed in quick succession,

notably "Suspense," "The Bridesmaid throwing the Lucky
Slipper," and "The Wolf's Uen," the last-named showing
portraits of all the artist's elder children.

For the rest, the year (1S63) was one of mingled joy and
sorrow. In September my brother Geoffroy was born

;
but

a few months later the sudden death of Thackeray, the

bright and genial novelist, cast a deep gloom over the

household, Ijoth mv father and mother beinof devotedlv
attached to him. They had noticed with distress his failing-

health and loss of appetite, when dining with them shortly
before their annual migration to the North

;
but neither of

them ever dreamt that this was the last time that they and
he would meet. In a letter to my mother on Christmas

Dav m\' lather wrote :
—

"
1 am sure you will be dreadful]}- shocked, as I was, at

the loss of poor Thackera)'. I imagine, and liope truly,

you will have lu-ard of it before this reaches you. He was
found dead b\' his ser\ant in the mornin!'", and of course the
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whole house is in a state of the utmost confusion anrl pain.

They first sent to Charlie Collins and his wife, who went

immediately, and have been almcxst constantly there ever
since. 1 sent this morn i no- to know how the mother and

girls were, and called myself this afternoon
;
and they are

suffering terribly, as you might expect. He was found lying
back, with his arms over his head, as though in great pain.
I shall hear more, of course. Everyone I meet is affected

by his death. Nothing else is spoken of."

And again, three days later :
—

"
I go to-morrow with Walker, Prinsep, and Theodore

Martin, to poor Thackeray's funeral—Kensal Green Ceme-
ter\' ; half-past twelve. I send every day to ask after the

mother and girls. They are dreadfully broken by the

death.
"
My model is waiting, so I must leave off now. I made

a beautiful little drawing- of Ladv Edwards' babv lyino- in the

bassinet. Of course I had to idealise somewhat, as there

was a look of pain in the face.
"

I had fixe men dining with me last night, and the

conversation was entirely about the loss we have all sus-

tained. Cayley, Doyle, Prinsep, Martineau, and Jopling
were the party."

In another letter, on December 31st, he added :
—

"
I went yesterday to the funeral, in Theodore Martin's

carriage. It was a mournful scene, and badly managed. A
crowd of women were there— from curiosity, I suppose

—•

dressed in all colours
;
and round the grave scarlet and

blue feathers shone out }:)n)minently ! Indeed, the true

mourners and friends could not get near, and intimate

friends who were present had to be hustled into their places

during the ceremony of interment. We all, of course,
followed trom the chapel, and by that time the grave was
surrounded. There was a great lack of what is called
*

high society,' which I was surprised at. None of that

class, of whom he knew so many, were present. The
painters were nearly all there—more even than the literary
men. The review of his life and works you sent me is

qinte hcauliful—just what it ought to be— I suppose by Dr.

John Brown, who was a great friend."
" Mv P'irst Sermon

"
was exhibited this year in the

Academy, and at the Academy banquet on May 3rd, when

(according to a newspaper report now before me) the
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Archbishop of Canterbury, in a graceful speech, referred to

it as follows :
—

"
Still, Art has, and ever will have, a high and noble

mission to fulfil. That man, I think, is little to be envied

who can pass through these rooms and go forth without

being in some sense a better and a happier man
;

if at

least it be so (as I do believe it to be) that we feel our-

selves the better and the haj^pier when our hearts are

enlarged as we sympathise with the joys and the sorrows

of our fellovv^-men, faithfully delineated on the canvas
;
when

our spirits are touched by the playfulness, the innocence, the

purity, and may I not add (pointing to Millais' picture of
' My First Sermon

')
the piety of childhood."

This little picture of Effie* was extremely popular. The
artist himself was so pleased with it that, before going North
in August of that year, he made an oil copy of it, doing the

work from start to finish in two days ! A truly marvellous

achievement, considering that the copy displayed almost the

same hieh finish as the orifjinal ; but in those two davs he

worked incessantly from mornino- to nioht, never even break-

ing off for lunch in the middle of the day. Well might he

say, as he did in a letter to my mother,
"

I never did any-

thing in my life so well or so quickly." The copy was sold

as soon as it was finished, and I see from an entry in my
mother's book that he received ^180 for it.

He was now, so far as I can judge, at the summit of his

powers in point of both physical strength and technical skill,

the force and rapidity of his execution being simply amazing.

Leaving mv mother at Bowerswell early in January, 1864,

he returned to town, where, soon after his arrival, John
Leech came to see him. As an old and intimate friend of

Thackeray, Leech was distressed beyond measure by his

death. He should never get over it, he said
;
and a month

or two later his words gained a painful significance by his

own death from heart disease. My father was constantly with

him during the last stage of this terrible complaint, and never

ceased to lament the loss of his old friend and companion.
This year proved to be most j^rolific of all in p(jint of work.

Writing to my mother on lanuary 1 ^ih, he said :
—

"
1 will come and look out lor a l)ackground for

' Moses.'

* "My First" and "My Second Srrmon "
\vci-c l)()th p.iinU'd in llir old cluirch

at Kin^ston-on-TIiames, where Millais' parents resided. The old hiyhdjacked

pews had not then been renioxed.
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I am just .fining to beoin Effie sleeping- in the pew. It is

very dark, but enouo'h light for drawing. Have done both
'Arabian Nights' drawings, and another (two since you left)

illustration for Good W'^onis. I missed my train to Trollope
on Sunday, and had to take a hansom all the way to

Waltham—two hours there, and two back, but I got there

in time for dinner.
" Hablot Brown is illustrating his new serial. Chapman is

publishing it, and he is not pleased with the illustrating, and

proposed to me to take it off his hands, but I declined.

Messrs. C and II. gave him so much more for his novel that

they wished to save in the illustrations, and now Trollope is

desirous of foregoing his extra price to have it done by me."
"
Effie sleeping in the pew

"
was, as indicated above, the

subject of "
My Second Sermon," in which, the novelty of

the situation having worn off, the child is seen fast asleep,

being overcome by the heat of the church, and probably by
the soporific influence of the pulpit. The Archbishop of

Canterbury referred also to this work in his speech at the

Academy banquet in 1865. According to the newspapers of

the period his words were :
—

"
I would say for myselt that 1 always desire to derive

profit as well as pleasure from my visits to these rooms. On
the present occasion I have learnt a very wholesome lesson,

which may l)e usefully studied, not by myself alone, but by
those of my right reverend brethren also who surround me.
I see a little lady there (pointing to Mr. Millais' picture of a

child asleep in church, entitled
'

My Second Sermon'), who,
thouo-h all unconscious whom she has been addressing- and
the homily she has been reading to us during the last three

hours, has in truth, by the eloquence of her silent slumber.

given us a ivaniino' of ihc cz'il of lengthy sermons and drowsy
discourses. Sorrv indeed should I be to disturb that sweet
and peaceful slumber, but I beg that when she does awake
.she may be informed who they are who have pointed the

moral ot her story, have drawn the true inference from the

change that has passed over her since she has heard her

'first sermon,' and have resolved to profit by the lecture

she has thus delivered to them."
" Leisure Hours." a picture combining the portraits of

Mr. John Pender's two daughters, was next taken up. Then
came "Charlie is My Darling." a picture for which Lady
Pallisser sat, and to which a little romance is attached. Wliilst



38 O JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS [1864

jMillais was at work on this picture Sir William Pallisser

visited the studio, where he was much struck with the face of

the lady as portrayed. He begged for and obtained an

'MY SECOND SrCKMON." 1863

By pcruihsion oj II, GruVcS and Son

introduction, and afterwards fallinu;- dceplv in love with one
another, she became Lad\' Pallisser. That work, too, was
exhibited this year, and is now in the possession of an old

friend of my father's, Mr. James Reiss. An illustration in
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oils of Tennyson's charmintr "
Swallow, Swallow, Flying

South," was also in hand now, for which my mother's sister,

Alice Gray (now Mrs. Stibhard) sat
;
but the picture, though

finished in time for the Academy, was not exhibited till the

foliowino" year.
A portrait of Harold, son of the Dowager Countess of

W'inchelsea, was also painted this year, and satisfied with the

work already done, Millais went off in July to the Helmsdale
to tr\' his luck once more as a fisherman. Of his life there,

and the s|)ort he met with, I have unfortunately no record,

as, my mother being w^ith him, no letters passed between
them.

It was in the late autunui of 1864 that the artist completed
an excellent portrait of Wyclif Taylor, son of his friend Tom
Taylor, of PjiucIi fame—a portrait that seems to have given
great satisfaction to the parents.

From Tom Taylor.

"8, Richmond Terrace, Whitehall, S.W.,
''December 27///, 1864.

" Mv DEAR MiLLAis,— I cauuot allow the day to pass
without thanking you for your bt^autiful portrait of our boy.
It is an exquisite picture of a child, and a perfect likeness.

Both his mother and myself feel that )ou have given us a

quite inimitable treasure, which, long years hence, will enable
us to recall what our boy was at the age when childhood is

loveliest and finest. Should we lose him which Heaven
avert—the picture will be more precious still.

"It seems to us the sweetest picture of a child even yoit
have painted. If you would like to have it exhibited, I need
not say it is at your service for the purpose.
"With renewed thanks, and all the best wishes of the

season for you and yours,
" Believe me, ever trratefullv vours,

" Tom Taylor.
"
P.S.— I send vou mv Christmas o:ift in return, however

inadequate. The . . . I)allad Ijook, which owes so much to

your pencil."

I have suggested that in j)oint of technical skill Millais

attained the zenith of his power in 1864. but the fact is too

plain to be overlooked, that 1865 marked a distinct advance
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in tlie direction of larger and more important pictures, and

greater breadth of treatment. tlis first picture this year was
"The Evil One Sowing Tares"; and then came "Esther

*

and " The Romans Leaving Britain," both of which present
a fulness of power and facility of expression such as he had
never before displayed, and this too without any sacrifice of

the high finish that characterised his earlier works. In these

pictures he seems to have accomplished with a single dash of

the brush effects that, in former years, he attained only by
hours ot hard work.

Miss Susan Ann Mackenzie, sister of Sir Alexander

Mackenzie, sat for the principal figure in
" Esther."

A lady kindly furnishes me with the following note :
—

"The robe thrown over the shoulders of 'Esther' was
General Gordon's 'Yellow Jacket.'* In this 'Yellow Jacket'
General Gordon sat to Valentine Prinsep, r.a., for the

portrait for the Royal Engineers' mess-room at Chatham.
Millais so admired this splendid piece of brocade that he
dressed Miss Muir Mackenzie in it. but tiirjiiiio- it inside 02it,

so as to have broader masses of colour. With her fine hair

unbound, and a ro)'al crown in her hand, she sat for
'

Queen
Esther.' The picture was bought from a dealer by my
husband, and it has since passed to Mr. Alex. Henderson
with the rest of his collection."

Milkiis was painting Miss Mackenzie's head when the

Yellow Jacket was brought in. and, as he draped it on her,

he said: "There! That is my idea of Oueen Esther; you
must let me paint you like that."

The subject ot "The Romans leaxing Britain" is one
which had always had a tjreat attraction for Millais. We
see here, as Mr. Stephens says,

" the parting between a

Roman legionary and his British mistress. They are placed
on a cliff-path overlookin^r the sea, where a laro-e o-allev

is waitino- for the soldier. He kneels at the woman's feet,

with his arms clasped about her l:)ody ;
his face, though

unhelmeted, is hidden from us in her breast ;
hc;r hands are

upon his shoulders, and she looks steadfastl)% with a

passionate, eager, savage stare upon the melancholy waste

of the; grey and I'cstless sea."

* At tlic end of the Taepin^- Reljellion, and wlicn r.nrdon "ave up the command
of tlic

'

evcr-\ictorious arnu',' the Chinese (io\crnnient tried to offer liini rewards.

He would tai<e nolliin^ hut the rani-; of 'l'i-'l"u, oi- I'"icld Marshal, and the 'rare

and hij^h dignity of the YclLnvJdckci y'^—\\^^v\A\v.\i'<, [Jfc of Cordon, \i)l. i. p. 122.
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The sentiment and pathos of this picture were much
admired, and soon after the close of the Exhibition (1865)
Millais received the following- interesting^ letter from Miss
Anne Thackeray, daughter of the novelist before referred

to, written from the home of the Tennysons at Freshwater,
Isle of Wight :—

"
I thought of you one day last week when we took a

walk with Tennyson and came to some cliffs, a sweep of

sand, and the sea
;
and I almost expected to see poor

Boadicea up on the cliff, with her passionate eyes. I heard
Mr. Watts and Mr. Prinsep looking" for her somewhere else,

but I am sure mine was on the cliff. Mr. W^atts has been

painting Hallam and Lionel Tennyson. We hear him when
we wake, playing his fiddle in the early morning. They are
all so kind to us that we do not know how to be o^rateful

enough. We have had all sorts of stray folk. Jowett and
the Dean of Christchurch, and cousins without number. It

has been very pleasant and sunshiny, and we feel as if

we should like to live on here in lodgings all the rest of our
lives. Last night

'

King Alfred' read out ' Maude.' It was
like beautiful harmonious thunder and liohtnino-. ... I

cannot help longing to know the fate of
' Esther

'

. . . . after

she went in through the curtains."

The daughter of Scott Russell (the engineer of the Great

Eastern) sat for the British maiden ''

Boadicea," and the

picture ultimately became the property of Sir Lowthian
Bell. The background was painted down at Lulworth in

Dorset.

At this time he had some idea of painting one of the

closing scenes in the life of Mary Queen of Scots, and with

a view to this he exchanged several letters with Froude,
the historian, who kindly gave him all the information in

his power. His letters, however, went to prove that the

incident the artist had in mind had no foundation in fact,

so the idea was at once abandoned.
In July he commenced the picture known as "Waking"—a portrait of my sister Mary sitting up in bed—and was

getting well on with it when his little model showed

signs of illness that compelled him to leave off for a time.

It was finished, however, later on, and is now in the col-

lection of Mr. Holbrook Gaskell. A bed, with all its

accessories, is not commonly a thing of beauty, but in this

I.— 25
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case the artist made it so, the high finish of the still-Hfe

adding greatly to the general effect. Writing to my mother
on the 29th of this month, he says :

—"
I am working very

hard. Have commenced the duplicates of '

Esther,' and
commence the Romans to-day. 'Joan of Arc' is gone, and
I am hourly expecting Agnew to send for Alice

[' Swallow,
Swallow

']."

On August 1 2th he and his friend Reginald Cholmondeley
went off to the North—this time to Argyle, where Sir

William Harcourt had taken a shooting called Dalhenna,

amongst the lovely hills near Inverary. The great leader

of the Liberals proved a most admirable host, and many
are the good stories told of the jovial times the three friends

had together. How Millais enjoyed it may be gathered
from the following letters to his wife, all dated in August,
1866. In the first he says :

—
" Harcourt and I shot twenty-three brace yesterday in a

frightful sun, and enjoyed the day very much. Cholmondeley
is not well (knocked up by the heat), so he didn't accom-

pany us. H. is sending all the birds to England, and we
don't like to have birds for ourselves. The cuisine is like

that of a oood club. His cook is here and manservant,
and the comfort is Q-reat

— altoo-ether deliohtful—and the

grapes and peaches were thoroughly appreciated. The
Duke and Duchess of Sutherland left yesterday. She
looked so pretty at luncheon on Sunday. We have a great
deal of laughing. To-day we are going to fish in Loch

Fyne for Lythi\ which afford good sport ; and to-morrow
we shoot again. Cholmondeley has his keeper and dogs
with him. H. has a kilted keeper of his own, besides the

ponies for the hill with saddlebags. We are going to visit

the islands in a yacht, as the rivers are too dry for fishing
salmon.

"
I have been unusually well since coniing here, and very

merry. Lord Lome is a very nice pleasant fellow, and
all the family are kindly, and as soon as the Duke returns

we are to dine there. Our cottage is such a pretty spot
—-

roses and convolvulus and honeysuckle over the porch, and
a swallow feeding her young within reach of our hands."

Of these Dalhenna days Millais loved to recall an amusing
incident, the hero being one of the three shooters, who shall

be nameless. One evening during a casual stroll about the

domain, the sportsman sj)ied a magnificent "horned beast"
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grazino- peacefully on their little hill. In the !:T-loaming- it

loomed up as a stag- of fine proportions ;
and without pausing

to examine it through a glass, he rushed into the house, and,

seizing a rifle, advanced upon his ([uarry with all the stealth

and cunning of an accomplished stalker. The crucial moment
came at last. His finder was on the trio'oer, and the death
of the animal a certainty, when a raucous Highland voice

bellowed in his ear,
" Ye 're no gaen to shute the meenister's

goat, are ye ?
"

Tableau !

In a second letter to my mother he says :
—" Harcourt is

having a new grate put into his kitchen, to soften his cook.

We have come in the dog-cart here for the day, taking boat

at Cladich and leaving it almost immediately in terror,

from the unsafeness of the boat in heavv waves. We walked
on here, and H. at once let go a storm of invective against
the landlady and the waiter, both being so supremely in-

different about our custom, that we had great difficulty in

assuaging our appetites. After long suffering we obtained

only very tough chops and herrings. We return to-morrow
and shoot again on Saturday. To-day we drove through
what the natives call the ' Duke's policies,' and met the great
man himself, who was all smiles and politeness.

''
I will return directly the fortnight is out, but not before,

as H. looks on me as his mainstay in shooting, Cholmon-

deley not being well and avoiding the heavy work on the

moor. The weather has been unendurablv hot, but I thrive

in it, and would be happy but for the midges, which nearly

destroy all my pleasure. Harcourt is going to make out a

plan for our tour abroad, as he knows all the parts we intend

visitino-. Outside has been a dreadful bov-German band

playing for two hours, but now they have left off with ' God
Save the Queen

'

;
while just above us a duet has commenced,

by two young ladies— ' Masaniello.'
" We have killed comparatively little game, but enough to

make it pleasant, and I expect plenty of black game. Rabbits

are abundant, and no one could be more kind and jolly than

Harcourt.

"I like to hear from some of you every day, that you are

all well
; and after this fling I will return and work like a

Trojan, before going South. I would like, if possible, to

paint the firs at Kinnoull as a background, besides the copies."
In his next letter he describes his meeting with Dr.

Livingstone, of whom he saw a good deal during the rest
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of his stay at Dalhenna. After this he frequently dined at

the Castle, and had lono- and interestino- talks with the

famous explorer, who used in the evening to amuse the

Duke's children with his wonderful tales of Africa, then a
te7^ra incognita.
He writes:—"On Friday w^e returned to Loch Awe, and

near Inverary found Lord Archibald Campbell and another

vouno^er brother catchino- salmon for the amusement of Dr.

Livingstone, who is at the Castle. We were introduced, and
I had a chat with the Doctor. They caug-ht salmon in a

poaching way with lead and hooks attached, which sank

amongst the imprisoned fish, who are in pools from which

they cannot get out. The same afternoon the Duchess
called with a carriage full of pretty children, and asked us to

dine, which we did after killing twenty-eight brace on the

hill. There was no one staying at the Castle but Living-
stone, but the party was large enough, as there are sons and
tutors in abundance. In the evening we played billiards, and
at tea drew out the African traveller, who is shy and not very
communicative. To-morrow we shoot again, and I think of

returning on Wednesday. The black game shooting com-
menced yesterday and I killed two, and this week we shall

beat the low hills for them. ... I am anxious to return now
and get on with my work

;
but having promised to stay a

fortniorht, I stav that time."

In September he rejoined his family at Bowerswell, and
after working for a month on "The Minuet" (a picture for

which my sister Effie posed as the principal figure, my Aunt
Alice sitting at the piano in the background), he and his wife

and Sir William Harcourt made a tour on the Continent,

travelling through Switzerland to Florence, where they were
fortunate enough to meet their friends Sir Henry Layard and
Lord and Lady Arthur Russell. Layard, the famous archaeo-

logist, was born in Florence, and Italy was an open book to

him. He was, moreover, a most charming companion, and
under his guidance my father was enabled to see all the best

Art collections in the city, including the treasures left by the

Prince Galli, who had recently died. He was the last of his

race, and had bequeathed all his paintings and pieces of

sculpture to the hospital of Morence, including the marble
statue of Leda and the .Swan, by Michael Angelo, a work
of Art whicli had bc;en in the possession of the Galli family
for over 300 years. This statue Sir llcnry strongly advised
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Millais to buy at any price, sayin!;^ that, if lie did not do so,

he would ])uy it himself for his friend Lord Wimborne,
although he had no commission to do so. It was probably
the last occasion, he said, on which a genuine work by
Michael Angelo would be for sale, as the Italian Government
were then about to put in force an Act prohibiting the removal

from the country of great and well-known works of Art.

Millais, therefore, attended the sale and purchased the
"
Leda," which was at once packed and sent off to London.

A most fortunate thing for him, for the very next day came
a missive from the Russian Government requesting the

Italian Government to buy the "Leda" for them at any
price, and the latter were not too well pleased when they
heard that it was already on its way to England.
One evening my father and mother were invited to dine

with a Mr. Spence at the Villa Spence
—a house that formerly

belonged to the Medicis, and is now one of the show places
in Florence, with its exquisite gardens and wonderful under-

ground chapel. They did not know whom they were to

meet, but on arriving there they found amongst the guests
Mario, Grisi and her three daughters, as well as Adelina

and Carlotta Patti, and their brother-in-law Strakosch—
altogether a dinner-party of geniuses. But geniuses enjoy
themselves very much like other people. They told each

other all the best stories they could think of in connection

with their public lives, and after dinner Strakosch played,
and Millais danced nearly the whole evening with Adelina

Patti, who proved herself almost as good a waltzer as a

vocalist. They met again at some state function in London
about a year before his death, when she recalled the happy
time they had spent that evening at the Villa Spence.
From Florence, accompanied by their friends, they visited

Bologna and Venice, where they stayed with Mr. Rawdon
Brown in his palace on the Grand Canal. Then to Rome,
where they had to undergo the delights of fumigation by

sulphur, and were nearly suffocated ;
for this was in the days

of Cardinal Antonelli, when the fear of the plague was at its

height. Here, as at Florence, Sir Henry Layard again acted

as their guide to the Art treasures of the city, and Lord Arthur

Russell took them into the Vatican to see the Pope, Pius IX.,

whom mv mother used to describe as a verv nice, benevolent-

looking old gentleman. He was dressed all in white, with a

black biretta, and acknowledged their salutations as he passed.
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Almost immediately after he had passed out, the Abbe
Liszt came into the room, and was presented by the British

Ambassador to my father and mother. Liszt at once struck

up a conversation with my mother, to the great mortifica-

tion of her husband, who was most anxious to talk to him,

but could not speak a word of any other language than his

own. After bidding good-bye to their friends in Rome,
Millais and his wife went on alone to Pisa, to see Sir Charles

Eastlake. r.R.A., who was then on his death-bed.

Leohorn was now their aim, and after visitini>" several other

places on their way, they arrived there at midnight in a way
they did not anticipate. About ten miles from their destina-

tion the railway engine broke down, and there was nothing
for it but to finish their journey as they did, in a country cart,

sitting on the top of their luggage. There, however, they
had the o-ood luck to fall in with Mario ao-ain, who afterwards

took ship with them for Genoa, where, with the aid of

despatches, he helped them through the intricacies of the

custom-house—a very real service in those red-tape days.
The splendid Vandykes of Genoa were an immense pleasure
to my father, but 1 never heard him express a wish to see

any other masterpieces in the foreign galleries except the

series of pictures by Velasquez in Madrid, for he already
knew the Paris and Hague galleries, and loathed travelling
in any form. And now their faces were set towards England,
home, and duty ;

and as there was no railway in those days

along the Riviera, they took the ''dih'gence" all the way to

Marseilles and from there home bv sea.

"Sleeping," "Waking," and ''The Minuet," the three

pictures which Millais exhibited in the Royal Academy of

1867, may certainly be classed amongst the specimens of his

later Pre-Raphaelite manner, of which the "
V^ale of Rest"

was the first example. It would seem, therefore, that just
for this one year he returned to his old love, before the

production of his broader works of "
Jephtha" and " Rosalind

and Celia," both commenced in 1867.
These three pictures were exact portraits of my sisters

Alice, Mary, and P^ffie, and (as I have often heard from

those who knew theni from their infancy) were not idealised

in the sliglitest degree. The art of the painter was exercised

only in seizing upon the beauty of a particular chikl at a

certain moment, and transferring it to his canvas. That was
not idealising, but simply catching tlie child at its very best.



"SLEEPING." 1866

By permission 0/ II. Gra-'cs ami Son
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None of the three httle girls ever enjoyed sitting for their

portraits. As one of them expressed herself at the time,

"It was so horrid, just after breakfast, to be taken uj)stairs

and undressed again, to be put to bed in the studio." When
tired of gazing seraphically upwards she would wait till my
father was not looking, and then kick all the bedclothes off,

perhaps just as he was painting a particular fold a trick

which the artist never seemed to appreciate. The idea for
"
Sleeping

"
was suggested by seeing my sister Carrie, then

a very little girl, fast asleep the morning after a children's

party. Millais went to the nursery to look for the child,

and found the French maid, IJerthe, sewing beside the bed,

waiting for her charge to wake up ;
and when sitting for this

picture the little model used often to go to sleep in real

earnest.

My sister Mary tells the following story about "Waking."
Being left alone for a few minutes during the painting of this

picture, she slipped out of bed and crept up to the table

where the palettes and brushes were left ;
and then, taking

a good brushful of paint and reaching as high as possible,

proceeded to embellish the lower part of the w^ork with some
beautiful brown streaks. Presentlv she heard her father re-

turning, and bolted back to bed. Foreseeing that in another

minute he would discover the mischief, she wisely hastened

to explain that she had tried to help hini in his work by
painting- for him the brown door that she knew he intended.

Poor Millais turned in a desperate fright to his picture, and
saw the harm that had been done, but with his characteristic

sympathy with children he never saici a word of reproach to

little Mary, seeing that she had really meant to help.

During 1865 and 1866 he made water-colour copies of

"Ophelia" and "The Huguenot," "The Black Brunswicker,"
"The Minuet," "Swallow, Swallow," and "The Evil One

Sowing Tares," and copies in oil of "h^sther" and "The
Romans "

;
also two oil pictures, one of which was a portrait

of a Miss Davidson, and the other a small one of l^ffie as

"Little Red Riding Hood."
From Sir W^illiam Cunliffe Brooks the shootings of

Callander and a small part of Glen Artney were taken in

1866, This was a grouse shooting, but now and then a

stag came on to the ground. Millais got three, and then

a fourth made its appearance, and returned again and again
to the oTound—one of the grandest stags ever seen in that
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neighbourhood. My father was of course keen for a shot, but

he happ:ined to know this stag, having spied it on several

occasions on the borders of the neiohbourino- forest rented

bv Sir Wilham, and beinor on most friendly terms with the

owner, he let it go. Afterwards, in the course of conversa-

tion, Sir William expressed his anxiety to shoot this particular

stag, but added (as any true sportsman would),
"

If he is any-
where about your march you had better kill him."

Days went by, and the end of the season was approaching,
when one evening Millais espied the great stag feeding on
his ground about fifty yards from the march. Now was his

chance—his last chance of a shot at such a monarch as this.

He was excited beyond measure, and his stalker was even

more elated, for (as unfortunately sometimes happens) there

was intense rivalry and bitterness between him, a man of

small pretence, and the head stalker at Glen Artney, who was
a tremendous swell in his own conceit. Then the stalk began,
and just as the quarry crossed the march a shot from Millais'

rifle laid him dead. At that moment, to the astonishment of

my father, who had seen nobody else about, up rose Sir

William and his stalker, who had been after the same game.
The stag was therefore carted off to Glen Artney, and Sir

William being satisfied with my father's explanation, the two

remained as good friends as ever.

After slayine this noble hart, he could not refrain from

exultino- over his success in a wild letter to his friend Sir

William Harcourt, who replied as follows :
—

Fivni Sir TF. V. Harcoiirt.

" Studley Royal, RiroN,
''October yd, 1866.

" My dear Millais,— I received your insane letter, from

which I gather that you are under the impression that you
have killed a stag. Poor fellow, I pity your delusion. I

hope the time is now come when I can break to you the

painful truth. Your wife, who (as I have always told you)
alone makes it i)ossible for you to exist, observing how the

disappointment of your repeated failures was telling on your
health and on your intellect, arranged with the keepers fi^-

placing in a proper position a wooden stag constructed like

that of . . . You were conducted unsuspectingly to the spot
and lired at the diuuniy. In the excitement of the moment



.866] DEER-STALKING 397

you were carried off by the oillie, so that you did not discern

the cheat, and beheved you had really slain a ' hart of o-rease.'

Poor fellow, I know better ; and indeed your portrait of the

stag sitting up s)jii/iuo\ with a head as big as a church door
on his shoulders, tells its own tale. I ijfive Mrs. M. crreat

credit on this, as on all other occasions, for her management
of you. I am happy to hear that the result of the pious
fraud has been to restore you to equanimity and comparative
sanity, and I hope by the time I see you again you may be

wholly restored. . . .

"
Pray remember me to Mrs. M.

" Yours ever,
" W. V. Harcourt.

"
I see that, in order to keep up the delusion, puffs of your

performance have been inserted in all the papers.'

There are some fortunate beings in this world who have
never missed a stag, and never can or will

;
but Millais was

not one of these. In the followino- letter to his friend Mr.
W. W. P^enn (written during his tenancy of Callander),
he describes faithfully and amusingly the hardships and dis-

appointments of deer-stalking :
—

To Mr. JI\ W. Fciin.

"Callander, N.B.,
"
Sunday, October ytli, i '^66.

" Dear Fenx,—My wife and eldest daughter have gone to

the Free Kirk
;
and that I may do as good a work, I send

you a line, albeit I am aching in all my limbs from ha\ ing
crawled over stony impediments all yesterday, in pursuit of

ye suspicious stag. You know the position of all-fours which
fathers assume for the accommodation of their boys, in the

privacy of domestic life, and you can conceive how unsuited

the hands and knees are to make comfortable progress over

cutting slate and knobbly flint, and will understand how my
legs are like unto the pear of over-ripeness.

"
I had tW'-o shots, the first of which I ought to have killed,

and I shall never forget the tail-between-legs dejection of

that moment when the animal, instead of biting the dust,

kicked it up viciously into my face. After more pipes and

whiskey than was good for nie, we toiled on again, and a
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second time viewed some deer, and repeated the toilsome
crawlinor I have referred to. Enous^h ! I missed that too,

and rode home on our pony, which must from my soured

temper have known it too. I tooled him along, heedless of

the dano^ers of the road, until the oladdeninor lio-hts of home
flickered through the dining-room window. Mike is not
a sympathising creature under these circumstances, being
thoroughly convinced that a cockchafer's shoulder ought to

be hit flying at a thousand yards ; so, after the never-failing

pleasure of the table, I retired, to dream of more stomach

perambulations up and down precipices of burning plough-
shares, the demons of the forest laughing at my ineffectual

eftbrts to hit the mastodon of the prairies at fifteen yards
distance. You may depend upon it, roach-fishing in a punt
is the thing after all. When you don't excite the pity and

contempt of your keeper, what boots it if you don't strike

your roach ? (probably naught but the float of porcupine is

aware of
it),

but when you proclaim to the mountains, yea,
even to the towns adjoining thereto, that you have fired at

the monarch of the glen, how can you face the virgins and

pipers who come up from the village to crown you with

bog-myrtle, and exalt your stag's horn through the streets

rejoicing? Every shot fired in the forest is known to be at

a stag, or hind,

'And the shepherd listening, kens well

That the monarch of the glen, fell,

. .
. Howsomever, if it ends well,

As happens rarely,

_• And the highland laddie breechless,
'

__'
,

.'
'

Hears the shot, and stands quite speechless,

'^

•- -- •
Etc., etc., etc'

This inspiration comes from ' The Lady of Shalott.' I

think in my old age I must betake myself to the chase of the

gaudy butterfly with net of green, gaffing with the domestic

bodkin. There 's the stag-beetle, anyhow, and the salmon-fly;
and what can exceed the danger of following the pool-loving

dragon-fly?
•

'

.

"All gone to Callander—to the kirk—and the wife will

return presently, seriously inclined
;
so will I cast off this

skin of frivolitv. You must forgive me for bcinir a boy still,

and a little wild after yesterday's excitement. Michael returns

in a day or two, and we shall very shortly leave this for a

short stay at Perth, and then home to sit under the trophy
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of my own antlers. On the whole, the stay here has been

pleasant, in spite of a nearly perpetual rain, which (distilled

through peat-boo) has dyed my poor feet a sweet cinnamon

brown, like the Lascar crossing-sweepers.
" You will hear from Stephen Lewis his adventures, which

1 believe he will narrate to his customers seated all around

hiin in Turkish shawls, in the manner of the 'Arabian Nights.'
" How Arthur is ever to hold his own after the prowess of

Stephen remains to be seen
;
but— I wouldn't be Arthur. A

strong smell of roast mutton calls me away, and I think your
mother will have enough work in deciphering this.

" Remember me very kindly to her, and tell her, tell her.

that when I return, I come to thee !

''Very sincerely yours,

"J. Everett Millais."

"
I haven't uncorked a tube or moistened a brush, but I

hope the hand hasn't lost its cunning."

At the end of the season my father and mother spent a

week with Sir William Cunliffe Brooks at Drummond Castle,

which he rented from Lady Willoughby de Eresby, a place
which, in point of situation and entourage, has no superior in

Great Hritain ; indeed, it would be impossible to imagine
more lovely surroundings. The old castle stands on an

eminence in a park in which all the natural beauties of wood
and lake are enhanced by floral and arboreal gems froni

oreign lands. Wild fowl of various sorts adorn the lakes,

and herds of half-wild fallow-deer roam through the park,
whilst up in the great wood of Torlum may in autumn be

heard the voices of the big wood stags.
The sanctuary in Glen Artney Forest had remained un-

touched since the visit of the Queen and Prince Consort in

1845, ^in<^^ now, as the deer were becoming too numerous,
Sir William decided on a drive. Three rifles were posted on

a hioh ridge above the sanctuarv, and over a thousand deer

came up by three separate passes. Six or seven of the best

were killed, and of the survivors about seven hundred made
their way into the next corrie, within ten yards of the ladies,

who had gathered there to see what they could ot the sport.

My mother used to describe this as the hnest sight of the

kind she had ever witnessed.

I.
—26

A



CHAPTER XL

H O L M A N HUNT

A great friendship, and a spur to noble ambition—Cairo in 1854
—The donkey and

the buffalo—A human parallel
—The Jewish model, a shy bird—The difficulties

and dangers of life in and around Jerusalem in 1854
—Adventure at the Brook

Kerith— Retlections on life— Millais must put forth ail his strength
—A final

tribute.

FROM
what has been already said, it will be seen how

close and intimate was the friendship between Holman
Hunt and Millais. They were friends together in early

youth, and together they fought and conquered the Philistines

in the days when PreT-iaphaelitisni was attacked on every
side; and though for many years (from 1867 to 1880) they
saw but little of each other, owing: to Hunt's lono- residence

abroad, they kept up a continuous correspondence, the fol-

lowing portions of which {interesting from many points of

view) the writer kindly allows me to embody in these pages.
It is not for me to sing the praises of this distinguished

artist, whose works are reverenced of all who know what

high Art means (I am sure he would not thank me if I did) ;

l)Ut this at least I may say, that no man had ever a hrmer or

a truer friend than my father found in Hunt, and that his

friendship was reciprocated with ecjiial warmth of heart.

The fame of the one was ever dear to the other, and as to

Hunt, so far was he from any sense ot jealousy, that he
never lost an opportunity for urging his friend to put forth

all his ]iowers whenever any great exhibition was on foot

either at home or abroad. " The usual Liberal whip," my
father would playfully remark, when one of these missives

came by post ;
and seldom, if ever, did he fail to respond to

the appeal.
The letters proclaim the man—letters full of thought, of

keen but kindly criticism, and enlivened here and there with

touches of quaint humour
; but, voluminous and interesting as

they are, I must restrict my selection to the narrowest limits.

402
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Here are a few extracts from letters during his first visit to

the East in 1854.

Waiting from Cairo in March of that year, he says :
—-" The

-5 vO^J

"THE PARABLE OF THE SOWER'

Fy permission 0/J . S. Virtue aiui Co.

country is very rich and attractive, but I am inclined to

mislike it on that account, for I have no patience with the

Fates when they tempt me to become a paysagistc. The

Pyramids in themselves are extremely ugly blocks, arranged



404 JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS

with imposino- but unpicturesque taste. Being so close at

hand, it is difficult to refuse making" a sketch of them. With
some effect and circumstance to satisfy the spectator's expec-
tation and the charm of past history, it might be possible to

gather a degree of poetical atmosphere to repay the patience
one would expend ;

but I would rather give the time other-

wise. Their only association that I value is that Joseph,
Moses, and Jesus must have looked upon them. There are

palm trees which attract my passing admiration. Without
these, in places, one might as well sketch in Hackney Marsh.
. . . I find a good deal of difficulty in living in quiet here,

for there are four or five other Englishmen in the hotel, some
of them very pleasant fellows ; but I want solitude for my
work, and it is impossible to feel secluded enough even when

is away. When he is present, serious devotion tO'

thought is often shattered with intolerable and exasperating-

practical jokes, and by his own unbounded risibility at the

same. ... I hear no news here but what hoarse-throated,

donkeys shout. These loquacious brutes are the only steeds

one can get here without purchasing a horse, so I do not

enjoy the luxury of following the hounds as you do. Ap-
pended you see an example of the ordinary load an ass has

to carry in this country. They are themselves veritably one
of the burdens ot Cairo. One is never free for a second

from their wanton braying. When you are talking with a

friend in the street, or in the bazaar making a bargain, you
are moved to excusable exasperation fifty times in an hour by
the spasmodic trumpeting of some donkey who lifts up his

voice close to the small of your back, or in front of you. In

face of our hotel there are several animals tied up under the

trees—fastened by the horns and legs. In a particular pen
there is a small menage of a domestic character, but unfortu-

nately it is not a happy family, the poor buffalo-cow of the

party being evidently exhausted with listening to her near

neighbour the jackass. The cow's original disposition is of

the utmost and most admirable patience, but even vaccine

nature has its limits, and our cow, soft-eved and beautiful as

she is, cannot refrain from remonstrating when her neigh-
bour's refrain has been too frequent and (apparently) too

personal. You should have seen her the other morning.
She had patiently listened to his complete discourse some

fifty times
;
but when he cleared his throat to give out the

text once more, she waived her politeness so far as to indicate
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that she had heard all that befure. The donkey on his part,

however, persisted. He evidently thouoht such an excellent

homily could not be heard too often. Buffalo turned to retire,

evidently with a different conviction, but her tether checked
her retreat. She was infuriated at this discovery, and turned
round upon the braying- beast with her butting head, as if

she would make him swallow
his words once for all. P)ut

here the trial came. She could

not reach him, and so he could

not be turned from his purpose.
After a moment's pause he took

up his broken argument again,
and in a posture better suited

to the new position of the re-

fractory member of his audi-

ence, until at last he wound up,

triumphantly glorying in her

defeat and complete resigna-
tion. I feel ofttimes like that

poor cow, and cherish an un-

disQ-uised hatred of the whole

bravinof race."

''Jerusalem, Sepieinbcr ^l/i, 1S54.
— It is evident that it

will be impossible to get my present picture done for next

year. I go every Friday and Saturday and on feast days or

days of humiliation to the synagogue, to see the Jews
worship. I also take every opportunity to get introduced to

them in their homes. They are {)olite, and I can study their

characteristic gestures and aspects; but for special attendance
at my house I can scarcely get them at all. When by the

exercise of great interest one is brought, he looks about like

a scared bird, and if he sees any piece of carpentry
—a w indow

sash, or a border of a panel
—that looks in his suspicious eves

like a cross, away he flies, never to come back anv more. ^Iv

landlord, a converted Jew, who has journeymen-tailors under

him, has brought me one or two, but even these o-et advised
not to repeat their sittings, and thus my subject-picture is in

the most unsatisfactory, higgledy-piggledy state, with many
disjointed bits begun and not completed. The Rabbis keep
up the bitterness by excommunicating all who come t(^ my
house, for they suspect me to be a missionary in disguise. . .

" You could not conceive the possibility of men being so

Sketch for "The Pakable of the Good
Sa.makitan." 1857
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fanatical and rancorous as the Fellahs and Arabs of this

place. The tame men in the city are in a degree polite to

Europeans (with what degree of sincerity I don't know), but

'nil', i'AKAIlLK OF I'HK (.OOD .-^A.MAKl IAN

By permission of J. S. Virtue and Co.

out of the gates, away from the shadow of our tirm English

Consul, noJkiton would be safe, but for the probability that

his coat has a good pistol or two in the pockets which he is

ready to use.
'

With the chance of escaping detection, they

would shoot anyone for the spoil they might get."



"THE KVIl. ONE SOWIXf, TARES'

By ficniiission of Mr, E. M. Denny
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He had proof enough of this at the Brook Kerith, to get
to which he had to descend a steep cHff 500 feet high :

—
"When I was sketching, a shepherd, with a boy of fifteen

"THE PARABLE OF THE PRODIGAL SON

By pirinissioii pj J . S. Virtue ami Co.

and three or four others a year or two youno-cr, came and sat

down beside me. To show them I intended to have my own

way, I told the man to sit further away on one side and the



4IO JOHN EVERP:TT MILLAIS

boy on the other, I could not order them away altogether,
as they o-reeted me civilly on first arriving-, but it was difficult

to attend to my work, for they required looking after. I had
laid aside my pistol-case on account of the heat, and in two
minutes the man had got hold of it and was unfastenino- the

button. I clutched it away, and cautioned him that if he
touched anything of mine again I would send them all away,
at the same time buckling the weapon round my waist.

Then, turning my head, I found the younger gentleman with

his hand in my pocket, upon wdiich I reached out, boxed his

ears, and pushed him aside, and standing up ordered them
all away. This brought on a hubbub. Seeing that I was
determined in mv course, the man said thev were Arab
fellaheen, who would not be put off Would I give them
some English gunpowder ? No

;
I would give nothing.

'

Very well,' he said,
'

I Avill bring down all the fellaheen to

kill you.' Meanwhile my friend Dr. Sim was lying asleep in

a cave at some distance, and on looking towards him I saw
another young Arab, who had crawled into the cave, engaged
at the opening in examining the articles in his hand with the

closest possible interest
;
so I called out lustily enough to

wake Sim, and at this point the Arab boy bolted with Sim's

boots. They all went away then, threatening dreadful things,
and I set to work again to make up for lost time. In a few

minutes I heard a furious altercation. . . . Sim was standing
hio-h on a rock, while the man was crouchino- clown aimino- at

him over a ledge ;
but as my companion stood unmoved with

his gun under his arm while the Arab was dreadfully excited,

I was not alarmed. It appears that the fellow had ap-

proached him on his descent, demanding powder, that Sim
had called him majnoon (madman) and ordered him off At

last, Sim closing upon his adversary with his gun cocked, the

latter moved off to safer quarters."

The following letter relates to Hunt's third journey to the

East :
—

"
Jerusalem,

"October 12///, 1871.

" Mv DEAR MiLEAis,— I was vcry glad to get yours of

August 20th, which came here about three weeks since,

I should have written since my last, notwithstanding that

1 had had no answer to mine, but I was excessively occupied,
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and always thinkiiiL;' ih.it in another few weeks I should he
on my road home to iMit^land.

'
I was truly sorry to hear of your father's death. . . .

"THI'. PARABLE OF THE UNJUST JUDGE'
By pcyiiiission of J. S. I'iitvc nnd Co.

He was a o-ood old fellow, and associated in mv mind
wdth all manner of kind and pleasant hospitality, and true,

generous friendship, and I had hoped to spend man\- other



412 JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS

pleasant hours with the dear old boy—for he was always
a boy, and all the better for this. Well, our next chat

must be in the Elysian Fields, where we shall have lots of

things to talk about, and where (however soon it may be) he
will enact the part of old stager, as he did when I first knew
him in Gower Street ! And what a lot of old chums there will

be whom, when I left F^ngland last, I counted upon smoking
many mundane pipes with again

—
Halliday, Martineau,

Phillips, my good brother-in-law George, an old chum and
fellow-traveller of old here, Beamont, as well as the boring,

good-natured . They will coach us as to the course
w^e are to take there, and tell us where to find people we
want to see and know (when it mav be allowed to such
new-comers to be admitted to their society), and w l^iether and
where our own niost sacred ones mav be overtaken.

" Life here wants somethino- to make it bearable. HaviniZ
no sort of counter-mterest, my work becomes the most

frightful anxiety to me, and sometimes 1 am sure I have
lost a great deal of labour from nursino all manner of fears

about it. Wdien a notion once gets into mv head it eoes
on worrvmg me until I see evervthino- bv its lio-ht, and I

am tempted to change back again. W^hen I began my work
I had very ambitious hopes about it, but (like Browning's
man, who in infancy cried for the moon, and in old age was

grateful for the crutch on which he hobbled out of the world)
1 should be glad now to find it only done in any way. There
are peculiar difficulties in the subject I have devoted my time
to—such serious ones that, had I onlv foreseen them, I would
have left the subject to some future painter ;

but I tried to

console myself by thinking that other pictures I have in my
mind to follow will <>o more easilv and be a oreat deal better.

"
I am like you in loving my Art very intensely now,

the more it seems that I am denied all other love
;
but I

am reminded of the remark of a little child, who. talkine
about love to her mother, said it pained so. I\Iy love for

Art pains me— it hurts me sleeping and waking ; there is

no rest from it— and I. getting old in desponding service, feel

(quoting Browning again) like

'Only the page that carols unseen,

Crumbling your hounds their messes.'

"
If 1 had mv life over ao-ain (which ofttimcs I should

crave God for some reasons to s[)are me) I uiight (if fools
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could be kept from hlnderino-), out of the raw materials I

started my days with, make a satisfactory painter; but this

life is made so that wisdom and riches come too late. The

prizes that boyhood si^hs for come when toys are no lonoer

in request ;
those which youth covets are withheld till youth

is tlown ; and so on to the grave. One must continue one's

journey minus the means and weapons which carelessness

or over-confidence rejected at one's place of outfit—the tale

of the foolish virgins again, who, in going back, came at

last too late. One must go on now, trustmg that the oil

will last to the journey's end, though the lamp may not be

so brilliant as it should be. The one fact that continually

perplexes me is how the confidence of youth carried me

through difficulties that now quite bring me to a standstill.

I had no fear then of the distant royalty of my mistress,

but bit by bit I have learnt the width of the gap between

us; and the very sense of her greatness paralyses my hand

in attempting the simplest service. It is very imprudent
to confess all this, for the world will never believe in any-
one who does not have unbounded confidence in himself,

and will, on the contrary, accept any humbug who declares

himself infallible
;

but you are not the world, but an old

fellow-servant, who knows too well what sincere service is

to be prejudiced against my work because I confess the

trouble it oives me. I marvel at men who, like X—-—
,

never see a fault in anything they do, and regard with scorn

any who venture to suggest an improvement. For the time

they are enviable, yet I believe there is a degree of self-

satisfaction which limits a man's powers woefully. . . .

"
I am sorry for William's loss of his child. Give my

love to him as well as to all your family, and tell Mary I

shall come and try her at her Catechism soon.

" Yours ever,

"\V. Holm AN Hu.nt."

It will be seen from these letters how interesting was
Hunt's life in the Holy Land, and how pregnant with thought
are the graver incidents to which he calls attention. Some

day, perhaps, he may be tempted to give to the world a full

record of his life and adventures, which—judging from the

vast mass of correspondence it has been my privilege to read
— could not fail to find acceptance with the public.
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Outside of our own family he was my father's sole con-
fidant

; nothino" was hidden from him, and his letter to my
brother Everett, in August, 1896, expresses only what we
all know to be the inmost sentinients of the writer. Refer-

ring to my father's death, he says :
—" After fifty-two years of

unbroken friendship the earthly bond has separated. New
Q^enerations with fresh struoo-]es to enoa-Sre in ever advance
and sweep away many of the memories of individual lives,

even when these have been the most eniinent. ... It would
be a real loss to the world if your father's manly straight-
forwardness and his fearless sense of honour should ever
cease to be remembered. There are men who never
challeno-e criticism, because thev have no sense of individual

independence. My old friend was different, and he justified
all his courses by loyalty and consistency as well as courage—the courage of a true conscience. As a painter of subtle

perfection, while his works last they will prove the supreme
character of his genius, and this will show more conspicuously
when the mere superficial tricksters in Art have fallen to their

proper level."



CHAPTER XII.

1865-1880

Three historic gatherings
—The parties at Strawberry Hill — Alillais' personal

friends— Letters from U'Epinc, Luder Barnay, and Jan van Beers— Mrs.

Jopling
— Rowe's recollections of Millais—O'Neil, painter and poet

—Fred

Walker—Professor Owen—Robert Browning—Browning on the art of poetry—Visit to Marochetti.

A DESULTORY chapter this—a thing- of shreds and

patches
—needful, however, as an introduction to in-

timate friends of Millais not yet noticed in these pages, and

interesting- perhaps as a reminder of some historic events in

the lives of others with whom during this period he came
into contact.

Three historic oatherinos mv mother was wont to describe

as making a great impression on her mind. The first at

which she and my father were present was at Stafford

House, where the late Duke of Sutherland gave a grand ball

in honour of General Garibaldi, who was then on a visit

to this country. The great soldier, wearing as in Italy the

red shirt ever since associated with his name, entered the

ball-room with the Duchess of Sutherland on his arm, and

was greeted by all present with the homage due to Royalty
as he passed down the room, stopping here and there for

a moment's talk with some of the guests. Very striking was

the expression of his face, at once so earnest and so genial ;

and still more conspicuous was the contrast between his

simple dress and the gorgeous array of all the rest of the

company.
Some time after that came the reception given at the

Foreign Office to the grandfather of the present Czar of

Russia, whom my mother described as a very sad and

dignified-looking man. They had the honour of being pre-
sented to him, and soon after his return to Russia, for which

he set out on the following day, the cause of his sadness was

I.— 27 417
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only too painfully manifested. At a dinner party at Mr.

Cyril Flower's (now Lord Battersea), at which they were

present, a telegram from Miss Corrie was handed to one of the

guests, Lord Rowton, announcing an attack on the life of the

Czar, whose escape uninjured was little short of miraculous.

The would-be assassin had placed an infernal machine under

the floor of the Imperial dining-room, timed to blow up
immediately after the entrance of the Czar and his suite, which

always took place at the same hour. It happened, however,

SKETCHES FOR "THE PRINCE CARRYING THE PRINCESS UP THE HILL"

that Prince Alexander of Bulraria beinor late for dinner on
this particular evening, the Imperial party waited a quarter
of an hour for him, and during this time the bomb ex-

ploded, making a complete wreck of the dining-room, but

happily doing no further injury. It was a doomed life,

however, that he carried, and he knew it. A year later the

assassins returned to their ghastly work, and, sad to say,
succeeded.

The third occasion to which my mother referred was the

State ball given in honour of the Shah of Persia. The
Shah, as is well known, has a grand collection of jewels,
includincf some of the finest the world has ever seen

;
but

even he must have been astonished by the wondrous display
of diamonds that met his eyes that night. About 800 tiaras

were worn by the ladies present, who were, perhaps, not
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altogether Linwillino- to show him what old England could
do in that way.

Strawberry Hill, Twickenham,* was one of the most

interesting places at which, during the seventies, my father

and mother were privileged guests, and many were the

pleasant days they spent there. It was then the seat of

Frances, Countess of Waldegrave, a woman of singular

beauty and great natural talent, and as the daughter of

Braham, the famous singer, very proud of her Jewish
descent. She would say of Lord Beaconsfield, who was a
constant visitor,

" We are both children of Abraham, and
he will do anything for me."

Amongst the many Art treasures there was the famous

picture by Sir Joshua Reynolds of the three Ladies Walde-

grave ;
and the Countess, who was devoted to Art, added

largely to the collection. She had a long gallery built, which
she filled with life-size portraits of her most distinguished
friends.

Hers was an eventful life. She was little more than

sixteen when she married the Earl of Waldegrave, and on
his death she took for her second husband his half-brother,
Mr. W^aldegrave, who had the misfortune to be arrested

by mistake for a murderer. He was consigned to the Fleet

prison, where his wife accompanied him
;
but almost imme-

diately afterwards the real murderer was discovered, and
he was set at liberty. On his death she married the Right
Hon. George Vernon Harcourt, and after many years of

wedlock, he too left her a widow. Another suitor then

appeared in the person of the Right Hon. Chichester

Fortescue (Lord Carlingford), whom she ultimately accepted
as her fourth husband.
Her Saturday-to-Monday parties were proverbially enjoy-

able. Rank and talent met and mingled there on equal
terms of amity and good fellowship, W hoever might or

might not be there, there would certainly be no dulness in

that delightful house—none of that horrid boredom that

Society is apparently so fond of inflicting upon itself.

For mere rank and fashion, however, Millais cared but

little. Talent and geniality of temperament were the "open

*
Strawberry Mill, one of the most beautiful estates in the vicinity of London,

was for many years the residence of Horace Walpole of historic fame. On the

death of tlie Countess of Waldcj^rave it was bought by the kite Baron de Stern,
and is now the property of his son.
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door
"

to his friendship, and that he found these qualities
in abundance among his personal friends may be seen from

the following names of some with whom during the period
covered by this chapter he was more or less intimately
associated.

Omitting the vast majority of his brother artists—for the

mutual affection that prevailed between him and them will

be seen later on— I note amongst eminent literary men

Whyte Melville, William Black, George Meredith, Gilbert,

Pinero, Tom Taylor, Charles

Reade, Wilkie Collins, Mark
Twain (Samuel Clemens), Bret

H arte, Du Maurier, Archdeacon

'-> H Wv^'
Farrar, Hamilton Aide, Dr.

''^^^^^^J^i;^^ ^ Norman Mac Leod, Henry~" ^
James, John Forster. Matthew
Arnold, and Robert Browning.

. „ ^- « • Amonost the scientific menA Cat. Circ. iS6o
, . . *?— his principal friends w^ere Sir

Henry Thompson, Sir James Paget, Professor Blackie, and
Sir Richard Owen. c-

Politicians and diplomats included Lord Dufferin, Glad-

stone, Lord Salisbury, Lord Rosebery, Lord James, Sir

William Harcourt, and Sir Clare Ford.

Army and Navy—•Viscount Wolseley, Sir George Nares,
and Captain Shaw.

Musicians—Madame Albani, Sainton Dolby, Madame
Norman Neruda, Henry Leslie, Blumenthal, Frederic Clay,
Arthur Sullivan, Corney Grain, Henschel, Duvernoy,
Essipoff, Papini, and (last but not least) John Ella, from
whom there is a pile of interesting correspondence which
of itself would fill one of these volumes.

Actors—Sir Henry Irving, Johnston, and Norman Forbes

Robertson, Wallack, Joseph Jefferson, the Bancrofts, John
Hare, and Arthur Cecil (Arthur Blunt).
Of his intimate friends more particular notice will be

found in the course of this work
;
but none, I may say, were

more beloved by him than Sir John and Lady Constance

Leslie, and Mr. and Mrs. Perugini.
Nor must I pass over here the distinguished Spanish

artist Fortuny, for whom Millais had a great regard. They
met in Paris in 1867, and during his subsequent visits to

England Fortuny was always a welcome guest at Cromwell
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Place. In Rome, where he finally settled, his most intimate
friend was D'Epine, the famous sculptor, whose pathetic
letter announcing' his death discloses at once the character
of both the sculptor and his friend.

From UEpind.
"
Rome,

"
Sunday, NovcDibcr 2211d, 1874.

"My dear Millais,— I write quickly two words to tell

you that our poor friend and great artist Fortuny is dead !

It is like a brother I have lost! Since twelve years I used
to see him every day nearly.

" Last Sunday he was well. I passed all the day at his

studio, where he was showing to me his lovely studies from

Portia, near Naples, where he spent all the summer
;
and

to-dav he is cold !

"I write with tears in my eyes! What a loss for Art,

for his friends, for his family, for his country! It is a |)ublic

mourning-. Send a word to Leighton to tell him this sad

news. I have not the courage to tell you more.
" He died (in five days !)

from a perniciosa fever he took,

working in his garden. His doctor saw nothing, except

yesterday morning, when only qiniiine was given to him.

"Yesterday, at three, he shook hands with me, saying,
* My poor D'Epine, I feel I am lost !

' He died two hours

after !

" Now is orone one of the most extraordinary artists ot

this century
—the chief of a new school, a good friend, a

man full of life and hope.
"

I tear like a boy, writing these lines. I have been happy
enouofh to make his bust eighteen months ago ! I send a

photograph of it to you. You can send it to the Graphic
or lUtistrated Loudon Neivs if you wish. I authorise them
to publish it if they think proper. It is, I think, the only

portrait existing of him !

" Your friend,

"D'Epine."

Among Millais' distant friends were also Luder Barnay,
the famous actor in German opera, and Jan \an Beers, the
celebrated Belgian painter, from whom he received the follow-

ing letters. Barnay's missive being the first English letter he
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ever penned, it is not surprising to find in it some reminis-

cence of "
English as she is spoke." The letter is dated

June 17th, 1 88 1 :
—
Fi'07n Herr Lnder Barnay.

" Dear Friend and Great Artiste,— I have promised to

send our reperfoire.

June 23rd , 'Jules Cesar.'

„ 25th . ,

' Wolhlm Teli;

M 27th . . „ ,,

,, 30th . . 'Jules Cesar.'

"This were the first words in Enolish lanoruaee which I

read. I hope that the God of England you helpe to under-
stand it.

" Believe me,
-

.

" Dear friend,
" Your sincereli,

" Luder Barnay."

Fi^oni AI. Jafi van Beers.

"
10, Rue Delaroche, Passy, Paris.

" MoN CHER Maitre,—Je n'ai pas perdu pour attendre !

The engraving is very fine and artistic, and the d^dicace is

so kind and nice that I feel quite proud and happy to have
that sweet souvenir of you. There are plenty of painters,
but great poets in painting are extremely rare, and I consider

you as the great poet-painter of our time.
" So you see ivhy I am so happy with that engraving of

that Shakespearian picture, which tells the same tale as

Hamlet's famous scene of the graveyard.
" When you come to Paris I shall be delighted to expect

you in my new house, which will only be entirely finished

in November. I hear with great pleasure your health is

much better now.
" With many thanks and best wishes for your happiness,

believe me,
"
Respectfully yours,

"Jan van Beers.

"
I shall send you the little smiling lady ;

but as I have

only one small proof (I j^romised to Mr. Aird, our friend,

not to have the picture reproduced) I shall have it copied
for you."
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And now to friends at home who yet remain to be intro-

duced. Amonost them was a young artist named JopHng, a

man of considerable talent. He was extremely good-natured,
and blessed with a sunny temperament that infected all with

whom he came into contact. It was not long, therefore, after

their first meeting in 1854 that Millais and he became fast

friends, and when, in i860 and i86r, they were both living
in London, they saw a good deal of each other. Joseph
Jopling was at this time, and for many years afterwards,

employed in the Civil Department of the Horse Guards,

STUDIES OF FROGS, i860.

havino- entered the service at the aoe of seventeen. In this

he remained for over twenty years, eventually retiring with a

pension. It was only in his leisure that he studied painting,
and so hard did he work that he was elected a professional
member of the Institute of Painters in Water Colours, and
this durino- the time that he was doingf his work as a

Government official. He was a first-rate rifle shot, a member
of the Eno'lish ei^ht, and at Wimbledon in 1861 he won the

Queen's Prize as the best marksman of the year. It was his

success in this direction that Millais refers to in the following
letter :

—
To Mr. Joseph Joplin^^.

"
BOWERSWELL, PeRTH,

''July I2tk, 1861.

" My dear Jopling,
— I feel liound to confess myself in

error when I said you would come to
' no good,' and that

1 have not respected your wifle* qualities as I should have

done. My sincere congratulations, in which Mrs. M. begs
to join. I saw your chances in the competition increasing,

as I looked daily at the paper, but no more thought you
would get the prize than you did yourself.

"All yesterday I was out fishing with m\' two sisters-in-law

* Mr. Joplinj^'s R's were all \\"s.
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and a party, but with no success, it was so terribly stormy.
Do you think now of coming North ? If so, come soon—-

before I return. I am going to work at my pictures at once,
and was very glad to see my children again.

" Do you get a cup from the Queen, and ^260 ? What
a handsome centre-piece for Mrs, J, to smile upon during the

matrimonial dinner parties! Now you must get married to

an heiress. Don't lose time.
" Ever yours sincerelv,

"J. E. MiLLAIS.
" Don't forget Chapman and Hall in your prosperity. I

remember your hitting 'Aunt Sally' three times running at

Mike's [Michael Halliday's] long range.

"(Postscript by Mrs. Millais.) Best congratulations. If

vou come North we shall be very glad to see you. Yours

truly, E. M."

In 1873 Joseph Jopling married the lady whose work
and personality are now so well known in the Art world
of London. Millais saw her for the first time in November
of that year, and wrote at once from St. Mary's Tower :

—
"Dear Joe,

— I thought when I left you you were a 'gone
coon.' I think she is very charming, and some people will

say, a great deal too good for you. ..."
For many years after that Mr. and Mrs. Jopling were

constant visitors at Cromwell Place and Palace Gate, and

many were the pleasant evenings we had when Joe and his

clever wife dined with us en faviille.
In 1874 came another letter to Jopling, inviting him to

Scotland, where Millais was then painting "Over the Hills

and Far Away."
To the same.

"Erigmore, Birnam, Perthshire,
"
September, 1 874.

" Dear Joe,
— I am working now so hard that I am never

at home. My place of work is four miles away, and I am
working at other things outside. All the children, except

George, have gone South
;

but we have still plenty of

young people here, as my brother is with us, and his wife,

three children, and servants, Mr. and Mrs. Gray, etc., etc.

George, who is here, caught a beautiful clean salnion yester-



IITS FRIENDS 429

day, of 20J lbs. He is going to prepare for Cambridge, and
after that the Bar.

"It has l)een very hard for ine to work, with everyone
about me idle, but now I must buckle to in earnest.

" My wife manages all arrangements of visitors, so she

appends directions. We have had Sir W. Harcourt and

James here, and I dined at Lord J. Manners', and met
Disraeli, who is charming. Plenty of game here, and a good
billiard-table, which we squabble over. Give my regards
to your wife, and kind remenibrances to Sir C. and Lady
Lindsay, whom I would come over and sec if it wasn't such
a tiresome journey.

" Yours very sincerely,

"J. E. MiLLAIS."

In 1879 Millais painted a portrait of Mrs, Jopling
—one

of the finest that ever came from his brush. It was most

favourably noticed in the Press, and to that circumstance

may perhaps be attributed the following letter to the artist

from a stranger
—one Mr. George R. :

— "
Sir,— May I

trouble you to tell me if you could undertake to paint two
likenesses from the enclosed photographs } I should like

them done in oil-paint, on copper, if you recommend that

style. I have some others done in that way. I should be

glad to know your charge for the same. The portraits would
have to be painted entirely from the photographs, as it

would not be convenient for us otherwise, and I mav also

state that having a large family to bring up, I hope the

expense will not be very great."
What Millais thought of this may be gathered from his

letter to Mr. Jopling, who, it must be added, was at that

time laid up with an ailment affecting his legs.

To Air, Jopling.
"

2, Palace Gate, Kensington,

"/iffy 22nd, 1880.

" Dear Joe,
— I have just recommended your wife, in

answer to the enclosed [the letter from Mr. George R.],
so if you hear from the writer you will understand. What
maniacs there are in the w^orld !

"
I hope, old boy, you will be soon about again. I shall be

working on here for some time yet. Got your letter last
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nioht. Had already read poetry in IVoj'/d [some lines on
Mrs. Joplino-'s portrait, entitled 'A Portrait by Millais'], and
did not quite understand. Lunch is announced, so I must

g"o. This only to show that I ani not insensible to your
poor legs.

" Yours sincerely,

"J. E. .AIlLLAIS."

In the following- year Mr. Jopling's health unfortunately
gave way so far as to incapacitate him from serious work as

an artist. Some lighter occupation must therefore be found
for him, and mainly through Millais' instrumentality this was
secured in the Fine Arts Society. As soon as Jopling had
obtained the post he organised a small exhibition of Millais'

paintings, which was held in the Bond Street rooms in 1881.

In connection with this Millais wrote :
—

' "

- To Mr. Jopling.

"
2, Palace Gate, Kensington,

''March ^tli, 188 1.

" Dear Joe,
— I have a great objection to the introduction

of other works of mine into the exhibition, unless it is

positively necessary. I will write to Mr. Graham myself,
rather than ' The Vale of Rest

'

should leave
;
and ' New-

laid Eggs
'

must not be put into the Gallery. Time enough
if another set of my works be shown. I cannot say when I

can begin Tennyson [a portrait of Tennyson that he was
commissioned to paint], I am so fully occupied. I cannot

scamp work, and unless I can do justice to the subject, I am
not going to undertake anything new. The public would be
the first to cry out against me.

" Lord Beaconsfield comes on Tuesday and Wednesday,
and I have promised Sir H. Thompson to begin without loss

of time. I don't want to hear what old X says or thinks

of my work. He has got up one unsuccessful Art Exhibition
after another, and I daresay is growling, albeit he has done

good service at
" Yours sincerely,

"J. E. Millais.
"

I am very tired and want quiet."
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The following letters to Mrs. Joplino- are characteristic.
In June, 1881, she lost her eldest son, Percy Romer, and in

December, 1889, her husband was also taken from her.

To Mrs. Jopliug.

"
2, Palace Gate, Kexsinhton,

'\Jii)tc St//, iSSr.

" Dear Mrs. Jopling,
—Sophy tells me you would like a

line from me. What to say, more than that you have been
in mv thouofhts ?

"When George [Millais' second son] died, I felt grateful
for my work. Get you as soon as possible to your easel, as

the surest means not to forget, but to occupy your mind

w^holesomely and even happily.
" Yours affectionately,

"
John Millais."

Another artist who was frequently at Cornwall Place was

Henry O'Neil, a.r.a., an intimate friend of both Millais and

Phillip, and a painter of pictures that seldom failed to catch

the fancy of the public. He was a martyr to gout and some-

what choleric, but withal a most kind-hearted man. A
philanthropist, too, in his way—one of the Old Club type

—
and not without some pretension as a poet. Indeed, much
of his leisure time must have been spent in the writing of

verses
;
for he was constantly sending them to Millais or his

wife with a quaint little note, such as this :
—"

I send you my
latest song

— I hope not the worst. I get yearly the first

primrose from a maiden aged seventy, whom tor thirty years
I have reverenced on account of her filial duty. Don't be

angry with me for not calling. I have not put a shoe on for

months." This note is dated March. 1S76. and the tender

sentiment of the song enclosed in it strongly aj)peals to me
for admission. But I must limit myself to but two specimens
of O'N oil's muse.

In quite another vein is the following
" Refiection," with

which he writes :
— "

I have had another note from P'roude

anent Mary Stuart's last words. He thinks I have not made
her defiant. I never yet heard of defiance on the bed ot

I.— 28
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death. In the picture I am painting of Mary at Loch Leven,.
there shall be no want of defiance."

A REFLECTION.
" In Youth, I wandered over Westbourne Plam,

And fed my eye on buttercups and daisies.

In Age, I wander on the path again :

Daisies and buttercups are gone to blazes,

And, in their stead, I see a beastly lot

Of stucco villas built upon the spot.

" Thus marches '

Progress
'— ever to destroy

(From what is called 'Necessity') all things
That from their very nature gave us joy.
And the said cursed '

Progress
'

never brings
The pleasure which, once felt, can come no more.

'Tis easy to destroy. But—how restore?"

O'Neil was fond of cards, in which Millais occasionally-

joined him at the Garrick Club. He refers to this in an

amusing- squib on sprats, from which I subjoin a few stanzas,.

SPRATS.
" A wealthy man prefers a Severn Salmon

;

The poor man is content with humble Sprats.
To one, aught but Champagne is simply gammon ;

The other is content with Barclay's vats.

Except that one is cheap and t'other dear,

What special virtue has Champagne o'er Beer?

" In my young days two guineas I have spent
On models— to produce a priceless gem.

To gilder's hands another guinea went.

I looked to connoisseurs for gain. Drat them !

For when I 'd done the utmost I could do,

I sold my priceless gem for two pounds tv\o.

"
That, as the Proverb says, may be as bad
As bailing herring just to catch a sprat ;

But in the ])rocess there was nothing bad :

I lost a guinea, and don't care for that.

Making a fortune has not been my forte,

And men must pay a trifle for their sport.

" Poor I have been, and poor shall ever be,

Whilst ATillais plays with me at
'

Fifteen two.''

Champagne and Hock have little charm for me,
Nor Bass, nor Barclay can my stomach woo

;.

So I rely on Leotia's whiskey dairies.

And tone their potencc by Apollinaris.
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"
St. Peter was a fisherman, 'tis said,

And no doubt fond of fish ; but yet the Sprat

Judaea's lakes tried not, nor Sea called
' Dead.'

I think there 's something to be made of that
;

For when I 'm dead, with Peter I '11 be even,

And, with a Sprat for fee, sneak into Heaven."

Fred Walker, the famous artist (now, alas, no more), was
also a most intimate friend of Millais, and beloved by all the

family ;
as well he might be, for he was the very soul of

goodness and human sympathy. Unhappih" for himself, he
was so sensitive that an adverse word from the critics would
crush him to the ground. In my father's estimation he was
the finest water-colour painter of the century, a genius of

the highest order, intensely alive to the poetry of Nature,
and supreme in his power of expressing it

;
and now that

he is gone the whole world seems disposed to share this

sentiment. His favourite amusement was fishing, and

during the seventies, when he was a frequent visitor at

Perth, this was his great delight. It was at Stobhall that,

under my father's guidance, he first became acquainted
with the salmon

;
and a bad time he had of it upon one

occasion. While fishino- off a rock, he o-ot hold of a real

biof one, and was so wildlv excited that he fell head over
ears into the water, and would probably have been drowned
but for a timely rescue. My aunt, Mrs. Stibbard, has a

delightful drawing by him, illustrating "The Temptation of

St. Anthony W^alker."

Again, when deep-dea fishing at St. Andrews, he had a

narrow escape from drowning. He was in a boat with

Millais and his family, and about two miles from the shore,

when a gale suddenly sprang up and drifted them towards

dangerous rocks. Having no sail, their only chance of

escape was to pull for their lives through these two miles

of raoino- sea
;
and thev did it, thouoh the hard work took

the skin oft poor Walker's hands, and he was quite ex-

hausted when they reached the harbour. Habitually nervous

as he was, on this occasion he never for a monient lost his

self-possession.
Then there was Owen, simplest of men and most learned

of comparative anatomists—"dear old Owen," as we used

to call him, and rio-htlv so, for he was a friend of the whole

family, and his kindness to the younger members could

hardly have been greater if they had been his own children.
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Many a time did he take my brothers and nnself to the

h\g museum in Bloomsbury, and discourse to us on subjects
that caught our fancy, making even dry old bones Hve

again under the spell of his marvellous revelations. In

his own house, too, at Richmond, he made us heartily
welcome whenever we chose to go. It was after one of

our visits there that this charming letter of his was sent to

my mother :
—

F]'oni Professor Oivcu.

. 4 "Sheen Lodge, Richmond Park, S.W.,

. .-..-, ''December 22iid, 1869.

" Dear Mrs. Millais,—To whom can one open one's heart

but to the young and guileless '^ At least in my den here,
where I study so many and such varieties of natures,

affected by time and the battle of life. Ah ! it will come

quite soon enough upon them, the dear lads !

"
Well, I 'm glad they felt that I wanted to make their

visit profitable. But they nutst be up in their
' Seven

Wonders
'

when they next put in an appearance.
" We have had our share of weather damage, and

Caroline is now laid up with her cold
;

but I must have
laid such a healthy layer of

'

epithelial scales
'"

on my bron-

chial tubes in Egypt that I repelled the first attack of frost

speedily.
" With every good wish to Millais and yourself and all

those about your Christmas hearth,

"I remain, always truly yours,

"Richard Owen,"

And finally Browning, musician and poet
— "the most

unpopular ])oet that ever was," as he describes himself in

one of his letters, and yet a singer of so high a merit that

a special cult is now devoted to the study and dissemination

of his works. It was early in 1862—shortly after the death

of his wife (Elizabeth Barrett Browning)— that Millais and
he first came together ; and, as might be expected of two
such congenial spirits, their acquaintance speedily ripened
into a firm and lasting friendship.



MRS. IIKUC.II. 1S72

By /icniiission of Mr. J. Orrock
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The: two following letters will, I think, be read with interest

now that both the writer and those whom he addressed have

passed away for ever. Browning's views on the art of

poetry, as expressed in the first of these letters, were called

forth bv a letter from mv mother, who submitted for his

opinion and advice a poem by a young friend of hers, who
had some thought of a literary career. The second letter,

too, demands a word of explanation. Browning's son, Penn,

having determined to follow Art as a profession, my father,

who took great interest in the boy, gave him all the help in

his power, and (I trust I am betraying no secret in saying
this) considerably improved his first picture.

From Robert Brownino:.

"
19, Warwick Crescent,

" Upper Westbourne Terrace,
"'

Janiiaiy "jtli. 1867.

" Dear Mrs. Millars,— I hardlv know what to advise
about the poems. All depends on the state of development
in which the writer's mind may be

; because, if these pieces
were ultimates, so to speak, and the productions of maturity,
one would have to say that in Poetry, by ancient prescript,

only the best is bearable, and these are not best in any salient

point of originality, thought, or expression. On the other

hand, if they are the beginnings, really and triiK . of the

author, I could hope for a good deal in the ^\\<X from the very
imperfections of what is given here. There is a distinct

conception in each piece
—something the writer had in mind

to say before beginning
—and the working-out of the same

has been a matter of less importance. There is not the

usual using 2tp of the effect produced by a sympathy with

somebody else's poetry, which people suppose to be a spon-
taneous effect of their own minds, and treat accordingly.
Above all, there is not the usual singmcr away till, perad-
venture, some thought or other turn up in the course of it

;

that is, the thought suggests the tune, not the tune the

thought. But there is hardly more than the impulse toward
the right direction, I think—not any so positive excellence as

to make one cry that the mark is hit, unless, perhaps, in some
of the capital verses for children,

' The Baby House,' for

instance.
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"All this means only that I am certain that the writer is

too poetically-minded a person (let the worst come to the

worst) to be consigned to any rank below that of the strivers

after the best
;
and those who only want to be better than

this, or no worse than that of the hundreds of rhyme -makers

'going-,' might honestly be complimented on the prettiness of

such a performance. But wherever there is a chance of

getting a bird of the true sort, one finds the heart to say,
* Don't twitter, though all the sparrows do, but sing,' since

such things happen sometimes, and then we get a lark or a

nightingale, or even an owl, which last is by no means to be

despised. Moreover, you here have the opinion of the most

unpopular poet that ever was, and so will be sure not to

mind too much the sour sayings of the like of him ! If the

writer continues to feel and think as earnestly as now, and
lets the feeling and thought take the words and music they

immediately suggest, just as if the experiment of expression
were beino" tried for the first time, not nefjlectino- meanwhile
the mechanical helps to this in the way of proper studies both

of Nature and Art, as weJJ as the secret of the effectiveness

of whatever poetry docs affect the said author (not repeating
nor copying those 'effects,' but finding out, I mean, why
they prove to be effects, and so learning how to become

similarly effective), I don't see why success might not be

hoped for
;
and then it is success worth getting.

"There, my dear Mrs. Millais! Could one but help any-

body never so infinitesimally ! I give true good wishes to the

author, in any case. «
Very faithfully yours,

' '• - "Robert BrowxMng."

•
. -

, From the same.

-
'

"19, W^vuwRK Crescent,

''May loth, 1878.

" Mv BKEOVEi) Millais,—You will be gladdened in the

kind heart of you to learn that Penn's picture has been bought

by Mr. Fielder—a perfect stranger to both of us. You
know what your share has been in his success, and it cannot

but do a world of good to a voung fellow whose fault was
never that of being insensible to an obligation.

"
J{ver affectionately yours,

" Robert Browning."



MRS. JOPLIXG. 1879

By ficriiiissipn oj Mrs. Jogling-Rowe





RECOLLECTIONS 443

Browning, needless to say, was always a welcome guest at

Palace Gate, and when the occasion called for it no one

enjoyed more than he any bit of nonsense that might arise.

One eveninof after dinner the guests amused themselves bv

trying who could get the most words into a given space with

some old stumps of pens that Millais had cast aside as

useless, when Browning produced the following as the re-

sult of his effort :
—

"
I sprang to the stirrup, and Joris and he ;

I galloped, Dirck galloped, we galloped all three.
'

God-speed !

'

cried the gate as the gate-bolts undrew,
'

Speed I

' echoed the wall to us, galloping through.
Then the {illegible)

As into the midnight we galloped abreast

"Robert Browxixc, y}^;/^ 4/"//, 18S2."

And here, I think, may be fitly introduced a paper by
Mrs. Jopling

—now Mrs. Jopling-Rowe
—which, with her

habitual kindness and consideration, she has sent me as

a contribution to this work. It is entitled—

"RECOLLECTIONS OF SIR JOHN MILLAIS.

" The first time I saw^ John Everett Millais was at one
of the pi'ivate views of the old masters at Burlington House.
I was walking with a mutual friend.

' Here comes jMillais.'

he said. You can imagine my excitement. I stared with

all my eyes. My friend said,
' Good show of old masters 1

'

* Old masters be bothered ! I prefer looking at the young
mistresses!' said Millais, with a humorous glance at me
as he walked ofT. My companion roared with laughter.
'There is only Johnny Millais who would dare to make a

remark like that !

'

"
I remember his telling me an incident that happened

to himself. He was dining out, and, of course, sitting next

the hostess. On his right was a charming Society woman,
who evidently had not caught his name when he was intro-

duced to her, for she presently, during a pause, started the

usual subject of conversation in May—the Academy.
'

Isn't

Millais too dreadful this vear ?
' And then, seeinof the

agonised contortions on her hostess's countenance, she said,
'

Oh, do tell me what I 've done. Look at Mrs. 's face !

I must have said or done something terrible.' 'Well,'

laughed Millais, 'you really have, you know.' 'Oh, please,
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tell me.' '

Better nerve yourself to he^ir. Drink this glass
of sherry first.' 'Yes, yes; now what is it?' For answer
Millais said nothing, but, looking at her, pointed solemnly
to himself. When it dawned upon her who her neighbour
was, she was spared any confusion by Millais' hearty laughter
at her iual-a-propos speech.

" Millais was godfather to my boy, and Sir Coutts Lind-

say was the other one. We had registered the infant as
' Everett Millais Lindsay.' I was not present at the

christening, but when he and my husband came back to

the house, he said to me,
' Look here, Mrs. Joe, we have

called the boy
'

Lindsay Millais.' It will be so much nicer

when he is in love, for his girl to call him Lindsay. Lindsay
is so much softer than Everett, don't you think so ?

'

I

only thought it was like the modest delicacy of the man, who
hated, even in a tritie like this, to be prominently put before

anyone else.
" For many years he came every year to criticise the work

we were sendino- in to the Academv, and no man in the

world has ever given such frank, truthful, and kindly
criticism.

'

Yes, yes, very good ; but
' And the '

but
'

was invaluable. Then it was,
' Haven't you oot anv more

work '^. I like to see lots, you know !

'

"
hi the same way he accepted criticism on his own work—

frankly, heartily, and gratefully.
' Oh ! a fresh eye is the

thing. Now, tell me, is there anything else you see ?
'

"Ah, what a o-enius—what a man! And what deliohtful

moments were those spent on Sunday morning in his

studio, when he welcomed anv artistic friend. After talkino-

pictures, he would always say,
'

Well, what's the news }
'

He loved to hear news of his friends
; and, unlike most

traffickers of news, he never said or thought an ill-natured

thing of any living soul.
' He always recognised the good

points of his friends as he would the beauties ot Nature.
" When he made a joke one saw it coming in the humorous

twinkle his eve grave forth, as when he said to me when
he was painting my portrait,

'

Ah, my godson ! I never

gave him a cup at his christening, so I '11 give hini the

"mug" of his mother now.'
" He painted my portrait in the extraordinary short time

of five sittings. In his generous way he wished to divide

the credit. 'Ah, it takes a good sitter to make a good
portrait. If you had not sat so well, I shouldn't have made
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such a Q-Qod thinq- of it, but
'—then he would laugh

— '

I

nearly killed you, you know !

'

Eor the five consecutive

days' standing had really knocked me up.

"The Princess of Wales said to him once, whilst looking
at several pictures in his studio,

'

I wonder you can bear

to part with them, Mr. Millais.'
'

Oh, ma'am,' answered

Millais, 'when I finish a picture, I am just like a hen having
laid an c^^g ;

I cry, "Come and take it away! come and
take it away!" And then I start upon another picture.'

" The Royal Family were most sympathetic to him in his

last illness. I remember coming away from seeing him one

day, after having had a one-sided conversation with him— I

talking and he responding on the slate he had to use when
his voice failed him. A thought struck me that it seemed a

pity to erase the last sayings of so rare a being. I was due
at a sale of work at the Royal School of Art Needlework,
and at Princess Christian's stall I looked about for an

appropriate note-book, which might in after days be held

precious to those (and there were many) who loved John
Millais. On making my want known to the Princess, she

immediately said,
' Oh ! let ;;ie give it him. I should like to

so much !

'

I asked her to write her name in it, which she

immediately did, and I took it back to the dear patient.
"He was most true in his appreciation of other men's work,

and preferred that which was very highly finished. I think

he bought an example of Tito Contis simply for the reason of

its hioh finish. He was a oreat admirer of Mr. Marcus
Stone's work. 1 never once heard him disparage another

man's work. If he had nothing good to sav about it, he said

nothing. He was always delighted to come across anyone
who had a love of Art. Even young children or rank out-

siders he would notice. After a visit from them, he would

say,
' Ah ! I noticed So-and-so had quite intelligent views

about Art. He must be fond of pictures.'
" His power of aptly illustrating his meaning was unsur-

passed. \\lien I started my School of Art I consulted with Sir

John about it, and asked his opinion as to whether it would be

a good thing to teach by 'demonstration,' /.e., to paint a

head from the model in one sitting before the pupils. 'Why
of course,' said Millais, 'that is the best way. If I wanted
to teach a man how to play billiards, I wouldn't correct each
stroke he made

;
I would take the cue myself and show him

how to hit the ball.' "
L. JorLiXG-RowE."
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A little reminiscence of sport a la Frangaise may fitly

conclude this desultory chapter. In the early seventies
Millais and his wife were staying with Baron Marochetti at

his place, the Chateau de \^aux, near Passy
—a fine old castle

in admirable preservation that recalled, as my mother used to

say,
" Four grey walls and four grey towers overlooking a

space of fiowers." Knowing Millais' love of sport, the Baron

got up a shooting-party for him, aided by his eldest son,

Maurice, now the Italian Ambassador to Russia.

Early in the morning the whole house was awakened with
the tootling of horns and the barking of dogs ;

and greatly
amused were the guests wheiT, on going to the windows, they
discovered the meaning of this excitement. It was all in

honour of " Brer Rabbit.'' Ferrets had already paid him a

visit, and now he was to be waited on by the owner of the
castle and his Iriends, who were at that moment assembled
in the courtyard, attired in gorgeous Lincoln-green coats,

high boots with ^assels, slouch hats with feathers, and every
man of them with a huge curlv horn sluno- on his back, to

say nothing of a cartridge-belt and a gun.
At the appointed time, when everyone was down and had

breakfasted, the party adjourned to the scene of action. Each

sportsman was provided with a kitchen chair at the position

favorable, and there he sat and awaited his prey. Then
bang went the gun, and if successful the gunner proclaimed
the fact by a performance on his horn. Such is (or was)
"sport," as translated into French. Vive la chassel

END OF vol.. I.
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