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life has given me I remain at heart a peasant
still.”

As Professor Herkomer used these striking
words I looked over to the other side of the
studio, where there wcs a large panel framing
three pictures of craftsmen in their working
clothes. They are Professor Herkomer’s
portraits of his father and uncles, who, being
installed by him at Bushey, had assisted in
the building of Lululaund.

“There is no doubt that this hereditary
influence counts for much. The other day
a lady was sitting to me for her portrait, and
as I painted I put my view of life. ‘But,’
she objected, ‘some of us really can’t work.
Our ancestors for generations have done
nothing but play. And as we have to get
through our lives somehow, so we must play
too.” I thought she put the matter from her
point of view very well.”

Professor Herkomer cannot speak of his
father and mother without suggesting the
reverent love he bore them. It has been
my religion,” he declares. For one thing,
never did parents more keenly sympathize
with a son’s ambition. As a boy Hubert
Herkomer showed talent for both music
and art—whilst the mother favoured the
former as her son’s vocation, the father
strongly preferred the latter. The worldly
circumstances of the family did not ren-
der it likely that the boy would be able
to qualify himself for either. When he
was only two years old his parents had re-
solved to escape from the social distress in
which Bavaria was plunged, after the failure
of the revolutionary movement of 1848, by
emigration to the United States. But
America proved to them a land of broken
promises. They recrossed the Atlantic in
1857, and arrived at Southampton as poor
as when they had left their native village six
years before. Their port of arrival became
their home, a small and precarious income
being obtained in Southampton by his father’s
irregular employment as a joiner and carver,
and his mother giving lessons in music. For
a long time their joint earnings did not
average more than 3os. a week. In these
circumstances it is not surprising that
practical people strongly advised them to put
their son to some trade or business, instead
of encouraging his artistic ambition. :

“Some friends pressed my parents to let
me enter the Ordnance Survey office in the
town, where I would be sure to rise soon,
and where my future would be secured, as
pensions always followed after thirty or forty
years’ service. - Thirty or forty years! It
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would be a comfort to think of, and would
relicve my parents, once for all, of anxieties
for my future. Thus argued our friends.
But my father’s answer was short and almost
fierce. ¢No,” he said, ‘my son shall be a
free artist, and not a slave.””

Having taken this resolution, the father
did everything in his power, by his own
effort and self-denial, to enable his son to
obtain the necessary training. As a begin-
ning, Hubert, when thirteen years old, was
sent to the Southampton Art School in con-
nection with South Kensington, which he
attended three times a week.

“It was a great excitement,” says Pro-
fessor Herkomer, “though not unmixed
with disappointment, for I was set to copy
those stupid outlines of casts, and the master
was a man whose sole remark by way of
criticism seemed to be, ¢ Yes, that’s all look-
ing very nice.” He was one of the first batch
of masters sent out by the Science and Art
Department, and was indeed a poor creature.”

Professor Herkomer tells many an anec-
dote of his early struggles in illustration of
his father’s splendid character. When he
was about seventeen his father was fortunate
enough to obtain a commission for some
wood-carving from models at Munich. He
took his son with him in order that he might
attend the Munich Art Schools, but even there
the lad was only allowed to draw from casts.

“I longed to draw from the human
figure,” says Professor Herkomer, “and it was
my good father who first sat to me for such
study. We rose at six o’clock every morning,
we then washed in cold water all over, and
whilst I dressed my father made the fire in
the stove and put the water on to boil
During that time my father remainded un-
dressed, and in the intervals of his domestic
work posed for me. When the water boiled
it was time to lay aside the sketch, but to be
renewed the next morning.”

A year or so later in Southampton this
kindest of fathers became Herkomer’s model
in his first drawings for the Press. A new
comic paper was started in London, and, on
the recommendation of a journalistic friend,
Herkomer was engaged to supply a weekly
cartoon for £2 apiece. “I did cartoons,”
he recalls, “for ¢ Death and Folly Feeding
War,” ‘Bradlaugh Besmearing a Figure of
Truth,” and several connected with the fall
of Queen Isabella of Spain. As my father
sat for the Pope, for Nemesis, for Bradlaugh,
in fact, for all the figures, the editor
complained that my figures looked ‘too
German.’”
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Australians, Japs, and even an Indian Prince.
One of the most striking things is the in-
creasing proportion of ladies, which it is
difficult to fully account for. I often do my
best to discourage them from entering upon
art as a career, but it is not of much use.”

Professor Herkomer’s private secretary
enters the studio to consult him as to a tele-
graphic appointment with a sitter,” which
had apparently been overlooked. The in-
cident was suggestive of the pressing calls to
which Professor Herkomer is subject as a
portrait-painter. ‘They come not alone from
English people. He has twice visited the
United States, and in the country of his
birth his fame is as great as in that of his
adoption.

“So many requests have come from my
German friends,” he tells me, “that I have at
last decided to spend a month or two in
Berlin, taking a studio and devoting myself
during that time to portrait-painting. My
visit will coincide with the holding of an
exhibition in Berlin, at which there is to be
a representative collection of my works, both
subject-pictures and portraits, in oils and
water-colour as well as in enamel. Iam a
citizen, you know, of both England and
Germany.”

‘“ But how can that be?”

“Well, at the outset I became a naturalized
British subject. But I became a German
subject again in 1888, in order that my
marriage with my present wife might be

legal, which, of course, it was not, according
to that stupid law about a deceased wife's
sister peculiar to England. My wedding,
you know, took place in Germany-—in the
tower at Landsberg, in fact, which I erected
to my mother’s memory. Naturally, I sup-
posed that I had thereby lost my English
citizenship. But on consulting an eminent
Q.C. I was very pleased to find that this was
not so, and I obtained a special certificate of
naturalization. So, you see, I am an English-
man in England and a German in Germany.”

Let me add, however, that Professor
Herkomer’s English, in its fluency and
purity, is as to the manner born, albeit he
occasionally introduces into his conversation
illustrative German phrases. It is as an
English artist that honours have been con-
ferred upon him by several European coun-
tries ; and although he has found many
subjects in his native Bavaria, such as
“ After the Toil of the Day,” which was his
first contribution to the Royal Academy, his
most successful pictures have undoubtedly
been of English scenes and English people.

“Will you have my carriage to the
station ?” Professor Herkomer inquires as
I rise to go. But I decline his courteous
offer, for it is but a mile’s walk along a
moonlit road, through crisp, country air
which helps to explain the exuberant energy
that, on reflection, is the most abiding
impression I carry away from Lululaund
concerning its master-builder.




