The Yates
Family

In this book | have had access to the
letters and journals of Fred, Emily and Mary
Yates.

They make fascinating reading, not only for
their illumination of some lesser known pat-
terns in the art of their day, but also as a
window - especially in the case of Mary’s
writings, into a unique vision and life,
centered in the English Lake District in the
early years of the last Century.

These extracts are from their own writings,
and other sources.

They are arranged as far as possible,

in order to let them tell the story
in their own words.

John Hodkinson, Hart Head Cottage, Easter 2002.
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Fred Yates

Fred Yates in an original Autochrome photograph.

Apart from a few short
biographical entries and
citations, little yet has been
published about Fred Yates.

The simple chronology known
is as follows:

He was born in 1854, in Southampton
and lived for a while in Liverpool.
Around 1881, he went with his parents
to America, becoming a professional
artist shortly afterwards. He had two
periods of study in Paris, with Leon
Joseph Florentin Bonatt, 1833 — 1922,
a well known portrait and historical
painter. Also, with Adolph William
Bouguereau, 1825 — 1905, a painter
with a similarity of spirit to the Pre-
Raphaelite Brotherhood, and known
for pictures on themes from classical
mythology, the Bible, and contemporary
life.

Returning to the USA, he married on
the last day of 1887, Emily Powers
Chapman, a pianist and teacher whom
he met whilst teaching in San Raphael,
California. From 1890, they made their
home in England, and their daughter
Mary was born in 1891 in Chislehurst.

After travelling in America, Japan,

and the Far East, he began showing

at the Royal Academy, eventually show-
ing twenty works. Also at the Pastel
Society, the New English Art Club, the
New Gallery, and the Walker Gallery.

Following a commission to paint Charlotte Mason, the founder of the Parents National Educational
Union, at Ambleside, he settled in the Lake District in 1902. Portrait work continued in his London
studio, and on further visits to the USA. He was a founder member of the Lake Artists Society in
1904. Squire Le Fleming built their house in Rydal, on a site picked by Fred and Mary.

Fred Yates’ other sitters include Sir Henry Wood and Woodrow Wilson, whom he met on Pelter
Bridge. He became a firm friend of Wilson and was later a guest at The White House on Wilson’s
inauguration as President. He died in 1919. His wife Emily died in 1941.



Mary, his daughter was also a talented artist. She later exhibited at the Royal Academy, and the
Royal Scottish Academy between 1918 and 1924, and was a regular exhibitor at the Pastel Society,
and the Lake Artists Society, and lived on in Rydal until her death in 1974.

A large exhibition of his work was held at the Abbot Hall Art Gallery, Kendal, in 1975, along with
that of his daughter, Mary Yates.

Beyond this bald chronology, Fred Yates was clearly a likeable and charismatic personality, which
must have been a great asset in his career as a portrait painter. In the 1870’s and 1880’s the painting
of portraits was a very competitive business with many artists at work in this field.

The arrival of the photograph had not yet had an impact upon the necessity of the painted or drawn
portrait as an essential credential of the social elite. Yates’ background with Bonatt and Bouguereau
clearly underpinned his skills, and his many portraits, in oils and pastels, show this. They are skilled
and well-crafted likenesses, but the best of them bear real insight into the character and personality
of the sitter. His obituary in the Times refers to his interest in this aspect of the portrait.

There is more to Fred Yates though, than the successful portrait painter. He also painted many
landscapes and was very much a man of his times. His other interests in painting reflect the

currents that were flowing through contemporary art in these times. He had a particular interest in the
paintings of the Barbizon School and especially in Jean Francois Millet (1814 — 1875), and lectured
widely on this artist. These painters of the Barbizon School were the early stirrings of the ideas and
attitudes, which lead through Impressionism and on to painting in the 20th Century. All too often

we tend to divide painting coldly, into discrete chunks, labelled by movements like crude university
modules, rather than seeing it as the continuum which it really is, driven above all by people and
their relationships.

In this respect, Fred Yates is in an interesting position. In training and professional life, he links

with the academic traditions of the century, the Salon, the Royal Academy, and with the patterns

of change. He also shares in the social concerns, technical innovations and shifts in ideas and
values, which overlapped and led through from the painters of the Barbizon with whom he had been
aquainted as a student, through to Impressionism and beyond.

Another artist, twenty years Yates senior, and also with American connections and who has tended
to be seen as outside the definable movements, was James McNeil Whistler. He straddled the
academic tradition and the changing currents of the time, embracing the aesthetics of Japan. He
declared an ‘Art for Art’s sake’, forming a link between Victorian narrative, and painting in a modern
context, abstract arrangements of form and colour, a painting which could leave simple description
behind and explore states of mind.

In France, the politics of painting were sharply dividing. In the ‘comic book history of art’, seen panel
by panel as it were, the uncompromising conservatism of the Salon eventually led to the breakaway
of the Salon de Refuses in 1863, and then on to Impressionism, Post Impressionism, Cubism and
the rest of modern art.

In The Hague though, these divisions were not so deeply etched. By 1870 it had become a centre
for a group of younger painters, who shared much of the attitudes of the painters of the Barbizon,
but who did not have the same problems of rejection as had the French painters of the Salon de
Refuses.

This Barbizon influenced art had been popularised in The Hague by a branch of the Paris dealer
Goupil, and by the dealer H. J. Van Wisselingh. Prominent among this group of painters were the
brothers Jacob and Matthijs Maris. Matthijs Maris (1838 — 1917) was a quiet man who gradually

moved towards a visionary and dreamlike quality in his painting. He settled in London in 1872.
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One of his few friends was Craibe Angus, an English dealer who set up in Glasgow in 1874 and
introduced this work of the Hague School to Scotland where it became very popular. William Burrell
was an early collector of Maris’ work, (over fifty works.) In turn, this work became an important
influence on the Glasgow Boys in the early years of the 20th Century.

In 1887, the daughter of Craibe Angus married E. J. Van Wisselingh (the son of H. J. Van
Wisselingh,) who ran a London gallery. He, in turn eventually represented Fred Yates. Matthijs Maris
became a good friend also of Fred Yates. Despite the popularity of his work, Matthijs Maris ended
up in reduced circumstances, and was cared for by Mrs Van Wisselingh (nee’ Angus) until his death
in 1907.

Such artistic ‘trade routes’ can be seen in a glance at other well-known British painters of the period.
Sir George Clausen, two years older than Fred Yates also travelled in the Low Countries, and worked
under Bouguereau. He once was described in his early years as “a very clever Dutch painter”

He was an admirer of Bastien-Lepage and was a founding member of the New English Art Club,
itself a response to the conservatism of the Royal Academy. He has been described as a kind of
‘English impressionist”. W. R. Sickert, six years younger than Yates, attached himself to Whistler as
apprentice and etching assistant. He met Degas in 1883 and subsequently became a close friend.
He is another painter who does not easily fit into a neat category, but he remained connected to

a form of impressionist point of view. Subsequent ‘trade winds’ are perhaps beyond the scope of
these short notes.

A glance at Fred Yates work demonstrates the traces of these winds, which cover the continents as
clearly as his work. We see skilful technique and the legacy of tradition. We also see vigour and
broadness of handling paint, a relish for handling the “luscious stuff”, as Fred once put it, the way it
wrinkles and smears. Paintings first need to be experienced the way a painter does, close up, from
the inside. Let the subject go, engage with the paint, the marks. The generosity of spirit and the
one-ness with the work necessary to the maker come in this way. To feel this is, | believe, to feel
something of the point of view of the artist, and in this case, Fred Yates in particular, who believed in
a sensual and essentially physical approach to the handling of paint, and the importance of allowing
feelings and emotion to drive the act of painting as much as intellect and psychological insight.
Content can come afterwards, with reflection — and eventually, contentment.

“I hope you will go on working — just as your finest self dictates, but everlastingly
experimental, throwing out your energy like a volcano throws out fire, and again
throwing out your love like a bird singing.”

(From a letter from Fred Yates to Mary Yates, dated 25th November 1912.)

From notes for an the Exhibition at the Armitt Museum, Ambleside, November 2001 to February
2002. John Hodkinson, Hart Head Cofttage, September, 2001.



PORTRAIT OF AN ARTIST

Today Fred Yates is not a well known figure but in his own time he was a famous Portrait painter
whose clients included the composer Sir Henry Wood, President Woodrow Wilson and JH Badley
of Bedales School He painted about 2,000 portraits, now mainly to be found in private homes,
scattered throughout the world. His landscape paintings were also much admired and articles
appeared in The Studio magazine praising this modern romantic artist

In 1901, Fred Yates came to live at Rydal near Ambleside. Here among the mountains he found
inspiration, friendship, laughter and tranquillity.

In the early 1870s, Fred Yates was working in an office in Basingstoke, Hampshire. For an aspiring
artist this must have been dull and tedious work. Not surprisingly when his parents announced they
were emigrating to America Fred decided to go with them.

On arrival in the United States the Yates family settled in California, the discovery of gold in January
1848 had led to a large number of people settling in the area. Some of those who came were artists
and when unsuccessful with pick and shovel they returned to their brushes and palettes. By the time
the Yates family arrived these people had created thriving artistic communities.

Many of them had been trained in Europe and Fred would have heard discussions about the
Impressionist and Barbizon painters of France. All this talk must have had a great influence on him
because when he decided to study art he chose Paris as his training ground.

Upon arrival in Paris he stayed for two years studying under Bonnat, Lefebvre and Boulanger. Like
any art student money was tight; food infrequent and the struggle to transform from student to artist
was a long and arduous journey.

By the time Fred arrived back in the USA he had begun to develop his own distinctive style and
quickly became a popular portrait painter He settled in San Francisco and threw himself into the
life of artists there, joining the Bohemian Club and teaching at the Arts Students League It was
while teaching an art class that Fred met Emily Powers Chapman Martin and a new chapter in
his life began.
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EMILY YATES
(1855-194])

When Fred Yates met Emily she was sup-
porting herself and her ten year old son
from her first marriage by teaching, mainly
music, in a small San Francisco school.
Emily was an accomplished pianist and

she and Fred shared a love of music

and the arts. Their characters compliment-
ed one another, Fred out-going and exuber-
ant, Emily strong and self-reliant. They were
married on the 31st December 1887.

In 1890 Fred and Emily moved to England.
They rented a cottage in Chislehurst, Kent,
and it was here that their only daughter
Mary was born on the 15th November 1891,
After the birth of Mary the family embarked
on a series of trips overseas including a
short stay in Hawaii and 16 months in
Japan.

In 1899 they returned to London and estab-
lished a pattern of mutual co-operation
which would continue throughout their lives.
Fred sought portrait commissions while
Emily, and later Mary, entertained the sitters
while Fred painted. Emily was happy to
entertain visitors within her own home but
she was less comfortable at large social
gatherings.

In a letter to a friend she wrote, “All this
social work tires one to death when there’s
as much of it all at once and | feel like
burying my head in a pillow and speaking to
no one till the social smile gets rested”

In later years, when the family settled in the

Emily Powers Chapman, Blythedale Connecticut

Lake District, Emily chose to stay at home rather than accompany Fred to his London studio or to the
homes of those he painted. She was content to entertain the friends who came to stay with them in
the Lakes and enjoyed the company of a wide circle of local friends. She resumed her music teaching
and developed a close friendship with fellow music lovers, Mr and Mrs Willinck.

She was Nicknamed ‘Spite’ by Fred, who would anxiously ask, “Does she still love me in spite of...?”
It is clear that whatever Fred had done the answer would always be “Yes!”.



MARY YATES
(1891-1974)

Mary Yates; intelligent, artistic, imagi-
native and vibrant. From her father
she inherited a capacity to see deep-
ly into the landscape and people
around her and share with others

her insights through her paintings and
journals. From her mother she inher-
ited a love of music and the strength
and ability to cope with adversity.

From letters written by Emily and
Fred it is clear that Mary became

the centre of their lives. Their letters
are full of discussions about the best
ways to develop Mary’s full potential
and their views were strengthened
by Charlotte Mason’s educational phi-
losophy. Writing to Emily in January
1911 Fred discusses the merits of
Mary learning to play chess, “l think
Mary would expand over it - it seems
to me it would suit the shape of her
mind...”

Mary’s mind was certainly expansive
and creative. She developed into a
great painter and exhibited alongside
her father at London exhibitions and
one of her pastels was accepted by
the Royal Academy. In a letter to his
sister Ethel in 1914 Fred acknowl-
Mary Yates at Hart Head Cottage edged that, “Mary is doing land-

scape that quite excels mine”

Mary’s life was not all creativity.
From letters written to her father it is clear that from an early age she shared responsibility for many
of the domestic arrangements. In her late twenties Mary took on the additional responsibility of caring
for her stepbrother’s children. With little money available it was certainly a difficult task but she still
found time to paint and submit work to the Lake Artists’ Society Summer Exhibitions.

In the local area Mary is still remembered as a woman of great warmth and generosity who created a
magical world of tiny fairy tea sets made from fish bones, who showed the local children how to make
angels in the snow and whose pockets were always full of the most wondrous natural objects.
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JAPAN

Like other artists at the turn of the century, Fred
admired the Japanese art that was coming to
Europe and was therefore pleased to be commis-
sioned to do portraits of members of the British
Embassy in Tokyo. The intrepid family sailed to
Japan taking the opportunity to go via San Francisco
to re-visit artist friends and where Mary met her
grandparents and other relatives. In a letter to a
friend in March 1898 Emily describes the journey,
“How surprised you will be to hear we are in Japan!
We have meditated it for a year and finally sailed
January 6th- A terrifying voyage of constant storm,
but terra firma at last and such thankful hearts”

Throughout the tour the family were supported with
money Fred earned by painting portraits. One of
the diplomats in Tokyo was Sir Ernest Satow who
became a lifelong friend and described Fred as,”...a
charming companion, full of fine thoughts and witty
sayings”

Fred equally enjoyed sketching villagers and rural
scenes as Millet had done and Emily was thrilled

to use her first camera. The photograph albums
and sketchbooks from this journey not only show

a family in the midst of a great adventure but also
reveal their deep awareness of the beauty of the
landscape, the character of the people and a joy for
recording all that they saw and felt.

Mary at Koshiba, Japan

Nikko, Japan



FRED YATES:
PORTRAIT PAINTER

“I long to be a painter of landscapes - durn all faces!”

Fred Yates, 10th March 1901

Mrs Alfred Stern, London

Like many artists, very early in his
artistic career Fred had to face finan-
cial reality - that survival depended on
painting portraits. Landscape painting
may have been his first love but
equally he came to relish the chal-
lenge of portrait painting.

In striving to find the individual

that lay behind the facial mask he
employed the same skills that he
used in his landscape paintings to
reveal the underlying essence of what
he saw.

In his studio in London he saw up

to three people a day. Mary or Emily
would keep clients entertained, talk-
ing and reading to them while Fred
painted. Perhaps the main difficulty
faced in painting portraits was the
people themselves. In some exas-
peration he wrote to Emily in 1900,
“Even the cook, the children - the sis-
ter - the Dr Lugrow all have been
consulted to decide whether it is ide-
alized - if poor Mrs Stern could only
see herself actually as she is she
would be terrified to see it painted”

Despite these difficulties it is clear that he did develop a deep sense of satisfaction when a portrait
went well. As a gregarious man he must also have enjoyed meeting a wide variety of people and,
while it may have been hard at times, each portrait was a new and different experience. His clients
included the Pineapple King, President Dole, Canon Rawnsley (co-founder of The National Trust) and
John Muir, who campaigned for the establishment of National Parks in America. Today the location of
many of the portraits are unknown as they were distributed throughout the world, but at least what is
shown in this Exhibition gives some indication of his skill as a portrait artist.
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THE LAKE DISTRICT

Fred Yates came to the Lake District in 1901 to paint Charlotte Mason, who had founded a teaching
college in Ambleside. He fell in love with the area and a year later moved first into rooms in
Ambleside, then to a cottage in Rydal belonging to Squire Le Fleming. He was then commissioned to
paint a portrait of the Squire and his wife. Perhaps it was while he was painting these that the Squire
talked about the need to build a house for his agent and it was agreed that, if Fred chose the site, two
semi-detached cottages would be built, one for the agent and one for Fred.

Mary and Fred chose a spot in Rydal at the top of a steep hill above Hart Head Farm and Rydal
Mount. The house had magnificent views across to Lake Windermere and, nestled into the flank of
Nab Scar, would be protected from the worst of the winter weather.

The Yates family moved into Hart
Head Cottage in January 1907. It
was a wonderful place to live. Fred
kept his studio in Marylebone in
London but came home whenever
he could. London was important for
Fred’s work but it also, “...seems to
throw my Rydal life into a proper
focus - | see it — | smell the wood
and hear the river”

Many friends came to visit them

in their Lakeland home. JH Badley,
founder of Bedales co-educational
school, John Drinkwater the poet,
and Woodrow Wilson, later President
of the United States. Always uncon-
ventional, Yates was likely to greet
new acquaintances with the phrase,
“We're poor, but, thank God, not
respectable.” Whatever the financial
situation, friends, both famous and
local, were guaranteed to find the
Yates home a lively and busy place,
full of music, conversation and laughter.

Hart Head Cottage, Rydal



VIEWS ON PAINTING

If Fred Yates had a hero it would
have been Jean Francois Millet

and he worked tirelessly to promote
Millet's work. Armed with a lantern
slide projector and a large collection
of black and white slides Fred reg-
ularly gave talks on his favourite
artist. He was also a frequent
lecturer at Charlotte Mason College
in Ambleside illustrating his talks by
sketching on the walls of the lecture
room.

Fred’'s work was also influenced by
his many artist friends; Bruce Porter,
Emil Carlsen and Arthur Atkins from
his Californian days and, in Britain,
Frank Carter. Among his contempo-
raries Fred particularly admired the
work of Matthew Maris.

Born in the Netherlands, Maris settled in London specializing in landscape painting and etching.
What linked these artists from different continents was a shared desire to use art to express the
power and beauty of nature.

Fred Yates, painting by Rydal Water

For his own work Fred used mainly pastels and oils. He believed pastels were particularly good for
depicting expressions and oils allowed him to paint ‘the reality of nature. On a trip to America

in 1911 he experimented with tempera. Writing home, his enthusiasm for this medium leaps from
the page: “I am in love with tempera more than | ever was. It has its drawbacks but for richness
and clearness of colour and keying one up to paint light it is invaluable - | wish | had known of

it many years ago.”

Whatever the medium Fred chose, the objective was always to reveal what his artist eyes saw.
Transferring the artist’s vision to paper was not always easy and for Fred it could only be achieved
through a lifetime of concentrated effort, “..nature has to be wooed to be won and she is jealous and
hides away if you don’t give your life to her - it is the only way”

After Fred’s death his great friend and fellow artist Frank Carter wrote, “It seemed with him,

more than with anyone | ever knew, as though nothing intervened between his inspiration and its
expression.” For Fred this would have been the ultimate compliment.
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THE LAST YEARS

When war broke out in 1914, Fred con-
tinued to go up to his London studio. He
lost many friends at the Front and his
letters home are full of the horrors he
witnessed as zeppelin raids destroyed
parts of the city of London, “Last night

| was in tears. They must have been
enormous bombs — and the houses pit-
ted with the iron from the shells”

Back in Rydal, Fred supplemented the
rations of the local people with fish he
caught in Rydal Water. By 1918 howev-
er this champion fisherman was begin-
ning to tire as his health began to seri-
ously deteriorate. The strain of war may
have contributed to his illness, certainly
Mary felt that, “His sensitive spirit battled
with the mental and physical horrors of
war.”

Early in 1919 Fred was admitted to a
London hospital for tests. He was in
great pain and tired from many nights
of broken sleep. From letters it seems
that Fred had developed a serious
bowel complaint. The treatment proved
unsuccessful and he died on the 11th
February 1919.

From his letters to friends and family it is
clear that he loved life. Limericks, riddles
and bad jokes were as much a part of
him as his art. Idealist, romantic, thinker
and philosopher, he is probably best
remembered in the words of his grand-
daughter: “A man of simple enthusiasm
for life, and above all for people, he was
always looking for what was best. for the
natural and the inner beauty of things,
and tireless in trying to interpret this to
others”

Fred with Pike, Rydal, during the War



THE FRED YATES LEGACY

When Fred died, his view of the world and his attitude to
art was continued in the work of his daughter. Mary had her
own style but it was closely linked to the philosophy of her
father; that nature was there to be revealed and celebrated.
Her sculpture, still life, portraits and landscapes capture the
essentials other subject and enable others to share in her
delight for the ever changing atmosphere, light and colour
around her in the hills and valleys of the Lake District.

Other aspiring artists also benefited from Fred’s assistance.
Mary’s friend Beryl Clay was tutored by Fred and exhibited
alongside both him and Mary. Beryl went on to become a
member of the Lake Artists’ Society and exhibited at their
Summer Exhibitions.

Joan Yates, Fred’s granddaughter, in turn became an accom-
plished pastel artist. She also became the family archivist and
it is only thanks to her and her relatives careful concern to
preserve the family papers that the story of the Yates family
can be told.

From notes for an the Exhibition at the Armitt Museum,
Ambleside, November 2001 to February 2002.
Lynda Powell, Curator, Armitt Museum. September 2001.
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Frederic Yates.

Today Fred Yates is not a well known figure but in his own

time he was a famous Portrait painter whose clients included
the composer Sir Henry Wood, President Woodrow Wilson and
JH Badley of Bedales School He painted about 2,000 portraits,
now mainly to be found in private homes, scattered throughout
the world. His landscape paintings were also much admired and
articles appeared in The Studio magazine praising this modern
romantic artist (Lynda Powell, Curator, Armitt Museum 2001.
Exhibition notes.)

Frederic Yates, Artist, was born in Southampton in 1854. The
family name was then Keeping, but for reasons we do not know,
his parents took the name of Yates when they emigrated with
three of their children to America in about 1877. The story as
Joan Fox, who was brought up by Mary Yates, told it was that
while in Liverpool they saw the name Yates above a shop front
and decided on that! Frederic gave up working in an office and
turned to art, as he had always wanted to paint for a living.

Fred Yates at about 12 Years

On the back, in Fred Yates hand: 23rd
August 1875

In an office (John Stewart Oxley's) from
74 to '79

Staying at Rose Cooksey's, Basingstoke.
Went to U.S.A. in 1877, till 1880. In Paris
1880 to1882.



Early Years in America.

A good description of the atmosphere of the art community in America in the years leading up to the
Yates arrival in San Francisco is seen in the words of Birgitta Hjalmarson in her book ‘Artful Players’,
published by the Balcony Press, Los Angeles, in 1999.

“Up to the time of the Civil War, America had little use for art-More pressing matters took precedence:
pushing west, farming the land, building a new country, Only a wealthy few took an interest in

art, mainly in the genteel fields of history painting and portraiture, After the war, however, money
flowed more freely, settlements became cities, leisure increased. Art exhibitions turned fashionable;
on opening nights elegant carriages formed close lines along the curbs outside as the rooms filled
with leading citizens in full evening dress. Before long, it seemed as if everyone were talking about
"sentiment" and "broad effects." In a sense, affectation replaced indifference. Art was seen as
vaguely mysterious, looked at askance, invited in but rarely made to feel at home. In short, it was the
birth of the American art scene, much as we know it today.in a doorway. Art is still not quite to be
trusted — the emperor might well be naked after all.

No American city took up art quite like San Francisco. A new city on the western edge of the
continent, San Francisco saw itself as second to none. It believed in progress, this was indeed the
best of all possible cities, if not quite yet, at least in the future. Despite graft, corruption, riots, and
urban squalor. San Francisco still new the banners of equality and liberty for all. Whitmanesque in its
faith in the masses, it was Nietzschean in its cult of Superman, the strong loner, the misunderstood
genius tortured by the pettiness of others. It was a city, some said, with too much oxygen in the

air, the last stronghold of the American Dream, already in retreat back East. Called the insane
asylum of the world, San Francisco kept believing in fresh starts and happy endings. Throughout the
19th century it remained the quintessential American city — ambitious, expansive, exploitative, and
wasteful. It was a city to be admired, if for nothing else, for the sheer strength of its convictions, and
for a well-nigh sublime confidence in its ability to handle its own affairs.

The debut of art in San Francisco was hardly modest. Ever since the early gold rush years, the more
elegant saloons offered paintings of nudes, brought around the Horn along with mahogany bars and
crystal chandeliers. Likewise, at the better-class gambling houses, where men flaunted diamond shirt
studs and staked their bets at tables piled with gold, the nude was as certain as the hollow-eyed
faces of the losers.

In the summer of 1875, the French artist Jules Tavernier (1884-1889, Born in Paris, studied under
Felix Barras and who had shown work at the Paris Salon in 1865, 1866,1869 and 1870,) arrived

in San Francisco, where he joined the Bohemian Club, formed in 1872 by a group of hard-up
writer, artists, actors, and musicians. Of late the club had been infiltrated by men of more lucrative
professions, blessed with the wherewithal to keep the club out of debt. Everyone seemed to benefit
from the arrangement, abiding by the motto "Weaving spiders come not here," which meant never
doing business at the club, always keeping the nest of the owl! (the owl being the club symbol)
uncontaminated by sordid money-making schemes.

Word was soon out that, in Tavernier, the club had gained a true Bohemian. Short and "peppery," fit
and tan, Tavernier was "a nervous, excitable, explosive young man, careless about paying his debts,
indifferent as to the morrow, a spendthrift, warmhearted, honourable in his own sight and exceedingly
otherwise in that of his creditors.

At the Bohemian Club, Tavernier soon became known as the enfant terrible, always on his guard
against the Philistines, club members or not. His foremost weapon was his cartoons, drawings and
paintings made expressly for the club, often done in connection with a "jinks" or entertainment.”
(Birgitta Hjalstrom)



Fred Yates, newly arrived in San Francisco about 1877,
quickly became involved in the cultural life of the city. In
1878 Fred, aged 25, also joined the Bohemian Club as a
regular member, just six years after the clubs establishment.

“The Bohemian Club, 624 Taylor Street, San Francisco,
today could be seen as a combination of the facilities and
memberships of Whites, the Atheneum and the Garrick
Club.However, far from springing to a well-financed and
well-membered maturity, such as was the case with the
London clubs, Bohemia and other clubs in San Francisco

, started small, went into and out of business and com-
muted among rented sets of rooms. Large, purpose-built
club houses came much later. Although the Savage and
other London clubs Inclined to the arts, sciences and schol-
arship were models, and gaining the ideal took a long time
in the provinces.

The twenty-six Bohemian founders included six poets,
newspaper men, retired indian- fighters, the social theorist
Henry George and a noted printer. Sawdust on the floor,
beer and salami, do-it-yourself singing and poster drawing
set the tone. Painters, sculptors, musicians and actors were
expected to chip in and contribute their several artistic prod-
ucts to the life of the Club and to its walls and corridors.”
(A.W. Baxter)

Fred And Relatives

On March 16th 1879, in the San Francisco Chronicle there is the first mention in the press of Fred
Yates. Aged 25, he is clearly already in contact with major figures in the Arts community of San
Francisco. He exhibited a Pen & Ink sketch of Tiburcio Parrott at the San Francisco Art Exhibition.
Parrot was a wealthy merchant and art patron, and an associate of the Rothschilds. In 1872 he had
commissioned an artist called Toby Rosenthall, (one of the first Americans to study art in Munich) to
paint “Elaine.” This was to be a picture based on the Arthurian story of the fair Elaine, dead through
unrequited love for Lancelot, at the point where her corpse is being taken up the river to Camelot.

This commission had been the cause of much heated debate in the San Francisco press, as the
commission failed to arrive as agreed, and Rosenthall claimed to need more time, and also more
than twice the price, at $2200. After some acrimonious dispute, it was then bought by another San
Francisco art patron. When finally unveiled to the public, in 1875, it was viewed by hundreds of San
Franciscans for the admission of 25 cents. This in turn provoked a further wave of criticism, of the
rather manly physique of Elaine’s legs, and also of the physics of the flow of water in the river. It
was then stolen by ‘The Donohue gang. The leader of the gang, ‘cut-face Donohue’ was well known
to the police, and the painting was recaptured and Donohue and three of his accomplices ended up
in San Quentin. It was shown again, the exhibition grossing $2041, which was donated to charity.
Parrot, meanwhile commissioned Domenico Tojetti for an alleged $10,000 to paint another, larger
“Elaine” which when exhibited in 1876 gained almost as many spectators as the first version.

This story, culminating in the year before Fred Yates arrived in San Francisco demonstrates how Art
was becoming increasingly a serious topic of interest in San Francisco. From this point onwards Fred
begins to appear in the various newspapers with increasing regularity.

On May 27th 1879 in the San Francisco Newsletter & California Advertiser it is reported that an
etching by Fred Yates of General Barnes has been exhibited



He is mentioned in the press several times in the
early part of 1880:

February 8th: The San Francisco Call and the
San Francisco Chronicle report on the formation
of an Artist Fund Society and an Etching Club.
“In conformity with a suggestion by Virgil Williams
to Organise an etching club for promoting social
intercourse between artists. Roll signed by Virgil
Williams (who taught at the California School

of Design from 1874 to 1886), Tavernier, Yates,
among others.” It would appear from this that
Fred is already a familiar name in these circles.
The March 3rd 1880 San Francisco Chronicle
gives a good review of the San Francisco Arts
Association Exhibition, mentioning him. On March
14th the San Francisco Call also reports on the
San Francisco Arts Association Exhibition, and
mentions pen & ink portraits and etchings by
Fred Yates. On May 1st 1880, the San Francisco
Evening Post states that“Fred Yates is doing
some fine etching.”

William Keith. Etching by Fred Yates

On October 10th 1879, Fred resigns from the Bohemian
Club. The reason for this is not clear. Perhaps he was
by now both saving and raising money for his first period
of study in Paris. This was considered to be most neces-
sary for anyone seeking to be taken seriously as an
artist. It seems he may have gone to Paris in late 1880.

After this, there are no further press appearances, and
his movements are hard to track down until an entry

in the San Francisco Chronicle on October 15th, 1882
states that he has been studying in Paris for two years.

“They were hard times, and he felt rich if he could afford
the ingredients for an omelette!

While a student he exhibited in the Paris Salon and paid
a visit to ltaly to study some of the ltalian paintings.”

From notes supplied by Joan Fox.

From a page in one of
Fred’s Paris sketchbooks



Buffet, who took the next last concourse of sketches -
also at the Beaux Arts for landscapes

A French gentle- Mathews Frenchman, | nicknamed the Frenchman - one
man - no account banker - he looks like one of the best
as a painter
Frenchman - his A German, a grand fel-
Keating important appearence low - artist in every
-American is all there is to him! _———sense
- Yates \ Englishman - Hartrick A

thorough artist

Friend of Mowbray's

Frenchman

A group photograph of the Atelier in which Fred Studied in Paris.
Fred wrote comments on the back in pencil to tell his parent’s of his associates.

Harry Mowbray, a New York artist and friend of
Fred’s in a sketch from his Paris days



During this period, a letter survives,
probably dating from 1881, and written
to his parents.

“This is something like the old man,

he has iron grey mustache and short
stubble whiskers and the top of his cra-
nium is as smooth as a billiard ball. A
yellowish complexion. The other mas-
ter we have not yet seen, each one
takes the studio for a month at a time.
Lefebre is not considered a good mas-
ter, having too much regard for the
feelings of his pupils. The class open
this morning with 25 students, by the
winter we shall have both Ateliers full,
probably 75 in all.”

Whilst Fred is away in Paris, things
continue to develop in the arts, in San
Francisco. In the spring of 1881, the
San Francisco Artists Association exhi-
bition became vetted by the artists
alone, and a press conference states
that “gone were the loose days when
anything which was offered was hung
on the walls.” Also,an indication of a
growing ‘taste’ for art in San Francisco
can be seen by the gradual building up
of a trade in “old masters. “In 1881, visi-
tors to the San Francisco Mechanics'
Fair were surprised, though not as sur-
prised as they ought to have been,

by the appearance of the J.W. Shaw
Collection of Old Masters, scheduled to
be sold at auction immediately follow-
ing the exhibition. Lit by rows of gas
jets, the collection featured some

sixty paintings; including Lebrun's "Day
of Judgment;" Veronese's "Adoration

of the Magi;" Durer's "Holy Family,”
Murillo's "Immaculate Birth of Christ;"
plus one Van Dyck, one Tintoretto, two
Teniers, and no fewer than four Titians-
These were very old masters indeed,
"genuine originals," normally not obtain-
able for any amount of money. Shaw, in
fact, had purchased them in Spain dur-
ing the late Civil War, at a most oppor-
tune time "when many such works were
hurried into market in Madrid, or sent
across the border into France.”

A Sketch of Boulanger from a letter to his parents

A photograph of Fred Yates in a studio in Paris.



According to the catalogue, the people of New York had declined the opportunity to buy Shaw's
treasures, partly because of "the most ill founded prejudice which exists there against 'religious
paintings!" Thus providence had brought them to San Francisco, where the people were blissfully
free from religious restraints.

By the sound of it, the paintings were the typical collection of forgeries. Some of them may have
been entirely new productions: copies blackened by smoke, the paint made to crack through heat or
varnishes, a few "fly spots" discreetly added through judicious sprinkling of the right colour paint. The
most common type of forgery, however, was not the newly painted picture, but the one painted on
top of an old one, the existing signature replaced by a more impressive one. The advantages were
obvious. The back of the panel or the canvas showed all the right signs of age (nothing like a

few worm holes to reassure the suspicious). Often, the forger would repaint only certain parts, then
proceed to destroy and restore his own work, so as to dispel all doubts as to its authenticity-"
(Birgitta Hjalstrom)

In the spring of 1882, a lavish party was thrown by the artists of San Francisco for Oscar Wilde who
was in town during his famous lecture tour of America. Birgitta Hjalstrom describes the events:

“The party to top all parties was the one the artists threw for Oscar Wilde in the spring of 1882. The
Englishman was in San Francisco to lecture on interior decorating, the English renaissance, and Irish
poetry. Dressed up as Bunthorne, he appeared as his own caricature in the comic opera Patience
which was playing at theatres around the country, a longhaired aesthete in a black velvet coat,

knee breeches, black silk stockings and low-cut patent leather pumps, always with a sunflower or

a lily in his buttonhole.

Wilde, still in his late twenties, was not yet considered decadent, but was very much "the pure young
man" Gilbert and Sullivan had envisioned. Echoing John Ruskin, his professor at Oxford, he talked
about man's need to surround himself with beautiful carvings, stained glass. tapestries, carpets,
wallpaper, chintzes, and furniture. He also took the opportunity to boost his then friend James McNeill
Whistler, who had decorated a room in all the colours and tints of a peacock feather: "I regard Mr.
Whistler's famous peacock room as the finest thing in colour and art decoration which the world

has known since Corregio painted that wonderful room in Italy where the little children are dancing
on the walls."

All'in all. Wilde appeared to be a man of highly refined sensibilities, jarred by his American experi-
ence. His tour of the United States, according to the Chronicle, had been "a succession of painful
shocks, caused by his introduction to ill-looking rooms in ill-built houses, furnished with blood-curdling
evidence of barbarism in the shape of machine made rosewood furniture and black-leaded stoves."
The windows, he found, were much too large, the carpets too loud, the paintings hung too high.
"Heah in California you have be-utiful marbles, but what do you do with them?" he asked in a
drawling monotone, as quoted by the Alta. "Do you, like the ancient Greek and Roman Republics,
fashion them into be-u-tiful forms? | fear not. | fear that you u-su-al-ly convert them into steps for
your dwelling houses."

At first, San Francisco society was at his feet. However, as Wilde's lectures began sounding more
like criticism than entertainment, San Francisco society had second thoughts. They had come to see
the caricature. Instead they got the real thing—"a badly proportioned six-foot mountebank" who was
not only boring but insulting as well. The artists, though, sympathised with the aesthete. Here, finally,
was someone who dared speak the truth, someone who spoke about beauty as a necessary part of
life—in art, in architecture, in dress, even in conduct—and yet he was sadly misunderstood by his
audiences and abused by the newspapers. "In short," Virgil Williams told his students, "he seems a
kind of apostle or missionary, and he will no doubt meet with about the same encouragement that our
Christian missionaries generally have among the heathen."



At the Bohemian Club, Wilde's popularity soared. Over lunch, according to a gleeful account by club
member Dan O'Connell, Wilde commented that he had never seen "so many well-dressed, well-fed
business-like looking Bohemians;" After lunch, Wilde "lay back in his chair, entranced at the many
evidences about him of the lucrativeness of literature and art in our city 'Of what branch of letters,
or art, are these men mostly the devotees?" he asked of a sleek old Bohemian next to him, whose
diamond solitaire glistened as he shifted his four-bit cigar to answer: 'Business letters, | guess, and
the art of double entry™

Later Wilde gained everyone's respect by drinking several of the club members under the table; As
a result he was asked to sit for a portrait for the club, painted by young Theodore Wores. Afterwards
Wores could attest that Wilde was most assuredly "no spidery weakling," but a real man with a
passion for Western outlaws, particularly Jesse James, who had just been shot in the back by
members of his own band.” (Birgitta Hjalstrom)

When Fred returned to San Francisco from his studies in Paris later in the year, and heard in first
hand detail of all the events which had occurred whilst he had been away, he must have felt that
everything was gaining momentum. It must have seemed a very good time for him to have returned,
fresh from the art centre of Europe into a city invigorated with a rising hunger for new and developing
arts. He immediately begins to appear once again in the various newspaper art columns.

October 15th 1882 San Francisco Chronicle. “Frederick Yates, who has been for two years studying
with Bonnat in Paris, has just returned to San Francisco. His time while abroad was almost entirely
spent in figure drawing. The only work he brings with him is a picture of three boys playing with

a trapped mouse in a barn, the strength of which, besides good drawing and pleasant sentiment,
consists in the admirable management of the lights and shadows. A sketch of it was some months
ago on exhibition at one of the private galleries. Mr Yates will, for the present give his attention

to portrait painting.”

On December 23rd 1882, the San Francisco Chronicle reports that Fred Yates is a member of the
Committee of Awards in the San Francisco School of Design.

Fred'’s art class at the
San Francisco School of
design about this time

1883 is a busy year. On February 3rd 1883, The Argonaut tells us that: “Fred Yates has completed a
portrait of (Madame Franziska) Elmenreich, which may now be seen at his studio... He is working on
several portraits including a New York lady, and a lady of Oakland.”



On February 4th The San Francisco Examiner states that “The young artist who has again firmly
established himself in this city... besides his life class, has orders which will take up his time for

the next three months... “The Mouse Trap’ which he brought from Paris had been accepted by the
Paris Salon... Mr Yates can always be depended on for correct drawing... A black and white portrait of
Madame Franziska Elmenreich...this portrait represents only the head of the great actress... Waiting,
four portraits for ex-governor Stanford.

February 4th, The San Francisco Chronicle reports on a portrait of a ‘Dr Stebbins.” and also on
March 24th, “In his portrait of Doctor Stebbins Fred Yates has attained the two essentials of portrait-
painting: a good likeness and excellence in detail and finish as regards mechanical execution. The
figure is life size. and shows a three-quarter length. The position is one which Doctor Stebbins most
naturally and frequently assumes. The head is full-face, and slightly lifted. The left hand rests upon
the hip. while the right seems to have just fallen at his side. The colours of the background are deep
in tone. The attitude suggests a momentary pause, after intense action. It can not be called repose,
but is merely a suppression of action, It is as if a vigorous assertion or declaration had been made,
and the speaker were waiting to note its effect on his hearers. Every lineament and feature of the
original seems to have been brought to the canvas. But not in outward personality, alone, does the
wonderful resemblance rest: the painter has put into the flesh and blood a soul, and it is this attribute
which gives to it the impress of nature. It is this faculty of seizing the expression of man’s inner being
which marks the true portrait-painter. An artist may reach the perfection of expression as regards form
and lineament: be may conceive a certain ideality for the original—be it better or worse: but if he
have not painted the best that is in the man—that intangible something which may be recognised in
expression or action—then is not the picture a faithful portraiture. Mr. Yates has bestowed upon

this painting much care and time. and it is certainly the best work he has done since his arrival. It
will be on exhibition at Morris & Kennedy’s during the coming week, and after that , at the spring
exhibition.” The Argonaut

Fred, steadily consolidating his position again in the centre of the art community was on March 14th,
re-enstated as an active member of the Bohemian Club. The following extract is from “The Annals
of the Bohemian Club:

“RECENT ENTERTAINMENTS. THE BOHEMIANS’ RECEPTION.

“The members of the Bohemian Club tendered a reception, or, as it is styled in the language of
Bohemia, a, ‘Ladies’ Jinks,’ to their lady friends, on Wednesday evening, at their delightful rooms

on Pine street. The opening address of H. J. W. Dam, who officiated as Sire, was replete with
witticisms.

The subject offered for discussion was, ‘What Shall We Do With Our Wives?‘ General Barnes
expatiated on the title in his characteristic style, giving his idea of ‘The Wife of To-day.’ Jerome Hart
gave an essay entitled, The Ideal Wife,’ while George T. Bromley gave a humourous version of

‘The Ideal Husband.’ The music was one of the most attractive features of this auspicious occasion,
the charge of this department having been assigned Major Darling, U. S. A., who is well known in
musical circles as August Mignon, the composer of ‘Recompense,’ and other pieces. The gentleman,
in honour of the occasion; composed a quartet for male voices, a copy of which was presented to
each lady present, The music of this souvenir was none the less beautiful than the words, which
were from ‘Oliver Wendell Holmes’ ballad, ‘A Loving-Cup.’ The vocal selections were entrusted to
Ben Clarke and Harry Gillig, while the instrumental pieces were rendered by Mrs. Carmichael-Carr. A
string quintet also furnished music under the direction of Henry Heyman.

The Jinks room was transformed into a ball room, where Ballenberg’s band was in attendance,
although no formal order of dances was issued. The ladies went at will through the various apart-
ments, and found much to admire in each and all of them. The art rooms were inspected by
appreciative connoisseurs.



An impromptu cartoon from the brush of Fred Yates was on exhibition in the reading room.

The subject represented a scene at the
Jinks, with nineteen life-like figures in
the background. As eleven o’clock drew
near, the guests repaired to the dining
room, where an elegant repast was par-
taken of.

Parties numbering from a single couple
to a dozen or more enjoyed their edibles
at the smaller tables, which were laid in

the card, library, reception, conversation
and reading rooms.

At the conclusion of the supper came
more promenading and dancing, inter-
spersed with additional music- Fleeting
time, however, at last brought all of these
charms to a close, and the entertain-
ment, which has been the principal topic
of conversation in society circles during
the past week, will now be considered
‘among the things that were.”

What shall we do with our Wives?
The Jinks cartoon for the Bohemian Club

On April 7th 1883 The Argonaut tells us that Fred Yates was on the committee of the Arts Association
of San Francisco, with Virgil Williams, for the menu and management of a Banquet to be held on
Wednesday April 18th. Meanwhile, April 14th The Argonaut. “General Barnes has purchased Fred
Yates picture ‘The Mouse Trap. On April 21st The Argonaut. reported on The Arts Association of San
Francisco Banquet on Wednesday the 18th. The menu cards were designed by Fred Yates, and
depicted “pretty, old time English scenes.” and on April 28th 1883 The Argonaut mentions “Eugene,” a
charming and spirited study of a little French boy.

Then, on May 19th The Argonaut. tells us that “Fred Yates is well advanced in another picture. It

is to be known as the “Grandfathers Story”, and is, like his ‘Mouse-trap, a phase of child-life. It is
“the children’s hour,” and the old man; sealed in a cavernous easy-chair, leans slightly forward, telling
to his absorbed little listeners some tale of long ago. In the background sits the grandmother, half
turning from her darning-needle to watch the scene. A charming girl, who seems to have seen eight
springs, is eagerly waiting for the climax of the story. At her feet is a sturdy urchin, with hands clasped
over his knee, also intent on ‘what grandpa did when he was a little boy. Close against the old man’s
leg, and down in one corner, is a wee two-year-old darling, who stares out from the picture, awed

by the impressive silence of the other children, but entirely oblivious to the story. The composition

is original and full of beauty.

On June 30th in The Argonaut, we hear that “Fred Yates is camping out (sketching) in the Santa Cruz
mountains with a large party of friends.” and on July 22nd in the San Francisco Chronicle, “ that he
is...finishing a little interior picture, showing the effect of lamplight.”



Meanwhile, Fred’s activities at the Bohemian Club carried on unabated, as the following extract from
The Annals of the Bohemian Club, show.

“On September 1st, Mr. Barbour Lathrop confidentially announced that there was going to be “a devil
of a row among the newspaper men.” and invited his brethren of Bohemia to be witnesses of the
event. “ The fighting editors will begin the struggle at 9 pm sharp,” he adds.

Mr. Frederick Yates painted a cartoon for the occasion, while the music was under the direction of
Mr. Charles B. Stone.

“The Sire Lathrop is seen in mid-air in the guise of a demon in the centre of the sketch, hovering
over a group of journalists. The press is represented by an organ grinder, and under the spell of the
music which he supplies is witnessed a scene of ludicrous activity. The dramatic editor is on top

of the interviewer, who is lying on the floor with his auger beside him. The sporting editor is hitting
the religious editor on the jaw; the managing editor is choking the proprietor in a frantic attempt to get
possession of his money-bags, while two reporters are straining every nerve and muscle in a Graeco-
Roman wrestling contest. A broken punch bowl is to be seen in a corner, and the floor is littered with
a pile of the daily and weekly newspapers.” (September 23rd, the San Francisco Chronicle)

Mr. Edward C. MacFarlane, at that time owner of the Wasp, an illustrated weekly, spoke on this occa-
sion from the standpoint of a Newspaper Proprietor. He drew a picture of that important personage
as he exists in the mind’s eye of the populace-a gorgeous, overfed individual, lolling in luxury, whose
only labour in life is to rake in twenty-dollar pieces.while the base minions whose brains supply the
capital crawl abjectly at his feet and beg to be allowed to pay liberally for the privilege of beholding
themselves in print. According to the popular notion, he was the controller of that “mighty engine
which shaped the public mind for good or evil.- The scholar of perfect culture, the diligent historian,



the patient statistician, the laureate with his divine mission, the massive-brained philosopher, and
every literary worker whose efforts are imperishable and memorable, are his eager co-labourers in
the field of journalism,

“This is all very fine,” says Mr. MacFarlane, “but, as a matter of fact, the newspaper proprietor is the
hardest worked man on earth. He is the slave of the business office, and there is not a word that finds
its way into print that is not filtered through his mind to suit the public taste and the dollar-and-cent
policy of the advertiser. As for the contributor, the noble, self-sacrificing contributor, so far from being
the diffident genius he is pictured, he may be recognised in any community by one unfailing feature,
and that is cheek. His cheek extends from the nape of his neck to his front collar button. Take,

for instance, the occasional Contributor. This gentleman brings in reams of stupid stuff, swears that
all the other papers in town are after it, holds the proprietor up for five dollars in advance, strikes

the office boy for half a dozen free copies and goes out with the blithe assurance that he will

have something else ready for you next week. But even he is a toothless lamb by the side of the
Special Contributor.

This creature clasps your hands and, with tears in his eyes, swears that you may rely on him, that
he will have those two thousand words you ordered at 9:30 sharp, strikes the cashier for ten dollars
on account,and that is the last you see or hear of him till pay day of the following week. And is

the Artist any better ? No! | never gave an order for a cartoon that the Artist did not immediately
draw seventy-five per cent of his pay before he began drawing the picture, and then, nine chances
to ten, he would have painters’ colic or something at the last moment so that the cartoon failed

to materialise.”

Mr. MacFarlane then paid his compliments to a great many newspaper men in the Club by name,
declaring that they had maliciously insisted that he should read the first paper so that they might say
all sorts of mean things about him afterwards; but he did not care; he really had not said anything
very bad about them, not half as bad as he could say, and he defied them to do their worst.

Mr. Jerome A. Hart was assigned the duty of discussing the “Society Reporter,” which he did in
his most caustic fashion.

The Low Jinks which followed treated of “Journalism in Its True Aspect.” Mr. Joseph D. Redding was
the Sire, and he opened the festivities by saying, “Brother Bohemians: The subject will be divided
into two heads; first, the head that you have with you to-night; second, the head that you will have
to-morrow morning.”

On September 23rd, the San Francisco Chronicle reported that “Yates has lately completed a careful
study of a head. It is entitled “Take a Pinch”, and shows the countenance of an old man, whose
decayed teeth are to be seen through his shrivelled lips, which are distended by a broad grin. He is
in the act of taking a pinch of snuff. He has also executed a very clever cartoon on the occasion of
the Bohemian high jinks of September 1st.”

However, the following year, 1884, proved to be a very turbulent year in the San Francisco Art
community, and for Fred Yates in particular.

On January 5th 1884, The Wasp runs a light piece, “Art slang defined:” which includes quotes from
various artists. Fred is quoted: “Mythology: an excuse for indecency.”

Then on January 31st 1884 the San Francisco Call reports that the California Palette club has been
set up. “Dissatisfied artists who want their own way as artists.” Opposed to ‘daubs and potboilers’ in
the Art Association rooms, and intend to auction sales they organise.”



Fred, now aged thirty, and seriously committed to the cause of raising the standards of art in
California, signed as a member at the inaugural meeting. Jules Tavernier, presiding at this meeting,
became the president of the newly formed Palette Club.

From now on, the Palette club was to oversee the appointing of the hanging and rejection committees
for the San Francisco Artists Association. Virgil Williams, of the old guard, and who had taught at the
California School of Design since 1874, was not happy about this development and did not sign up.
Soon after this, things got very lively indeed, and Fred found himself at the centre of a storm. The
story broke on Sunday, May 4 th 1884 in the Alta Californian.

STUDYING THE NUDE.
What a Father Found in his Daughter's Portfolio,

A QUEER CLASS OF MODELS
History of an Art Class Formed in this City and Suddenly Disrupted.
Sketching - Bootblacks and Tramps

The artists have been airing many of their troubles lately, and the public generally has taken but little
interest in them, apparently being perfectly indifferent whether the Art Association rules the roost, or
the Palette Club bosses things in the colour and canvas line. The wail of agony that went up -when
the bold, bad managers of the Art Association dared to include the work of Eastern artists in their
catalogue must have come from persons other than artists, for it is well known that Californian artists
are as far ahead of the rest of the world as Californian big trees, and it is only reasonable to conclude
that the local colour-grinders would rejoice heartily at the chance to once and forever stamp their
superiority by exhibiting their work alongside of the miserable daubs of the played-out Eastern canvas
spoilers. But in spite of the howl the public refused to become deeply interested, and it looked as it
the subject of art must be obscured by the greater merit of the Sharon trial and the extra session,
when right in the very nick of time a glorious illimitable scandal crops up in the local world of art,
which, it properly nursed and boomed, will bring the strong flavour of Sharon’s loves and Althea’s
wiles beneath an avalanche of odour only comparable to the bursting of on ammonia reservoir.

THE STARTLING DISCOVERY

The real start, the fountain head, so to speak, of this piquant episode -was the receipt by the Art
Association of a number of nude figures, plaster casts of famous statuary. These caste were very
much undraped, go much so indeed that the shirt collar and spurs on the Arkansas hero would
be heavy clothing compared to their gorgeous absence of covering, and in their vicinity the light
costumes of Japanese coal-heavers would pass for modest concealment.

When the statues were first unpacked so many members of the model class blushed and left the
rooms hastily that the direc-tors of the Association hastily enshrouded the figures in pieces of second-
hand burlap, and kept thorn so enwrapped until their too glaring nudeness could be remedied. For
this tribute to the maidenly modesty of his pupils the, instructor was soundly berated. He was called
a Goth and a vandal and his acts denounced as an outrage on artistic sense, a shameful admission
of impurity, because lie found the purifying influence of art insufficient to cover the nakedness of

the Grecian statues.

The male members of the class had expostulation to themselves for a time, but by degrees some of
the softer sex came to the conclusion that nothing in art could be impure, and they, too. murmured
first faintly and then louder at what they were pleased to term the profanation.



FOSTERING THE SENTIMENT

The murmurs of disapprobation grow louder and louder and spread until they reached the ears of a
smart young man, who thought he understood the meaning of the clamour and set to work to devise
means to profit by it as soon as he launched his enterprise on the world. It was——the chaste pen of
the ALTA contributor sputters and splashes as if protesting against being made the means to publish
the secret, but concealment is useless, the truth will out sooner or later, and there is nothing for it but
to tell that the scheme was a class for the study of nude figures from the life, and, more than all, a
class in which the sexes were about equally divided.

This was "going it" with a vengeance; why, young lady students in hospitals are quite slow, old-
fashioned, prudish folks in comparison. But the thing took as bold, dashing schemes always do take,
and soon the great mixed nude class wan an accomplished fact. The male portion of the class were
of the customary Berkeley brand, while, strangely enough, the softer sex was represented there by
drafts from the very nicest families in town.

Young ladies, whose mammas fondly imagined that they would faint at the mere suggestion
of impropriety, rubbed shoulders with budding bohemians fresh from the underground haunts of
Gambrinus’ worshippers.

ALL THE RAGE.

The class grew and grew till it became the rage. One girl told another, and parents on all sides were
importuned to allow their daughters to study art in Mister Blank’s class.

One of the first models who posed for the instruction of the class was a venerable successor of
Captain Jack, the King of the Can Brigade. Now, an old bummer is not a pleasing object at best,

but when that same old wretch is deprived of the last vestige of clothing and stood upon a pedestal,
he is about the last object in the world that fathers and mothers would care to have their daughters
gaze upon. yet the "nude class" fairly stared the old bum out of countenance, and sketches of various
portions of the vagrants anatomy decorate more than half a dozen albums.

The next model undraped for the benefit of the class was a youthful boot-black, a sixteen-year-old
gamin who was picked up by the promoter of the class, and induced for the customary model-fee to
pose for the young gentlemen and ladies. That bootblack proved the downfall of the class, and the
ruin of its promoter. He brought trouble on many, and for him at least one young lady, who moves in
the best circles, would have been packed off to a convent, it convents were fashionable.

THE FAITHFUL SKETCH.

This particular young lady made a sketch of the bootblack. It was a good sketch, a faithful sketch:
too faithful, in fact, for it’'s accuracy wrought It's maker woe. The young lady kept the sketch and
thoughtlessly put it away in the back of her drawing portfolio. A few days later her dear papa chanced
to remember that his charming daughter's frequent absence from home was excused on the plea
of drawing-class, and he asked her how she was getting along. She said she was doing quite well,
and the old gentleman, naturally enough, asked her to show him some of her sketches. "Certainly,
papa dear” said the foolish virgin, and off she tripped to bring down her blue-ribboned depository of
sketches. The paterfamilias placed the portfolio on his knees and turned over the sketches, while
Birdie hung over his shoulder, waiting for approving words and meditating whether it would be safe
or not to coax the old man for a cool hundred to buy colours. " Thunder and blazes, but what’s
this?" roared the old man, as he savagely waved aloft a piece of paper. "Why, you darling old pop,
that's—oh ! my gracious!" shrieked Birdie. It was the fatal sketch.



THE BUBBLE BURSTS.

The angry father turned to reprove his child, but she had fainted, and the agony was deferred.
The young lady was turned over to her mother, who extracted from her all the particulars of the
nude-class and duly reported them to her husband, together with the names of all the first-class
young ladies who attended.

The angry father had sense enough to see that any fuss would do neither him nor his daughter any
good, and wisely contented himself with warning the other parents whose daughters were as foolish
as his own. In a day, the whole band of girly girls withdrew from the class, and the principal attraction
being gone, the male students of the nude quit, too, thus bursting in a single day one of the greatest
schemes ever evolved for catering to the prurient passions under the cloak of art.

Just over a week later, the Palette Club’s first exhibition opened. The May15th edition of the San
Francisco Chronicle reported on the event.

THE PALETTE CLUB Opening of its First Exhibition.
The Pictures Displayed. Critical Review of the principal Works of Art Placed in Exposition.

The Palette Club opened its inaugural exhibition of paintings last evening at the clubrooms, 417
Kearny Street, under the very favourable circumstances. So little time has elapsed since its organisa-
tion, that great credit is due to the executive members of the club for the very praiseworthy exhibition
made last evening, especially when it is considered that the space at their disposal was so limited, in
comparison to the number of works offered to the examining Committee.

The rooms were brilliantly lighted and the floral deco-
rations, arranged by Mrs Tavernier and her friends,
were in good taste and added greatly to the bright-
ness of the scene. At an early hour there was a large
attendance of ladies and gentlemen, eager to inspect
the various works of art, and in a short time the
rooms were so thronged that a thorough examination
became impossible, and the affair then merged itself
into a pleasant conversatione, during which the
ladies appeared to be delighted with their hosts and
surroundings.

The club already numbers more than 125 members
and it is proposed to have its next exhibition in
more commodious quarters, when assured of a firm
financial basis.

...As usual in portraits, Yates has some fine speci-
mens, chief among which for painstaking study and
ample detail is the portrait of his father, which evi-
dently has been to the artist a labour of filial love
and veneration.

Also, on May 17th The San Franciscan reported that
at the Palette Club Exhibition, Fred Yates exhibited
a portrait of his Father. “ A well preserved old gentle-
man sitting in his own easy chair by his library table.”
A photograph of William Yates, Fred’s Father



However, by June 2nd 1884 the press are really enjoying the story originally carried in The Alta and
making the most of it. On this date the following article appeared in the San Francisco Chronicle.

STUDIES OF THE NUDE The Male Anatomy for Female Eyes.

ADAM ON A DRY GOODS BOX.
An Angry Father, Oblivious to Pure Art, Breaks up a Class of Modest Maidens.

An Oakland father of a young girl or rather lady, for she wear long skirts and disdains flirtations
with men who do not wear mustache’s, recently had occasion to be very angry at his offspring.
She had discovered that she was not colour blind, and conceiving this negative qualification to be
the only one which painters possess, she bad prevailed upon tier parents to allow her to join a
painting class.

This class met in the studio of Fred Yates, in the building formerly occupied by the Morse photo-
graphic gallery; It was the discovery of a “What is it” in his daughters portfolio of sketches that
aroused the indignation of the Oakland citizen. No one having seen what this object looked like,

it is of course impossible to describe it. It is not, however, impossible to tell the consequences.
There was an angry father on the following morning demanding admission to Mr. Yates studio, with
the result that a living and moving scene was caused which might be called a female painting
class alarmed.

The angry Oaklander, who threatened to kick in the door panels unless admitted, certainly gave them
good grounds for alarm for had he carried out his threat at that moment he would have seen a

nude man, who a moment before was posing as “Adam Before the Fall,” making frantic endeavours
to crawl under a dry goods box which had served him as a pedestal while he posed as a model

for the young ladies.

The model was not particularly handsome, but be was greatly scared; So much in fact that he paid
no attention to Mr. Yates’ anxious orders that he make a hasty toilet to look like the model of a classic
Greek. He merely seized the cotton sheet with which the artist had tried to drape his limbs and
renewed his endeavours to crawl under the box.

The class of ladies meanwhile with chattering teeth, all trying to veil their faces with the crayon
drawings of the nude model. Two of the more self-possessed at last had the presence of mind to
throw the Model his most indispensable garment. Into which he slipped as a streak of lightning flies
into an lowa farmers hay barn. This accomplished the irate Oaklander was admitted, but during the
delay a number of scenes had been so arranged that the evidences of the nature of the studies
carried on were no longer apparent. It is said that there was an animated debate for some moments
and then the Oaklander departed for the new City Hall to listen to the testimony of the Sharon case.

RESULT OF THE RAID.

This raid, however crushed the zeal for art from the souls of the aspiring scholars. At first they
denounced the lowness of a mind which could see bones and flesh before it could see art in a nude
model, then they lamented the backward state of public opinion on the subject of nude models. Next
they whispered to each other the story of the bewitched and vandalised models imported by the art
association some years ago. and finally they concluded that while they themselves were ripe for
nude art, the public and the times were not and with a sigh directed their model, to put on his clothes
in their proper order, after which they paid him off and sent him out among his unregenerated, but
pantalooned brethren who who were thronging the Montgomery Street sidewalks. Thus came to an
fend the study in male nudes by a class of young ladies. Once more they produced the well-known
and well-worn patterns of pansies, violets, lilacs and pinks, and once more they brought back to their
mama'’s cords of painted plaques and panels as evidences of their progress and industry.



To Mr. Yates, who has just returned from European art centres, where the study of the nude excites
no comment, the Oakland riot brought a broken spirit. The affliction was aggravated by the daily
display of the pansy patterns, and a few days ago, when the class of ladies arrived at the usual hour,
they were informed that he had gone to San Rafael to study “nude” still life amongst the mosquitoes.
He left his will tacked up on the door of his studio. It reads as follows:

Mr. Yates wishes the janitor to clear the windows on the inside, to sweep the floor semi-occasionally
and to have the ceiling whitened, as the young ladies will continue to take their lessons in the studio.
The disappointed artist at all events wanted them to have a “nude” floor and windows.

The art circle, embracing the few who have sipped the heavenly draught, the effects of which are said
to be the very reverse of those which the forbidden fruit had upon Eve, “for her eyes were opened
and she knew that she was naked,” are, of course, much grieved at the disruption of The class.

A PURE LOVE OF ART.

“We aren't civilised enough,” said Jules Tavernier, (Who was to depart for the South Seas in
December,) to a CHRONICLE reporter yesterday, “to stand that sort of thing, you know; Why, In
Europe that sort of thing don’t cause any comment. “

“Are there any young ladies learning to paint as an accomplishment in Europe?” asked the reporter.
“1 don’t suppose there are,” replied Mr. Tavernier. “Of course there are too many dilettante here.
It spoils the business.”

“And have the female dilettante enough of the divine sparks to see only art in a nude male?” “Oh,
now, you know, | don’t know.” Said Mr. Tavernier winking like the light little red lantern over the door of
a saloon on a wet and wintry night. “You see, it wasn’t so bad as that. Mr. Yates wasn'’t at all afraid of
the Oakland father. That wasn't it; no, sir.

“Besides, there was nothing improper about the business as | understand it. It was strictly a moral
class — every member a Sunday school or a Bible class teacher. Of course Mr. Yates wouldn’t have
any others. It was pure love of art with him;and it was the desecration of art that made him exile
himself to San Raphael. It was because his new plan of studying the human form divine did not
work perfectly.”

“A new plan? What was it?” “Why, you know, the models didn’t really show themselves all nude
before the young ladies. Oh, no. You see, | am told, he had a sort of screen in which there was an
adjustable aperture, so, when they wanted to sketch a leg, or an arm, or a shoulder, or the breast, the
model would just stick that through. That did not violate the proprieties, did it?”

“Not entirely”

“The trouble came in here. When the class had sketched all the parts and were then told to make a
man of them. They got the things so frightfully out of their proper places, you couldn’t tell if they had
drawn a crazy quilt or the front elevation of a new patent coal oil-lamp.

The truth is, the Oakland man got hold of one of those monstrosities, and it was to prevent his
daughter getting a wrong idea of the male form that he kicked up the row. You go up to the classroom
and see some of the sketches now, and then come and tell me what you take them for.”



THE SHRINE OF NATURALISM.

Adopting the suggestion, the reporter climbed the stairs leading to the cradle of art. He found “Mr
Yates” still tacked to the door, and also the deep indentations made by the Oaklanders boots. The
door was ajar and from within there came floating out the sweet whistled air “Over the garden wall”
Knocking timidly, the whistling ceased at once; the door turned on its hinges and within the frame a
young lady took her stand. Her hair was short, curly and tawny; her eyes, a merry blue; her face

all a welcoming smile; her dress black, and her apron bedaubed with the whole range of colours.
On the thumb other left hand —hung a palette. while in her right she held a camel’s hair brush
made out of pigs bristles.

Over her shoulder, the reporter peeped into the room. The first objects which struck his eyes were
two sheets of cardboard covered with a crayon drawing. The faces were those of men aparrently, and
there were also discovered a pair of arms and legs. The remainder was as indistinct as the drawing
of the desert of Sahara on the maps, or the disturbed fibres in one of the Sharon letters. The absence
of the conventional covering, however, left no doubt that the figures were intended to represent real
men. There were some more young women in the room, in addition to a gold-headed youth, at work
on a canvas. An inquiry after Mr. Yates was answered by saying that this was no longer his studio,
the only painter serving the class at present being Mr. Wores.

That gentleman was accordingly sought out. “I am not giving lessons from nude models,” exclaimed
that artist as soon as the reporter explained the object of his call. “| know there was a nude class in
Mr. Yates studio, at least | have heard so. It was a mixed class of ladies and gentlemen.”

“And male models?” “Oh no, they used whatever models they could get, male and female. | don’t
know who composed the class. | only know that it was similar to the classes which are attended
by students in Europe. | had nothing to do with it. The class

is disbanded, but the same persons are in Yates’ studio still.

And | merely go there once or twice a week to look over and

correct their work.”

Then they don’t have any more nude models?” “For gra-
cious sake, no. They just stick to ordinary painting lessons
now. This town is not ripe yet for the other mode of doing
business. No, not yet”

The June 29th edition of the San Francisco Chronicle 1884
tells us that “Fred Yates has given up his studies of the
nude, and his art class disbanded, while he has sought the
seclusion of San Raphael, there to sketch from nature and
do a little portrait work.” This may possibly have been the
time when Fred first met Emily Powers Chapman.

On August 23rd 1884 in The San Franciscan, another satiri-
cal piece shows that the press are still milking the life class
story for every last drop that they can extract. “...| asked
Miss Potboiler, yesterday afternoon, what she thought of it,
and — laying aside the brush with which she was putting

on a half-nude study — she replied in her usually charming
manner: ‘Well I'm not one of Mr Yates’ nude class, and my
opinion mayn’t go for much but...” The furore over the class

continued for some time. Emily Powers Chapman



However, out of these turbulent days,, the Art Students League was founded.

“The Art Students League.. was organised, August 1884 by six students, members originally of the
San Francisco School of Design, and later of Mr Fred Yates class.” (March 6th 1886 San Francisco
Evening Post.)

Some years later, on August 6th 1893 the San Francisco Chronicle ran the following story, which
detailed the origins of the leagues origins.

TO ATTAIN THE IDEAL: Sketch of the Art Students League.
Purposes for which it was established.
Members who have won distinction by product of brush and palette.

Nine years ago, in August 1884, six art students in the School of Design of this city, engaged a large
well lighted studio at 729 Montgomery street and formed a class which they called The Art Students
League. Theodore Wores, who had just returned from his studies in Europe generously offered them
gratuitous oversight and instruction.

This service he performed faithfully for many months, encouraging and stimulating the students by
his unflagging interest and helpful suggestions. These services were held in the highest appreciation
by the league and were enjoyed until Mr Wores departure for Japan, where he remained some
time... The league under Mr Wores had rapidly increased in membership until it numbered twenty
two pupils.

Fred Yates succeeded Mr Wores and inaugurated a life class that was composed of both sexes.
There being a large number of young women in the league at that time. This was very unusual,
and as it proved very startling to the San Francisco public, not then sufficiently advanced in artistic
perception to appreciate the entire propriety of such a departure from the old time methods. The
young people however were devoted to their art, and worked faithfully at their different models,
unheeding the ill-advised protests that came from time to time to their ears.

The class was discontinued after it had been in operation for some months on account of Mr Yates
departure for Europe. The league was particularly fortunate in securing as Yates successor, Oscar
Kunath, who for the past three or four years has taught the portrait class in the San Francisco School
of Design. He was director of the league for over a year, and his able services were productive of
most excellent results. In time, fine attractive rooms on the upper floor of 8 Montgomery Avenue
were engaged.

Here the league organised as a regular school with Emil Carlsen, Fred Yates, Mrs Mary Richardson,
and Miss Elizabeth Curtis for instructors...

...During the regime of Carlsen and Yates, very delightful ‘Artists Receptions’ were given at intervals
by the league. The rooms and the stairways leading to the street on these occasions, were tastefully
decorated with Chinese lanterns, potted plants, and other decorations often unique in design, always
artistic. On every side the eye was delighted by some quaint and pretty device arranged by the deft
fingers of the pupils. There was generally on these evenings, a lecture on art. There was always
good music, and the opportunity for the exhibition of pictures by both pupils and masters was not
neglected.”

Another retrospective view of events can be seen in a piece published in The Wave on June 25th
1892, written some time after Fred had left San Francisco for England, but before his success there
meant that a return to San Francisco was unlikely:
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“It is some years since Fred Yates shook from his shoes the dust of San Francisco. Since then he
has prospered. he has obtained what is so dear to the artistic soul — recognition. In London where
he has lived that has meant coin. In the field of portraiture he has won his success. An earnest
worker, he can draw so well as to catch a pose exactly; and his tuition taught him colour.

Yates possesses a more aggressive type of individuality than is ordinarily found among artists. His
fight with Virgil Williams, which led to the establishment of the Art Student’s League. those who
are interested in picture painting will not have forgotten. How the younger institution prospered,
how society flocked to its life classes, and the intense rivalry engendered will still be fresh in their
memories.

There were endless stories about that life class. Mrs. Louis Haggin attended it, besides the
daughters of several of our ‘first families. Mysterious whisperings anent nude models went the
rounds, but little was said until the Alta came out one morning with sensational headlines and several
columns that created the direst quality of consternation. Of course, it was said that Virgil Williams
was responsible, for after that article the life class went out of existence and met no more. The pupils
flitted to the country. Yates, however defiant, was almost crushed. But he revived. He worked on,
went to Paris, and Mrs. Fair bought from him a picture that received honourable mention in the Salon.
He returned, painted portraits, taught classes, and about four years ago left for England.

Prior to his departure he married a widow, Mrs. Martin, a sister of Dr Powers. She was then a very
beautiful girl, with an absolutely classic type of face. A love match, of course. She will return with him.
Yates has a villa at Chislehurst, where most of his work is done. Such is the demand upon his time,
he has ordinarily fourteen orders ahead of his capacity to produce.”

Still further light is thrown upon these eventful times in a piece written with the knowledge of
hindsight, and published on December 25th 1908 in Philopolis, San Francisco:

“The author of this piece was Arthur Mathews (Philopolis was his and his wife Lucia’s little magazine)
who not only taught but was the highly influential head of the School during those years. Fred Yates
was ahead of his time in culturally stifled San Francisco, breaking ground with a teaching practice
that was common in Europe at that time. Mathews’s curriculum included segregated life classes
with nude models almost as soon as he was appointed Director, and with no sign of further public
objections that | have found.” (Steven Muzylowski)

“To Mr, Frederick Yates. that sincere and energetic artist and teacher, belongs the honour of
establishing the first mixed life class, with any sincerity or energy behind it, in San Francisco : but the
newspapers, instigated by, no one knows who, pronounced his life class immoral As said, | do not
believe in mixed life classes ; still there is no moral difference between art students, male and female,
studying in a room together before a live man in bathing trunks, and art students labouring in another
fitted with plaster casts of the nude, with nothing to cover their nudity other than a plaster fig leaf. It is
all a matter of habit, but | never yet found girls and boys working together in unconsciousness of each
other’'s presence —as a steady rule or habit. Therefore | don’t believe in co-education. And if you will
know the whole truth, the nearest approach to unconsciousness of sex | ever , has been in a class of
boys and girls before a nude model. So you will understand why | always considered the attack, from
a high moral position, on Yates’ mixed life class a most dastardly deed. Of course the pressmen were
merely amused at the situation — all the immorality consisted in the bad thoughts of the instigators
behind the attack. And then again all the students studying in this life class were so gathered together
out of necessity of economy.

There were not enough young men seeking a vital education, at that time in art (painting and
drawing), to support a men’s class. However, through that disagreeable event the Art Students
League was established, an establishment that was destined, through a train of sequences, beyond
its organisers vision, to force a better system of “ art education”- into the California School of Design,



at that time only an absurd class in drawing from the plaster cast, It does not matter what happened
in the art world of San Francisco before ‘83 and ‘84.The real formative period of California art
(painting) dates from these years.

Three or four years later Emile Carlsen entered the California School of Design as head instructor,
and while he failed (in some people’s eyes) in making a visible impression on it. the truth is that he
established there an atmosphere which the management could not eliminate.

The School as a whole, under Carlsen’s kindly and sincere direction, learned at last the difference
between a master in art and an art pedagogue. Now no artist, for very long, will consent to giving

up the whole of his time to teaching cast drawing, or any other kind, to youths. So in 1890 the
management of the “Art School” on Pine street felt impelled to abandon its pedagogic system and its
dilettante methods of art culture, and adopt a system adapted to the requirements of artists.

From that time instructors in the California School of Design were only required to attend their classes
once or twice a week during nine months of the year—the rest of their time being given to the
practice of their professions, either as sculptors or painters.

The present writer taught, in this school, as its representative head, from 1890 to 1906, under this
system, and never felt the strain except at those times when the reputed management showed signs
of reverting to the pedagogic practices of the early day. And now the so-called graduates of the
California School of Design, and the artists of California who have had experiences there, smile

with something of derision when some people

get reminiscent and sentimental over the early

days of the “Art Institution” at 430 Pine Street

We know, so the less said the sooner mend-

ed.”

Fred is still out of town, as is reported on
October 25th 1884, in The San Franciscan.

“San Raphael evidently has great attraction for
Fred Yates, as he is rarely seen in the city
nowadays.”

This may be an informed comment upon
a developing relationship between Fred and
Emily Powers Chapman.

The Chapman family were descended from

a Robert Chapman who left the Hull Area

of Yorkshire, from Robin Hoods Bay, and
arrived in New England (Saylbrook) 1635-6
via Boston. Seventh child of Russell and
Maria Chapman. Born Newhaven, Connecticut
14.4.1855.

Russell Chapman
Emily’s father.
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Their house was near Yale University, and was later
pulled down when the University needed to expand.

64 High Street

Several of her brothers went there, and that was
probably how she met Claude Martin, a very good
looking student.

Claude & Emily
Martin

She fell in love with him, and though both would seem to have
been too immature for marriage, and quite without “means” she
married him before her 21st. birthday, very much against her
family’s wishes.

He was the son of W.A.P. Martin, a missionary in China, who taught at Peking University, made a
“simpler” Chinese alphabet so that other Chinese than the Mandarin class could learn to read their
own language, in part.

He wrote several books on China, translated several Chinese Poems, and had many Chinese friends,
who gave him the title “A Mandarin of the ninth button”, a great honour! He could not be awarded the
top honour, “the Tenth Button”, because he was a “foreigner”.

He and his wife had several children, and how they managed to bring them up, being so much in
China, one can only conjecture. He was in Peking at the time of the siege, and wrote a book about
it. He seemed to take to soldiering with almost relish, there is a photograph of him with a gun slung
across his shoulder, on his return to America.

The marriage did not work. Both parties were high spirited, and perhaps selfish, there was little
money, and Claude obviously not mature enough for his responsibilities, and they parted in a year.
She may not have known, however that she was pregnant when they parted. She did not tell her
family, but tried to earn her living by taking a job as a sort of home help, though she was not used to
much housework. After a month or two at work her mistress called her in to tell her, confidentially, that
the reason that she had engaged her was because she was expecting a child in October. To which
poor Emily could only reply, “So am |, madam.” This lady insisted that Emily should tell her mother or
some elder sister who could take her in, so eventually Emily did this.



Her mother insisted she should go to San Raphael, California, where her sister Kate, now married
was now living. Emily reluctantly went. Her sister, several years older, was inclined to “boss her”
always, but she was very good to her in the coming years. Her mother and father retired to California
abut this time, apparently, for it was obvious that Kate and Mrs Chapman took care of baby Donald
between them for the next three or four years while Emily taught music in a school in San Raphael,
run by the Rev. and Mrs Lathrop. Could there be a family connection between this couple and Mr.
Barbour Lathrop, journalist and prominent member of the Bohemian Club, mentioned in the account
of the Bohemian Club Jinks of the previous year, for which Fred provided a cartoon? If there were, it
could explain how Fred and Emily came to meet.

This kind couple became very fond of her and she continued there, able to have Donald with her
once he was old enough, until Donald was 11 years old. During the difficult times before, she had
written to W.A.P. Martin, asking if he could help her a little for the sake of his grandson, but he wrote
a very cold letter saying he could not do so. When he returned from China he did go to see her and
his grandson, and on meeting her apologised for having thought her just a designing woman who
had trapped his son somehow into marriage too young, and acknowledged that, believing themselves
deeply in love, they had both made a mistake in getting married.

Claude became an engineer, and built bridges among other things, but never acknowledged his first
wife and son, never replying to a letter my father wrote to him in later life.Perhaps his second family
knew nothing about his first, or the letter was suppressed by one of them, we’ll never know, but it
left my Father, (always feeling displaced by Grandfather and Mary in his mothers life) feeling as if he
belonged nowhere. His mother adored him all her life, and wrote to him regularly wherever he was,
until her sight failed towards her last days.

(From notes supplied by Joan Fox.)

Fred, however, could not remain ‘in the country’ indefinitely, and on October 26th 1884 the
San Francisco Chronicle states that “Fred Yates is expected to return to the city next week after
an extended absence.”

On November 1st 1884 The San Franciscan reports that “Yates has returned to his Montgomery
Street studio for the winter, after a prolonged absence in the country.” Montgomery Street had
become a centre for artists, and there were a number of studios in the vicinity.

By November 8th 1884, Fred’s activities are getting back to normal again. “The Better Land’ is a
recent production of Yates. The subject is from Mrs Heman’s poem.” Considering Fred’s enthusiasm
and commitment to his painting, it would be inconceivable that his time in the country would have
been lacking in painting activity and sure enough, we hear that “He has also a portrait of his mother,
and three landscapes, to show for his recent labour’s at San Raphael. The landscapes include
Tampalais from the junction,, a roadside scene, and a hillside near San Raphael. They are all in the
quiet style of Yates’s later works, and the hill scene is a little gem. From these pictures he will make a
selection for the Palette Club’s exhibition” The San Franciscan.

A clean sweep for a decisive new wave of activity is evident, and on November 22nd 1884 The San
Franciscan reveals that “Yates is painting portraits. His studio, which has been newly decorated and
furnished, is now one of the handsomest in the city.”

By December 6th, there is even a return to life class activity in the city, as The San Franciscan
reports that “Stanton and Rease — the latter a pupil of Yates — have opened a life class at Stanton’s
old studio, No. 729 Montgomery Street.” At the Palette Club exhibition, Fred exhibits “Hillside scene
near San Raphael.” The San Franciscan, December 13th.
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On December 27th The San Franciscan reports: “Tavernier has left for the isles of the south,” In the
spring of 1889, in Hawaii, Tavernier died an early death, through drink. Upon Tavernier's departure
from San Francisco, Fred Yates became president of the Palette Club.

His activities at this time are not confined to painting
either, and on January 10th 1885 The San Franciscan
reports on an amateur production of Romeo & Juliet
in which Fred Yates plays the Apothecary. The pro-
gramme cover, pen & ink work, is of course also by
Fred. In between rehearsals and performance, he is
still painting, and a portrait of Isiadore Burns, “an old
resident of the city often seen along the waterfront.”
is announced on January 31st 1885 in The San
Franciscan.

On March 14th 1885 The San Franciscan tells us that
“Yates is sighing for the hills of San Raphael.” This
may again be a further informed reference to Fred

and Emily’s developing relationship, It would seem
however, that their relationship is soon to be tested, for
Fred will shortly be departing for Paris and his second
period of study.

On March 21st in The San Franciscan we hear

that "Yates has finished a neat piece of work called
‘Buttercups and Daisies, a landscape with a wooded
boundary, over which there is a strong play of light
and shade. Three children are running about in the tall
grass. picking flowers.” He is also evidently exploring
other subject matter, “A Servant of Buddha,” is the

title of another work not yet complete. A cross-legged Programme Cover by Fred Yates
Brahmin at his devotions, surrounded by the oriental
accessories usually introduced into these pictures, is a
figure into which Yates is putting a good deal of careful
study, and with very satisfactory results.”

Another report in The San Franciscan, on April 4th mentions this. “Yates is dividing his attention
between his large class of young ladies, and a new study of oriental life.” An interest in the oriental
was popular in the arts during this time. It is interesting to note that Theodore Wores, 1858 -1939,
another young artist in the Montgomery Street circle and who had met Oscar Wilde during his visit to
the city, also left for study in Europe (Munich) in 1885. When he returned to San Francisco in 1889,
he spent much time in the Chinatown area, exploring oriental subjects.

On May 30th 1885, The San Franciscan reports that “In a week or two Fred yates... leaves for a two
years trip to Paris” (To study with Boulanger.) “On Thursday, his scholars, who are warmly attached to
him, gave a farewell reception at the Art Students League.”

Despite the enthusiasm of the artists though, euphoria was not universal. On June 21st 1885
The San Franciscan reported that a sale at Irving Hall had been a poor sale, and 235 pictures

of various kinds had made poor prices. “meritorious” pieces by Fred Yates sold at prices which
will “hardly cover the price of the frames.” This must have been a grave disappointment to Fred,
immediately prior to his departure for Paris, and it must have affected his plans to some degree.
Some of his comments later in 1889, prior to departure for England, must have been coloured by



these financial set backs, and particularly so, following not long after all the unpleasantness attached

to the treatment of his ill-fated life class.

There seems to have been something of an exodus of artists about this time. On July 12th 1885
the San Francisco Chronicle mentions that five major artists including Fred Yates, have all gone

away. At this point though,

William Keith (1838 - 1911) returned from
an unhappy stay in Munich, where he
had been since 1883. Keith, born in Old
Meldrum, Aberdeenshire, was an influen-
tial painter of landscapes, and a lifelong
friend of John Muir (the naturalist and
champion of Yosemete.) Keith’s art devel-
oped slowly, and with a strong grounding
in representational reality he was nev-
ertheless something of ‘a poet of the
brush. He was to be a painter whom Fred
admired greatly, although there was evi-
dently a degree of rivalry and an amount
of sparring between the two, “they seem
to have agreed to be enemies. com-
ments Brother Cornelius, FSC, MA. in
“Keith, Old master of California” (G. P,
Putnam Sons, New York 1942)

Keith wrote to his friends Ina and Marie
Brackenbury: “...Yates is doing a great
deal of work and it is terrible, terrible. Mr.
Scott wants him to paint me, but | don’t
want to sit, he has no colour, not a bit,
and so terribly toneless—you mustn’t say
a word against his work, even in the kind-
est way; you would be surprised at his
sensitiveness. " (Letter of July 1897.)

“Yates actually painted a portrait of
Keith—but what a portrait! The ground
painting is strong, dark Indian red. The
hair is a huge mass of wild scrolls of
light granite gray; through the heavy-
rimmed spectacles peer eyes that are
keen, almost fierce. Coat. dull black.
Keith holds rigidly to his palette and
brushes. The picture is a wild dashing
sketch. “Keith didn’t like it at all,” said Dr.
Reginald K. Smith, who showed it to the
author.

William Keith
Oil painting by Fred Yates
Keith in turn had fun at Yates’s expense

Landscape by William Keith
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when with a few chums, he would sometimes mimic the facial peculiarities of Yates in a way that
was unmistakable and very humourous.”

On August 8th 1885, The Wasp informs us that
“Yates has just arrived in Paris after a pleasant

and interesting trip.” and on October 10th The San
Franciscan tells that Fred is studying in Paris under
Boulanger, and “...writes in enthusiastic strain.”

On March 6th 1886 the San Francisco Evening Post
reports “Yates...working in the studio of Julian in
Paris.”

Fred may well have been still exhibiting in San
Francisco during this time as The San Franciscan
of March 13th suggests he is included in the exhibi-
tion of Graphic Arts at “the new rooms of the Art
League’”

On May 30th 1886 the San Francisco Chronicle
reports on The French Salon — American Artists who
are represented...

Fred Yates is mentioned as “an Englishman from
Southampton.” with a work, in which the subject is
taken from George Elliotts novel ‘Romola’.

On March 20th 1887 the San Francisco Chronicle

reveals that “Fred Yates is expected to return to this

city before the close of spring.” which is confirmed

in the San Francisco Chronicle on June 12th 1887:

“Fred Yates has returned to New York from Paris Romola by Fred Yates
and will be in the city in the course of a week.”

On his arrival in America, Fred wrote to Emily on

July 18th from the Hotel St Stephen, 46 to 52 East Eleventh Street, New York. “Morning today was
just breaking and my heart gave a leap of joy at the glory of the Eastern sky. We have no occasion to
praise God if we could feel the force of praise his works give him. | thought how beautiful was it all,
and what an old idiot | was to have been so cast down this past week. | don’t think however | would
have been cast down if | had not fallen sick. Dear Emily, life is truly sweet, in spite of the intense bitter
that comes. Yours my blessed girl, Your Husband”

In this letter, Fred refers to himself as “Your Husband,” although he and Emily did not marry until
December 31st of that year.

He is back in the swing of things right away, with The Argonaut reporting on October 12th 1887 that
he has just completed a 2/3 length portrait of Mr Henry Heyman.

Fred and Emily were married on the last day of 1887, to start a New Year together. They must
have been engaged for a while, as it was only in 1887 that she got a divorce, having apparently
not troubled to do so before.



A new life began for her with Frederic Yates, “They loved each other dearly for the rest of their
lives, and weathered hard times and various separations. They both loved music, and she was a
competent pianist, a marvellous accompanist to singers, instrumentalists and choirs, able to play
almost anything by ear, and transpose songs into other keys to suit any singer.

In her younger days she had a good contralto voice, and sang solos in church, when they could
spare her from playing the organ, (in their Congregational church,) which she did from the age of ten
or so. He was able to play the piano also (by ear only | believe) enough to sing popular songs and
college ditties (as he played). She wrote very vivid letters, and when he gave her paints and urged
her to paint a daffodil, she produced a lovely thing - but apparently never found time to do more.

With the true American interest in people, she was very hospitable, and throughout their life, though
money was almost always short, welcomed all visitors, and would give away anything she had, if she
thought someone was in greater need than she was.

Her housekeeping was only just adequate, but was not considered an important thing in the family,
and her cooking hardly better than her husbands. All her family tended to say “Go and play to us
while we cook the supper / or wash the dishes” so she would play the piano to order. When we were
old enough we would sing part songs, and the jobs got done without being hard work. she would
patiently play for us while we danced until we were exhausted, or play tunes and songs, to order,
when we were in bed and putting off the awful moment of having to go to sleep!

What did children do in those days who did not have such a source of music! She never really
learned to knit, and the only sewing | ever saw her do was fine embroidery of flowers on little bonnets
and things which were sent in sacks of clothing for “refugees.” She must have done the family
mending at some time, but in our day Aunt Mary did all the mending, which she did as if it were
embroidery, her darns were like fine bits of weaving. And she enjoyed doing it.”

(From notes supplied by Joan Fox.)

The San Francisco Chronicle on January 8th 1888 reports that “Next week the Art Students League
will begin its new term under the charge of Mr Yates.”

A little later, on January 29th The San Francisco Examiner tells us that “Fred Yates formerly occupied
Keith’s studio. But his trip to Europe necessarily caused him to give it up. He is now comfortably
situated in the Sutter Street building, No 712, the same which accommodates the French Library.
‘Tuesday’s and Fridays at Home’ is the sign on the doors. Yates is almost incapable of painting with
anybody looking over his shoulders. A few draperies, a throne, or platform, a number of interesting
drawings and sketches, some by himself, many by his friends, relieve the walls.

The characteristic atmosphere of the French school clings to the surroundings. The storytelling side
of art asserts itself strongly with Yates, and compositions which introduce children, particularly boys,
seem to fascinate him most. He is tall, quick, and lively and his work shows evidence of mental
characteristics.

By March 18th Fred Yates is busy on three portraits of a well known Judge, a journalist, and a doctor.
Two or three landscapes also, developed from sketches made abroad. (San Francisco Chronicle)
and on April 1st, a portrait of Barbour Lathrop (journalist) is “the subject of considerable talk at the
Bohemian Club. “ There is also a portrait of a Judge Boalt.”

In the Spring exhibition of the San Francisco Art Association. Fred exhibits various pictures. “The
paintings that attracted most attention were those of Harrison, Carlsen, Yates, Jouillin, Stanton, Keith,
Mrs Richardson, Strong, Yelland and Hill.” San Francisco Chronicle April 25th.
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An article revealing that Emil Carlsen is leaving for the
east, appears on May 13th 1888 in the San Francisco
Chronicle. It develops the theme of the poor support
given to artists in San Francisco at the time. Carlsen
states that “The people here do not buy pictures.” and
“People of taste have no money to buy pictures, people
with money have no brains to enjoy pictures.” He goes
on to say that “Some of our best men have gone away
because they had to go. Yates cannot live here and it is
only a matter of time when he will go”

Emil Carlsen,(1853-1932) was an American painter of
Danish birth. in 1887 he moved to San Francisco, having
been invited to succeed Virgil Williams as director of the
California School of Design. He also taught at the San
Francisco Art Students' League.

During his four influential time in California, he shared
a studio in Montgomery Street with Arthur Mathews.
Exhibition and sales were poor and Carlsen was forced
in 1891 to move back to New York. Carlsen exhibited
regularly at the Bohemian Club. (Paul J. Karlstrom.

Emil Carlsen

On May 27th, The San Francisco Chronicle reveals that
some lectures are planned. Fred Yates is to give a lecture on ‘Art in Italy. Also, it reports that the San
Francisco Art Association exhibition was not a success,with only five pictures sold.

On June 10th the San Francisco
Chronicle reveals that Fred is at
work on two portraits for the
Bohemian Club, and also at work
on a jinks cartoon.

Commencement Exercises
Fred Yates Jinks cartoon
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We learn on July 22nd that he exhibits at the San
Francisco Art Association Teachers exhibition, ‘A snow
effect on the mountains’

(San Francisco Chronicle) and on August 5th 1888 The
San Francisco Chronicle mentions a picture of a Mr.
Henry Marshall.

On August 26th 1888 The San Francisco Chronicle
reports that “With the assistance of Mrs Mary Curtis
Richardson and Mr Yates, Mr Carlsen will open an Art
Students League in opposition to the San Francisco
School of Design.”

Perhaps the poor climate of sales leads to a widening of
Fred’s activities, as on September 11th The
Sacramento Bee states that “Fred Yates, a new exhibi-
tor here, is represented by five canvasses.”

The efforts to encourage a greater interest in the arts
continued, and on October 1st The San Francisco
Chronicle told of the Art Student League “Students
Evening.” when Fred Yates lectured to over 200 people
on ‘Architecture’

Fred is by now doing a lot of teaching. We find in the

Joseph D. Redding
Bohemian Club

San Francisco Chronicle, October 14th that Fred’s classes are encouraging progress at the Art

Students League.

He is painting portraits in the hours free from classes. On November 18th the San Francisco
Chronicle mentions a Portrait of Mr Lathrop on exhibition, and on December 16th, Several portraits —

Three life size. (San Francisco Chronicle)

There is the first mention of Fred’s Millet lecture on
March 23rd 1889 in the San Francisco Chronicle.

“FRANCOIS MILLETT
The Art Leagues Studio Evening.

Fred Yates Reads an Interesting Paper on the Life Work
of the Celebrated French Artist.

The feature of the fourth ‘studio evening’ of the Art
Students League last night was a paper read by Fred
Yates on the life work and struggles of Jean Francois
Millett, the French painter. His paper was illustrated by
lantern views of pictures by Millett, which were well
presented by Mr. Treat, who managed that portion of the
entertainment and were greatly appreciated by the audi-
ence. The reproductions were the work of a member

of the league. Mr. Yates told of the early life of Millett
and of how, even in infant years, the noble art found a
cherishing place in his bosom.
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Sketch from Fred’s Millet Notebook
Mr. Yates graphically described the artist’s early struggles, and told of his first endeavours and of the
fund being raised at Cherbourg for his support while studying at Paris; of his first unhappy marriage
and the death of his wife; of his subsequent and felicitous marriage; of his toiling for bread at the
French metropolis and of painting signs for a livelihood. From a poor peasant boy Millett became a
Chevalier of the Legion of Honour, and he who had hungered for a crust was awarded before his
death a contract for $10,000 to paint church decorations for the Government.

Millett died in 1875 in his 61st year. Among his best-known paintings are: ‘The Sower, ‘The
Angelus,, ‘The Sheep-Shearer and ‘Death and the Woodcutter, The last was refused admittance to
the Salon. Most of the artist’'s best works are owned in this country. ‘The Angelus’ is owned at Paris.
Millett did not believe in weakening character. The beautiful was to him the suitable.”

Another review of the lecture reads “The reception of the Art Students League at its studio on Friday
night was very enjoyable. The paper on Millett read by Fred Yates was instructive and entertaining,

and the lantern views were well managed. The studio was crowded with many friends of the league
who display great taste in the work being done by the students.” April 7th.San Francisco Chronicle.

On April 27th in the San Francisco Newsletter, “Fred Yates shows a number of strong heads in
portraiture, at the head of them being a 3/4 length of Thomas Nast, the former king of caricaturists.”
and on May 5th Fred removes his studio to 220 Sutter Street. (San Francisco Chronicle)

On June 1st Fred speaks out in the San Francisco Call which reports:

A PRIVATE VIEW.

Emil Carlsen, Fred Yates, and Mrs Richardson were the instructors of the League during the greater
portion of the two last terms: the former has gone east, however and the two latter are now in charge.
That their tuition has been conscientious is evidenced by the work of their pupils. Only a very select
few were admitted to the private view last night.

After they had had an opportunity of examining the drawings Mr Yates made a very interesting
address. He spoke of the league, of its organisation and of its objects. There were four classes, he
said, the antique, study of the head from the living model, the nude and finishing. The landscapes
shown,

Mr Yates explained were independent work, not done in school hours; still life alone was cultivated.
There were no awards for the best drawings, the satisfaction of success being a sufficient incentive
to hard work, and the only recompense.

He went on then to speak of the lack of encouragement for young artists who strove to do the
character of work there exhibited. Were they to turn their hands and give an equal amount of labour
to decorating plaques, or colouring photographs, fathers and mothers brothers, sisters and friends
would be encaptured with their success and enthusiastic over their remarkable talent.

In this connection Mr Yates told a little story. On his return from Europe he met one day a young man
whose sister had previously taken some lessons from him, and this young man addressed him thus:
“How can thank you, Mr Yates for your wonderful teaching? You have inspired my sister with the
most marvellous love of art, and she is doing wonders.” Mr Yates expressed his delight to hear

of the young lady’s ability, and asked what character of work she was doing — landscape, figures,
historical or what? “Just after you left,” continued the young man, enthusiastically, “down she went to
a dry-goods store one day; she bought some satin and set to work on it. Ah you ought to see the fine
things she turns out. They are great.” “If she had been conscientiously working down here she would
have had no such encouragement as that painting on satin. Faugh!” concluded Mr Yates.



He also told of a Parisian teacher who used to ask his frivolous pupils whom he saw were wasting
their time, the occupations of their parents. On one occasion, a young fellow who was frittering his
time away, answered “Mine’s a farmer, sir.” “Let me advise you, then, then to go help your father and
give up art,” was the caustic advice tendered, and strange to say, accepted.

All are not born to art; many come, few are chosen. Success can only be attained as the results of
hard striving and much labour. It must not be undertaken lightly, or with hope of ultimate profit. The
happiness, the pleasure of it, is in the execution. Why are not friends and relatives satisfied if their
daughters simply obtain an education that must add much to their pleasure in life, that educates both
eye and brain. If, for instance a girl knows music, it is not demanded that she should be continually
exercising her accomplishment; her friends are happy in the conviction that she is not ignorant on the
subject; they don’t demand that she be a magnificent performer. All cannot hope to attain the goal. It
is only the very few who really succeed, and at what a price.

Mr Yates expatiated on the lack of encouragement to art in this city. He thought that at least one

of our multitudinous millionaires ought to expend some of this capital in the erection of a museum,
whose lack here is a disgrace to the city. This absence of encouragement has driven Carlsen, Wores
and many others away from the city. They had gone where work met with more appreciation. In
conclusion, Mr Yates paid a very high compliment to the labour’s of Mr Carlsen and Mrs Richardson.
Next term, he said, he hoped to have Mr Arthur Mathews, a Parisian artist of great ability as a
teacher.”

The following day, the San Francisco Chronicle also covered this. “It is very pleasant to be able to
give those who have taken up art as a serious life work a word of praise. The goal of a healthy
ambition is afar off, and the nobler it is, the greater are the difficulties to be overcome before it

is reached.

At the exhibition of black and white oils of the students of the Art Students League are seen

many works worthy of the warmest praise. They give every evidence of ability, artistic feeling and
conscientious painstaking endeavour. From this institution, of which little has been said in the past,
will come steadily powerful painters who may realise the hope of the older artists by founding a
purely American school.

Fred Yates, one of the instructors in the league and a painter of great ability, read an interesting
paper at the opening of the exhibition of Friday night in which he spoke of the attitude of San
Francisco towards art. He spoke of the difficulties thrown in the way of the student, and regretted
the indifference of the public towards artists. ‘We have no art here’ he said, ‘We have had among
us artists of undoubted ability, but the best of them have been obliged to leave us. Our best
painters have been driven away, and the newspaper critic is alone in the field. What art wants is
encouragement, and not abuse.

Mr Yates is in error when he says the best painters have been driven away. The gentlemen he
mentioned were not in that class. The best artist who ever put nature in her most poetic moods on
canvas is still here. The Art Students League will open again in September, when Arthur Mathews, a
very distinguished painter, will take his place as instructor.”

The story is continued on June 16th in the San Francisco Chronicle. “When Emil Carlsen went to
the East some months ago it was believed he had gone back forever. One or two of his very many
friends said he had ‘come to earth’ when he arrived here; that his going to the Gotham Art School
was a ‘translation’; and that his second coming would be looked for in vain. Mr Yates said he had
been forced to flee to escape the wrath of the Philistines. In fact, Mr Yates said the best and the
strongest painters had been driven from this city, and ended a paper on the subject of abuse of
artists in the following cutting and sarcastic but misleading sentence: ‘The San Francisco newspaper
critic is alone on the field.
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The inference was certainly far from flattering to the thick-skinned and second-rate artists who still
remained to hear the onslaughts of the ‘critics’, and doubtless the remark would have received a reply
from some of the painters here had not Mr Yates disarmed protest by taking a front rank among those
who had not been forced to depart”

Fred’s work in portraiture is gaining momentum steadily, The San Francisco Chronicle of June 30th
reports that “Mr Yates has completed an excellent portrait of a prominent member of the Bohemian
Club. The artist is doing a good deal of portrait work, and has proved most successful in getting
likeness, flesh colour and natural pose.” Another Portrait completed in 1889 was of ‘W.S. and
Cutler B. Whitewell’ and is now owned by the Society of California Pioneers. (Alfred Harrison, North
Point Gallery.)

On July 14th in the San Francisco Chronicle the news breaks that Fred is to be bound for Europe
to complete a portrait commission. “Mr Yates has received the congratulations of many of his fellow
artists. He will leave for Europe soon to execute a commission for a titled member of the British
Aristocracy. The work is in the nature of portraiture, in which Mr Yates is remarkably successful. He
will remain in Europe for five months, the greater part of that time will be spent in Paris. The position
he occupied at the Art Students League will be filled before the next term.”

Fred’s departure is reported in the San Francisco Chronicle on July 28th 1889: “Fred Yates left for
London last week. He will spend two months in the British capital and will then go to Paris, where he
will remain three months. He will make a tour of the Continent and may not return to this country
before next spring.”

Although this visit appears to have been initially intended to be temporary, it turned out to be a
decisive event, and marked a turning point in the in the lives of the Yates.
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Arrival and life in England. 1889 - 1906

The newspapers in San Francisco continued to report on Fred’s activities in England. On September
8th 1889 The San Francisco Chronicle reports “Fred Yates states that the artist is at work on his
orders and enamoured of the heathery moors, well defined hills, and ‘beautiful cloudy skies’ of the
country downs.” and on November 11th, the San Francisco Chronicle: “...Fred Yates ...winning fame
in Great Britain and lIreland ... has received much attention and many kindly notices in Ireland

and Scotland.”

Fred had been commissioned by the
Marchionesse of Downshire. He imme-
diately becomes busily engaged in con-
solidating his position in the arts com-
munity on the other side of the

Atlantic. This can be seen from a letter
which she wrote to him from East
Hampstead Park,Wokingham, on March
9th (Probably in 1889-90)

“Dear Mr Yates, | am glad you have
seen Sir John Millais. He seems on the
whole to have been encouraging. Let
me know when you have been to Sir

F. Leighton. | am not going to town at
present, but when | do | will certainly let
you know. Yours truly Downshire,”

In 1890, it still seems that a return to
California is expected, as on February
9th 1890 the San Francisco Chronicle
writes:“Fred Yates will soon return to
San Francisco... trip to Europe most
successful... all his time was spent in
executing orders.” but by March 9th, the
San Francisco Chronicle states “Fred
Yates... may not return for some time...
given many commissions and will fill
them before returning to America.”

Plans for Emily to also move to England
develop, and Fred writes to her on the
25th May 1890. . )
The Dowager Marchionesse of Downshire by Fred Yates
“Sunday Night My Dear Love, If you
come to England | want you to bring the dresses no matter how old they are, and if Herman still
has his camera get him to take some views about the dear old home — as we shall treasure them

| had a most pleasant evening last night with Dr Browne. He is very like Mr Bates in many ways, but
more subdued if if that expresses any difference. Strange how he longs to see America. He knows
something of the country and asks if | don’t find the people less conventional and more generally
cultured than they are in (America)..... (Section missing)
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We talked on several topics | learning something at every moment. He is a perfect encyclopedia of
information and gives it out with no show of pedantry. They look forward to seeing Buggy. Oh dear
heart! That you may come — How you shall have love, and the dear boy, how we will assuredly never
never leave one another again, - never!

| talked freely my opinions of
the Academy and after that
the Doctor said “Let us see
how the Athenaeum Critic
carries you out.” - and

we read perhaps twelve col-
umns and all so carried out
what | wrote you, that the
Doctor said “Mr Yates, did
you have nothing to do with
their criticism!” — laughingly,
of course. He said it would
be doing a good work if |
would take parties through
the Academy rooms — “No,

seriously | mean that,” he
said. Room At Downshires, (from a sketchbook)

Today | lunched with the Newgasses. A lady there | liked — Miss Gova — refined and well informed

on many things, and most womanly — her face quite a pleasure to contemplate. How miserably my
nature behaves when | look from such a one to one whose only object in life is to exist, eat, what
exists but which shows only at moments. Mrs Newgass at luncheon said “Now Mr Yates, you mustn’t
blush when | tell you” — (I'm given that may Buggie — but can’t help it) — “Mr Geilgud was here the
other day at dinner, and sang your praises. — He said that you have the true appreciation of nature
and the bold assertiveness of Velasquez.” | went scarlet, whether it is kindness in people to say such
things to ones face | doubt it, but | feel gratified Mr Geilgud has a good opinion of my work.

Mrs Newgass says he is a newspaper art critic, but doesn’t know for what paper he writes. He must
do it for love, for his business is in the war office. | know you will be glad to hear he likes my work,
and more glad when you see the manner of man. Entirely exceptional in every way, both in manner
of expression and mode of thinking.

Their boy | have helped in advice how to paint still life. The good fellow was here one afternoon
for an hour and | made everything quite clear, giving him only a few simple rules and ideas that
will expand...” (Rest missing)

The work continues, on June 29th The San Francisco Chronicle: “Fred Yates is painting portraits by
the score in London, and has more to do than he can soon accomplish.”

However, Emily writes to Fred on the 4th July 1890 from the steamer “Mefied” bound for Los
Angeles. “My love, You will feel neglected | know. It is, | don’t know how long since | last wrote. But
you will understand; | rest in this. Now | am coming! Farewells all said and we are actually started.
Smooth sailing, we’ve not had an instants iliness. Miss Birdshaw, my C.S. instructor is on board with
us and shares our stateroom.

Dear Jack is downstairs with the Porter. Happy as a king at not being left behind! | visit him four or
five times a day. He eats as he hasn't all the time we were at the Greggs. | think he felt the coming
changes then, and feared separation. Grandma grew very fond of him and Nell said “I wish we could
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have him.” Dear people all! How my heart melts at the thought of them! But, it is all well, my life,
life for me and with you, - wherever it is.

| send three tin lined cases round the Horn, and your Easel in another (not tin lined.) | shall soon see
your Father and Mother, and my Brother Russell.

Dear Heart, the rush of packing is over and | have leisure to think quietly of my nearest and
dearest. | can hardly realise that my old life in California is over. God give us wisdom and the will
to serve Him truly.

You would enjoy the view from my stateroom, now still and placid blue sea, Last night glorious
moonlight, reflected, and stirring thoughts of God’s beauty and intelligence.

Mr Worcester went with me on Monday to Mrs Bennett, the last time | was to see her. | enclose the
letter she sent me since. Dear woman, the tears came and her dear face trembled when | kissed her.
She kissed me three or four times, and one was for you, “One of those for him.” | asked when she
said | was to kiss you for her — “No” she answered, “another, for him,” and so | gave her one long
one till | dared not press her dear face longer for fear of losing calm. | feel at rest about her, in
leaving her with Mr Worcester. We shall soon be at Santa Barbara, where | mail this. | am yours
beloved, this you know. E”

On July 30th. Fred writes to Emily:
“Deeeearr O’'gerresss............. This is to
give your greetings to the Emerald Isle
as | can’t be there . - and when you

are reading this | shall be in Liverpool
sitting patiently on a wharf log awaiting
your arrival.- patiently of course | don’t
mean. | began Lady McLintocks portrait
yesterday.

Had a good evening at Chislehurst last
week with the Millet lecture notice of
it in the Daily News which | send you
with this. - The disk in the sky is our
honeymoon Buggy!

| have got a lovely temporary home for
us at Chislehurst for two months , by
which time we shall know best where to
settle down.

Out of my bedroom window (from a sketchbook)

A wee word for Mr.Sherwood - give him my love - | have all sorts of ideas about Don’s schooling
but we must wait and talk it all over. - My love to the dear fellow - Now go and sleep quietly and
in the morning you will see the Buggin.”

By September 12th 1890 they have settled in their new home in Chislehurst, and Emily describes her
first impressions of England in a Letter to her Brother, Percy.

“Dear Percy, Long time I've had an envelope addressed to you but Fred (not having been able to
begin at once, his sitters not being returned from summer trips,) has made Don and me serve as
models. You know his continual thirst for being at work. So with sitting for him and reading to Don
while he sat, and singing and playing for his inspiration while he painted the collie dog, flowers, and



the house (in the garden) I've had no time of my own for letter writing. But | have wanted to write you,
as promised, while | was fresh for impressions.

The domesticity of England first struck me, as opposed to the wildness and raw, colossal distances of
western America. Every inch of the country, trodden for centuries, has the air of long use, of extreme

cultivation. The people not so much so. They show the effect of ancient institutions but in most

cases it is conspicuous in a hardened crust of conformity, rather than the mellowness of heart-culture
always so irrisistable. The types of character are so strong everywhere, they interest me intensely.

| like London, | love riding on top of a bus. It is great fun (tho’ hardly Christian!) to look down on
everybody around you. The vigour of the barrel-pianos amuse me without fail and the industry (if such
it can be called!) of the grinder stirs me to laughter. Here we have rhythm in its full charm (tho’ it

may be bare of all other) and the runs that go pirrrrrp! Every few bars, answered by chup a chump

a chump a chump in the bass, a sort of tumbling down, backstairs effect, filling in the rests at the

end of a phrase, nearly burst me!

The shape of the loaves of bread familiar to me long in English books, struck me queerly. Venetian
blinds too so universal here, | was green about manipulating. The old fashioned inconvenience

of things, the being obliged to wait for people to do things for you rather curbs ones American
restlessness; and Fred laughs at my finding so many things "broad in the beam” from the Queen to
the fish women and steam engines.

The mis-applied h’s of course are noticeable to a new-comer. The lost ones, one grieves at being
unutilised, until one reflects that it is about counter balanced after all by their being added in other
(tho’ unlooked for) places.

But after all, the question is more vital “does England like us?” than “do we like England?” Of course
there is much that we greatly enjoy. The charm and beauty everywhere, especially here in the country
where we are fortunate to have found a beautiful house for two months whose owner wishes a
portrait painted by way of rental. Servants run everything, knowing so well the routine and this leaves
me free to enjoy and entertain of which latter we’ve done a good deal. The opportunity being so good
to show attention and hospitality to Fred’s friends.

Tom and Eric, Jeff and Rose have visited us here. Mr and Mrs Mill (whom Fred painted and thro’
whom we got this house and the order which pays for it, and other orders here too which pay our
expenses (here no small sum)) have also been here and their son comes tomorrow for the night.

Tennis court in a lovely garden shaded by Linden trees over gravel walk and turfed terrace bordered
with bright flowers. Don said | must learn to play having such opportunity, as | do every day, and
sometimes do well, sometimes very badly.

Herbert Pain and his wife came in last week and played with us — They live at Bromley, three miles
away. Invited us there to dine today but | am busy getting Don ready for Rugby next week as we’'ve
put it off. The Lower School, you know, not the Rugby School, for which you have to apply for your
boy years before, | believe, to get a vacancy.

What | hate most over here is the everlasting fee - ing. | can’t see how self-respect can grow when
in every face you see the eager look of greed for the possible shilling. Men or boys or women chase
you for a block to do something for you you’d rather do yourself in order to give you the pleasure

of a donation. What earthly chance is left for acts of common civility, untouched by morbid motive.
Give me the “land of the free” every time in this respect. But | am enjoying the cathedrals, the
galleries, and all by which we can grow. Dear Fred is off to work this a.m. — Mrs Fleming, his

sitter, having returned.
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We had a night with Tom and Eric at their pleasant home when we first arrived. Both most lovely and
hospitable to me, and their boys are beautiful and well brought up. Harold is particularly handsome.
How | wish you could get Jeff out to America! He came Sunday and brought his Zither, and played
delightfully. He is very Handsome, full of dry humour and rather silent in general. We shall invite

his sweetheart here soon, he seems quite devoted to her, Rose says. Of course Jeff and | find
congeniality in music. Sunday night we had a great time singing “Lord for thy tender mercies sake”
and other anthems. Rose was decoyed into it too.

| so often think of our lovely day with you at Juarez and El Paso. Nearly all the Pottery came safely
and Fred mended all that didn’t except one little one that was in small bits. He was much pleased at
the little wax figures we had such trouble about and found for unwinding all the mummy-like folds of
tissue paper that it was safe except the old barbers spectacles which had tumbled off — but that was
easily fixed. The little horn cigar-ash-holder too, Fred admired much. But dear Percy shall | tell you
that my wicked husband so fights me about wearing the silver snake you so generously gave me that
life is a burden. | fear he will throw it away some day when | am out, so great is his aversion to those
creatures, and he storms at me for having such a preference. Says “a mexican woman might wear

it all right, or a gypsy, but you, of all women on Earth!” and what can a body do but promise never

to put it on again. But | assure you it has troubled me greatly and taken away all my pleasure in it.
Peace in the family at any cost! What would you like me to do with it! | feel so chagrined about it,

but “you see my difficulty, don’t you?” as the little Mikado heroine said when she objected to being
burned alive with her husband at the end of the honeymoon. | have not yet seen Moggin tho’

we’ve exchanged letters. She is out of town but we shall write her to come here soon and then |

will give her your little gift.

By chance Hetty was in the station expecting her husband the day we arrived. If it had been all
planned it could not have happened better, but Moggie wrote sorrowing at Hetty’s triumph, and
rallying her at not being the first to see Fred’s wife!

I would like to go for a walk with you dear brother, over the common where a granite memorial cross
is erected to the young son of Eugenie who was killed in Zululand. The Emperor died here you know
and | look down the long avenue of Elms thro’ the tall iron railing at Camden Park and think of the
beautiful woman and her sad history. | send you some red leaves of the Virginia Creeper that covers
the house and is now turning a glorious colour. | always think how you and Alice love them. Now

do write, You promised you know not to treat us badly in this respect any more. Fond love from

us all. Sister Emily”

Meanwhile, back in San Francisco, in 1891 the newspapers continue to report on Fred’s activities
on the other side of the Atlantic “Fred Yates’s many friends will be glad to know that his success in
England grows rather than abates. For the last seven months he and Mrs Yates have been living
in Kent at Chislehurst, but he has a studio in London where he spends much of his time. He has
all he can do to fill commissions, but he intends to do something for the next Academy.” March
9th 1891 The Argonaut.

Another report on the departure of Emil Carlsen, continued,

“FLYING FROM PHILISTINES, Another Artist joins the long list that have
abandoned us, Emil Carlsen is going East....

Fred Yates, as strong a portrait painter in picturing on canvas the character of him whom he drew as
ever had a studio on this coast, could not make a living here and packed his colour box and went to
England, where he is appreciated and making money painting pictures to go into private galleries for
posterity to gaze upon.” September 27th, The San Francisco Examiner.



Fred and Emily’s daughter,
Mary was born in Chislehurst on
the 12th of November, 1891.

Mrs Frederic Yates from The London
‘Sketch

From a sketchbook, December 12th 1891

By June 5th 1892 it has become clear that Fred, Emily
and Mary are to remain in England.

The San Francisco Chronicle: “Fred Yates, whose
return has been expected, is not coming back to San
Francisco. He has been so successful in England that
he will remain there indefinitely” Also on the 10th

of July the San Francisco Chronicle reported “Fred
Yates is doing too well in England to think of returning
here, and has denied the statements that he intends
to return’”

By 1895 The Yates appear to be very well settled into
their new life. The Press in San Francisco now seem to
enjoy printing stories about the success in society that
Fred is enjoying in Europe.

The San Francisco Examiner reports on November
17th 1895: “An Artists Wife, Mrs Frederic Yates. The
London ‘Sketch’ of recent date, gives a page illustra-
tion from a portrait of Mrs Frederic Yates, wife of the
talented California artist, whose success in the great
metropolis has been the talk of the artistic world.

Mr Yates has devoted himself to portrait work, and
has had many high lights of British nobility for his sub-
jects. ‘He’s a fine, sincere, hard-working fellow, said a
California friend of Fred Yates recently. ‘and deserves
all his success.” Mrs Yates is also a Californian, and is
a relative of George H. Powers of San Raphael”
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Also on December 22nd 1895, prompted by the same piece in the London Sketch, The San
Francisco Call has the following leading article.

SUCCESSFUL FRED YATES
A Former San Francisco Artist who is Painting Portraits in London
A Believer in Western Genius Who Says That California Has Plenty of Talent.

“Frederic Yates, formerly so well known In San Francisco, is making a great success in London,” said
William Doxey at the Bohemian Club yesterday. “Plenty of his California friends will be delighted to
hear of his prosperity, for we always had perfect confidence in him.”

Mr Doxey was looking over a recent number of the London Sketch, which contains Yates’ latest
production. It in entitled “The Artists Wife,” and is a charming portrait of Mrs Yates.

Becoming reminiscent, Mr. Doxey continued: "I remember as if it were yesterday the time that Yates
told me of his intention to go to England for a short visit as he expressed it.“ ‘| have received an
invitation to go to London and paint the portrait of a young man, the favourite son of a wealthy
nobleman, and if he likes the work I'm to be liberally compensated. he said. “l advised him to

take a run out to Golden Gate Park and the Cliff House and such other points as he might be

fond of in this part of the world “What for?” He asked. “Because, Fred, you’ll never come back
here again, | replied.

“Yates pooh-poohed at my suggestion, but it has turned out exactly as | said. | knew that such a
commission an as the one that took him to London was bound to be followed by a great many more
orders, and now he has more than he can do. | was reading in the London Athenaeum the other
day an announcement to the effect that ‘Frederic Yates the portrait painter, had returned from a tour
of Europe. You will notice that it didn’t say ‘Yates, a portrait painter from California.’ but Yates, the
portrait painter’ | expect to see him sign ‘R.A. after his name before long.

“It is a great pleasure for us who believe in the talent of our Californians to see them go to the front
in so notable a manner whenever they make the effort. | tell you, we have genius enough on the
Pacific Coast in writers, artists, sculptors and the like to supply the demands of the rest of the world
and have plenty left for our own demand.”

Mr. Doxey is very enthusiastic in
regard to this subject of home talent,
but it is possible that his remarks were
slightly tinged with irony, it being con-
fessed that the appreciation of the
public has not in the past been com-
mensurate with the merits of our cho-
sen few, who dwell in the higher walks
of literature and art.

In addition to Mr Yates’ London estab-
lishment, where he has his studio, he
has a beautiful country seat, where he
entertains his friends in true western
style.

From the studio window (from a sketchbook)



In 1896 Fred is to return to San Francisco. Joan Fox continues the story in her notes.

“From around 1890 when they made their home in England, Fred Yates made trips back to the USA
when he had commissions for portraits. He did several portraits in California in 1896. and with their
only daughter, Mary, (born in Chislehurst in 1891) they went back to the USA to see both sets of
parents, both by then living on the West Coast,and enabling them to see their grand daughter for
the first time. From there they went on to Hawaii (he painted President Dole, etc), then to Japan
for 16 months, painting portraits of people at the British Embassy and any others who cared to

be done’”

His visit is duly announced in the San Francisco press, and on the 17th August, The San Francisco
Call reports:

When Artists Return from
Meeker Grove A Dinner will
be given to Fred Yates.

The picture painted by William Keith,
which so fascinated Fred Yates, will
be placed on exhibition in this city and
then sent to London.

Mr, Yates has visited the school of
design at the Mark Hopkins Institute
of Art and talked with many of the
resident artists since his arrival last
Wednesday.

He recognises that San Francisco art-
ists are doing excellent work and
speaks highly of the advantages
which the San Francisco Art
Association presents to students on
the Pacific Coast.

A dinner in honour of Mr. Yates will be given at the Bohemian Club, but the event will not occur
until the artists who are now in the redwoods of the Russian River return. The preparations for the
midsummer high jinks have called many artists to Meeker’s grove.

Mr Yates’ studio in London is visited by many Americans, and he has had the pleasure of entertaining
Mark Twain, Alexander Harrison, Theodore Wores, and others there. When he returns to England,

he will probably paint the portrait of Jerome K. Jerome. He has several commissions in the United
States, so he may not sail from New York until late in October.

His sojourn in San Francisco after an absence of seven years affords him special delight.
Nevertheless, he records the observation that as a young artist in this City he had many a hard
struggle to keep the wolf from the door of his domicile. Recalling his early experiences as a student,
he says now that he gained in Italy more knowledge in the art of painting portrait’s than he ever
acquired in France.

Mr Yates is a member of the Hogarth Club and the New English Art Club of London. From the latter
organisation several of the associate members of the Royal Academy have recently been drawn.
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His first offering to the Royal Academy, which he regarded as an excellent head, was “chucked.”
Yates’ called Shannon to see the picture and explain wherein it was deficient. Shannon asserted
that in England there were not six men who could surpass the work, therefore he advised Yates to
persevere. The result of the persevering was the admission of subsequent pictures to the academy.

Also, on August 29 1896 in The Wave, the following piece appears:

FREDERICK YATES
A Plea for Our Local Artists and for Intelligent Criticism.

One of the hardest thing a young artist born in this country has to learn is that, whatever his talent,
he is without honour in his own country and among his own people until some foreign city has found
him out and stamped him with her approval. The press of this city generally assume that if a thing

is painted, written or composed here, it is necessarily of no merit, and the reporter's whole duty is
to he funny at its expense. The result is that most of our artists leave as soon as possible for a
more sympathetic atmosphere, where criticism is based on knowledge and aims more at truth than
at journalistic humour.

It was this spirit of antagonism that lost California an artist she should have exerted every power

to keep, if she has an atom of local pride. Frederick Yates, whom all London knows as one of the
coming portrait painters, tried long and vainly to gain recognition here. An intelligent critic would not
have failed to recognise his talent, hut unfortunately that is not the kind of critic the press employs,
even though it must know that in a community where artistic discrimination is not as yet widely
cultivated, its careless word can make or mar a career.

Though Mr. Yates’ later work may he more finished, none of it holds more charm than a portrait of

a little girl with red-gold hair and a dimpled chin, looking frankly out at you as she stands holding a
Japanese doll by one arm. When this was exhibited here, it received just one press notice, which
briefly disposed of it as “a portrait of a silly little girl, painted in a commonplace manner.” The little
girl is so real and living that one half expects her to swing that dangling Japanese doll and ask the
Question that is evidently just shaping itself on her inquiring little lips; and perhaps the critic thought
that to paint things so that they looked like life was to be “commonplace.” That was only one of many
incidents that induced Mr. Yates to give up trying to follow his career here. He was very poor. and at
one time needed money so badly that he took one of his pictures to an auction room. He had to
provide a frame, and that cost forty-five dollars, while the commission took live more,— and the
picture brought fifty dollars!

Utterly discouraged at last, he found means to go to London, and there, within a month of his
arrival, one of his pictures was hung in a prominent place, and the great Watts himself came and
complimented the young artist. Commissions soon followed. and it was only a little while before Mr.
Yates had gained a secure position as a portrait painter.

Personally. -Mr. Yates is tall and dark, with a narrow, interesting face and deep set eyes that take a
somewhat tragic view of life. He has a nervous, intense organisation, and impresses you as one who
would die for a cause or be martyred for a principle, but who could never, under any circumstances.
find a grain of humour in life’s little ironies.

“Of course, over there one is merely a drop in the bucket,” he said, speaking of his position. “But if
they once like you, they stay by you. Here they would drop you in a minute for the first new man

that came along. They are not only changeable, but they need-—" “They need ? “ | suggested,

as he paused. “In a very fine house here, | saw a painting in a red plush frame, “he said, in a

quiet, inexpressive tone that nevertheless conveyed a very clear idea of how the sentence could
have ended.

“l had an art school here, and gave my classes nude models to study,” he went on, presently. “Do you
know that a great many people thought | was depraved. | even received anonymous letters about it,



and many would not join the classes on that account, What can you do with a community like that?
Of course, it is different now, but—no, | prefer London. But | want to say this: You have true artists
living here; Keith—Oh, there’s nobody like Keith! - Bruce Porter. Atkins, Peixotto, and a number of
others whose work deserves worthy criticism. They don’t need your praise, but they do need your
discrimination; they need the stimulus of your appreciation. Do see that they get it! Keep them here,
build up an art centre of your own. Why not ? Sargent, the foremost portrait painter of to-day, is an
American, and so is Whistler, and so was George Innes. You have a giant among you already in
William Keith. Do stop the wholesale abuse, and attack only what Is false and ugly. Let public opinion
be guided by men who know what they are doing and suppress the little cats that scratch.

The mention of Porter, Atkins,
Peixotto, is indicative of a new
group of artists and writers
whom Fred had befriended,
which also included the writer
Gellett Burgess, and on the
fringes, the writer Jack London.

This group went by the name

of ‘Les Jeunes’ and published a
litle magazine called “The Lark”
which was printed artfully on
rice paper and also was issued
bound into two volumes.

Fred contributed a couple of
items to this, whilst he was in
the area.

‘Les Jeunes’

In 1897 Fred’s adventures continued. He travelled on from San Francisco to Hawaii, and on his return
to San Francisco the San Francisco Chronicle on February 7th reported “Fred Yates will shortly have
an exhibition at Vickery’s. He returned Friday from Honolulu and some of his pictures were put in
place yesterday. He brought back considerable new ,work.”

On March 20th 1897 The Wave published the following story by Fred about his travels in Hawaii.

AN ARTIST IN HAWAI
Fred Yates Impressions of the Paradise in the Pacific.

It was at the Invitation of Judge Hartwell of Honolulu that the opportunity offered for my visiting the
Islands, and with little preparation for my journey beyond a goodly supply of painting materials | left
San Francisco in October last on the City of Pekin, bound for Hawai. It was the ordinary experience
of a seven days’ trip.

We steamed out or the bay and crossed the bar with the usual accompaniment of a head wind and
driving fog, the fog sirens booming. until after three hours sailing we found ourselves beyond the
reach of that part of our glorious climate! The trip was un-eventful,. beyond the fact that there were
some handsome girls aboard and a more than usually gallant Captain, and as for myself, and being
alone. | gave by my presence a touch of seriousness to the general air of gaiety of the other
passengers. Each day after sailing the temperature gradually rose, until on the fourth morning the sea
and sky prepared us for the beauty that was to meet the eye on our arrival at Honolulu.
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On entering the harbour a subject ready for the artist is at the ship’s side. Young Hawaiian lads from
ten to fifteen years of age are swarming In the water, watching with eagerness the passengers on the
Quarterdeck. Their beautiful forms and the reddish hue of their colour is in lonely contrast with the
greenish colour of the water. By throwing a nickel to the boys Instantly every figure is out of sight

and vanishes into the depth below, the first boy appearing on the surface shaking the water from

his head and smilingly showing the piece of money, deposits it, monkey fashion. In his mouth, and

is ready for his next opportunity.

On going ashore everywhere there is the picturesque — groups of native flower sellers and fruit
vendors. They do not vulgarly press you to buy. They are neither beggars nor peddlers. They give
you a smile of welcome. You pass on unmolested, and you have formed your first impression of the
dignity of the race. It is this impression which remained by me unchanged to the end of my visit.

Pressing on beyond the business parts of the town one finds the streets animated with a large
proportion of Asiatic races. The Japanese women wear the costume of their country, and shuffle in
their picturesque manner through the streets, carrying their children on their

backs. The Chinese, more respected in the Islands than in the United States, have a cheerfulness of
manner, a sense of equality that is unknown to them here.

Honolulu appears to have been little frequented by foreign artists, judging from what one sees on the
walls of the residences. but there is an association of local artists, who are of sufficient energy to give
twice a year a very creditable exhibition. Their President is Mr. Howard Hitchcock. A man beyond the
average of ordinary talent. Mr. Allan Hutchinson is a sculptor, his work being accepted at the Royal
Academy In London and other galleries on the European continent, is also a prominent member. Mr.
Hutchinson is now engaged on a commission from Mr. C. R. Bishop, of a series of life-size figures
for the Bishop Museum, representing the life and customs of the natives. The strongest types of pure
Hawaiian blood have been selected for models, and these have been reproduced by casts made in
plaster, giving an absolute reproduction of the body to the minutest detail. As the native race is so
rapidly losing its ancient customs, the value of this work scientifically can hardly be estimated.

As | was a visitor to the Island for but a few months, | was impressed with the certainty that to

live always in a country does not necessarily imply that one sees its potent characteristics. On

the contrary one becomes deadened to them. We see, as it were, rather by contrast. during the
whole day there are transient effects continually changing, which here would be but the effect of the
moment. A glory of colour there from the first gleam of morning light to the moment of darkness .is
always paintable, and a possibility, which, in California, we are obliged but to make mental note of
and take our chances of reproduction In the studio.

At night, such is the brilliancy of the moon that on three occasions | was able to make sketches

as though by the light of day, an assertion which | can verify by sketches brought back with me.

In the matter of form as distinguished from colour, the charm of the Island rests in the latter. The
characteristic forms are the mountains of Diamond Head, the coconut trees in silhouette and a tree
known there as the monkey pod, but for the other parts of the Island upon which Honolulu is located
it is colour alone which holds the spectator. On the beach there is the ever enticing subject, the
Hawaiian fisherman, muscular fellows of gorgeous colour, who are for the most of their time engaged
in watching for shoals of fish, which come within their reach beyond the coral reef.

I must make but one other exception in regard to the matter of form as against the charm of colour.
— The Pali, a gorge that opens between two high bluffs, from which is displayed a view beyond the
power of the brush to describe, but to the artist remains forever in his soul.

a view of a world beyond — the unattainable.



| have passed months on the Island of Capri, which this Island recalled, but with all the romance of
ancient history attached to that place | have never experienced there the rapture that possessed me
on seeing the view from the Pali on the Island of Oahu. But | feel to have made the greatest advance
in the art in what came to me in contemplation of the shell strewn along the sea shore. There one
readily understands what locally affects Japanese art. On the Island beach | several times picked

up crabs, shells, sea urchins, which might readily have served as models to the Japanese designs,
explained, | think: by the fact that the same ocean washes the two shores.

| shall exceed the liberty of space extended me if | touch on the social aspect of Honolulu, but allow
me a remaining line to testify to the genial hospitality of the intellectual community with whom | came
in contact, whose members showed a readiness to be appreciative, a readiness to accept our point of
view. and, although critical, are a people with whom an artist will, If true to himself, “make a station”
for which in after years he will remain forever grateful,

On March 23rd 1897, in the San Francisco Chronicle reported on Fred, who had just bought some
work by the young Californian Artist, Arthur Atkins.

The Young Artist Whose Pictures
an Older Artist Has Bought..

When Fred Yates, the Californian painter who

has gained fame in London, returned to this

city from his recent trip to Hawaii, he saw

in a picture store a landscape that excited

his greatest admiration. For three successive

days he studied the picture and then bought

It. Inquiring for the author of the picture he

learned that he was a young Californian,

Arthur Atkins; only 22 years old and entirely

un-taught. Mr. Yates found him at the studio

of Bruce Porter, working with Mr. Porter upon

designs for stained glass and there learned

that Mr. Atkins is about to leave for Paris to

study and that he had arranged an exhibition

of his pictures for last Saturday afternoon at

the studio. Mr. Yates asked him the price he

had placed upon the pictures, and the reply of

the young: artist was that the exhibition would

be merely an incident to a social gathering

at Mr. Porter’s studio and the commercial fea-

ture would not be introduced. Mr. Yates insisted on knowing the prices at which Mr. Atkins would sell
his pictures and immediately ordered two canvases in addition to the one he had bought from the
dealer. At the exhibition, though Mr. Atkins insisted he would make no, sales, orders were given for
every picture on the walls, with two or three exceptions.

Mr. Yates says that his purpose in buying three of Mr. Atkins’ pictures was entirely selfish.

“I need them,” said the London artist, “in my work. | have not found elsewhere such purity of colour,
and, though the canvases show lack of instruction of the painter, yet they show that he thinks in
colour and paints true pictures.”

Mr. Yates, speaks of the young artist as a modern Georgeone and predicts for him distinction in
Paris.
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“Arthur Atkins, christened William Arthur,
was born on Union Street, Liscard, England
on November 3, 1873.

The family moved to Penarth, Wales around
1889. Arthur,s oldest brother Henry had
emigrated to Piedmont, California that same
year to work for their uncle William K.
Vickery in his print shop.

Henry became a partner a few years later
and with a third partner formed the Vickery,
Atkins and Torrey Art Gallery, which became
the finest and most progressive art gallery
in the western United States for 50 years.
W.K. Vickery had worked with his brother-in-
law, the well known print dealer Frederick
Keppel, in New York City in the early

1880s. A bout with tuberculosis sent W.K.
to California in search of a cure by a better
climate.

Arthur followed Henry in 1892 and he also
worked in the gallery. Arthur,s first known
painting was a tiny monochrome blue land-
scape done in 1891. He did sketches of
California plants to include with letters back
to England after his arrival, but his first seri-
ous venture into art was probably in August,
1893 when he enrolled in the Mark Hopkins
Institute of Art in San Francisco.

He exhibited one painting called “Evening” in the Spring of 1894 at the annual student exhibition
which marked the culmination of the year’s studies. It was not until 1896, however, that he began

to produce numerous landscapes in his own poetic style characterised by a muted tonal range and
flattened, almost stylised compositional elements. The influence of the head of the Hopkins Institute,
Arthur Mathews is clear and Mathews’s debt to James McNeill Whistler is well documented.

Mathews encouraged all of his serious students to study in Paris, and it was fundamentally accepted
by most American artists in the 1890s that study overseas was essential for success. Arthur
prepared himself for the trip in April, 1897 with an exhibition of his work at the studio of his best friend
and fellow artist, Bruce Porter. The show was a smashing success with the sale of most of the works
helping to finance the journey. He left a week later for Penarth, where he visited with his family and
painted the shoreline and Penarth pier. He arrived in Paris at the end of August, a very excited

and enthusiastic art student.

He spent many hours copying paintings in the Louvre and attended classed at Colarossi,s school
for artists. He painted the Pont Neuf several times from his apartment window and made many
excursions to paint all around Paris, at Charenton and the Luxembourg Gardens.

Bruce Porter met Arthur on the southern coast of France on Christmas Eve, 1897, another location
where Arthur did several paintings. They travelled into Italy together and then back to Paris. Porter
mentions signs of illness in Arthur at this time in later letters to the Atkins family.



Arthur returned to California in August, 1898, with his younger brother, David, and they soon took
an apartment together on Post Street in San Francisco a few doors down from the Vickery, Atkins
and Torrey Gallery.

Arthur grew progressively ill and finally died on a Sunday, January 7, 1899. He was 25 years old. He
painted until the end. There are two paintings extant known to have been done the last week of his
life. (Information from Steven Muzylowski)

There is more contention in the San Francisco artists circles reported on April 24th 1897 in The
Wave: “After the disruption of the Guild of Arts and Crafts (which. however, seems to think itself alive
and tries to gather a handful of men every Monday night into its Pine-street rooms) the artists quieted
down for a while and there was hope of peace- But their petty rivalries have clashed again and there
is a new feud started, originating in the Art Association, as usual, The Hopkins Institute has found

the artists so hard to manage in the past and has been so much embarrassed by their hard kicking,
in season and out of season, that this year it decided to leave all the arrangements for the Spring
Exhibition in the hands of the exhibitors themselves.

A meeting was therefore held to select the date of the vernissage and adopt rules for the proceeding.
Among the regulations that then became law was one clause excluding pictures that had previously
been publicly shown. A clique of painters is now holding this rule over the heads of several members
of the Bohemian Club whose canvases have been exhibited in the green room, with the attempt

to freeze out the work of Yates, Keith. Strong, Peters and Latimer, on the grounds that the club
rooms are ‘public’ since they are open to ladies escorted by members on Wednesdays. The absurdity
of excluding such valuable additions to the Spring Exhibition was prevented by the action of the
directors of the Association. who decided that the rule should not be held retroactive and so Yates
portraits and Peters’ nocturnes were on view Thursday night.”

When shown, they were duly described in The
San Francisco Bulletin on April 24th, “Portraits
of Fred Yates show up in fine style among

the lesser work of some of the younger artists”
and then on May 1st 1897 in The San
Francisco Examiner: “A slim and dreary Art
Exhibition at the Hopkins House. Among the
many portraits shown, Fred Yates easily took
the lead in strength, that of General Barnes
giving one a most intense sensation of vitality
and power.” The San Francisco Call on May
2nd continues, “Fred Yates, who at present
has his residence in London, shows several
portraits of a high order of merit. Mr Yates is a
former San Franciscan and was here recently
on a visit, at which time he painted the pictures
exhibited. The pictures are those of Charles R.
Bishop, General W. H. L. Barnes and Irving

M. Scott. Mr Yates style in painting is full of
vigour. He handles colour as if it were fun to
him. There is nothing laboured about his work
and all of his pictures are good likenesses and
need no label to those who know his subjects.”

W. H. L. Barnes
Bohemian Club
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Fred’s sitters are amongst the most
influential Californian men of the day,
as can be seen in the report of May
22nd 1897, in The Wave.

“The portrait of C. P. Huntington,
which Fred Yates completed a few
hours previous to the departure of
the magnate for New York, is one

of the very best pictures this artist
has ever done. Certainly he had in
the president of the Southern Pacific
Company an admirable subject. It is
seldom an artist has an opportunity at
such an individuality.

Of the great railroad builders of
America Mr. Huntington is the survi-
vor. His is an interesting, a bold and
very conspicuous figure in the history
of the last quarter of a century. It
must be confessed, however, that the
photograph does the canvas an injus-
tice.

The modelling of the face, which, in
the original, is full of character, is not
expressed in the reproduction, for in
photographing we lose the effect of
colour gradations.

The camera expresses lines and

shadows inimitably, but it fails to C. P Huntington by Fred Yates
record distinctions between tones.

However, the picture is not only an excellent likeness, but it also gives the beholder an impression of
the forceful personality of the subject. Mr. Huntington’s enemies do not deny his genius. He is a big
man - mentally and physically — strong, self-confident, decisive but yet a philosopher, of alert mind
and studious inclination who. had he not been a great trader, might have been a great artist, writer
or aught else he had turned his hand to”

On August 29th, The San Francisco Call reports on the San Francisco Art Association Exhibition.
“The one picture of the collection that has come in for the most attention both from artists and visitors
is a small canvas by Fred Yates. This is the first landscape that Mr Yates has exhibited since his
return to this city, and it is a surprise and a revelation. ‘Old Cypress Tree’ is all the title there is to the
picture. But it does not need more of a title, It explains itself and tells it's own story, and tells that story
in a most forcible manner. In the first place this small canvas has been painted in a style that has not
been seen on the Pacific coast before. It is of the most modern style both in handling and scheme

of colour. Broad, vigorous and graphic, only a glance is needed to tell just what the picture means.
Just as a glance at a sunset sky tells the beholder what it is. But at the same time, the more this
picture is looked at, the more there is in it. All the composition there is in this picture is a small clump
of Cypress trees, gnarled and twisted by the wind. But how much Mr Yates has got out of them. The
trees are really trees and seem to be swinging to and fro. There is a sense of atmosphere which



seems to hang over the Monteray coast, and you can almost fancy the beating of the surf just over
the cliff. You cannot see any sign of it, but somehow you know that it is there. The colours used in this
picture are of the strongest kind, and yet the result is soft and pleasing and of the most harmonious
nature, The colours are laid on broadly, and produce the effect that some eminent painters have

designated as ‘fullness’.

The San Francisco Call on October 24th tells
us that “The picture of Raphael Weill, painted
by Yates is to be sent to the Paris Salon.” and
on October 31st 1897 that “It is reported that

Fred Yates is contemplating a trip to the land

of the Mikado.”

Fred had been commissioned to make portraits
of members of the British Embassy in Japan.
The family had taken the opportunity to travel
via San Francisco, revisiting artist friends and
allowing Mary to meet her Grandparents and
other relatives.

It is announced in the The Wave on November
27th, that Fred shows at the fall Art Association
Exhibition. and on December 2nd, in the San
Francisco Call that he exhibits at the Bohemian
Club Exhibition. and also on December 9th that
he is at a Banquet at the Bohemian Club. for a
Toast to the memory of Jules Tavernier.

The San Francisco Chronicle reports on
December 12th that Fred Yates sold two small
landscapes at the Bohemian Club Exhibition.

December 25th 1897, The Wave

On March 1st, writing c/o Pacific Mail, Yokohama. Emily describes the experience of Japan. “How
surprised you will be to hear we are in Japan! We have meditated it for a year, & finally sailed Jan
6th. A terrifying voyage of constant storm, but terra firma at last & such thankful hearts!

The sight of glorious Fujiyama, snow
covered to base & pink with sunrise
at 6 1/2a.m.from the harbour roused
our enthusiasm. | remembered your
request for stamps. Perhaps Fred &
Elizabeth have recovered from the
craze before this. We shall stay here
about 6 months and then go to
England via India. We are keeping
house, my husband painting portraits
. | have rented a lovely piano &

am practicing ( wonder of wonders

I) Send me a line Fondest love
unchanged - Emily Yates.”

From a japanese sketch book
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Joan Fox continues: “The family then travelled on to Shanghai
for three months. | believe they were called to Shanghai by a
telegram telling them that Fred Yates" stepson, Donald, work-
ing as an engineer on the S.S. Undaunted, had become very
ill with fever-

They left Japan for Shanghai where they nursed Donald back
to health- Wherever he went Fred Yates had to find commis-
sions to pay their bills, and Shanghai was no exception, |
believe many fine portraits and landscapes were sold for much
less than they were worth.

He did a very good portrait of Sir Ernest Satow at the British
Embassy in Tokyo and they remained friends and met again
when Sir Ernest retired to England.” From notes supplied by
Joan Fox.

Back in San Francisco, on March 6th the San Francisco
Chronicle reports that “Fred Yates to exhibit several portraits
at a show at the Hopkins Art Association.” and on April 17th
appears in the San Francisco Chronicle, the only positively
bad review of one of his paintings that | have found: “There
is a wonderfully bad portrait of Mayor Phelan by Yates... who
can do good portraits when he is in the mood...” On the other
hand, The San Francisco Call on April 24th, in praising the
work says that “No one paints like Mr Yates...” and sometime
later, on March 31st 1900 The Wave stated that “Yates
Mayor Phelan is one of the finest paintings owned by the Art
Association.”

From a japanese sketch book

They returned to England some

time in 1899 and lived in London.
Emily, writing on September 3rd 1899
from 52b Campden St. Kensington,
London, to an American relative,
describes how the Japan episode
concluded. “I think if one could only
decide hour by hour, the things that
are of the truest relative importance,
and devote ones self only to those,
ours would be a well ordered, beau-
tiful life. But | have a foolish habit

of devoting myself first of all to the
things most people neglect — to make
sure they are not neglected! And
then I've no strength left for the great
things of life when they demand ener-
gy and attention.

Gibralter, from a japanese sketchbook

I've just returned from our tour around the world, by India and Suez, so didn’t see New York, or you
again. Don came out to meet us in Japan having served his four years apprenticeship at John Penn’s
Marine Machinery works in Greenwich. He got a position as fourth engineer on a tramp steamer,

and when we met him he was at deaths door. | nursed him for two months in Yokohama, (jaundice,
typhoid and pneumonia) and he was saved. We all came home together in a Japanese steamer,



(2nd Class) much reduced in finances through this unexpected iliness. He is fine and well again
now, and were so thankful to be home again. We've taken a Studio and home together and Don
is at work again; at the Swan Edison Electrical Works in london this time, and we are beginning
all over again.

Thank you dear, for your goodness to my dear brother Aaron. | won’t write more now, tell your Fred

| tried to get the stamps he wanted but can only send one (the 12c Hawaii.) Perhaps he has long
since secured it. | think | may sell my collection someday if | can get a good price for it. We need the
money, and I've no longer eyesight or time for it. Write dear, if only a short letter. Don’t make a burden
of it. Life presses. Ever yours with fond love Emily”

Back in England, Fred is soon travelling again, his enthusiasm and vitality undiminished, this time

to Ireland, where he writes from The Shelbourne Hotel, Dublin on Monday, 5th August, “My dear
Emily, | wrote you rather a long letter last night but I'd like just one short one now to tell you what

| have done today . - | went to the museum and spent nearly four hours in the painting gallery. - The
collection is a good one but not up to the New York - There was one fine Vander Helst and one by

a painter | do not before remember Flinck. - a follower of Rembrandt - very much in his style - both
portraits | am surprised when | see the Sir Joshua Reynolds, some are very indifferent He must have
despised so much of what he had to paint. - he is certainly very conventional in the work that they
have here - But how necessary | see is to be That | have work of other men within reach . - Anyone
living isolated in S.F. must become small and one sided - shallow So many of the pictures | saw
today tell me that tradition only is what attributes to their value - such rubbish some low degrading
Tenniers known the world over that aesthetically are not deserving of a position they might take
their position historically but not otherwise Landseer was delightful in a picture of the old Duke of
Wellington visiting the scene of Waterloo some ten years after the fight - Full of pathos but it is the
work of a poet rather than a painter.

Two Vandykes were in his noble style . - and one by Bellini 7 Giorgione combined . - of five Venetian
poets - | tried to get photographs but none are to be had - Turner is represented well. | see in him
combined the artist as well as the painter. - some clap trap in his foregrounds - but the scheme of
every painting is grand & magnificent - a few pencil sketches of scenes done in a few minutes &
washed over with colour - very effective & telling - but the weak point | find in his Venice pictures are
that to thoroughly appreciate them one must first be acquainted with Venice - as much as saying of a
portrait - that to fully appreciate a portrait one must first know the man. | came out of the Gallery into
the Gardens of the museum and the thrill went through me, Nature again - what can compare ! My
eyes wandered from the pictures sometimes to a small child - How poor the finest picture is against
one child’s face - and Love is the Open Sesame - not the finest draughtsman nor the finest painter ,
but he who is most capable of loving what he paints . The day is dark and rainy and | am undecided
what to do but of this I'm sure that | love you!”

The pleasure of landscape painting, is becoming an increasingly strong attraction to Fred, despite the
necessity of his portrait commissions, which must have been at times more drudgery than pleasure,
especially when the sitter was not a particularly interesting person. A letter of the 10th of march ‘01.
from The Crown, East Burnham shows these thoughts.

“Lordy Lordy! what a lovely place - you will do nothing but exclaim. ’'m coming home, to arrive at
10.30 ( at home ) tomorrow, but | am laying plans for you and Mary to come down next time with
me and see the place . - It is like Chislehurst magnified seven times. - The Burnham Beeches
are like a lot of old men, bent, gnarled there never was such a place. -l long to be a painter of
landscapes, Durn all faces!

| felt today that my insidence was all aglow in reverence - there is water - Birches, reeds. - gorse.-
heather skylarks and the sweetest air - | did two things - and while | was at work | heard the peal
of bells of Eton. - filtered through six miles of distance - Mary will be half cracked. - for it is a place
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where there can be no people - and no houses - but heaps of fairies - Every Beech has an
enormous hollow in it . - black inside - and the roots hold on to the earth like huge muscles - and
the branches fly up as though they want to touch the sky, and there are fish in the water, for |
saw a man fishing - & | heard pheasants calling and saw rabbits - I'll tell you more when | come
home. - Daarlin Yourself Bgn.

The portrait commission at Burnham, led to the opportunity for the family to escape from London into
the country. Emily, writing to an American relative, on September 2nd describes something of their
life in both London and outside it.

“I meant it to get to you by the 3rd, but couldn’t manage it. | never have time for letters of self-
indulgence, (you’ll understand what | mean) at home, so | brought your letter and some foreign
notepaper down here at Burnham Beeches, a delightful forest of Beeches, hundreds of years old —
such delicious country air, where we have come for the weekend. It is a gorgeous place for Fred’s
landscape work and only about one and a half hours from home with it's prescribed life and duties, so
we rush away here whenever we can. Lodging with a scotch family (gardeners) Mrs Reid a gorgeous
cook, and we have freedom, though tiny quarters, as we get more refreshment out of a short visit
here than we ever get visiting friends which we find “a mixed joy”. We were here a month last

Easter just after our “show” when | was worn out “receiving” 277 people. | perfected, while here, my
knowledge of the bicycle which had only reached the same stage tho’ | had made sundry attempts

at long intervals for four or five years past. It is such a comfort to ride happily without the heart in

the mouth, and I’'m a bike enthusiast.

My Mary, you would love. She
adores everything in nature, and
with her simplicity and cleverness is
great sense of humour, and a deeply
affectionate nature, full of music.

| give Mary piano lessons and she

is getting on. We have to be irregu-
lar in lessons and practice because
the piano is under the Studio and
disturbs sitters or Daddy at work per-
haps.

| give her 1d. every time she comes
cheerfully to the piano, for then she
has a receptive mind and makes
progress, but anger at interruption,
and unwillingness shuts up all intel-
ligence.

The piano lesson

She loves to build castles and fairy gardens out of dominoes and little figures and blocks, just as

you and | used to strip the mantelpiece ornaments (shepherdesses etc.) from your Grandma'’s front
room, when she wasn’t about, and make flights of steps and what joys not? They're haloed now in my
imagination, and Mary’s magic building often remind me of old days.

Mary is becoming a “bloated capitalist” from her earnings from “sittings” for Daddy, so the other day at
the dentists waiting, we found a most interesting book called “Homes without Hands” (natural history)
and among others (it's profusely illustrated) a cut of harvest mice and their home. She became



immediately aflame to get one with her own mousy. She talks constantly of it, but when Daddy said
such would not be happy in captivity she modified it to a dormouse, and for two days said nothing
but “Dormouse”. So off she went to the street where are many animal shops and returned in triumph
with a little darling, a girl mouse with red brown hair, greyish towards the skin, enormous brilliant
dark eyes, big head, thick tail, small body, so shy. Must be fed hemp and small green apples. It

eats an apple a day.

It got away, the first thing, a flood of tears and nearly hysterics resulted till | got it again behind the
curtain, clinging to the wall which is “papered” with a sort of coarse canvas of an artistic colour, and
which was easy for the little feet to cling to. Mary names her “Nibble”. Fred sat up till 12 o’clock
making a box with 3 compartments. One for “Nibble” the other two for Brownie and Prim, one is
bedroom and dining room. Little sliding doors communicate with the bedrooms on each side, so that
when Nibble is a little tamer, we’ll shut off Primrose’s door and open Nibbles in case she would

like to use the wheel. We don’t yet know nor do we want to put all three together yet, for fear of a
Kilkenny cat episode, they’re all girls.

| envy those old ladies seeing you often! Oh, how | do long to see you. Sometimes it is intolerable!
| wonder when! Notice | don’t say | wonder if — for | do feel that it will be some day. We shan’t
always be so poor, and are pretty sure to be coming back to America, sooner or later — or you

will be coming to “Europe”.

Fred’s travels in pursuit of portraits continue, and he writes (Sept or Oct. 1901): Allt-na Criche,
Aviemore, Scotland. “My dear girl Itis 1/4 to 10 Tuesday night and | am in bed. | shall telegraph
you in the morning to let you know | am safely here. You know | got as far as Perth and now found |
couldn’t get on here that night, the 8.15 only went as far as Blair Athol, so | decided at once to sleep
at Perth and left there this morning at 6.15. Got here at 9.00.Dear Henschel sent trap to meet me.
Had m’ breakfast and got to work. It was a lovely morning, in fact the whole day — | did a lovely one
of some trees that Henschel loves. It will go with my new frame. | have some ready in town expressly
for the small sketches | brought here after luncheon.”

“In 1901, Fred discovered the Lake District when
he was asked to paint the portrait of Charlotte
Mason, a noted educationalist of the day. “Fred
Yates was on a visit to Ambleside painting Miss
Masons portrait, Mrs Dallas Yorke came to Scale
How. At the third sitting she said to him: “Don’t fin-
ish the portrait; you have just caught Miss Mason
as she is and a finishing touch might spoil it” Mr
Yates took her advice and the portrait remains as
it was, with the hand unfinished. He was already
widely known as a portrait painter.

Charlotte Mason, 1901 by Fred Yates
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During this visit he was invited to give a lecture to the students on the work of Jean Francois Millet.
He had with him no reproductions of the pictures with which to illustrate his talk but the lecture room
had been newly whitewashed. “What a lovely surface,” he said. “Charcoal will easily rub off.” He then
chalked from memory upon the walls his admirable reproductions of “The Sower”, “The Angelus” and
other Millet masterpieces. Then he gave his lecture. Miss Mason when she saw them insisted

that the drawings should be fixed to preserve them for students to come. The room is still known

as “the Millet,” for after half a century the pictures are still on the walls. Mr and Mrs Yates came t

live in the neighbourhood soon afterwards with their daughter Mary.” (from “The Story of Charlotte
Mason”)

Charcoal sketches by Fred Yates done for his Millet Lecture at Scale
Howe

Their story is continued by Joan Fox in her family notes. “Accepting
a commission to paint a portrait of Miss Charlotte Mason, the founder
of the P.N.E.U. system of education and the Charlotte Mason College
for teacher training in Ambleside, Westmorland, Fred fell in love with
the Lake District and decided he wanted his family there. They
moved into rooms in Ambleside in 1902. then to a semi-detached cot-
tage in Rydal, then

into Cote Howe.

Mary and Fred in
Cote Howe, in a
time-exposed
Photograph, taken
by Fred Yates

Fred Yates at Cote Howe,
Sketching in the Snow, 1905



No 2 Cote Howe Cottages

Fred Yates had a studio in Marylebone in London and spent

a great deal of his time there painting portraits and keeping in
touch with art in general, dealers, exhibitions and so on. He
came home whenever he could, or when he had a commission
he could-do in the Lakes. As when he painted portraits of

local folk, such as Canon Rawnsley, J.H.Badley (founder of
the Bedales co-educational school in Petersfield, Hampshire),
John Drinkwater the poet, some of the local villagers, etc.

What he liked most was fishing on Rydal Lake. Never a good
walker (for a big man he had rather small feet), he enjoyed
going on the Lake and wiping the sights and sounds of London
from his mind.”

Mary Yates at Cote Howe

Mary Yates and a ‘Snow Bear’, Cote Howe, Rydal

In 1902 Fred is exhibiting again in San Francisco, although whether this is part of a visit there, or
has been arranged at a distance, from England is not clear from surviving correspondence. “Fred
Yates exhibition of works at the Sketch Club Association. ‘A large number of picture lovers visited

the exhibition of Frederick Yates work yesterday afternoon at the informal tea given by the Sketch
Club and Association of Applied Arts ... Mr Yates sketches, which were done mostly in England and
Italy are bold and vigorous in treatment.” (April 6th The San Francisco Chronicle) and “Fred Yates
exhibition of works at the Sketch Club Association. More than a dozen sold “...although Mr Yates is in
London, - many claim him as a Californian.” (April 15th)

Fred was now dividing his time between commission work at the London Studio and elsewhere, and
home in the Lake District, and on May 13th 1903, he wrote to Emily: “Friday will soon be here, and it
all goes well. Dorothy Fletcher is done, and Mrs Fletcher oh so pleased. | have really done a lovely
thing. — Quite lovely. You will see your advice come into force by Sir Ernest’s letter. It is all well my
dear child. | am going along just naturally, without shoving or striving, and it seems everything comes.
Don’t destroy Sir Ernest’s letter. | was at Mr Rowley’s yesterday evening. They appreciate my coming
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although it put off the chance of accepting invitation to Lady Caller. Still | thought | had promised
Rowley and it was right. Dear Girl — it is quite all right about the spring beauty, but don’t only think

of it regretfully. What | do is right here, your telling just what you are feeling brings it all so vividly

up — it seems your soul for it goes into mind. Anyway | awoke full of the holy ghost this morning. |
didn’t hurry to get up — | read Ethels copy of C.S. The argument is not of this world, but what | told
my mother years ago was what lies at the bottom of all great work. Dear mother said our faces are
nothing nor our bodies — but she didn’t see that art sees something beyond without being consciously
able to say what that is. Mary knows, although not conscious of it. So, if | am not with you just tell

me about the landscape. | shall know.”

Joan Fox continues, in her notes: “During the eighteen or so years that the Yates lived in Rydal

before we came, Emily took part in a great deal of music in the area. She and Mary sang with the

Grasmere Choir, and with the Willink family of Stavely who were much concerned with the Mary

Wakefield Westmorland Festival, which took place every two years, all the villages that had practiced

locally, joined together under a visiting conductor. In this way Emily got to know Henry Woods, who
came to see them at Rydal, or they went to see
them at the Willinks, and they exchanged several
Letters over the years. Emily was very often asked
to accompany singers and instrumentalists.”

Mr, Alfred Henry Willink.

On May 13th 1903 Fred wrote to Emily: “It is
probably hardly realised that (take the art of music)
with all our efforts to express what we feel, in
Symphonies, Sonatas, everything, what lies at the
bottom of all is the soul as it does live in | suppose
every form of art — and down to the very plants that
grow in the field.

| see in Dorothy Fletcher a means to express — You

were with me the first time we saw her, in fact you
pointed her out. Don’t forget that — it is what | delight
to think about, and you will see now what grew out
of you.

Dorothy Fletcher, by Fred Yates, London 1903.



Mary attended school at Scale How, and there are
various recollections of her bringing her pet lamb,
Kinnie, to school.

The following is from a letter by one B.M.G, 1903: “It
was a great experience to have a few extra lessons

from Fred Yates, who criticised our portraits in char-

coal of a student model his daughter Mary attended

the school with her lamb!

Mary and Kinnie, her pet lamb, Cote Howe.

“A weekly event that interested us was the visit to Mrs Firth (a friend of Ruskin's) up the hill

towards Kirkstone Pass (Seathwaite Rayne). Mrs Firth provided comfortable chairs which induced
somnolence as did Mrs Firth's voice and it was a struggle to follow her interesting readings from

Mr Ruskin on the pictures chosen and appreciate the beautiful reproductions she showed us; but
nevertheless she kindled a love of art that has never been extinguished and opened a new world

to many of us. Her adopted daughter gave us a course of cookery lessons in the Millet House. |

still have the detailed recipes she gave us and have used some of them during the last five years,
the first opportunity | have had since leaving of putting them in practice (forty years later) Her scone
recipe is not to be beaten!” (From The Story of Charlotte Mason)

Mary maintained a friendship with Miss Firth, and Mary’s notebook of limericks, (a favourite Yates
family pastime,) records the following, recalling these days:

There is a young Girl so contrary

You're quite sure her name must be Mary:
She plays with a sheep,

like little Bo Peep.

and dances a jig with a fairy.

I know a young girl so scholastic,she does not think learning fantastic;
She likes crystals of quartz,

and stones of all sorts,

yet her spirits remain quite elastic.

Mary then retaliated to Mrs Firth with:

At Seathwaite a friend ever kind,

and to cheering of others inclined,
forgot her own woes

writing verses to those

who, tho’ absent were not ‘out of mind.’

(From Mary Yates notebook of limerics. March 1st 1906)
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Pressure of portrait commissions meant that even the Yates’ Christmas celebrations could be
affected, as this letter to Mary from 18 Norland Square, Holland Park, W. on December 25th 1903
shows:

“‘My dear Darlin’ Xmas Morning. 1/4 to 8. Just had m’ tea.
Getting ready for a pretty busy day. Wore all day y’'day the
jersey. When | came to take it off at night | felt | would have to
get help — here is the smotheration of Daddy.

| worked on my big picture most all the daylight. There was
an immense lot of other things to do.

The Sykes invited me for 1.30 dinner today — but | go to the
Browns. by 7 | am to be at Mrs Newmarch’s — Their family
is Mr. And Mrs N. — Elsie a girl of 13 — and Miss Simpson
perhaps 36 yrs old”

The following is from a letter written by Fred from London, to Emily, on the 9th March 1905 when
they were living in Cote Howe Cottage.

“...but | must chuck this now. - lots to do!
Oh how | love my work, and away from the
temptation of that awful fishing; but the very
solitude of those hours | am living on while
doing my work.

Sunday, | worked all day long and really was
actually in Rydal, so that I felt lonesome

- horribly lonesome when | came out of

my dream. But this is good, this seizing on
the vitals of London - it seems to throw my
Rydal life into a proper focus - | see it - |
smell the woods and the river.”

Fred clearly misses Emily and Mary terribly. On Friday April 14 he writes from 18 Norland Square:
“My Darling, It is 4.30pm i am waiting for mrs. Hertz. She is to come by 6, if she comes at all.

Mrs. Fletcher came at 11, and | had an excellent sitting. Seems quite incredible. Funny to be writing
all this when | want to only tell you what is in my breast, my deep love. It seems | shall never be able
to tell you. Only it is all stuff to look back to the time when | held the skirt of your dress. That was

a shallow time - today | seem in the deep waters unfathomable - so can'’t tell you. It is a deep rose
colour - and this is my birthday present of myself to you, a fuller and increasing love - it seems | am
more real this year than last year. | think my work is showing it too - that’s the big thing.

| sent you through an order | gave Bumpus the Bookseller the life of Helen Keller - “The Key of my
Life” is tremendous If there is anything deeper than that she is the one to say it It is simply a direct
showing that we are all spirit - and these bodies that are so dear we shall wonder some day that we
cling to them. It is too advanced for Mary, and yet sometimes | don’t know, her spirit is formed now,
and is its whole size, only needing liberty to be let out.

She shall go on. | am thankful for everything for | know the path is clearing & we shall grow closer
together than any time before, it is all that we are here for, that and work.”



Fred’s interest in Mary’s ability in drawing deepens as both her mind, and commitment to art, steadily
develops during this period.

November 30th 1905, 18 Norland Square. “...1 know she has the artist perhaps away deeper than
I, but let her see to it. Great love alone does it. When she loves with her full soul it drops out

like the heaviest sweat, it cannot be lightly done, and yet it must have the light beautiful quality as
though it has grown like a flower. It must have the quality of depth and yet be as though invented
by a butterfly.

If you tell her what | mean, the difference
between art and artifice, The one has the
highest poetic quality, the other is mere
fine craftsmanship. | believe we all have
it — this deep quality, but we must find

it. Mathew Maris is deeper than Corot or
Diaz. Rousseau and Millet, and Mathew
Maris | would put all together.

You can tell her that why people who
know, so vastly prefer my landscapes to
my portraits, is because they are distinctly
individual as | see nature as no one else
sees nature. The men that have come
have generally said “How refreshing to
see a thing as no-one else has done it. |
know well what they mean. One has only
to only to go to the ordinary exhibition to
see it. That wearisome thing done over
and over again, but | need (I cannot tell
you) to get deeper deeper down. | see

it in Maris, | feel it in Keats. Thoreau is
shallow beside it. | must stop now, as

| must write a few people. My great big
love to you both.”

Mathew Maris, from a drawing by Fred Yates.

Mathew (Matthjis) Maris was born in The Hague,17 August 1838. He was a quiet man who gradually
moved towards a visionary and dreamlike quality in his painting. In 1851 he was apprenticed for
one year to Isaac Elink Sterk (1808-71); from 1852 to 1855 he attended classes at the Academie

in The Hague, and in 1854 he joined the studio of Louis Meijer, where his brother Jacob was also
working.He settled in London in 1877. One of his few friends was Craibe Angus, an English dealer
who set up in Glasgow in 1874 and introduced this work of the Hague School to Scotland, where

it became very popular. William Burrell was an early collector of Maris’ work, (over fifty works.) In
turn, this work later became an important influence on the Glasgow Boys in the early years of the
20th Century.

In 1887, the daughter of Craibe Angus married E. J. Van Wisselingh (the son of H. J. Van
Wisselingh,) who ran a London gallery and who, in turn eventually represented Fred Yates. Matthjis
Maris became a good friend also of Fred Yates. Despite the popularity of his work, Matthjis Maris
ended up in reduced circumstances, and was cared for by Mrs Van Wisselingh (nee’ Angus) until
his death in London in 1917.
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Fred writes home again on June 15th 1906, from 32 Grosvenor Road, Westminster. “Dear Girl, |
didn’t write yesterday. The evening before | dined with the Fletchers and Mrs Fletcher sat yesterday
at 4.30 for a slight alteration to her portrait.

| have seen Van Wisselingh. He said the whole of the landscape was too crude and needed a
glazing. | am doing it now and the sky scraping. He got out some Corot’s, Daubigny and Montcelli
and put beside it. He is going to lend me something that he thinks will help me to put by side of my
work, some master. He wants me to show Maris Mary’s last group. He thinks it very good and sure
that Maris will like it very much. The le Fleming landscape looks the best thing in my studio.

Dear Girl, | feel | have such heaps to learn, almost crushing. | am glad | came when | did.”

Joan Fox continues, in her notes: “In
Rydal, Fred painted portraits of the
le Flemings of Rydal Hall, the Squire,
his wife and four children (the latter
perhaps only sketches.)

The squire, who needed a house for
his agent, agreed to build a semi-
detached cottage for the Yates family
to rent, and allowed them to choose
the site.

Squire Le Fleming. A photograph by C. Hulbert



They chose a spot at the top of a steep hill above Hart Head Farm and Rydal Mount. The latter was
where William Wordsworth spent the last thirty years of his life, though he wrote his best poetry in
Grasmere in his younger days. It was a wonderful spot to live and Mary was to live there most of her
life, and Emily too. Fred divided his time according to the work he had on hand, between his studio

in Marylebone and the cottage on the hill at Rydal. Here he also had a studio in the garden where he
painted local sitters or visitors to the area, interspersed with local landscapes.”

Hart Head Cottage at the time it was first built

Such is the pattern of life,
as it has now settled down
into a kind of ‘routine’
although by no means a
routine which could be
called typical for the period!
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Something of the families life during their Rydal years can be
seen in the words of J. H. Badley, in his book, "Memories and
Reflections” which was published by George Allen & Unwin in
1955. He remained a lifelong friend of Mary Yates, and was the
Founder of Bedales School, and it's Headmaster from1893-1935.

“For more than forty years | have spent one, if not more, of my
holidays each year in the Lake district, where my sisters lived at
Grasmere since the break-up of our old Dudley home.

I know of no piece of country anywhere in which, within equally
narrow limits, there are so many distinctive combinations of natu-
ral grandeur (a matter not of size but of proportion) with the
friendly aspect given by centuries of homely occupation. Besides
the familiarity gained by tramping over every part of a district of
such great and varied natural beauty.”

One of the joys associated with these annual visits was a friend-
ship to which such scenes gave a perfect setting. Fred Yates, the
painter, after wanderings in three continents, had settled in Rydal.
There for the latter half of his life he found abundant subjects

for his brush, within a few miles of his home, when he was not
engaged upon portraits of those who came to sit to him. Fred Yates and J H Badley.
On the recommendation of one of our parents who knew him | went to his studio to ask him: to come
and give a talk at Bedales on the work of the French painter Millet, whom he greatly admired. His
first impatience at the intrusion of a stranger ‘with an axe to grind’ soon gave place to friendly interest
when he saw how sincere was my admiration of the landscape on which he was at work, and of
others that he showed me. Before we parted he had taken me to the home in which, from then on,
never a week passed while | was at Grasmere without my spending many hours. To each new piece
of work, as. indeed, to all that he did, he brought a youthful enthusiasm that was delightful to see and
share. It was seldom that he did not think whatever he had just finished to be ‘the best thing | have
ever done’, until a cooler judgment became more critical.

Before long we were on a footing which allowed me much freedom of criticism, so that | could even,
on one occasion, tell him that the greens in a certain Spring landscape were too suggestive of an
unripe apple—a comparison for which, though at the time he scoffed at it, he had later to admit there
was some justification when, at the gallery at which he usually had an annual show of his work, they
would not hang the picture till he had toned it down with a warm glaze. His work showed the influence
of French painters with whom he had been a student in Paris and Fontainebleau, but was free from
the extravagances of certain post-impressionist schools. His own theory and practice of painting he
summed up in a few words: ‘The conception is the great thing; then to say it as clearly as you
can—but not just what the eyes see’

It was his usual practice to be up by sunrise and out sketching in the early morning, then after
breakfast work in his studio or do other things, resting through the middle of the day when, he said,
both nature and he were at the dullest. He would go out again in the latter part of the afternoon to
catch the evening lights and shadows in some favourite spot. Sometimes, as a variation, morning or
evening, he would go fishing in the lake, a privilege specially granted to him by ‘The Squire’. There
were big pike to be caught there, and he declared that most people did not know what good eating
they can be. Certainly with his cooking—for in this art also, from his student days in Paris, he was
an expert—they were delicious.



Yates was a big man, standing six feet and broad in proportion, with a leonine head and, when |
knew him a mass of grey hair—an outstanding figure anywhere. For his size his feet were surprisingly
small, so that for active exercise they would not carry his weight for any length of time. Long tramps
were therefore out of the question. Only once, when we were staying at Rosthwaite, where he had
gone to find new subjects, was he seized with desire to climb Bowfell. To his great satisfaction he
finally achieved this, though with no little difficulty, induced to persevere by the distraction of an
epitaph composed upon the way, which | promised to turn into choice Latin and inscribe on the
topmost boulder if he perished in the attempt.

With his many active interests he was no great reader, but enjoyed being read to while he was
painting. When engaged on a portrait, in order to keep the sitter alert and interested without himself
having to talk, he would get Mrs. Yates to read to them. Being herself a New Englander, she usually
read from some collection of stories by a New England writer and by her expressive voice and
dramatic manner of reading she would bring out their varied interest in a way that made them
unforgettable. Often, too, if there were visitors to tea, someone would ask for a story; and while she
read, he would be unobtrusively making a drawing of one or other of those present if some posture
or effect of lighting caught his fancy. In winter evenings. if we were not playing chess, there would
be music.

Mrs. Yates was a trained
musician, and thus their
home was exceptionally
rich in the practice of a
second art in which all
the family iily could join.
Sometimes on a Sunday
evening father, mother and
daughter would go to an
old slate quarry on the far
side of Rydal lake and-
there sit in the entrance
to the workings and sing
part-songs, which the
overarching rock, like a
‘loud-speaker’, sent across
the water to delight any
who were passing on the
lakeside road.

Whistles on the lawn at Hart Head Cottage

| remember also an occasion on which | met Yates and a painter friend (probably Frank Carter)

on the road to Grasmere beguiling the way with imitation of an orchestra. | could only marvel how
between them they kept up a triumphant march with what sounded like a dozen musical instruments,
to the huge entertainment of all upon the road.

The zest with which he threw himself into all he did made him the best of companions; and no less
marked was the ready sympathy that enabled him to adapt himself at once to any company and any
surroundings, making him equally at home with Cambridge Dons or with Tommies in the train. And
always he was himself, without pretence or self-consciousness, and without any trace of self-seeking
or conceit.

His complete naturalness and spontaneity are shown by an incident that occurred in one of his later
visits to the United States to execute commissions there. In earlier life he had spent some years in
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America, where his work was well known, and amongst others he had painted a portrait of Woodrow
Wilson for Princeton University. From then on they had been close friends, and each was a welcome
guest when he visited the other’s country. On this occasion, when Wilson was now President, Yates
was dining at the White House. When seated at table he caught sight of an old negro butler with
whom he had established friendly terms on previous visits; at once he jumped up to shake hands
with him, to the shocked astonishment of some of the guests, but with the full understanding of his
host, who valued highly this quality in him.

In his own work he was in no little degree dependent on the sympathy of those about him, and could
make nothing of a portrait i—as rarely happened—there was no link to be found between the sitter
and himself. His delight in simple things a pewter dish, the shape of a jug, a fine potato of his own
growing, a generous action—found instant expression that made it infectious; and no less instant
was his scorn for any kind of meanness, especially if shown by the well-to-do towards the poorer. No
one could associate with him without being enlarged and mellowed by the contact. Himself a lover
of life, he awakened a like love in others. Keen perceptiion, intense love of beauty and the power to
help others to see and love it, ready sympathy and a strong affection for those about him, awaking

a return of it on their part; in the possession of these things, Fred Yates was one of the happiest
men | have known.”

In the summer of 1906, Fred heard that Woodrow
Wilson, President of Princeton University was stay-
ing on holiday at a cottage under Loughrigg, Rydal.

He set off to introduce himself, with his American
connections and past history, the temptation must
have been irrisistable! In fact the two of them met
almost half way between the two houses, in the mid-
dle of Pelter Bridge. After shaking hands, Fred char-
acteristically told Wilson that they were “poor, but
thank God, not respectable!” A quote which Wilson
delighted in telling people for the rest of his life. The
two men struck up an immediate friendship.

Woodrow Wilson's daughter Eleanor, later Mrs
McAdoo said that "It was a case of friendship at first
sights although they were unlike in many respects.

Fred Yates was an artist, delightfully uninhibited,
careless of his appearance, unversed in world
affairs, Yet the painter and the college president
had also much in common. They both loved poetry;
humanity, all forms of beauty, and laughter. Each
had a devoted wife. Both were idealists." (The
Priceless Gift, E. W. McAdoo, Mc Graw Hill, USA,
1962)
Wilsons Daughters. Pastel by Fred Yates, 1906

The Wilson family boarded sailed on 6 October. In a letter to Fred Yates from the ship, Wilson wrote:
"My dear Yates; We are on board well and happy, except that we are leaving, dear friends; the ship
is steaming out of harbour; and we are actually homeward bound, All join me in the most affectionate
messages to you. God bless you. What a happy; happy thing our meeting was.”

Correspondence, and an exchange of photographs continued.



Later, on 22 October; Wilson wrote to them: "Our dear; dear Friends, Forgive us for having let a
whole week go by before telling you of our arrival home, but if you could know what has been
happening to us! Such another breathless week | never had in my life! .. . | shall have to loaf

for a week to get back my Rydal calm... This morning came two delightful letters from you, that
made our hearts glow; and our thoughts rush back to Rydal; You may be sure they had never lost
consciousness of you. What a happy; happy thing our meeting and our summer-long companionship
was! | am sure that it has made us all richer in love and in happiness. Strange longings stir in

us now as we turn over our photographs of the dear Lake country. It seems like another home,
where hearts wait for us."

On the 3 November, Fred told Wilson that when he received two letters that he "advertised it with a
loud shout to my two dear ones. They made me promise | wouldn't read a word until they were by my
side, so there was a great settling down and then - the feast began. | tell you, you may count on i,
we love you dearly and if ever you get so that you aren't quite sure, just come over again.”

On the 6th of November, Wilson told Fred and Emily, "You have been in our thoughts constantly, and
with every thought wanting deep abiding affection. It would be hard to say now what a mere summer
in the dear Lake District would have done for me if | had got mere rest and recreation. It is always
affection that heals me; and the dear friendships | made were my real tonic and restorative. It would
be hard to overstate what the dear Yates did for me; and | shall forever bless them and seek

them as | turn hither and thither in my journey." adding that his wife was "delightfully well" and

that summer "did her as much good"

as it had done him. "We both rejoice in

being ourselves again."

This friendship with  Woodrow Wilson
is taken up in J. H. Badley’s recol-
lections: “It was at the studio of Fred
Yates at Rydal that | met Woodrow
Wilson while he was still President of
Princeton University. He spent several
summer holidays in the Lake-district,
and in that year was sitting to the paint-
er for an official portrait. One afternoon
when | went to visit Yates, | found him
at his gate seeing Wilson off after the
day’s sitting. He introduced us to each
other and then had to leave us, as
other visitors had come to see him.
Wilson courteously suggested that |
should walk back with him to the lodg-
ing-house near Rydal at which he was
staying. At that time he was hardly yet
known on this side of the Atlantic as

a political figure, but | was glad to
meet the writer of a book, The State,
dealing with various forms of govern-
ment, which | had found very useful

in my school-work. We talked of this
and of other educational matters as we
walked back beside the Rotha and sat

) ; N Woodrow Wilson by Fred Yates
in the sunny parlour at his lodging over-

The pastel which was drawn at Rydal in 1906
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looking it. Knowing nothing of the political standpoint of the man with whom | was talking,

| presently went on to speak with admiration of Theodore Rooseveldt, whose book The Strenuous
Life | had lately been reading, and especially of the open-air experiences of his younger days. After
listening for a bit Wilson interposed with a smile that he found admiration for the politician less easy
than for the man, and passed on to some other topic. It was only later that | realised | had been
talking to him with so much enthusiasm about a political opponent’.

Several times that summer | met him at the painter’s house or walked with him along the terrace-path
between Rydal and Grasmere, and found him the best of talkers whose judgment upon any point was
certain to be well-weighed and to be expressed both with sincerity and with delightful humour, as the
following incident will show. One afternoon he was at tea with us at my sisters’ house at Grasmere,
and the talk turned to the Women’s Movement and the doings of the Militant Suffragists. When

asked what was his own feeling towards them, he replied that he could put it best in the form of

an anecdote. On a wintry evening in a small New England town Deacon Abner was escorting two
members of his congregation to Meeting. With a lady clinging to each arm he cautiously made his
way along the frozen street. All went well until the cobbled road, now icier than ever, turned downhill
towards the harbour. They slipped, recovered footing, slipped again, and presently began to slide
down the hill with increasing speed. A post set in the middle of the road offered the only hope of
staying their descent into the water below. Towards this post the Deacon managed to direct their
course, and by clasping it he was brought to a standstill. But his two companions, detached by the
sudden stop, lost their hold of him and went slithering on into the darkness, followed by a plaintive
cry: “It grieves me sorely, dear ladies, that | can accompany you no further”—'That’ (Wilson ended)
‘expresses my own position as regards these militant women.

It was during this stay of his at Rydal that | heard from him the limerick that he made about himself.
A somewhat different version of it has been printed in Daniel’'s Life, but | feel sure that this is the
one that he repeated to me:—

‘In features | am not a star;

there are others are handsomer far.
But my face | don’t mind,

For | am behind:

It’s the fellow in front gets the jar.’

It seems that a taste for limerics were something else which they all had in common. The language
of humour is something which binds people from varied backgrounds and practices together in
friendship. This friendship deepened with the passing years.



Mary’s Diary
1907
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EXTRACTS FROM MARY YATES’ DIARY
HART HEAD COTTAGE, RYDAL, WESTMORLAND, 1907.

Mary was aged 16 on November
12th 1906. The diary starts just at
the point when the family first moved
in to the house built for them by
Squire le Fleming of Rydal Hall, at
Hart Head, Rydal.

In it, Mary paints a vivid picture

of their life there, and that in the

village around them. Some of the

people mentioned in Mary’s diary

were connected with her school

life at Scale Howe. These extracts

from “The Story of Charlotte Mason”

help to introduce the diary, and
Scale Howe, Ambleside something of the character of her

school life in those days.

“... We loved Miss Kitching's bird walks; and | can remember
seeing with her my first yellow wagtails and hearing the song
of a pied wagtail up towards Buxton's Jum (a lovely name); a
song | have never heard since.

Those were lovely geography walks that 'V.P." led up Wansfell
and Loughrigg and round Fairfield Basin; and V.P. was always
ahead leading us; although she would be twenty years at least
older than any of us. Nature we learnt to love and appreciate
from our fellow students; walks with the seniors were a great
help. . ..

| owe much also to Miss Sumner the art mistress; who if

not very effective with the majority of students did give much
pleasure to one who had been bound by the rigid discipline of
freehand and model drawing only. It was a great experience to
have a few extra lessons from Fred Yates; who criticised our
portraits in charcoal of a student model—his daughter Mary

ttended th hool with her lamb!
atiended the schoot with her fam Mary with Kinnie and ‘butting stick.’

The students' appreciation of the visitors to the college is clearly seen in their letters:

“The chief visitors of my two years; 1900-1; were Mrs Franklin and Mr and Mr. Yates; when he gave
his talks on J. F. Millet and decorated the new lecture-room with Millet illustrations which gave the
new room its name. He also painted that wonderful portrait of Miss Mason. Mrs Stephen Winkworth
was another visitor; also Mrs Hart-Davies who gave us an interesting talk on embroidery and nature;
showing how the latter is a guide to us in the choice of colour. Mr Thornley also came and Mrs
Dallas-Yorke's sister Lady Kennet-Barrington brought the Shakespearian actress Ada Rehan who had
just returned from America; she recited Catherine's speech in The Taming of the Shrew. We also had
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a Russian visitor to whom we gave a Russian reception in the drawing-room. | was the peasant girl
who offered her a small loaf and salt on a tray with a Russian greeting. (This was arranged by the
French lecturer who had spent nineteen years in Russia.)”

January 1st

Cote Howe. We went up to the house this morning, and found the linoleum being put down...
Yesterday a rapid thaw suddenly set in, and a complete change. No snow is left on the trees, but
it's pretty slippery. Last night, having no piano to play “The Last Night of the Year”, Mother and |
sang and shouted all the evening... We are pretty sure to move this week, think. The big mirror is
going today, if it's not too slippery.

January 3rd

The snow is all gone except where there were drifts. We had a cart and two horses here yesterday,
and took over two loads. Today we have been over there settling things a bit, and tomorrow the
cart comes again. It is freezing now; the remaining snow was quite hard when we were out. The

big cupboard in Mothers room has been “Durescoed” the colour of the wall and looks very well. The
mirror’s frame has also been painted white. There is a nice little cupboard below it. The piano has
been sent for and the beds are probably on the way, so another week or so should see us up there.
It feels quite homelike already.

January 8th, 6.15

The moon, with two bright waning horns, is looking into my window. It's a beautiful night, with hosts of
stars... We are in the new house. Everything is in though by no means in order. The piano came too,
and such a one! Such a beautiful soft singing tone! | couldn’t keep off it last night, and am longing

to be at it again... My room is just lovely. The pictures aren’t up but things are pretty well in order. |
have a rug and a cane mat on the linoleum. My red-stemmed begonia is on the windowsill, and some
snowdrops in the little green pot Mrs Firth gave me, just ready to flower. My bed is a sort of greenish
wood and very pretty. | must put down a conversation between him (her father) and Mr Bennett, the
old man who helped us move. “Is your brother older than you Mr Bennett?” “Aw yus, sir, he’s twenty
years older” “Then may | ask your age?” “Ah was born in 1850.” “Then your four years my senior, |
was born in 54 , - I'm fifty three.” ... “Ah thought at least ye were sixty!”

January 10th

We are gradually getting straightened out. Tonight is the
servants dance at Scale How, and next Tuesday school
begins... The rooks are cawing in the Hall trees below the farm.
Their nests are in full sight from this window. The smoke curls
up from the farm below, and the cottages through the trees.
The church bell is tolling over in Ambleside; now and then a
puppy barks in the barn, “And through it, and round it, and
over it all, Sounded incessant the waterfall.” A little hound
puppy worries a bit of sacking below the bank, and starts and
looks around at the sound of a blast and falling stones at one
of the quarries. Great flocks of rooks have risen in the sky, and
behind them are great clouds, pink and grey, and blue behind.
Windermere has a grey, half-sunny, light on it. Mrs Parker (the
farmers’ wife) comes up the field in a blue apron, with a big
basket, to where the clothes-are hanging. A black and white
sheepdog trots across the field after her. Four others come in
the gate, two of them puppies, and sit around on their tails,
quite ready for a frolic, if anyone will begin. And away down

in the valley winds the Rothay, through meadows, with trees
on her banks. Hart Head Farmand the Parkers.
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Monday, Bedtime.

The afternoon spent in gardening. We made one bed between the bay window and the porch. We
made it good and high, with a border of turf, and put in tropaeolium, lilies of the valley, a bit of ivy, a
small bit of honeysuckle that | “struck” last year, and some bulbs that came with the tropaeolium that |
think are daffodils. Then with an eye to a future rockery, and also a clear space in front of the window,
we toiled with stick and stone for about two hours at a big rock by the path, and at last succeeded in
placing it on the other side of the window, and in the right position. When we said, in trumph, that “la
victoire est perche...”! and have felt dreadfully self-satisfied ever since. There is to be a bed under the
front window soon, so that | shall be able to set cut my bulbs there after all. The soil is horribly stony
right by the walls, but we got some that looks very good and rich and “soddy”, from the regions near
the illustrious stone. The house is now certainly getting settled, but the hall has got to be “durescoed”
again, for the wrong red was ordered and it looks awful.

Wednesday. School.
We were very glad to see each other. We want to tree climb on Saturday... Tonight Mother and | are
going to a play at Grasmere. Next (choir) is not till the 25th. Friday week.

Friday Night

Miss Mason sent for us at 12.30 today, and we went up to the drawing room. First she asked us
how we liked our programmes, which we did, OK She wanted a very good terms work this term.
She was much pleased with our last examinations, all of them... and she wanted us to give special
attention to our weak subjects and try to improve Latin, French, and Mathematics. She wanted us
to find occasions for speaking French among ourselves. And making progress depends not on our
working out of time... but on “giving special attention during the lessons.”... “Not allowing your minds
to wander at all.” Then she asked if we wanted to come there and be trained. Francis and | did...
She then spoke to Dora about prospects, (she wanted to be a lady gardener,) and told her how it
was necessary to think of what would pay, although it did seem a mercenary view to take. And how
difficult it was for a lady gardener to find employment in England and Ireland.

Then she spoke to them about confirmation... Next, she surprised us all by saying, “Well, | hear that
you are going with dear Mary to climb trees?” “Yes.” “Well, you know, I'm very glad for you to climb
trees, and it would be all right if you had a 50ft. tree with a 50ft. wall all round!... You have nowhere
really quite private, have you?” and explained to us that that she thought we were just a little too
big for that. And to make up for that she’d tell us a great secret, something not one of the students
knew... we were going to have a gymnasium!...

Saturday.

.... Just before three, the girls turned
up. | took them up here to see my
pictures, minerals, etc., and showed
them the embryo rockery, and plans
for the garden.

We took our provisions and started
Buxton’s Jumwards. But we only got
as far as the Hog’us, where we sat on
the bracken, climbed the bar, talked
and made a row, and had a generally
jolly time, and ate our sandwiches...

After they had gone we went on with
the largest stone yet in the rockery, The Rockery, Hart Head Cottage
and got it into position.



Monday21st

Hockey! Miss Watters told us something of the working of the barometer during playtime. (She is
“raingauge,” “aquarium,” and “washing,” at Scale How!) Miss Williams is going to have us three
keep a weather chart. I... tore into Ambleside, and home, and back, and arrived on the scene by
25 minutes past two. Miss MacFarlane brought me Miss Bennett’s stick, (she hasn’'t come back this
term) ‘coz my own “done straightened out” to a useless angle in the woodshed last summer...

Miss Drury, who was at S.H when | first came, has come in Miss Bennett’s place... It's very nice

to see Miss D. again.

Tuesday Night

Saw a tree-creeper on my way to school... Miss Watters told me about a bird, called a “poachard”...
with chocolate head, black tail and grey body, which is to be found on Rydal Water. It nests in
Iceland. So this afternoon | walked round the lake to look. | saw only some black ducks with white
bars on their wings. But | found staminate and pistolate hazel out, and brought home some lovely
sprouts of honeysuckle and some beautiful creeping ivy in moss, which we sent to Miss Minton.

Wednesday

A scurry of snow in the morning... we went to tea at the Hall and saw those lovely children. He took
them some Lyra chalks, and drew a lot of pictures. They were all interested, Joan (aged one year,
and seven months) too, but Michael stayed all the time at his knee, very absorbed and watching.
When he gave Michael the choice of a blue or yellow box of chalks, he turned spontaneously to his
brother (Dick) and said, “Which would you like, sir?” The dear boy, they are as sweet as can be. He
didn’t remember me till | mentioned the caterpillar in the wood where we played last summer.

Thursday 24th.

Ground too hard for hockey today. The last few days have been hard frost. | went back at three-thirty
for the lesson on barometers etc. | asked about the way to use the word vacuum. | have put “The
space above the mercury in the tube is full of vacuum.” Into which they all went into fits of laughing...
Also before when | asked for “the name of the thing which means nothing?” We had a fine lesson,

the rain gauge as well. Today the seven volumes of Everyman’s Library came, that Mr. Allen sent me.

They are perfectly lovely, such fine binding, and all alike. Nibelungen (singing) tomorrow, and | hope
hockey. Venus is a very beautiful in the morning, in the south.

Friday 8.a.m.

Snow on the ground, but not enough to prevent hockey! But it looks like more coming. There were
twelve degrees of frost in the night. Before | went to school today, | went to the lake, as | had
promised Miss Henderson, who is longing to skate. It was entirely frozen and seemed pretty strong...
Ground too hard for hockey. Last night there was a big ring round the moon... Mother’s gone to
Burneside and | am to follow on the three-thirty. Frauleine seems terribly resigned to my getting no
prep done. So, | go at 10 on Tuesdays and Fridays.

Saturday 11 p.m.

Just a little snow. The curtains have come, my own is awfully pretty. They have some very ingenious
rings, which hook very easily into eyelet holes. The girls all went skating today. Eleven degrees of
frost last night. This morning was very cold as we came from Windermere, but such lovely pink and
purple lights on the mountains, some snow covered...

January 27th. Sunday 11 p.m.
Thaw and rain. Letters from Ruth (A cousin who lived in San Francisco.) and Mrs Wilson... (Mrs
Woodrow Wilson.)

Bedtime, it’s a wild night, a high wind but no rain, Moon nearly full and big clouds hurrying over her.
The stars from behind are very clear and bright.
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He (her Father) and | went over to see Kinnie (the ram that had grown from her lamb) at Cote Howe,
and take him some lvy. Had a little visit with Mrs Richardson, and | went down to inspect the ice on
the Lake. It was still covered but in a pretty good state of thaw.

We came back by the wood where an owl was hooting. | quoted the verse of Burns about them
beginning “Ye owlets in yon ivy bower... “ It was lovely there in the dusk.

January 29th.
Snow again, and barometer very low. He and | have begun another snow bear in the garden... A
very high wind now and full moon.

January 30th Weds.

My tobogganing proposal was received with joy by the girls, Pannie included. But we had to ask Miss
Frost, who had to ask Miss Williams,... who had to ask Miss Mason... After dinner | went across to
Kinnie, who the other day knocked down (the sinner) one of the little Kay boys. We sent the latter

a little packet of chocolate from K.W. | took also a borrowed trowel, and a new Kinnie rope. Mrs
Richardson was out, so | went like a thief in and a robber, unlocking the door through the window.

| captured pen and ink and wrote her a note to explain my business, and asking her to give the
packet to the little boy...

| waited ten minutes by Pelter Bridge, and then went home and found them (the girls) making the
track. The Parkers would not let us be in the field, coz they had orders for nobody to trespass so we
did it in the garden and Kinnie’s fieldlet. It was huge fun but my sledge wouldn’t go a bit, perhaps
‘coz it was rusty. We had lots of lovely spills and were sighing for a tea tray when suddenly he
re-appeared from the house carrying the saucer bath tub!!! Happy thought! Lorna tried it first, went
a few yards and spilled out. Such was the fate of all, but the bath track got longer and longer... |
invariably turned a complete summersault and the bath landed on top...

the onlookers laughed till they cried. We all enjoyed it hugely, but they could not stay to tea! So |
snatched them up into my room, (as he was painting in the studio) to choose some books, as they
were going to borrow some, for they said at Miss Cloudesdales the only literature was prayer books
and “Guides to the Lakes.” They took “Pride and Prejudice”, with “Mansfield Park”, and “Northanger
Abbey” in the same volume, “Wives and Daughters”, and “Emma”, and “John Halifax Gentleman.”
Mother had been watching us through the north room window, and | went and sat with her when she
lay down. She liked all the girls | was glad to hear...

Yesterday | began my new model, first making the “egg” about 2 inches high. An old grandmother
with a girl holding a little baby at her side, and a child running up to her giving her something.

January 31st
Seventeen degrees of frost and the barometer steady ... | asked Miss Frost to ask if the girls could
come and toboggan.

We've just been looking, through the binoculars, at Jupiter, high in the south at 8 p.m. and saw

one of his moons quite well, and quite down in the south was another star. Not a planet | think,
which seen through the binoculars flashed brilliant red and green, the red on the right and the green
on the left, and a light colour in between, | think it must have been a double star | never saw
anything like it at all.

February 1st
Fifteen degrees of frost in the night, and the barometer three tenths up. My snowdrops in the window
have put out a flower in honour of the day.



February 2nd

Seventeen degrees of frost in the night, and the barometer steady... | asked Miss Frost to ask if
the girls could come and toboggan... | went into Ambleside and got a new toboggan, 3/6d, and
met the girls at Pelter Bridge at 3, and we went up past the old house to the steep hill by the
“Lady Birch.” It was two years ago, the 31st of January, that the Glens and Olive and | tobogganed
in the same place...

The only fault with my new sled was that the first person got a lapful, a neckful, and clothes covered
with snow... We saw a very large bird flying over the larch plantation, and at first thought it was a
raven, but it must have been a heron and what we took for it’s tail, it's legs. We pulled each other
on the sleds down to the road. Kinnie looked at us, so I, having no corn, gave him some dry oak
leaves and twigs | got a letter from Tonald (Her half-brother Donald, 14 years her senior.) to-night,
dear boy!... We bought a kind of chest arrangement with drawers to keep music in. it is of oak and
good and strong, but ugly, and it looked so ungainly we have decided to send it back...

Monday 4th

Last night we went out to the Lake
to see how went the skating. There
were a good many people on, some
very good skaters. He asked would |
like to get a pair of skates and try?
Yes indeed, for | had been longing
to, so he said | could. The stars
were coming out beautifully, so we
resolved to go to Miss Mason’s (at
Scale How) and get the telescope.

| ran up and told Mother, and we
went and sat a few minutes with
Miss Mason and got the illustrious
telescope.

Rydal, frozen over.

However, as soon as we got it home it clouded over, and but for my enterprise in getting up this
morning should have had no good out of it.

We saw the moon pretty well, as the last quarter is to-morrow night, and | hung the telescope on the
porch posts and looked at Venus. There was, however, or seemed to be, a change in the weather,
clouds that looked like snow, so he said I'd better not get my skates. But when | got to school, Mr Bell
sent a pair by Gertrude, that he kept to lend. Oh joy to me! and joy still more when we came down
from French and heard that Miss Williams had given them a holiday from afternoon school in honour
of the ice! So, we arranged to meet at two thirty. | donned two pairs of stockings, and a stray pr. of
legs wrapped round my feet to make my boots fit, and went off.

In about quarter of an hour my skates were on, and with Mr Bell’'s help | started out. It was hard!
but in some time | could stand, very wobbly, alone. Dora and |, equally inexperienced, tottered about
together. | was an expert at falling, and she was pretty good...

Miss Dyke was not skating... Georgie was there and a lot of other juniors. Miss Williams, Miss
Kitching (who was obviously a novice) Fraulein and Mademoiselle (who helped all the beginners into
the middle)... Miss C. Henderson (i.e. the big one) took me about a bit and instructed me. | fell down
and made her lose her balance too, and there we were! But ice isn’t very bad to fall on...
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When we were all together, the ice gave a crack and we fled in all directions... ... | do hope I'll
have a chance to learn to skate decently this year. It was fun, in spite of the aches and stiffness:
in our ankles.

Wednesday
We skated yesterday and today. Last night 15 degrees of frost. We are improving; | fell down four
times yesterday, and only once today... Dora and | went right to the end of the lake...

Thursday

That crit. of awful apprehension came off today, and was for once, quite as bad as | expected.
Latin... In all my five years experience of crits | never wished quite so much to sink through the
floor as all through that lesson... As | was going out Miss Mason said | was going on very well
and would soon do without coaching. But | hope she knew | wasn’t always so stupid... That star
of mine is Sirius, sure.

Friday
Nibelungen.

Monday11th
The gymnasium is to be in the coach house. Everyone knows about it now I think... Half term is
next Monday.

Tuesday Evening
Blizzard from the Northeast in the morning, and snow much thicker here than on the road. “I'm glad
my hearts my ain,” sings in my head. The wind is howling round the house.

Thursday

Drill crit from Miss Watters. Miss Blandy has come,
came to drill this morning and seemed rather shocked
at our progress, or rather our non-progress. Miss
Bradford inquired into my half-term intents, and asked if
| would like to go for a walk with some of the students
who weren’t going in the coach. So that’s all right.
Wonderful red sunrise...

Saturday

The snow’s gone and | think spring has begun. It was
mild and fresh, having poured yesterday, and the birds
are singing. Yesterday he made a very pretty kind of
window box with some moss-covered sticks and stones,
on the book room window sill and planted a lot of
snowdrops.

Noon. I'm going with Miss Frost and Miss Bradford
on Monday, and we are going, | think, to the Duddon
Valley, and meet at 9 at Rothay Bridge. Later. Mrs
Franklin and Madge have just been here; the former
has come for half term.

We borrowed some bread from Miss Garnett and had

tea. They were delighted with the house and all. Mrs

F. says Arthur Rackham is going to paint Cyril and

Michael... Miss Garnett’s cottage, below Rydal Mount.



Sunday
...Lorna, Frances, and Miss Macfarlane came to say that Miss Williams thought the Duddon was too
far, so we're going to Coniston.

February 19th. Tuesday.
Yesterday began with very threatening dark clouds. On the way, | stopped to visit the raingauge,
which was a little more than half an inch...

Then | proceeded to Rothay Bridge where | arrived a little before 9. There were great flocks of very
light-coloured gulls, common ones | think, and a few that flew higher were rather larger, and had
pale grey over the tops of their wings, and black tips to them. The river was very full (the meadows
by Pelter Bridge were flooded on Sunday,) and | watched the small bywhirls of the current. It rained
and blew a good deal, and | hung my cap on to the leather strap which held the binoculars and

my lunch.

At about 9.20 Miss Frost loomed into sight with Miss Winsor, and we started down the same road
we went last half term...conversation did not flow very glibly. We crossed the Brathey Bridge... Miss
F. suggested we go by Tarn Hows, which was about two miles further, she said it would be wet,
however we went...

We came upon the tarn from a height, and could only see half way across. Beautiful mists were
driven across. We ate some biscuits and stayed there some minutes, and the mists cleared a good
deal, and we saw it all. We saw two birds, which Miss Thorpe later said were wheatears.

We went down through St Mary’s glen where the stream was very full and very pretty. We went down
the Coniston Road, where Mrs Bell, Gertrude, and | crossed the stepping stones. We heard a Jay
somewhere near that row of clipped trees. A little further on we sat on a wall by a by-road and had
dinner. Soon after we came into Coniston, and after having some milk at the Black Bull Hotel, we
betook ourselves to the Ruskin Museum. Here we found almost all the students that had come and
the girls; none of the latter could be prevailed upon to walk back with me. | went with Olive Thorp and
then to the churchyard and saw Ruskin’s grave.

We went to what we thought was the waterfall, with Olive and Miss Mann. We met Miss Ross with
her guidebook and Miss Blandy, but she was so long looking up our waterfall that we rashly went
on. The stream came down a very rugged hill, as if it was frozen. We crossed a field and went

up through a little wood...

We got back to the Bull in time and found Mrs. Franklin and Madge... The table was disarranged, and
at first | was afraid they had finished... to my surprise, | found Miss Henderson was to be of our party.
First we spoke of walking v. riding and driving... they had 20 ins. of snow in Aberdeen. Then we got
on to music... | told her about our piano, and she told me about theirs, which was a concert grand,
bought for 180 gns. for a new concert room, then by a newly rich man, who soon became poor, and
as no one had room for the piano, they got it for £20! | asked did she like part songs... She did not
know of our “Awake,! Awake!” and spoke of some music to Robert Louis Stevenson’s “Child’s Garden
of Verses”. | hummed some of “In winter | get up at night”. but she did not know that tune. “I don’t

like some of these new drawing room songs, | like the old English ones, and the Irish...” She does not
know “Ca the yows.” Then | asked “Did she like Burns?” “| like some of his songs but not all. He’s not
my favourite poet. | don’t think he’s graceful exactly, do you?... You know Millet, the artist? Well | think
Burns is like him.” She doesn’t seem to be much of a lover of Millet either!

Then we arrived at the old Italian painters...She admired the story in them and the thought, but the
lines “were too hard.” “I should love to live in Italy for a time and really get to know the pictures.
You've never been to the continent, have you? “No, that is, only for two days at Marseilles - on the

way home... “Home from where?” and was surprised to hear we’'d been to Japan.

75



76

The rain poured and poured and now and then, there was a big gust of wind. It was fun, but | began
to feel pools in my boots, and now and then she poured the water from her hat, and pulled my hood
over my hair in front. Soon after this, we arrived at Skelwith - and books.

She asked what | was reading, “nothing” | said, “just now, but school-work. I've just finished “Sense
and Sensibility.” This she knew and liked very much, also “Pride and Prejudice”. Sir Walter Scott
she could read over and over again, and Dickens. “But | like Shakespeare’s tragedies as well as
anything.”...

She told me about her brothers and sisters at home, how they played hide and seek in the bottom
floor with the lights down, and how three or four were bathed in one huge bath, and none wanted
to be bathed first! There were twelve in the family and she was in the younger half. | asked about
Aberdeen itself. It is very clean, she said, and built of granite, with hills around, and rugged cliffs
down to the sea.

Satyrday 23rd
| didn’t go to the Nibelungen this time because of my cold. There were several degrees of frost
yesterday, and five the day before...

On Wednesday, we had an inch of snow. The skaters are raising hopes again...

PM.

The exams were read out, at last today. Mine were much better than | expected... They were the best
| have ever had. Scripture 100. Geology 80. Everyday Morals 80. Composition 100. Arithmetic 70.
Biology 100. Grammar 75. Astronomy 100. Exercise Books 90. Literature 100. French 90. Reading
90. English History 100. German 55. Drill 75. European History100. Latin 65. General History 50.
Euclid 90. Geography 100. Algebra 75...

Later — I've just had a lovely walk round the lake, by the quarries, to look at the larches, which weren’t
even thinking of coming out, and back by the terrace. The streams were beautiful with ice.
A rush hanging down was covered with transparent ice round it an inch in diameter.

Some streams that were broad, crossing the road had three inches of lacy ice in patterns like it
freezes on the window. | got some hazel, honeysuckle, and ivy from a wall, with moss on them. At
the top of the terrace, | stopped about 1/4 past five to watch the sunset. Tonald has sent duplicates
of the photos, so | shall bag the old ones if | can. | sat in the wood at the end of the lake and
re-read my letters.

Monday...
Its such a heavenly morning. So clear, with Venus fading in the south and the white smoke curling
up from the farm, and the robins singing.

PM.
A real spring day. AlImost hot. Mother is sitting sewing in the porch, and the roses, clematis, and a
kind of Virginia creeper are being put out. - Yet there was skating on Lily Tarn on Saturday...

Wednesday. 27th

A year ago we were sitting in the Wythburn farmhouse, watching the blizzard and hearing the wind
in the chimney. | forgot that | have to go to the dressmakers, and asked the girls to come to Buxtons
Jum, but Olive had already asked for Ingrid to go to Strawberry bank, and did not want to bother
Miss Williams again.

So, we are going on Saturday. Lorna’s birthday is on Friday, (she’s 17), and | am going to try and
make her a sponge cake, Miss Garnett showed me how yesterday. This morning it was positively hot.



Mother is going to send my exam papers to Tonald, so now for some ninkum on his part. | expect to
bring Kinnie over today, as the fence is about done. Miss Oliver is at Scale Howe. | met her with Miss
Kitching on Saturday coming from the coach, but she had a black veil on and | did not recognise her.
It was all owing to her that | am now so interested in the stars. Mother told her so, | think, in a letter to
Miss Kitching. | should like to see her but don’t expect to. It’s just struck.

| am writing by the light of the moon, nearly full. All is silent, but for the murmur of the water, and
now and then an owl from the woods. A white mist lies like a veil in the valley, a few stars are out,
and its all beautiful, beautiful.

Thursday.

There were six degrees of frost in the night, but not during the day, so we had hockey. | was a

back on Miss Dyke’s side, so had very little to do. On my left Miss Blandy was complaining of their
slowness and that, they did not coach each other, and away on the right, Miss Dykes was continually
holding forth. “Miss Cooper you must keep up, Miss Henderson keep on a level with Miss Rigger, Miss
Hart do try and keep the ball down, ...Sticks!”

Mr and Mrs Herbert Bell came this afternoon,
and brought us two kinds of saxifrage. My
cake is in the oven but not browning properly.
However the small cake calls out, and I'll look
at it.

Saturday.

The illustrious cake was in two and three-
quarter hours and then the crust rose up and
left such a space behind that it broke when
we turned it out. It hadn’t risen as it should
but | took it all the same and Lorna was

very pleased. | was so disgusted, however,
that | made another yesterday. The oven, we
thought, was very hot, but it was in two hours
and a half. Lorna said the other was very
good, so | ‘specks she doesn’t know very
much about cakes. We meant to take out tea
to the Jum but it rained in the night.

Sunday 3rd.
Those bad girls were an hour late. But we had a grand time (at the Jum) and came home to tea.
Coming home, we were making up nonsense rhymes...

Tuesday.

Hockey yesterday. My place was often changed and | couldn’t keep my place at left inner, and got
awfully hot and disgusted with myself. Miss Blandy told me to go and rest, and | did, but we all
stopped early. | then went on to Mrs Dawsons and had a lovely time. | was to meet mother there, but
we met here when Mrs Damson was walking down with me... It's hailing now, March!

Thursday.

| asked Miss Henderson... if she would show me how to put on book covers. | had stitched Mothers
“Elijah” as well as | could, never having had any lessons. This morning Miss H. said Miss Dyke

had said she would show me if Miss Drury did not mind. | was delighted, it was lovely of her, and
Miss H. had not asked her...
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It cleared up early after dinner, but | went early to read up some Burnet I'd missed for crit, make
my astronomy chart, and write up my bird list. | took “Rab and his Friends” in case Miss D. thought
“Elijah” should be done again - we began with “Rab”, and ripped and restitched him, and she got
me some transparent sticky paper and some twine for the back. We had an absolutely lovely time,
at least | did. She wasn’t quite sure about “Elijah”, but as there was doubt | said I'd rather do

him again...

Miss Drury and Miss Kitching came to tea yesterday, and | brought Kinnie across.

March 10th

Little Ruthies birthday. | wrote to her and am going to send her the Real Queens Fairy Book. Coming
back from post, “himself” told me, (Tho he didn’t intend to) that the reason Mr Peterson resigned the

curacy of St. Mary’s was that Mr Hawksworth wrote to him that his sermons were too long, so he had
to. O why didn’t Mr H. know better, such a wonderful man as that!

March 11th

Frances brought me a note saying Miss Dykes eldest brother died just as he was to return from the
West Indies, said Miss Dykes came down and gave them their scripture lesson as usual, and went
twice to church. And the service was all about dead friends, and brothers, and Joseph’s brethren.
“One is with our Father and one is not” She says | am to come for my bookbinding, but | dread seeing
her, yet long to express my sympathy... She came in for a book this morning, and | saw how white
she was, but oh, how brave she is.

6.p.m.

She is indeed. She was just as cheerful as usual, perhaps a little more so. She'd been for a drive
with Miss Mason, and so did not come until four, and took me up to tea at the house. She was
writing a letter while | worked, and looked across the room a good deal, and wrote slowly, and |
saw how sad her eyes were while she was thinking. Mother had written to her, and | gave her the
letter when | went away.

The extraordinary news came today that Uncle Henschel is going to be married. This whole day
seems a dream

Tuesday 12th
Miss Dyke sent mother a note by me this morning. | didn’t know what she had said until Mother told
me to ask her when it would be convenient for her to come...

Thursday 11th

All the bookbinding lesson was “snappit up” with cutting fly leaves. | tried three times. Then Miss
Dyke did it and got one tenth of an inch wrong as | had every time, so she said | could take it

home. She went up to the house and brought down a cutting board, a sloyd knife, etc. borrowed
from several people... | have done my flyleaves now, 5th time lucky! The dear robin came in for ever
so long whilst we were working.

| went to tea with the Fairfielders, and they walked home with me... as Miss Williams had let them
off work for tonight...

17th

...0rgan recital this afternoon. Joan le Fleming, behind us, had a remark to make at the end of each
piece, and was finally taken out. Then we came back... We went up where we did last Sunday with
Kinnie for ferns... the morning was full with clearing up... straw etc. as a small writing desk from
London, sent by Miss Mason, was unpacked last night when he came home.



18th.

My finger being rather worse... he would take me to Dr. Haugh, school or no school... He gave us

a prescription for a fomentation, I, being a large goop, turned faint and was put almost upside down
in a chair and then sent on to the porch. (I always used to get very faint simply reading “Common
Ailments” at school. Idiot!) ...School about 10.15. We read Pascal, regardless of timetables, as exams
begin on Weds... | went on hammering the unlucky book on the windowsill. But the upper layer of
cardboard would rise up... Next we put the long suffering book in the press and rounded it...

Saturday March 28th.
Tuesday was the last lesson, that afternoon we put on the corners, and she said | could finish it
myself. Went up to the Millet Room to wash my sticky fingers, and found the juniors at basketwor

Wednesday.
We began exams.

Thursday.
We went to the gymnasium, which is a minute little thing, with only rings, horizontal bars, ladder
and ropes. It was OK though.

Friday.
Nibelungen, fifteen sopranos and altos, and only five men. We sang the Litany “Awake, Awake
and “My heart it seemed..”

| went round the lake Thurs. looking for larch roses, but found only a primrose... | never noticed
before that honeysuckle always goes round the same way, like a screw, from right to left.

Yesterday | waked at six and got up. It was a heavenly morning. | “Crope out”, but Mother was
awake. | took my writing pad and a pencil, and went up Nab, and sat in the sun just near “the Young
Squires trees.” and watched the sun creep down the mountains, and wrote to Miss Taylor.

The rooks were waking, and a white mist hung over the river and way down to Windermere. A
woodpigeon cooed, and “aloft in the heaven” the sun rose high, and the birds sang “in the woods
hard by.”

Then, after a chapter of accidents, i.e. spilling my milk, and finding paraffin on my bread; | got to
school about 1/2 a minute to nine. The exams were as awful as they could be... The drill especially
was hopeless... The last lesson was grammar. “Give examples of words that have perished, that
have changed in meaning, or that have changed in spelling.” We had read pages of those words in
French, but could hardly remember any.

Miss Dykes came down all ready to start, (to go to Rydal.) | told her about the Latin and found

that “Cunctantibus”, meant “delayed”, and “proper”, “because of”, this last is one of the little words
I cannot remember. We talked about the little ones, mostly Harvey, | told her how on Friday when
he was doing exams with Miss Mann | heard him say, “You know when | am doing this | am always
thinking of something else.” (Miss Mann despairing glance at Miss Frost at that was very funny.)

We arrived (at Rydal) about 1/2 past one. She went up and saw my room, and then came down and
| showed her my early attempt at bookbinding, and the Arthur Rackham pictures. After dinner she sat
on the sofa where Mothers work was lying...

Miss D. was telling Mother that she was going to travel to Italy, France and all over with a Ceylonese
lady who could not speak French... Mother asked me to play, and as usual | did “Angelus ad
Virginem”... the “Ave Verum,” and we sang it...and then Mother got on to it (the piano.) and sang and
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played endlessly... | wanted her to do “la Madonna col Bambino,” and at last she did, but forgot the
words! Then “In dulci Jubilo”. This Miss D. knew... so we promptly asked her to sing soprano, tried
to do alto, but | could hardly hear her at all... A letter came from Don... She also had a brother in
India, on the frontier, in the army.

Mother, speaking of the rush of Scale How, asked if she didn’t think people needed time to moon
about. “No, | don’t think so,” she said, “Miss Mason thinks that the more we do the more we have
time for...

Then we and Kinnie went out and
up towards the Jum and up that
dear little mossy ghyll where we got
all those ferns on Sunday. Mother
was bewailing that Miss Dykes must
go, and | said it was the fault of
all the seniors, they always went!
Mother said they ought to be
called, as Uncle George called a
certain political party, who pasted
up “The Chinese must go!” the
“Mustgolians”... | took Miss D.
up to see the pretty transparent
mosses by the stream, and
meanwhile Mother had an
encounter with Kinnie. He also tried
to butt Miss D. when scratching his
Buxton’s Jum, Rydal. head on “Lord Arthur”, whereupon |
knocked him down...

| walked back with her some way... She told me of the stories her brother writes from India, which
seem like fairy tales. How once he was going over the Khyber Pass with the Emir’s son and a man
with some flowers came up to the latter, but he prevented him, and luckily too, for he had a dagger
and was going to stab him.

At Rydal Farm, | thought I'd better go back. “Good bye” | said, “in case | don’'t see you again. And
thank you for the Latin, and all, | do feel I've learned a thing or two, and | have enjoyed it

26th.

Yesterday afternoon she and Miss Watters came in “walk time”... Mother asked if she’d come and
sing trios - and Miss Henderson, would she come?... Miss Dyke had brought me a little photograph
of Donnatellos St. John...

April 2nd.
On Thursday | got three and a half sheets from Margaret Wilson, which it took us two days to read,
and | haven’t got all the words yet.

Friday, the Bells, the Tom Bells, the Manchester Bells, (Greta and Ursula) their cousin Allan, and
Phyllis Rigby, and | went up Silverhowe, and found larch roses, and had a fine time.

Saturday, as He came home at three, | didn’t turn up until 4.15 or so, (they’d asked me to tea) and Mr
Bell took me home. About a week ago Jessie (Jessie Woodrow Wilson) wrote to me from Baltimore
and sent me the films of the photographs they took in Loughrigg Cottage garden. The one of Jessie in
the doorway is very cloudy, but the rest are pretty good...



Sunday we went to church in the morning, just mother and me, he stayed at home and dug the
well deeper. The de Selincourts came to tea, (including Oliver, who is less improved than | expected
by going to school.)

In the evening we went to Ambleside, all of us, but he couldn’t breathe, so came home, (he brought
a cold back with him from Leeds, where the portrait of Prof. Niall went very well.) The music before
the service was “I know that my Redeemer liveth” the anthem, God hath appointed a day”. At the end
was the Hallelujah Chorus, as last year...

Yesterday afternoon came dear Mrs Dawson bringing us white violet, carnation, daisy and other
roots. William Creighton sent a white carnation. Dr Cattley and Mr. Young came too, (they are from
Leeds, and staying here a week,) and we kept our two batches of visitors carefully separate! | heard
a tree pipit all day, up the hill...

In the morning (yesterday) being April 1st. | pounced on the post, and took out the Saint Saens that
Mrs Carter has just returned, and put in some pieces of old linoleum. There was a packet from the
tea co. In this, | found a tea canister, which | carefully opened stripping off the paper not to show.
After hiding the tea in the top shelf of the kitchen cupboard, | put in finely broken coal and a card “with
the compliments of M.Y”...He opened it not till this morning, and roared at it!...

6 p.m.

Mr Willink surprised us this afternoon with Mr Henry Wood and Miss Jones. Mr Willink, both of
them, admired our beautiful piano. It turned cold this afternoon but we did not get all of the rain
we expected.

We're going to the Hymn of Praise Concert this evening, Mother and I.

April 4th

The trees have come. White broom, bird cherry, double white cherry, red thorn, syringa, and willows.
Irving is putting them in. Yesterday one of Donald’s old Rugby masters turned up, (brother of “Icky
Dennis”.) I've begun to go on with my model. Had a letter from Miss Oliver, all about stars and things,
what to look out for, and planets.

April 10th Wednesday.

On the way to Burneside on Friday, waiting in the motor, we spied Miss Parish, and Miss Firth, who
came up to us, dear Miss Parish just bubbling over. After the practice, we sat with Mr. and Mrs. Wood
in the dark before supper. | hadn’t a very pleasant recollection of HER at the Festival, but | did like
her very much this time, she seemed so human and kindly... | sorter felt she liked me too.

Next morning Miss Richmond came to breakfast, and afterwards had a lesson from Mr. Wood. Mother
and | eavesdropped and heard him showing her how to make a steady tone and keep the vowels
pure. She has a beautiful voice with only a little tremolo. Mr. Willink says it is too fluty.

The Woods and we sat on the lawn all morning, and | read “Persuasion” and the dogs played or lay
in the sun. We didn’t get to Windermere until 1/4 to 4, and found there was not a coach or anything
until 5, so | set out to walk, it rained soon after | started - all the time. | started at 4 and got

to the Waterhead milestone at 3 minutes past 5, where | scaled the wall for some larch roses. In
Rydal, | spied “him”, Miss Firth, Miss Parish, and Miss Allen, “the same (i.e. the hill) descending.”
They’d been to tea.

Then last night we were invited to Mrs Firth’s. Monday morning Mrs Willink and Nan came to
breakfast. They and Mrs Willink had been at Coniston over Sunday, as the Woods had left on
Saturday, half an hour before we did...
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She stayed all the morning and | had a great time with darling Nannie. She sat here on my windowsill
while | wrote to Honor, and then went for a walk with me.

A certain Mr. Sing came in, a few minutes, with a lovely little girl of 13, Irene. At breakfast time Mrs.
W. said (to the dog), “go to Mary”, and Nannie leaped into my lap. Mrs. W. left by the 3.10 (which
was more like the 3.30), and | went to Ambleside with her. Mr Cropper came about three. Waiting at
Pelter Bridge, three students came up, Miss Fountain, Miss Lawrence and another | did not know,
and we walked on with them.

We got to Seathwaite at about 7.15 and Mrs. Firth told us where everybody was to sit. The
guests came at 8. There were Mr. Bartholomew, Dr. George and Miss Johnston, Mrs Boyle, Miss
Fountain, three Miss Hardings, Mrs. and Miss Jones, Miss Drury and Miss Dora Thomson, (now
Mrs. Esslemont).

After supper she sang a Welsh song, “The Slender Boy”, very well. We did “The Nightingale”, and
Miss Drury and Miss Johnston played. Then our carriage came, and Mother asked Mrs. Esslemont
to come and see us...

Friday 12th

Mrs. E. brought Miss Roff with her. We took her all over the house, kitchen and all, and to the
fishpond, and had tea... She seems very happy. Her husband is an electrical engineer, (a manager)
and they live in Newcastle. He’s just three months older than Donald... Mrs. E. said she must
photograph us, and pulled out something like a man’s watch, and it was a camera... She said it took
pictures the size of a postage stamp, but so clear that they enlarged very well...

Then we came in and Mother tried to sing the Litany, 4 parts! | tried the 1st. soprano and Miss
R. and Mrs. E. took another part together. Then Miss Joan Fothergill came in, sat on the sofa,
and listened.

After that, we did Saint Saens of course. Then Mother sang “Abend-simmung”; Mrs. E. liked it better
than all the others of his she sang. It was getting time to go, as Mr. E. had to be written to... The de
Selincourts came in the morning bringing Mrs. Macan and Norah. The latter | liked ever so much.

April 17th Wednesday.
Last Saturday was the “Schumann Recital.” We girls were invited by Miss Williams. She said it was a
grown up party and we would have tea...

The raised platform, on which was a hired grand piano, (from Ulverston, | afterwards found out),
was very prettily decorated. On the floor at the back were tall arum lilies with ferns at the sides.

On each of the front corners was a lampstand with smilax hanging down and lots of daffodils, stuck
in moss, at the front.

The first thing was Orientaliche Bilder, or (some such thing) played by Fraulein and Miss Drury.

The latter played beautifully, and looked the artist, but Fraulein pounded away and kept the pedal
on... Next came Miss Henderson’s song, “Sonnenschein”, and Miss Lorimer’s Cello Solo. There was
hardly room for her, and she couldn’t get her arm out properly, but it was quite nice. It was called
“Traumerei”. Then Miss Bradford played a piano solo... Then the recurrence of Fraulein for two short
songs, the second 