








Morley Roberts


The private life of Henry Maitland: A record dictated by J. H



[image: ]


    Published by Good Press, 2023




goodpress@okpublishing.info



    EAN 4066339525719
  







PREFACE



Table of Contents




This book was dictated by J.H. mostly in my
presence, and I consider it well worth publishing.
No doubt Henry Maitland is not famous,
though since his death much has been written of
him.  Most of it, however, outside of literary
criticism, has been futile and uninstructed.  But
J.H. really knew the man, and here is what he
has said of him.  We shall be told, no doubt,
that we have used Maitland's memory for our
own ends.  Let that be as it may; such an
accusation can only be met by denial.  When there is
no proof of guilt, there may well be none of
innocence.  The fact remains that Henry Maitland's
life was worth doing, even in the abbreviated
and censored form in which it now appears.
The man was not eminent, only because he was
not popular and did not live long enough.  One
gets to eminence nowadays by longevity or by
bad work.  While Maitland starved, X or Y or
Z may wallow in a million sixpences.  In this
almost childishly simple account of a man's life
there is the essence of our literary epoch.  Here
is a writing man put down, crudely it may be,
but with a certain power.  There is no book
quite like it in the English tongue, and the critic
may take what advantage he will of that
opening for his wit.



At any rate here we have a portrait emerging
which is real.  Henry Maitland stands on his
feet, and on his living feet.  He is not a British
statue done in the best mortuary manner.  There
is far too little sincere biography in English.
We are a mealy-mouthed race, hypocrites by
the grave and the monument.  Ten words of
natural eulogy, and another ten of curious and
sympathetic comment, may be better than tons
of marble built up by a hired liar with his
tongue in his cheek.  In the whole book, which
cannot be published now, there are things worth
waiting for.  I have cut and retrenched with
pain, for I wanted to risk the whole, but no
writer or editor is his own master in England.
I am content to have omitted some truth if I
have permitted nothing false.  The reader who
can say truly, "I should not have liked to meet
Henry Maitland," is a fool or a fanatic, or more
probably both.  Neither of those who are
primarily responsible for this little book is
answerable to such.  We do not desire his praise, or
even his mere allowance.  Such as are interested
in the art of letters, and in those who practise
in the High Court of Literature, will
perceive what we had in our minds.  Here is life,
not a story or a constructed diary, and the art
with which it is done is a secondary matter.  If
Henry Maitland bleeds and howls, so did
Philoctetes, and the outcry of Henry Maitland
is more pertinent to our lives.  For all life, even
at its best, is tragic; and there is much in
Maitland's which is dramatically common to our
world as we see it and live in it.  If we have
lessened him at times from the point of view of
a hireling in biographic praise, we have set him
down life size all the same; and as we ask no
praise, we care for no blame.  Here is the man.



MORLEY ROBERTS.



NOTE.—The full manuscript, which may possibly
be published after some years, is, in the
meantime placed in safe custody.











THE PRIVATE LIFE OF HENRY MAITLAND









CHAPTER I



Table of Contents




It is never an easy thing to write the life, or
even such a sketch as I propose making, of
a friend whom one knew well, and in
Henry Maitland's case it is most uncommonly
difficult.  The usual biographer is content with
writing panegyric, and as he must depend for
his material, and even sometimes for his
eventual remuneration, on the relatives of his
subject, he is from the start in a hopeless position,
except, it may be, as regards the public side of
the life in question.  But in the case of a man
of letters the personal element is the only real
and valuable one, or so it seems to me, and even
if I were totally ignorant of Maitland's work I
think it would yet be possible for me to do a
somewhat lifelike and live sketch of him.  I
believe, moreover, that it is my duty to do it,
although no doubt in some ways it must be painful
to those connected with him.  Yet soon after
his death many came to me desiring me to write
his biography.  It was an understood thing that
of all his friends I knew him best, and was
certainly the greatest and chief authority on his
career from the Moorhampton College days up
to his final break with his second wife.  But in
1904 there were many obstacles to my doing this
work.  His two sons were young.  His sisters
and his mother were still alive.  I say nothing
of the wife herself, then being taken care of, or
of a third lady of whom I must speak presently.
Several people came to me with proposals about
a book on Henry Maitland.  One of the partners
of a big publishing house made me a definite
offer for it on behalf of his firm.  On the
other hand one of his executors, Miss Kingdon,
a most kindly and amiable and very able woman
employed in a great accountant's office in the
city, who had done very much for Henry Maitland
in his later life, begged me not to do the
book, or if I did it to hold it over until her
responsibilities as executrix and trustee for the
sons were at an end.  But it is now nearly nine
years since he died, and I feel that if I do not
put down at once what I knew of him it never
will be written, and something will be lost,
something which has perhaps a little value, even
though it is not so great as those could wish who
knew and loved Henry Maitland.



There is no doubt many people will accuse me
of desiring to use his memory for my own
advantage.  "My withers are unwrung."  Those
who speak in this way must have little knowledge
of the poor profit to be derived from writing
such a book, and the proportion of that
profit to the labour employed in it.  On three
separate occasions I spoke to Maitland about
writing his biography, and it was an understood
thing between us that if he died before me I was
to write his life and tell the whole and absolute
truth about him.  This he gave me the most
definite permission to do.  I believe he felt that
it might in some ways be of service to humanity
for such a book to be written.  Only the other
day, when I wrote to Miss Kingdon concerning
the biography, she answered me: "If I seem
lacking in cordiality in this matter do not
attribute it to any want of sympathy with you.  I
am not attempting to dissuade you.  Henry
Maitland was sent into hell for the purpose of
saving souls; perhaps it is a necessary thing that
his story should be written by all sorts of people
from their different points of view."  Once I
proposed to him to use his character and career
as the chief figure in a long story.  He wrote to
me, "By all means.  Why not?"  Had I not the
letter in which he said this I should myself
almost doubt my own recollection, but it is certain
that he knew the value of his own experience,
and felt that he might perhaps by his example
save some from suffering as he did.



No doubt very much that I say of him will
not be true to others.  To myself it is true at
any rate.  We know very little of each other,
and after all it is perhaps in biography that one
is most acutely conscious of the truth in the
pragmatic view of truth.  Those things are true
in Henry Maitland's life and character which
fit in wholly with all my experience of him and
make a coherent and likely theory.  I used to
think I knew him very well, and yet when I
remember and reflect it seems to me that I know
exceedingly little about him.  And yet again, I
am certain that of the two people in the world
that I was best acquainted with he was one.
We go through life believing that we know
many, but if we sit down and attempt to draw
them we find here and there unrelated facts and
many vague incoherencies.  We are in a fog
about our very dear friend whom but yesterday
we were ready to judge and criticise with an air
of final knowledge.  There is something
humiliating in this, and yet how should we, who
know so little of ourselves, know even those we
love?  To my mind, with all his weaknesses,
which I shall not extenuate, Maitland was a
noble and notable character, and if anything I
should write may endure but a little while it is
because there is really something of him in my
words.  I am far more concerned to write about
Henry Maitland for those who loved him than
for those who loved him not, and I shall be
much better pleased if what I do about him
takes the shape of an impression rather than of
anything like an ordinary biography.  Every
important and unimportant political fool who
dies nowadays is buried under obituary notices
and a mausoleum in two volumes—a mausoleum
which is, as a rule, about as high a work of art
as the angels on tombstones in an early
Victorian cemetery.  But Maitland, I think,
deserves, if not a better, a more sympathetic
tribute.



When I left Radford Grammar School my
father, being in the Civil Service, was sent to
Moorhampton as Surveyor of Taxes, and his
family shortly followed him.  I continued my
own education at Moorhampton College, which
was then beginning to earn a high reputation as
an educational centre.  Some months before I
met Maitland personally I knew his reputation
was that of an extraordinary young scholar.
Even as a boy of sixteen he swept everything
before him.  There was nobody in the place who
could touch him at classical learning, and
everybody prophesied the very greatest future for the
boy.  I met him first in a little hotel not very
far from the College where some of us young
fellows used to go between the intervals of
lectures to play a game of billiards.  I remember
quite well seeing him sit on a little table
swinging his legs, and to this day I can remember
somewhat of the impression he made upon me.
He was curiously bright, with a very mobile
face.  He had abundant masses of brown hair
combed backwards over his head, grey-blue
eyes, a very sympathetic mouth, an extraordinarily
well-shaped chin—although perhaps
both mouth and chin were a little weak—and a
great capacity for talking and laughing.



Henceforth he and I became very firm friends
at the College, although we belonged to two
entirely different sets.  I was supposed to be an
extraordinarily rowdy person, and was always
getting into trouble both with the authorities
and with my fellows, and he was a man who
loathed anything like rowdiness, could not fight
if he tried, objected even then to the Empire,
hated patriotism, and thought about nothing but
ancient Greece and Rome, or so it would appear
to those who knew him at that time.



I learnt then a little of his early history.
Even when he was but a boy of ten or eleven he
was recognised as a creature of most brilliant
promise.  He always believed that he owed
most, and perhaps everything, to his father, who
must have been a very remarkable man.  Henry
never spoke about him in later life without
emotion and affection.  I have often thought
since that Maitland felt that most of his disasters
sprang from the premature death of his father,
whom he loved so tenderly.  Indeed the elder
man must have been a remarkable figure, a
gentle, courtly, and most kindly man, himself born
in exile and placed in alien circumstances.
Maitland often used to speak, with a catch in
his voice, of the way his father read to him.  I
remember not what books, but they were
the classic authors of England; Shakespeare,
Wordsworth, and Tennyson.  Some seem to
imagine that the father had what is called a
well-stocked library.  This was not true, but he
had many good books and taught his son to love
them.  Among these there was one great
volume of Hogarth's drawings which came into
Henry Maitland's personal possession, only, I
think, when he was finally domiciled in a
London flat, where he and I often looked at it.  It
is curious that as a boy Hogarth had a fascination
for him.  He sometimes copied these drawings,
for as a child he had no little skill as a
draughtsman.  What appealed to him in later
days in Hogarth was the power of the man's
satire, his painful bitterness, which can only be
equalled by the ironies of Swift in another
medium.  Although personally I admire Hogarth
I could never look at him with anything like
pleasure or, indeed, without acute discomfort.
I remember that Maitland in later years said in
his book about the Victorian novelist: "With
these faces who would spend hours of leisure?
Hogarth copied in the strict sense of the word.
He gives us life and we cannot bear it."



Maitland's family came, I think, from Worcester,
but something led the elder Maitland to
Mirefield's, and there he came in contact with
a chemist called Lake, whose business he
presently bought.  Perhaps the elder Maitland was
not a wholly happy man.  He was very gentle,
but not a person of marked religious feeling.
Indeed I think the attitude of the family at that
time was that of free thought.  From everything
that Henry said of his father it always
seemed to me that the man had been an alien in
the cold Yorkshire town where his son was born.
And Maitland knew that had his father lived he
would never have been thrown alone into the
great city of Moorhampton, "Lord of himself,
that heritage of woe."  Not all women understand
the dangers that their sons may meet in
such surroundings, and those who had charge
of Henry Maitland's future never understood
or recognized them in his youth.  But his father
would have known.  In one chapter of "The
Vortex," there is very much of Maitland.  It is
a curiously wrought picture of a father and his
son in which he himself played alternately the
part of father and child.  I knew his anxieties
for his own children, and on reading that
chapter one sees them renewed.  But in it there
was much that was not himself.  It was drawn
rather from what he believed his father had felt.
In "The Vortex" the little boy spends an hour
alone with his father just before bedtime, and
he calls it "A golden hour, sacred to memories
of the world's own childhood."



Maitland went to school in Mirefields and
this school has been called a kind of "Dotheboys
Hall," which of course is absolutely ridiculous.
It was not, in fact, a boarding-school at all, but
a day school.  The man who ran it was called
Hinkson.  Maitland said he was an uneducated
man, or at any rate uneducated from his point
of view in later years, yet he was a person of very
remarkable character, and did very good work,
taking it all round.  A man named Christopher
started this school and sold it to Hinkson, who
had, I believe, some kind of a degree obtained
at Durham.  The boys who attended it were
good middle class and lower middle class, some
the sons of professional men, some the offspring
of the richer tradesmen.  Upon the whole it
was a remarkably good school for that time.
Many of the boys actually left the Grammar
School at Mirefields to attend it.  Henry
Maitland always owned that Hinkson took great
pains with his scholars, and affirmed that many
owed him much.  As I said, the general
religious air of Maitland's home at that time was
one of free thought.  I believe the feminine
members of the family attended a Unitarian
Church, but the father did not go to church at
all.  One example of this religious attitude of
his home came out when Hinkson called on his
boys to repeat the collect of the day and
Maitland replied with an abrupt negative that they
did not do that kind of thing at home.  Whereupon
Hinkson promptly set him to acquire it,
saying sternly that it would do him no harm.



For the most part in those early days the elder
Maitland and his son spent Sunday afternoon in
the garden belonging to their Mirefields house.
Oddly enough this garden was not attached to
the dwelling but was a kind of allotment.  It
has been photographically reproduced by
Henry Maitland in the seventh chapter of the
first volume of "Morning."  Very often Henry
Maitland's father read to him in that garden.



One of Maitland's schoolfellows at Hinkson's
school was the son of the man from whom
his father had bought the druggist's business.
The elder Lake was a friend of Barry Sullivan,
and theatrically mad.  He started plays in
which Henry always took some part, though not
the prominent part which has been attributed to
him by some.  Nevertheless he was always
interested in plays and had a very dramatic way
of reading anything that was capable of
dramatic interpretation.  He always loved the
sound of words, and even when he was a boy of
about twelve he took down a German book and
read some of it aloud to the younger Lake, who
did not know German and said so.  Whereupon
Maitland shook his fist at him and said: "But
Lake, listen, listen, listen—doesn't it sound
fine?"  This endured through all his life.  At
this same time he used to read Oliver Wendell
Holmes aloud to some of the other boys.  This
was when he was thirteen.  Even then he
always mouthed the words and loved their rhythm.



Naturally enough, his father being a poor
man, there would have been no opportunity of
Henry Maitland's going to Moorhampton and
to its great college if he had not obtained some
scholarship.  This, I think, was the notion that
his father had at the time, and the necessity for
it became more imperative when his father died.
He did obtain this scholarship when he was
somewhere about sixteen, and immediately
afterwards was sent over to Moorhampton quite
alone and put into lodgings there.  At his
school in Mirefields he had taken every possible
prize, and I think it was two exhibitions from
the London University which enabled him to go
to Moorhampton.  The college was a curious
institution, one of the earliest endeavours to
create a kind of university centre in a great
provincial city.  We certainly had a very wonderful
staff there, especially on the scientific side.
Among the men of science at the college were
Sir Henry Bissell; Schorstein, the great
chemist; Hahn, also a chemist, and Balfour, the
physicist.  On the classical side were Professor
Little and Professor Henry Parker, who were
not by any means so eminent as their scientific
colleagues.  The eminence of our scientific
professors did not matter very much from Henry
Maitland's point of view, perhaps, for from the
day of his birth to the day of his death, he took
no interest whatever in science and loathed all
forms of speculative thought with a peculiar
and almost amusing horror.  Mathematics he
detested, and if in later years I ever attempted
to touch upon metaphysical questions he used to
shut up, to use an American phrase, just like a
clam.  But on the classical side he was much
more than merely successful.  He took every
possible prize that was open to him.  In his
book "The Exile," there is a picture of a youth
on prize day going up to receive prize after
prize, and I know that this chapter contains
much of what he himself must have felt when I
saw him retire to a modest back bench loaded
with books bound in calf and tooled in gold.



Of course a college of this description, which
was not, properly speaking, a university, could
only be regarded, for a boy of his culture, as a
stepping-stone to one of the older universities,
probably Cambridge, since most of my own
friends who did go to the university went there
from Moorhampton.  I do not think there was
a professor or lecturer or a single student in the
college who did not anticipate for Henry Maitland
one of the brightest possible futures, so
far as success at the university could make it so.
It is possible that I alone out of those who
regarded him with admiration and affection had
some doubt of this, and that was not because I
disagreed as a boy with any of the estimates that
had been formed of him, but simply because for
some reason or another he chose me as a
confidant.  Many years afterwards he said to me
with painful bitterness: "It was a cruel and
most undesirable thing that I, at the age of
sixteen, should have been turned loose in a big city,
compelled to live alone in lodgings, with
nobody interested in me but those at the college.
I see now that one of my sisters should certainly
have been sent with me to Moorhampton."



One day he showed me a photograph.  It was
that of a young girl, aged perhaps seventeen—he
at the time being very little more—with her
hair down her back.  She was not beautiful, but
she had a certain prettiness, the mere prettiness
of youth, and she was undoubtedly not a lady.
After some interrogation on my part he told me
that she was a young prostitute whom he knew,
and I do not think I am exaggerating my own
feelings when I say that I recognised instinctively
and at once that if his relations with her
were not put an end to some kind of disaster was
in front of him.  It was not that I knew very
much about life, for what could a boy of less
than eighteen really know about it?—but I had
some kind of instinctive sense in me, and I was
perfectly aware, even then, that Henry Maitland
had about as little savoir-vivre as anybody
I had ever met up to that time, or anybody I
could ever expect to meet.  It may seem strange
to some that even at that time I had no moral
views, and extremely little religion, although I
may say incidentally that I thought about it
sufficiently to become deliberately a Unitarian,
refusing to be confirmed in the English Church,
very much to the rage of the parish clergyman,
and with the result of much friction with my
father.  Yet although I had no moral views I
did my best to get Maitland to give up this girl,
but he would not do it.  The thing went on, so
far as I am aware, for the best part of a year.
He did all he could, apparently, to get Marian
Hilton to leave the streets.  He even bought a
sewing machine and gave it to her with this
view.  That was another sample of his early
idealism.



This was in 1876, and the younger Lake, who
was three years older than Maitland, had by
then just qualified as a doctor.  He was an
assistant at Darwen and one day went over to
Moorhampton to see Henry, who told him what
he had told me about this Marian Hilton.  He
even went so far as to say that he was going to
marry her.  Dr. Lake, of course, being an older
man, and knowing something of life through his
own profession, did not approve of this and
strongly objected.  Afterwards he regretted a
thousand times that he had not written direct to
Maitland's people to tell them of what was
going on.  Still, although he was the older man,
he was not so much older as to have got rid of
the boyish loyalty of one youth to another, and
he did not do what he knew he ought to have
done.  He found out that Maitland had even
sold his father's watch to help this girl.  This
affair was also known to a young accountant who
came from Mirefields whom I did not know,
and also to another man at the college who is
now in the Government Service.  So far as I
remember the accountant was not a good influence,
but his other friend did what he could to
get Maitland to break off this very undesirable
relationship, with no more success than myself.



I have never understood how it was that he
got into such frightful financial difficulties.  I
can only imagine that Marian must have had, in
one way or another, the greater portion of the
income which he got from the scholarships he
held.  I do know that his affection for her
seemed at this time to be very sincere.  And out
of that affection there grew up, very naturally,
a horror in his sensitive mind for the life this
poor child was leading.  He haunted the streets
which she haunted, and sometimes saw her with
other men.  I suppose even then she must have
been frightfully extravagant, and perhaps given
to drink, but considering what his income was I
think he should have been able to give her a
pound a week if necessary, and yet have had
sufficient to live on without great difficulty.
Nevertheless he did get into difficulties, and
never even spoke to me about it.  I was quite
aware, in a kind of dim way, that he was in
trouble and looked very ill, but he did not give
me his fullest confidence, although one day he
told me, as he had told Lake, that he proposed
marrying her.  I was only a boy, but I was
absolutely enraged at the notion and used every
possible means to prevent him committing such
an absurd act of folly.  When I met him I
discussed it with him.  When I was away from
him I wrote him letters.  I suppose I wrote him
a dozen letters begging that he would do no such
foolish thing.  I told him that he would wrong
himself, and could do the girl no possible good.
My instincts told me even then that she would,
instead of being raised, pull him down.  These
letters of mine were afterwards discovered in
his rooms when the tragedy had happened.



During that time in 1876, we students at
Moorhampton College were much disturbed by
a series of thefts in the common room, and from
a locker room in which we kept our books and
papers and our overcoats.  Books disappeared
unaccountably and so did coats.  Money was
taken from the pockets of coats left in the room,
and nobody knew who was to blame for this.
Naturally enough we suspected a porter or one
of the lower staff, but we were wrong.  Without
our knowledge the college authorities set a
detective to discover who was to blame.  One
day I went into the common room, and standing
in front of the fire found a man, a young fellow
about my age, called Sarle, with whom I
frequently played chess—he was afterwards
president of the chess club at Oxford—and he
said to me: "Have you heard the news?"  "What
news?" I asked.  "Your friend, Henry
Maitland, has been stealing those things that we
have lost," he said.  And when he said it I very
nearly struck him, for it seemed a gross and
incredible slander.  But unfortunately it was
true, and at that very moment Maitland was in
gaol.  A detective had hidden himself in the
small room leading out of the bigger room
where the lockers were and had caught him in
the act.  It was a very ghastly business and
certainly the first great shock I ever got in my life.
I think it was the same for everybody who knew
the boy.  The whole college was in a most
extraordinary ferment, and, indeed, I may say the
whole of Moorhampton which took any real
interest in the college.



Professor Little, who was then the head of the
college, sent for me and asked me what I knew
of the matter.  I soon discovered that this was
because the police had found letters from me in
Maitland's room which referred to Marian Hilton.
I told the professor with the utmost frankness
everything that I knew about the affair, and
maintained that I had done my utmost to get
him to break with her, a statement which all my
letters supported.  I have often imagined a
certain suspicion, in the minds of some of those who
are given to suspicion, that I myself had been
leading the same kind of life as Henry
Maitland.  This was certainly not true; but I
believe that one or two of those who did not like
me—and there are always some—threw out
hints that I knew Maitland had been taking
these things.  Yet after my very painful
interview with Professor Little, who was a very
delightful and kindly personality—though
certainly not so strong a man as the head of such an
institution should be—I saw that he gave me
every credit for what I had tried to do.  Among
my own friends at the college was a young
fellow, Edward Wolff, the son of the Rev. Mr. Wolff,
the Unitarian minister at the chapel in
Broad Street.  Edward was afterwards fifth
wrangler of his year at Cambridge.  He got his
father to interest himself in Henry Maitland's
future.  Mr. Wolff and several other men of
some eminence in the city did what they could
for him.  They got together a little money and
on his release from prison sent him away to
America.  He was met on coming out of prison
by Dr. Lake's father, who also helped him in
every possible way.



It seemed to me then that I had probably seen
the last of Maitland, and the turn my own career
took shortly afterwards rendered this even more
likely.  In the middle of 1876 I had a very
serious disagreement with my father, who was a
man of great ability but very violent temper,
and left home.  On September 23 of that year I
sailed for Australia and remained there, working
mostly in the bush, for the best part of three
years.  During all that time I heard little of
Henry Maitland, though I have some dim
remembrance of a letter I received from him
telling me that he was in America.  It was in 1879
that I shipped before the mast at Melbourne in
a blackwall barque and came back to England
as a seaman.
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A psychologist or a romancer might
comment on the matter of the last
chapter till the sun went down, but the
world perhaps would not be much further
advanced.  It is better, I think, for the man's
apology or condemnation to come out of the
drama that followed.  This is where Life mocks
at Art.  The tragic climax and catastrophe are
in the first act, and the remainder is a long and
bitter commentary.  Maitland and I never
discussed his early life.  Practically we never
spoke of Moorhampton though we often enough
touched on ancient things by implication.  His
whole life as I saw it, and as I shall relate it, is
but a development of the nature which made his
disaster possible.



So one comes back to my own return from
Australia.  I had gone out there as a boy, and
came back a man, for I had had a man's
experiences; work, adventure, travel, hunger, and
thirst.  All this hardened a somewhat neurotic
temperament, at any rate for the time, till life
in a city, and the humaner world of books
removed the temper which one gets when plunged
in the baths of the ocean.  During some months
I worked for a position in the Civil Service and
thought very little of Maitland, for he was lost.
Yet as I got back into the classics he returned to
me at times, and I wrote to my own friends in
Moorhampton about him.  They sent me vague
reports of him in the United States, and then at
last there came word that he was once more in
England; possibly, and even probably, in
London.  Soon afterwards I found an advertisement
in the Athenæum of a book entitled "Children
of the Dawn," by Henry Maitland.  As
soon as I saw it I went straightway to the firm
which published it, and being ignorant of the
ways of publishers, demanded Maitland's
address, which was promptly and very properly
refused—for all they knew I might have been a
creditor.  They promised, however, to send on
a letter to him, and I wrote one at once, receiving
an answer the very next day.  He appointed
as our meeting-place the smoking-room of the
Horse Shoe Hotel at the bottom of Tottenham
Court Road.  Conceivably it was one of the
most curious meetings that had ever taken place
in such a locality.  We met late at night in the
crowded smoking-room, and I found him very
much his old self, for he was still a handsome
and intelligent boy, though somewhat worn and
haggard considering his years.  As for myself,
I remember that he told me, chuckling, that I
looked like a soldier, which was no doubt the
result of some years on horseback—possibly I
walked with a cavalry stride.  We sat and
drank coffee, and had whiskey, and smoked,
until we were turned out of the hotel at half-past
twelve.  It was perhaps owing to the fact that I
was ever the greater talker that he learnt more
of my life in Australia than I learnt of his in the
United States.  He was, in fact, somewhat
reserved as to his adventures there.  And yet,
little by little, I learnt a great deal—it was always
a case of little by little with him.  At no time
did he possess any great fluency or power of
words when speaking of his own life.



It seems that friends had given him some
letters to writers and others in New York, and he
made the acquaintance there of many whose
names I forget.  I only recollect the name of
Lloyd Garrison, the poet.  Maitland told me
that upon one occasion Lloyd Garrison induced
him to go home with him about two o'clock in
the morning to hear a sonnet on which Garrison
had been working, as he affirmed almost with
tears, for three whole months.  As Maitland
said, the result hardly justified the toil.  Among
the friends that he made there were a few artistic
and literary tendencies who had made a little
club, where it was de rigueur at certain times to
produce something in the form of a poem.
Maitland showed me the set of verses with
which he had paid his literary footing; they
were amusing, but of no great importance.  So
long as Maitland's money lasted in New York
he had not an unpleasant time.  It was only
when he exhausted his means and had to earn a
living by using his wits that he found himself
in great difficulties, which were certainly not to
be mitigated by the production of verse.  But
Maitland never pretended to write poetry,
though he sometimes tried.  I still have a few
of his poems in my possession, one of them a set
of love verses which he put into one of his books
but omitted on my most fervent recommendation.
I believe, however, that there is still much
verse by him in existence, if he did not destroy
it in later years when circumstances, his
wanderings and his poverty, made it inconvenient
to preserve comparatively worthless papers.
And yet, if he did not destroy it, it might now
be of no small interest to men of letters.



When his means were almost exhausted he
went to Boston, and from there drifted to
Chicago.  With a very few comments and alterations,
the account given in "Paternoster Row,"
contains the essence of Maitland's own adventures
in America.  It is, of course, written in a
very light style, and is more or less tinged with
humour.  This humour, however, is purely literary,
for he felt very little of it when he was
telling me the story.  He certainly lived during
two days, for instance, upon peanuts, and he did
it in a town called Troy.  I never gathered
what actually drove him to Chicago: it was,
perhaps, the general idea that one gets in America
that if one goes west one goes to the land of
chances, but it certainly was not the land for
Henry Maitland.  Nevertheless, as he relates
in "Paternoster Row," he reached it with less
than five dollars in his pocket, and with a
courage which he himself marvelled at, paid four
and a half dollars for a week's board and
lodging, which made him secure for the moment.
This boarding-house he once or twice described
to me.  It was an unclean place somewhere on
Wabash Avenue, and was occupied very largely
by small actors and hangers-on at the Chicago
theatres.  The food was poor, the service was
worse, and there was only one common room, in
which they ate and lived.  It was at this time,
when he had taken a look round Chicago and
found it very like Hell or Glasgow, which,
indeed, it is, that he determined to attack the
editor of the Chicago Tribune.  The description
he gives of this scene in "Paternoster Row" is
not wholly accurate.  I remember he said that
he walked to and fro for hours outside the offices
of the paper before he took what remained of
his courage in both hands, rushed into the
elevator, and was carried to an upper story.  He
asked for work, and the accessible and genial
editor demanded, in return, what experience he
had had with journalism.  He said, with
desperate boldness, "None whatever," and the
editor, not at all unkindly, asked him what he
thought he could do for them.  He replied,
"There is one thing that is wanting in your
paper."  "What is that?" asked the editor.
"Fiction," said Maitland, "I should like to
write you some."  The editor considered the
matter, and said that he had no objection to using
a story provided it was good; it would serve for
one of the weekly supplements, because these
American papers at the end of the week have
amazing supplements, full of all sorts of
conceivable matter.  Maitland asked if he might
try him with a story of English life, and got
permission to do so.



He went away and walked up and down the
lake shore for hours in the bitter wind, trying to
think out a story, and at last discovered one.  On
his way home he bought a pen, ink, and paper,
which they did not supply at the boarding-house.
As it was impossible to write in his bedroom,
where there was, of course, no fire, and no proper
heating, it being so poor a place, he was
compelled to write on the table of the common room
with a dozen other men there, talking, smoking,
and no doubt quarrelling.  He wrote this story
in a couple of days, and it was long enough to
fill several columns of the paper.  To his
intense relief it was accepted by the editor after
a day or two's waiting, and he got eighteen
dollars according to "Paternoster Row," though I
believe as a matter of fact it was less in reality.
He stayed for some time in Chicago working
for the Tribune, but at last found that he could
write no more.  I believe the editor himself
suggested that the stories were perhaps not quite
what he wanted.  The one that I saw I only
remember vaguely.  It was, however, a sort of
psychological love-story placed in London,
written without much distinction.



The account Broughton gives in "Paternoster
Row" of his visit to Troy is fairly representative
of Maitland's experiences.  It was there that he
lived for two or three days on peanuts, buying
five cents' worth in the street now and then at
some Italian peanut stand.  In "Paternoster
Row" he calls them loathsome, and no doubt
they soon do become loathsome.  A few are
rather pleasing, more than a few are objectionable;
and when anybody tries a whole diet of
them for a day or two there is no doubt
"loathsome" would be the proper word.  After that
he worked for a photographer for a few days,
and then, I think, for a plumber, but of this I
remember very little.  It is quite certain that
he never earned enough money in America to
enable him to return to England, but who lent
it to him I have no idea.  To have been
twenty-four hours with no more than a handful of
peanuts in his pocket was no doubt an unpleasant
experience, but, as I told him, it seemed very
little to me.  On one occasion in Australia I
had been rather more than four and a half days
without food when caught in a flood.  Nevertheless
this starvation was for him one of the
initiation ceremonies into the mysteries of
literature, and he was always accustomed to say,
"How can such an one write?  He never
starved."



Nevertheless to have been hard up in Chicago
was a very great experience, as every one knows
who knows that desperate city of the plains.
Since that time I myself have known Chicago
well, and have been there "dead broke."  Thus
I can imagine the state that he must have been
in, and how desperate he must have become, to
get out of his difficulties in the way that he
actually employed.  The endeavour to obtain work
in a hustling country like the United States is
ever a desperate proceeding for a nervous and
sensitive man, and what it must have been to
Henry Maitland to do what he did with the
editor of the Chicago Tribune can only be
imagined by those who knew him.  In many ways
he was the most modest and the shyest man who
ever lived, and yet he actually told this editor:
"I have come to point out to you there is a
serious lack in your paper."  To those who knew
Maitland this must seem as surprising as it did
to myself, and in later years he sometimes
thought of that incident with inexpressible joy in
his own courage.  Of course the oddest thing
about the whole affair is that up to that moment
he had never written fiction at all, and only
did it because he was driven to desperation.  As
will be seen when I come later to discuss his
qualifications as a writer this is a curious
comment on much of his bigger work.  To me it
seems that he should never have written fiction
at all, although he did it so admirably.  I think
it would be very interesting if some American
student of Maitland would turn over the files
of the Tribune in the years 1878 and 1879 and
disinter the work he did there.  This is
practically all I ever learnt about his life on the
other side of the Atlantic.  I was, indeed, more
anxious to discover how he lived in London,
and in what circumstances.  I asked him as
delicately as possible about his domestic
circumstances, and he then told me that he was
married, and that his wife was with him in London.
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