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Volume 42 « Trollope, An Autobiography
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Ww‘ ANTHONY TROLIOPE: AN AUTOBIOGRATHNY ( Feprl ) 166 Y
gpjhm ¢ "The 0xford Trollope" - ﬁétuﬁf
Prefaces Prom the mere number of'b66ks hé%?one might have thought that Troll-
ope ope must have been writing all the time,at home,in railway carriages,on
board ship, But no! he hunted at least twice a veek,and played whist at his
club whenever he could go there in the afternoon. And always he was endeav-
ouring something for the common good,whether it yas his novels,or postal
deliveries,or pillar-boxes,or international copyfright,or international postal
treaties(xil) It wes the aspirents to literature whom Trollope most conscious—
ly wished to encourage and d irect by his own example(xiv). It has been my
pleasant task to bring for the first time a printed text of the Autobiogra
into accordance with B Trollope's manuscriptynow in the British MBI;O!I. The
first edition of 1883 needed to be altered in 544 places(xviii)-—Frederick
Page.
Ch, I: It will mot be so much my intention to speak of the little details of
my private life,as of what I,and perhaeps others round me,have done in literat-
ures of my failures and successes such as they have been,and their causes; and
of the opening which a literary career offers to menhand women for the earning
of their bread. And yet the garrulity of old age,and the aptitude of a man's
mind to recur to the passages of his own life,will,I know,tempt me to say some-
thing of myself....That I,or any man,should tell everything of himself,I hold
to be impossible. Who could endure to own the doing of a mean thing? 'ho is
there that has done mome? But this I protest;--—that mothing that I say(1)
shall be untrue....My boyhood was as unhappy as that of a young gentleman could
well be....That large farm was the grave of all my father's hopes,ambition,and
prosperity(2)....We all regarded the Lord Northwick of those days ‘who had
leased us the farm as a cormorant who was eating us ¥ up(3)....I was only
seven...and was not even allowed to run to and fro hetween our house and the
school without a daily purgatory....l remember well...Dr Butler...stopping me
in the street,and asking me,wvith all the clouds of Jove upon his brow and all
thunder in his voice,whether it was possible that Harrow School was disgraced
by so disjreputably dirty a boy as I!...He must have known me had he seen me
a8 he was wont to see me,for he was in the habit of flogging me comstantly., Per-
haps he did not recognise me by my face(4)....0n one occasion,four boys were
selected as having been the perpetrators of some nameless horror. What it wos,
to this day I cannot even guess; but I was one of the four,innocent as a habe,
but adjudged to have been the guiltiest of the guilty(5)....With a stupid
boy's slowness I said nothing....I remmebr their names well,and almost wish to
write them here(8)....I and my brother,Thomas Adolphus,have been fast friemds...
FPew brothers have had more of brother hood. But in those schooldays he was,of
all my foes,the worst.q In accordance with the practice of the college,..he was
my tutor; and his capacity of teacher and ruler,he had studied the theories of
Draco(8)....My college bills had not been paid,and the school tradesmen who
administered to the wants of the boys were told not to extend their credit to
me. Boots,vaistcoats,and pocket-handkerchiefs...were closed luxuries to me....
I became a Pariah....l was big,and avkward,and ugly,and,I have no doubt,skulked
about in a most unattractive manner., Of course I was ill-dressed and dirty(9).
«soWhat right had a wretched farmers' boy,reekins from a dunghill,to sit next to
«sothe sons of big tradesmen who had made their ten thousand a-year? The indig-
nities I endured are mot to be described....My tuktor took me without the fees
but when I heard him decalre the fact in the pupil-room before the hoys,I
hardly felt grateful for the charity(12)....It seemed to me that there would be
an Elysium in the intimacy of those very boys whom I was bound to ha‘e ,cause

t be
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they hated me(1l7)....1 feel convinced in my mind that I have been flogged
oftener than any human being alive....l am now a fair ILatin scholar,-—-
that is to say,I read and enjoy the Latin classics,and could probably make
myself understood in lLatin prose. But the knowledge which I have,I have ac-
quired since I left school,---no doubt aided much by that groundwork of the
langfuage which will in the process of years make its way slowly,even through tt
the skin(18),
Ch, 23 The=ough my mother was a writer of prose,and revelled in satire,the
poetic feeling clung to her to the last., In the first ten years of her married
life she became the mother of six children, of whom died of consumption at
different ages....My brother Tom ) werjﬁef to her,---with the destiny
before us three of writing more books than /were probably ever before produced
by a single family.,...She had loved society,affecting a sxomewhat liberal rSle,
and professing an emotional dislike to tyrants(21)....A Italian marquis who
had escaped with only a secon: shirt from the clutches of some ardechduke whom
he had wished to exterminate,or a French grolétaire with distant ideas of sac-
rificing himself to the cause of liberty,were always welcome to the modest
h.@itality of our house, In after years,when marquises of another caste had
been gracious to her,she became a strong Tory,and thought that archduchesses
were sweet, But,with her,politics were always an affair of the heart....Her
heart was in every way so erfect...that(iag generally got herself right in
spite of her want of logit....The poets she loved best were Dante and Spenser,
But she raved also of him of whom all such ladies were raving then,and rejoiced
in the popularity and wept over the persecution of Iord Byron(22). When she
published her book on America in 1832 she was already fifty....he had never be-
fore earned a shilling, She almost immediately received...two sums of £400
each within a few months....The Domestic Manners of the Americans had a material
&f’ect gupon the manners of the Americans of the day,snd that eifect has been
fully appreciated by them...Whatever she saw she judged,as most women do,from
her own standing point, If a thing were ugly to her eyes,it ought to ugly to
all eyes,-—-and if ugly,it must be bad., What though people had plenty to eat
and clothes to wear,if they put their gfeet up on the tables and did not rev-
erence their betters?(24)....Book followed book immediately,...O0f the mixture
of joviality and industry which formed her character,it is ﬁ@hmst impossible
to speak with exaggeration, The industry was a thing apart,kept to herself, It
was not necessary that anﬂone who lived with her should see it, She was at her
table at four in the morning,and had finished her work before the world had
begun to be aroused. But‘ek joviality was all for others, She ¢could dance
with other people's legs,eat and drink with other people's palates,be proud
with the lustre of other people's finery....She had much,very much,to suffer,..
she was extravagant,and liked to have money to spend(25)....The house and
furniture were all in the charge of the &exif sheriff's officers....Some china,e
and a little s,a few books,and a very modest supply of silver...were being
carried down surreptitiously,through a gap between the two gardens,on to the
premises of ouwr friend Colonel Grant, My two sistersiand the Grant girls were
the chief marauders, To such forces I was happy to add myself for any enter-
prise,and between us we cheated the creditors to the extent of our powers,amidst
the anathemas,but good-humoured abstinence from personal violence,of the men in
charge of the property(27)....There were two sick men in the house,and hers. were
the hands that tended them, The novels went on,of course....l have written many
novels under meny cirecumstances; but I doubt much whether I could write one
when my whole heart was by the bedside of a dying son....T e work of doing it

with 5 oubled serit killed Sir valter Scott, My mother went through Xit
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in strength,though she rerformed all the work of day-nurse and night-nurse to

& sick household;———~for there were soon three of them dying(29)....It was

about this period of her career that her best novels were written(31)....

She continued writing up to 1856,when she was seventy-six years old,---and

had at that time produced 114 volumes....With considerable humour,and a gen-
wine feeling for romance,...she was neither clear-sighted nor accurate; and in
her attempts to describe morals,manners,and even facts,was unable to avoid the
pitfalls offexaggeration(33).

€h.3: My clerkship in the Gemeral Post Office. On a salary of £00 a year I

was to live in London,keep up my character as a gentleman,and be happy. That

I should have thought this possible at the age of ngneteen,...does not surpris
me nowj———but that others should have thought it possible,friends who knew
something of the world,does astonish ne(35§....l was asked to copy some

lines from the Times nqﬁx&pper with an old quill pen,rnd at once made a

series of blotes and false spellings. "That won't do,you know," said Henry
Preeling to his brother Clayton. Clayton,who was my friend,urged that I was
nervous,and asked that I might be allowed to do & bit of writing at home and
bring it as a sample on the nect deay. I was then asked whether I was a profic-~
ient in arithmetic....I had never learnt the multiplication table...."I know

a little of it," I said humbly,whereupon I was sternly assured $hat on the
morrow,should I succeed in showing that my handwriting was all that it ought

to be,I should be examined as to that little of arithmetic(36)....1 was

seated at a desk without any flurther reference to my competency. No one conde-
scended even to look at my beautiful penmanship....The rule ofthe present day
is that every place shdhall be open to public competition,and that it shall

be given to the 'best among the comers. I object to this that at present there
exists no known way of learning who is best,and that the method employed has
no tendency to elicit the best. The method pretends only to decide who among a
certain number of lads will best answer a string of questions,for t he answering
of which they sre prepared by tutor s who sprung up for the(37) purpose....A
member o” the House of Commons,holding office,who might chance to have five
clrkships to give away in a year,found himself compelled to distribute them
among those who sent him to the House....As what I nowfrite will €ertainly
never be read till I am dead,I may dare to say that no one now does dare to

say in print,——~though dome of us whisper it occasionally into our friends'
ears. There are places in life which can hardly be well filled except by "Gen—
tlemgn"(39)....It may be that the son of a butcher in the village shall be-
come as well fitted for employments requiringgentle culture as the son of the
parson. Such is oftenthe case. When such is the case,no one has xebeen more
prone to give the butcher's son all the welcome he has merited than I myself;
but the chances are greatly in favour of the parso,'s son. The gates of one W&/
class should be opne to the other; but neither to ome class or to the other can
good be dome by declaring thaet there are no gates,no burrier,ﬂb difference(40).
«es] had already made up my mind that Pride and Prejudice was the best novel in
the English language,~——a palm which I only partially withdraw after a second
reading of Ivanhoe,and did not Pompletely vtﬁﬁ¥3rev bestow elsyewhere till
Esmond was written(41)....I commnced my quarrels with the authorites there by
having in my possession a watch which was al ays ten minutes late....Colonel
Maberly certainly was not my friend...Years have gone by,and I can write now,and
almost feel,without anger....I was treated as though I were unfit for any use..
ful 'nrk(44s....l admit that 1 was irregular, It was not considered to be much
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in my favor that I could write letters—---which was mainly the work of our offi
ice-~-rapidly,correctly,and to the purpose., The man who came at ten,and who
was always still at his desk aj half-past-four,was preferred to me,though when
at his desk he might be less efficient@...In one part of the building there
lived a whole bevy of clerks, These were gentlemen whose duty it then was to
moke up and receive the foreign mails,....There was supposed to be something
special in foreign letters,which required that the men who handled them should
have minds undistractcd by the outer world(45). Their salaries,too,were higher
than those of their more homely brethren....I was always on the eve of being
dismissed....On one occasion,in the performance of my duty,I had put a
private letter containing bank-notes on the Secqretary's table....The letter
was seen by the Colonel,but had not been moved by him when he left the room,
On his return it was gone...."The letter has been taken," said the Colonel,
turning to me angrily,"and by G--! there has been nobody in the room &y dut
you and I." As he spoke,§he thundered his fist down upon the table, "Then,"
said I,"by G--! you have taken it." And I also thundered my fist downj---but,
accidentally,not upon the table(46)....0n this movable desk was a large bottle
full of ink, My fist unfortunately ceme on the desk,and the ink at once flew
up,covering the Colonel's face and shirt-front. Then it was a sight to see
that senior clerk,as he seized a quire of blotting-paper,and rushed to the aid
of his sluperior officer,striving to mop up the ink; and a sight also to see tk
the Colonel,in his agony,hit right out through the blotting-paper at that
senior clerk's unoffending stomach, At that moment there came in the Colonel's
private secretary,with the letter and the money,and I was desired to go back tc
my Own room.,...A young woman down in the country had taken it into her head
that she wuld like to marry me,---and a very foolish young woman she must have
been to entertain such a wish...,.There was a correspondence,---if i}that can
be called a correspon e in which all the letters came from one side, At
last the mother appeared at the Post Office. My hair almost stands on my
head now as I remember the(47) figure of the woman walking into the big
room in which I sat with six or seven other clerks,having a large basket on
her arm and an immense bonnet on her head, The messenger had vainly endeav-
oured to persusde her to remain in the ante-room, Walking up to the centre of
the room,she addressed me in a loud voice: "Anthony Trollope,wehn are you
going to marry my daughter??..With that money-lender,I formed a most heart-
reding but a most intimate acquaintance, In cash I once received from him
£4---for that and the original amount of the taior's bill[£12]wh1ch grew
monstrously under repeated renewals,I paid ultimately something over £200,
...The peculiarity of this man was that he became 1’ so attached to me as to
visit me every day at my office. For a long period he found it worth his

while to walk up those stone steps daily,and come and stand behind my(48)
chair,whispering to me always the mme words: "Now I wish you would be punct-
wal..."...I accompaned her Majesty[the Queen of Saxonylaround the building,
walking backwards,as I conceived to be proper,and often in great(49) peril as
I did so,up and down the stairs(50)....I remember throwing out of the windo

in N rthumberland Street,where I lived, a volume of Johnson's Ljves of the
Poet8,because he spoke sneeringly of Iycidas(53)....I was 26, My salary in
Ireland was but £100 a year; but I was to receive 15 shillings a day for
every da¥ that I was away(58) from home,and sixpence for every mile that I
travelled., The same allowances were made in England; but at that time travelli:
in Irelend was done at .chalf the English prices(59)
Ch,IV: There had clung to me a feeling that I had been looked upon always as

an evil,an enf:;?rancetzausela s thing...But since the day on which I set my
- Mo s
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I had then lost my father,and sister,and brother,---have since lost another
sister and my mother;-—-but I have never as yet lost a wife or a child(61).
Before a year was over,l had acquired the characteror a tho. oughly good public
servant(63)....I have wver simnce been constant to the sport,having learned to
love it with an affection which I cannot myself fathom or understand....l am
very heuvy,very blind,have been---in reference to hunting---a poor man,...And

I have passed the greater part of my hunting life under the discipline of

the Civil Service....Nothing has ever been allowed to stand in the way of hunt-
ing,---neither the writing of books,nor the work of the Post 0ffice....I have
dragged it into many novels,---into toc many no doubt,---but I have always

felt myself deprived of lefgitimate joy when,the nature of the tale has not all-
pwed me a hunting chapter(64)....A gentleman County Caven had complained bitt-
erly of the injury done to him by some arrangement of the Post Office, He had
written many letters,couched in the strongest 1ang§hge(66)...."But what am I

to say in my report?" I asked. "Anything you please," he said. "Don't spare
me,if you want an excuse for yourself, Here I sit all day,---with nothing to
do; and I like writing letters"(68),...My marraige was like the marriage of
other people,and of no special interest to any one except my wife and me....
Many people would say that we were two fools to encounter such poverty together,
I can only reply that since that day I have never been without money in my
vocket(71l)....0n my arrival there as a bache=ior I had been received most kindly,
but when I brought my English wife I fancied that there was a feeling that 1
had behaved very badly to Irelgb generally. When a ¥ young man has been rec-—
eived hospitably in an Irish cirele,I will not say that it s expected of him
that he should marry some young lady in that societyj;---but it certainly is
expected of him that he shall not marry any young lady cut of it. I had given
offence, nd I was made to feel it....I knew that my mother did not give me credi
for the sort of cleverness necessary for such work....My mother,mys sister,my
brother-in-law,and,I think,my brother...had not expected me to come out as g
one of the family authors. There were three or four in the field before me,and
it seemed almost absurd that another should wish to add himself to the number,
174).... I can with truth declare that I expected nothing from my firsﬁt book,
And I got nothing....l never asked my questions about it.,...No word of compl-
aint passed my lipsS....In Ireland no one knew that I had written a novel, But

I went on working(75)....I would neither ask for nor deplore criticism,nor
would I ever thank a critiec for praise,or quarrel with him,even in my heart,
for censure, To this rule I have adhered with absolute strictness,and this

rule I would reaegpaebirecomme to all young authors, What can be got by tout-
ing among the critics is never worth the ignominy, The same may of course be
said of all things acquired by ignominious means....& Facilis descensus Averni,
There seems to be but iittle fault in suggesting to a friend that a few words
in this or that journal would be of service, But any praise so obtained must @
be an injustice to the public,for whose instruction,and not for the sustentation
of the author,such notices are intended., And from such mild suggcstion the des-
cent to crawling at the critic's feet,to the sending of presents,...is only

too easy(77).

Ch,V: As a literary man,Mr John Forster was not without his faults, That which
the cabman is reproted to have said of him before the magistrate is quite true.
Hwwas always "an arbitray cove"(83), The idea that I was the unfortunate owner
of unappreciated genius never troubled me(#5)....I was introduced to Mr John
turray(86),and proposed to him to write a handbook for I-eiand,....He asked me
to make a trial of my skill,and to send him a number of pages,undertaking to
give ma an a‘nswer within a fortnight after he should have received my work....
At the expiration of nine months from the daieon which it reached that




Manuscripts of Qian Zhongshu * Foreign Languages Notes

that time-honoured spot it was returned without a word,in answer to a very

& ngryy letter from myself. I insisted on having back my property,——-and got
it. I need hardly say that my property has never been of the slightest use

to me(87)....1 think that 1 did stamp out that evil(©0),...and ! believe

that many a farmer now has his letters brought deily to his house free of
charge(91)....In the course of this job I visited Salisbury,and whils*t
wandering there on a midsummer evening round the purlieus of the cathedral I
conceived the story of The Warden....No one at their commencement could have
had less reason than myself to presume himself to be able to write ahlout
clergymen(98)....1 never lived in any cathedral city,———except London,never
knew anything of any Close,and at that time had enjoyed no peculiar intimacy
with any clergyman. My archdeacon,who has heen said to be life-like,...was...t
the simple result of an effort of my moral consciousness. It was such as that,
in my opinion,§that an archdeacon should be,-———or,at any rate,would be with
such advantages as an archdeacon might Be have; and lo! an archdeacon was
produced who has been declared by competent authorities to be a real arch-
deacon down to the very ground(93)....The critics of tehe Times added to his
praise a gentle word of rebuke at’my indulgence in personalities’ ,———the
personalities in que*%tion having reference to some editor or manager of the
Times newspaper(QQ)....As I had created an archdeacon,so had I created a
journalist....If Tom Towers was at all like any gentleman then connected with
the Times,my moral consciousness must gain have been very powerful(100),
Ch,¥I. Mt time was greatly occupied in travelling,and the nature%of my trav-
elling was now changed. 1 could no longer do it on horseback(lOl);...I

passed in railway carriages very many hours of my existence. Like others,l
used to read,--—though Carlyle has since told me that a man when travelling
should not read,but "sit still and label his thoughts."....l made for myself

a tablejt,and found after a fw days' exercise that I could write as quickly in
a railway-carriage as I could at my desk. 1 workd with my pencil,and what I
wrote my wife c‘opied afterwards. In this way was composed the greater part

of the Barchester Towers....My only objection to the practice came from the
appearance of literary ostentation,to which I felt myself to be subject when g
going to wrok before four or five fellow-passengers(103)....I received my
£100,in advance,with profound delight....I am well aware that there are many
who think that an author in his authorship should net regard money,-—-nor a
painter,or sculptor,or composer in his art....A barrister,» clergyman,a doctor.
an engineer,and even actors and architects,may without disgrace follow the bert*
of humna nature,and endevour to fill their bellies and clothe their bacfBks....
They may belfg,rationally realistic,as may the butchers and the bakers; but
$baasstintordolobho Bthey forgeh thealienoglarioorRl, beir peekiingnil they
deg%rine...require the practice of a mo-called virtue which is contrary te

na ure,and which,in my eyes,would be no virtue if it were practised. They are
like clergymen who preach sermons against the love of money,but who know that
the love of money is so distinctive a characteristic of humanity that such ser
-mons are mere platitudes called for by customary but unintelligent piety(105)
s9yewe know that the more a man earns the more useful he i ta hia fellow-men.
The most useful lawvyers.mams » rula,have been those who have made ihe oraateat ir
~comes,~—-and it is the same with the doctors. It would he the saem in the
CH?gkh if they who have the choosing of bishops always chose the best man....
Jt is a mistake to suppose that a man is a better man because he despises mano
money(106)....Take away from English authors their copyrights,end you would
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very soon take away also from England her authors....A man devoting himself to
literature with industry,perseverance,certain necessary aptitudes,and fair
average talents,may succeed in gaining a livelihood,as another man does in an-
other profession....Uver and above the money view of the question,I wished from
the beginning to be something more than a clerk idthe Post (ffice., To be known
as somebody,-—-to be Anthony Trollope if it be no more,---is to me much, The
- feeling...di| that which has been called the "last infirmity of noble mind."
The infirmify is so humen that the man who lacks it is either above or below
%humanityﬁo'?)...."lt is for you," said Mr ILongman,” to think whether our names
on your title-page are not worth more to you than the increased payment.,"...I
did think mucjh of Messrs. longman's name,but I liked it best at the bottom of
a cheque(109),...The plot of The Three Clerks is not so good as that of the Mac-
dermots....The passage in which Kate Woodward,thinking that she will die,tries
to take leave of the lad she ioves,still brings tears to my eyes when I read it.
I had not the heart to kill her....In it I introduced a character under the name
of Sir Gregory Hardlines,by which I intenede to lean very heavily on that much
loathed scheme of competitive examination,of which at that time Sir Charles
Trevelyan was the great apostle., Sir Gregorky was intended for Sir Charles(111).
e.-.At the Pitti Palace in Florence I encountered an Englishman,who asked me:
_N"Wnere is it that they keep the Medical Venus?"(113)....The telegraph-wires
had only been just opened to the public by the Austrian authorities. Thé. was
a train at six,reaching Verona at midnight,and we asked some servant of the
hotell in Milanjto telegraph for us,ordering suppe~ and beds., The demand seemed
to create some surprise,...When we reached Verona,there arose a great cry along
the platform fg Signor Trollopi. I put out my head and declared my identity,
when I was waited upon by a glorious personage dressed like a beau for a ball,
with half-a-dozen others almost as glorious behind him,who informed me,with his
hat in his hand,that he was the landlord of the "Due Torre"....There were three
carriages provided(114) for vws,each with pair of grey horses....We were not
allowed to move without an attendant with a lighted candle,..,The lanlord had
never before received a telegram(115).
Ch,VII: During a terribly rough voyage from Marseilles to Alexandria,I wrote my
allotted @ number of pages every day. On&his occasion more than once I left my
paper on the cabin table,rushing away to be sick in the privacy of my state
room....Labour,when not made absolutely obligatory by the circumstances of the
hour,should never be allowed to become spasmodic....l found it to be epedient
to bind myself by certain self-imposed laws(118)....According to the circumst-
a ces of the time...I have allotted myself so many pages a weck, The average
number has been about 40, It has been placed as low as 20,and has risen to 112,
And as a 'age is an ambiguous term,may page has been made to coqaﬂin 250 words; a
and as words,if not watched,will have a tendency to straggle,I have every word
counted as I went,...I have prided myself especially on completing my work within
the proposed time,---and I have always done so(119),...It has the force of the
water-drop that hollows the stone. A small daily task,if it be really daily,
will beat the labours of a spasmodic Hercules, It is the tortoise which always
catches the hare., The hare has no chance,...l have known authors whose, lives
have always been troublesome and painful because their tasks have n bee
done in time...,I have done doubie their work---though burd with ano
profession,---and have done it almost without an effort(120)....There are those
who think...that the man who works with "is imagination should allow himself to
wait till---inspiration moves him,...To me it would not be more sbsurd if the
shoemaker were to wait for inspiration,or the tallow-chandler for the divhe
moment of melting(121)...
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