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INTRODUCTION

Tas Story of my Life has always seemed lo me Lo be an
illustration of Longlellow’s caleh

What is an autobiography 7
It is what a biography ought to be.

The interest in this case is chiefly lilerary and romantie,
Meadows Taylor has been called, while the word still kept o
noble meaning, Lhe last of the Advenlurers. IJere is a sur-
prisingly well-written record of the wanderer, so freguent in
English life since Plassey, who ¢ runs away carly Lo Lthe Lropies,
and is at home with palms and banyans ’,

I was glad to be asked, belore sitting down Lo wrile aboul,
him, why Coloncl Taylor should be reprinted at (his date by
the Oxford University I’ress.  The least thought provides a
sullicient answer :  Ifor Lhe rave beauby of his characler, nnd
as the author of the autobiography and of his three carlier
novels, Confessions of ¢ Thug, Tippoo Sultaun, and Tara, OF
his other three novels Lhere will be o litlle Lo sy in the vight
place. DBul I have nol a word Lo say [or them ag lilerature.,
Inslead of helping Taylor’s claim to be remembered Lhey
cruclly hamper 1t.  Infevior work can never be mercly in-
different ; and the three laler novels musl have put olf many
who honestly wanled Lo sample Lhe wriler,

As to the istory of India, thal is fully denll with in o note.
The lavish extracts made [rom it throughoul Lhis volume
giggest the good things of which it is full —touches springing
from Taylor's happy personality, accounls of places and of
people he knew. Never will another Tlistory of Tndin be

attempted by any one with such a loving knowledge of its
Y
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peonle, although the work does not meel modern standards of
aceluracy.

When in September 1875 Meadows Taylor, just sixty-
seven, sailed from his native Liverpool on the unfortunate
last trip to India, I, aged eleven, was among the few passengers.
These were herded together into the old-fashioned cabin for the
first meal. I remember the watery light at the end of day,
the heaving of the estuary. For ithe only time my revolving
seat was beside the old man’s. In getting into his seat, being
then bulky and nearly blind, he collided with me. I was
surprised at the suavity, the consideration, with which he
turned and apologised. I can see him standing in the dim
cabin, wavering, with his face of apostolic beauty, but faded
by several years from the time of that in the frontispiece.
It was perhaps more like another portrait, printed in the
earlier editions of the autobiography, and preserved in glass
as St. Peter in one of the windows of Mitford church. Little
did I then think that X should ever have the true honour of
editing Meadows Taylor. '

During the voyage he usually sat apart on the deck, a rug
over his knees, in some suffering, not caring to be read to, or
to speak much. ¢ Ah,’ he once said, ‘it is hard 1o have to sil
like this, with [olded hands, alicr a life of activity.” One after-
noon his ribbon of the Star of India, in which he took a pride,
was brought out in response to requests, and shown around.
11e was tended by a devoted daughter, and by his servant John.
I yemember John’s surprise that the Red Sea was not red.
“Shure,” he said as the Guy Mannering steamed out of Suez,
‘an’ the wather’s as green ag Dublin.’

It is useless to go beyond Taylor’s time for the beginnings
of fiction in India. ke has deseribed Mohammedans much
more largely, and possibly with more sympathy, than Ilindus.
There is an obvious rcason for this in the matter of common
diet, which seems, if only by illusion, to bring the Moslem
world closer to Huropean readers. This ig illustrated by two
early passages in Taylor, everything passing among natives of
India. ‘The food of us poor Hindoos would be tasteless Lo Iy
lord, and therefore we have had the repast cooked by the best
bawurchees of the town’ (cookers of meat). Again: ‘My
mind misgives me that we . . . shall be obliged to put up in one
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of these wrelched villages, where the kafir inhabitants neyer
kill meat 3 and we shall have to eat dry bread or perhaps dry
rice, which is worse, after Lhis latigue.’

As the Moslemn world is everywhere one, il 1s necessary
just to mention the over-praised HHajji Baba, which was
supposed to reveal it to Hurope in 1824, filteen years belore
Taylor’s firsl book. ‘The mature there portrayed 18 remote
from human nature. Amid all the amazing things revenled
by Taylor there is nothing comparable to the unaccountable
way in which IIajji Baba’s mother secks his life at the end.
The elemental emotions always hold true in Taylor. e
owes more, and yet not very much, to the greatest book of
Asia, as Lhe discerning counl il, LThe drabian Nights.

Nor does Taylor derive in any degree from a book of Weslern
India published in 1826, and the only possible rival to Lthe
claim of the Thug to be the earliest Indian novel, Pandurang
Hari: or Memoirs of a Ilindoo is not a novel bul an
ineptitude. Ils author, William Browne Ilockley, a dismissed
Civil servant, does nol inspire & wish [or belter acquaintance,
Yet even in Pandurang Iari the few seenes from Moslem life
are less ineffective, more human, than Lhe rest.

But let those praise Pandurang Ilar? who have nol read
il, or who do not know the Maralha country, Taylor knew
the Marathas whom he helped (o administer. Ile speaks
repeatedly of the combined turbulence and cunning of Lheir
character ; but one also sees the smile which secks to make
the best of Lthings.

The thirlics of the nineteenth century, bebween Lhe sebling
of Scott and the full rvising of Dickens, were o poor time for
novelists oulside France. Balzae was al his height ;3 butl thad
did not Hlelp Lhings in Hngland., IL was therefore o little
miracle when in 1887, in & canlonment on Uhe borders of the
jungle, a heulenanl ol the Nizam, hardly twenty-nine, wilh
no cducalion to speak of, wrole on the arms of o long chaijr
the Confessions of a Thug, published in 1889. IXe had been
much shaken by illnesses and deaths in his litile fomily,
gnd was precariously recovering from an attack of the malaria
which pursued him through forly wyears. DBul with the
instinet of a crealor he turned o Lthe subject which had lately
most stirred the world around him, makine a sensation which
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reached to America. This was the discovery of Thuggee by
his friend Major Sleeman, a discovery which Taylor had
narrowly missed making himself ai an earlier dale. Ie had
taken an eager part, though not in the front line, in the measures
for suppressing Thuggee, which revealed still fresh atrocities.
The word Thug has the meaning of deceiver. The system had
flourished in India for many centuries, producing Lhe strangest
amalgam of Hindus and Mohammedans in a cryptlic sect
devoted to the goddess of many names, commonly called
by them Bhowani. Taylor’s imagination was moved by the
facts which he was helping to bring to light, and in parlicular
by a Thug informer whom he cxamined, a man of seven
hundred murders, the original of Ameer Ali. So he wrole
“ with his eye on the object °.

The Thug need not be read hercafter save in the delightful
reprint in the World’s Classics, where it rightly belongs.
Lven Dryasdust fecls this to be a fascinating novel. It
abounds in scenes and descriptions in which the lover of India
must always delight., There are {ew of the {oriy-eight chapters
whiclh do not contain something distinetly good.

The theme is terrilying in its revelations of character,
Ameer Ali seems to me to be a masterpiece in his suave ferocily,
his sense of fale, olten memorably expressed, and the con-
viction with which he devotes himself to evil. The entire
narrative is put into his mouth, relieved by some highly
artful snatches of conversation with the examining magistrate.
He is a dandy, besides being all that is expressed in India
by a respectable man. ‘Have I cver broken a social Lie ?
ever been unfaithful or unkind to a comrade 7 ever lailed in
my duty or in my {rust Y cver neglected a rite or ceremony
of my religion? I tell you, Sahib, the man brealhes not
who could point his finger at me on any one of thesc poinls.
And if you think on them, Lhey are those which, il rigidly
kept, gain for a man estcem and honour in the world,’

No wonder Taylor is left reflecting, till he cries aloud :

‘¢ Pshaw ! *tis vain to attempt to account for it, bul
Thugpee seems to be the offspring of fatalism and supersutmn
cherished and perfected by the wildest excitement thal ever
urged human beings to deeds at which humanity shudders.”

‘¢ Did Khodawund call ? ** said a bearer, who had gradually
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nodded 1o sleep as he pulled the punkah above my head, apd
who was roused by my exclamadtion. “Iid the Sahib e Lll (o

% No, Boodun, 1 did not; but since you are awake, bid some
one bring me a ¢hlum [1*001{&] My nerves require Lo be

composcd.” ’

L]

In a later passage 1he Thug says : ¢ Alter all, Sahib, cannot
you now understand the excilemenl which possesses Lhe soul
of a Thug in his pursuit o[*men? Cannol you feel wilh us,
as you hear my story, and follow us in my reeifal ¥’

This the reader can certainly do. The bhook is, ol ild
essence, brillianl picaresque, consisting bul ol expedilions
along the road. A Iittle Jaler & young man in London, some
yvears Lhe junior of Meadows Taylor, and more forlornly
neglecled in childhood, was producing perhaps Lhe mosl
entrancing picaresque scenes in the lunguage, those in The Old
Curiosity Shop. 'The genre may not be the highest, but in the
Thug it was inevilable, and never scems inadequale.  Ameer
Ali’s working life is spenl in rulhless {rips [rom Iindusian
proper, south, west, north, and even Lo Lhe east.

Delicale readers have been prevented from finishing (he
Thug, not, from lack of inlerest, but beeause of its Loo Lerrible
intensity. Gruesome the themie must be ealled, though nol
the handling. This is of a remarkable slrength and slkill.
All musl admit that it is well done il il had Lo he done at all.
And his subject was imposed upon Taylor., Ile did not
delight in horrors for their own sake, like the aulhors of
Timon of Athens and Loo many olhers. IIe had a eriminal
institulion Lo expose and Lo expound, as well as o storvy (o

Lell.
There is no lack ol variely, nor are Lhe huey of love, bolh

light and true, missing.,  Ameer Al is oulwardly an allractive
youlh as he issucs, al cighleen, Irom hiy villnge after the
effeclive episode of his slaying of the tiger. Though within
the nineteenth cenlury, those were the days when the young
bloods of India, as much as the Gothie warriors in Lthe Gaul
of Sidonius some [ourteen centlurics earlier, delighted in pulling
their spare gold and silver upon their cmbossed shicldg--—it
is a dectail that these were of rhinoceros hide. The [fivst
expedilion, the most important in the development of Ameoer
Ali’s character, naturally fills ncarly hall (he book, e
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quickly cxcels in his grisly trade, so as to take pride in the fact
that his victim is usually dead bcfore falling to the ground.
* Yet his affajr with Zora has somgthing of the poignancy of
‘* Whom first we love, you know, we never wed.’

On his return from slippering the mother of Zora :

‘¢ For the love of Alla, young man,” cried a low and sweet
voice as I passed under the gateway of a respectable-looking
house ; “ for the love of Alla, enter and save my mistress |

‘ Fresh adventures, thought I as I looked at the speaker, a
young girl, dressed like a slave. ** Who are you ? "

‘It matters not,” said the speaker ; * did you not pass
this way yesterday afternoon, in company with two othexs 7 *’

‘¢ ] did, and what of that 7 *’
‘¢ BEverything ; my mistress, who is more beautiful than

the moon at its full, saw you, and has gone mad about you.”
‘¢ 1 am sorry,” said I, ** but I do not see how I can help

her.”
‘¢ But you must,” said the girl ; *“ you must, or she will

die : follow me, and I will lead you to her.””’

You are at once in the atmosphere of the Arabian Nights.
Azima, the unhappy wife who flees from Hyderabad with
Ameer Al, never does another bold deed. *© She is tender in
her love, and of an affectionate and kind disposition,’ he says
to the father whom he joins upon the road ; °you must see
her to-morrow ; she is now fatigued with travel.’ This
father, Ismail, who had murdered the parents of Ameer Ali
and adopted him in early childhood, is winsomecly kind.
“ And you must be fatigued also, my son, and hungry too.
I have a rare pilau ready for you.” Azima and Ameer Ali,
trusting to the difficulty of Indian communications, venture
to marry, and have the tenderest domestic life. His third
recorded affair is with a handsome widow who shocks him by
flinging herself at him upon a journey so persistently that she
has to be destroyed for the safely of all.

For sheer power and pathos perhaps the climax is reached
in the twenty-third and {wenty-fourth chapters, relating the
unavoidable doom of Nawab Subzee Xhan, a warrior of rank
and fame, called Subzee from his devotion to bhang. His is a
gallant figure, suggesting that of Marmion. Unique, for the
East, is the ¢ young good-looking girl mounted on a spirited
ponty * who rides openly beside Subzee Khan and prepares his
favourite drink. As they near the jungles beyond Ellichpur,
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the place where the story was written, the Nawab says it
would be a sorry fate for him to fall in an unknown spot,
after a life spent in battle-fields. ‘And you will do so . ..
your death-blow will reach you in that jungle you dread,
and no monument will mark the spot where the remainsg of
Subzee Khan will Iie.” It is amusing to hear him abusing the
hardly human Gonds in a skirmish : * Come on and lry your
cowardly arrows againsl stout hearts and ready weapons |
Base-born kafirs are ye, and cowards ; Inshalla ! your sisters
are vile, and asses have loved your mothers,’

On the destined day the Nawab sorely longs for shade.
‘ ITere have I, Subzee Xhan, gone wilhoul my usual sherbet
for three days on this very account. By Alla! I am now as
thirsty as a crow in the hoi weather, and my mouth opens in
spite of me. Oh, that we could light on a viver or a well in
this parched desert ! I would have a glorious draught.’

The place is reached, and he begins to exult. ¢ There
breathes not in (he ten kingdoms of Ilind a slave so skilled in
the art of preparing subzee as Jureena yonder. . . . All Lhe
world knows that Subzee Ihan drinks bhang, and is nol the
worse soldier for it. Now wilh a few fair girls Lo sing o ghaznl
or two to us, mcihinks a heaven might be made oul of Chis
wild spot.’ That is FitzGerald belore his day, and doubtless
from the same source, .

So the warrior fell before the cowardly assassing who always
allowed threec or four men Lo a vicetim. ‘I had thrown the
cloth about his neck, Surfuraz IChan still held bis hand, and
my [ather pulled at his legs with all his foree, . . . Subuce
Khan was dead~IX had destroyed the slayer of hundreds !

* But no one had thought of his poor slave girl, who at some
distance, and with her back turned to us, had been busily
engaged in preparing another rich draught lor her now un-
conscious master. She had not heard the noise of our scuflie,
nor the deep groans which had escaped from some of the
Nuwab’s people, and she approached the spot where Surluraz
Khan was now employed in stripping the armour and dress

from the dead body.
“Ya Alla! Sahib, what a picreing shrick escaped her,

when she saw what had been done ! shall never forgel i,
nor her look of horror and misery as she rushed forward and
threw herself on the body. Although master and slave, Sahib,
they had loved. . . .
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““ He cannot be dead! he cannol he dead!” cried the
fair girl,—for she was beautiful to look on, Sahib, as she partly
rose and brushed back her dishevelled hair from her eyes ;
““ and yet he moves not—he speaks not ’—and she gazed on
his features for a moment. “ Ah!» she screamed, ‘ look
at his eyes—Ilook at them—they will fall out of his head ! and
his countenance, *tis not my own lord’s—those are not the lips
which have often spoken kind words to his poor Kureena !
Oh, my heart, what a pain is there!"’

The pages following would be too distressing to quote.
Surfuraz IKhan, who loves the girl, says : ° I have no wile, no
child : thou shalt be both 1o me if thou will rise and follow
me. . . . Before this assembly I promise thee life and a happy
home.” But she struggles violently and he strikes her so thal
her beauty is spoiled. Finally he strangles her; but goes a
sorrowing man to his grave,

Whether or not Meadows Taylor’s name deserves to live
may well be judged by these scenes. The realism here, as
in other places, is relentless. But it is pity which is aroused,
not needless horror. IHe has something of the poetical touch ;
and the images which he calls up are as clear-cut as the khaki
landscape of India, Thereisart in the headings Lo the chapters,
in the way in which these break off and go on, and in the
occasional verse mottoes. IHe had assimilated such things
in hours of study which must have becen secanty, The Thug
and Tippoo Sultaun are spirited imitations of a few good
models. Scott, with a little of Shakespeare, and, above all,
something to say, made Taylor’s literary - equipment.
Sustained spirit in story-telling is one of the most difficult
things ; and il is strongesi in the Thug.

This is shown by the way in which the story heightens.
If it dips for six or eight chapters after the first expedition,
it steadily increases in deptih of interest, and in terror, 1through-
out the third volume, In fact, both the early novels arc
wound up in interest to the end, instead of being allowed Lo
run down.

The Thug is also & historical novel when Ameer Ali, with hisg
later comrades, rides on two expedilions of mere plunder half
across India with ihe Pindharis. The swing and momentum
of these movements are well rendered: the same thing
remains to be done in fiction for the more important expedi-
tions of the Marathas. Many a student of Indian history
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L

Chitu, who mighi have left a principalily like ‘Tonk, bul who
‘fled 1o the jungles, and was killed by & Liger’, Lle i3 here
in a [full-length portrait, a competent man for whom the
reader, like Amecer Ali, [ecls some respeet, Bub even the
Pindharis cannot stand the Thugs, who are soon al their old
trick ol strangling Lthose who Lrusl them,

The Thug has been eminently a criminal on horschack,
Bul before Ameer Ali is old the institulion heging to eruruble,
and the world becomes a bad place for Thugs, Azima,
ignorant. of ler husband’s life, is killed by the shame ol
the exposure, when her father-in-aw 1s excculed by being
trampled 1o death by an elephant, in the midst of her daughter’s
marriage ceremonies, To the end, which is not yet, the
interest never flags, ¢Ile shall tell you the tale himsell.
Mashalla ! he tells it with much spirit, and ’Lis worth hearing.’

This is probably the leasl [aully of Taylor’s novels, the
best written, the mosl holding. Tara, ol a quarter of a
century later, compeles with it for general excellence,
but it has not the same qualities. The few poinly of style
which alterwards became a manncrism with Taylor do nol
appear in the Thug., The Inglish in which il is wrillen, as
the above extracts show, is pretly nearly faultless. Ilere are
countless sentcnces, as lucid as a brook, with {lew words of
Latin origin,

Tippoo Sultaun was a publisher’s idea, and & good one, In
1839, behind the most pieluresque f{igure of all history, which
inlervened, Tippoo still lowered from forly years helore ay
the national foe, Ilewas a larcieal antagonist, yel terrible in
his day, who bhad compelled us Lo conquer Indin., Xt must
be remembered that Tippoo is one ol the best-documented
Lyvants in history, with memoirs by himself and by olhers,

There is no need Lo apologise for L'ippoo Sullain, published
in 1840, for having been written in haste, g it aelually was,
during the last winter of Taylor’s exciting visit home, The
haste scems to tell in the quality of impetus, which all his
subsequent novels missed. The sub-title {8 ‘A Tale of the
Mysore Wax’. This {furnished an admirable climax in thie feal
of arms at Seringapatam which made an abiding impressgion
upon imaginations both in India and in Europe, But it took

may have wished to know a little more of the Pindhari leadey
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Taylor out of his own country, which is the Deccan. Ile had
passed once across Mysore and back again on the journcy {0
Ooty when he met Macaulay and lost his earlier children.
Never having seen the Himalayas, he was impressed by the
sheer bulk of the Nilgiris, of which good use is made in the
novel. EBExeept for such memories, the Mysore of Colonel
Mark Wilks was prackically his sole authority. Tippoo’s
hunting of elephants and tigers in Malabar, the night attack
upon the wall, and many a following scene are taken straight
out of Wilks, supplemented by a fine youthful imagination.

In the nature of things Tippoo Sultaun has not the unique-
ness of the Thug, In form if is an imitation of the historical
romance of Scott, such as was attempted hundreds of times
in that generation, but seldom so effectively. Foritis a success,
the story does come off. The writing is not identical with
that of the Thug, nor quite so good. There is at times an
approach to ce style coulant, si cher auz bourgeois. At other
times there is rhetorie, though good of its kind ; and there is
a cardinal fault in the construction.

The main plot, the Indian story, begins eleven years before
the fall of Seringapatam. But the interesting journey thither
is iwice broken by episodes of four chapters cach, relating
to a fresh set of characters who are never vitalised. The first
has its scene in Tngland, the second treats of the landing in
Bombay and the unhappy expedition of Mathews to Bednore,
all at a date four or five years before the journey; and there
are two further chapters in Bngland. Anything may be
justified in fiction by the result. But this arrangement is
cumbrous because it puts the reader out, setting him to look
up dates in order to reconcile the order of events,

Here one comes up against an undoubted limitation in
Taylor. Any arrangement could be carried off by arresting
characters. Taylor probably brought in these English figures
in the hope of making his story seem less sirange to readers
at home. But he could not then or at any time portray
his own country-people well. The scenes in England, within
the eighteenth century, are, like those in Ralph Darnell,
of a curious badness. They °have the cruel misfortune of
resembling the novels of Miss KEdgeworth.,” Not in Scott’s
faintest conventional scenes do the characters have more
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unexceptionable pedigrees and sentiments.  Yel here Taylor

was only irying 1o depict a period some hall-cenlury or so
before that in which he wrote. ‘The hall-dozen Knglish echaplers
in Tippeo Sultaun are best omitted in re-readings.,

Taylor’s English officers, wooden and didaclic like few
whom he can have known, arce less objectionable i Yndin,
I't was necessary Lo set them [orth, in (he humilinling parls of
prisoners and victims, before they became conguerors,  The
details of the Bednore expedition, as told with spivil enough
in the novel, differ cssentially [rom Lhe same sbovy as Lold
in Taylor’s Ilislory o generalion laler, while both aceounts
differ to a baflling degree [rom other modern compilers, T
soughl a disentanglement of this question, withoul quile
attaining it, through The Twmes Lilerary Supplement in 1017,
An extensive eorrespondence, both printed and private, which
followed, brought me some informatlion. The subjecl is o
side issue to the literary study ol Meadows Taylor. It awails,
withoul inviting, whoever cares Lo tackle one ol the most
difficult and discreditable periods of Xnglish history in India,
the early eighties ol the cighleenth eenlury on Lthe Bombay
side,

For literary purposcs Taylor’s native heallh was only
Indian life and characler. Hxeept lor Lhe Hnglish interpola-
lions, Tippoo Sulleun opens, conlinues, and ends strongly.
The introductory chapters Gell of the parly of Dbenighted
travellers, the mongoon storm, and the reseue of Ameena
from ihe flooded river bed by Kasim Ali (he village headman,
Kasim Ali Palel is one of Taylor's Lwo or Lthree taking young
Moslem heroes.  In his village he has had no ehanee Lo Jearn
anylhing save marksmanship and a little Persinn poelry,
Some appreciation of landscape is albributed Lo him, admitledly
against probability. Bul he has seen, saved, and loved the
bride Amecna, hardly fillcen, In gratitude her husband
carries him onward Lo ¢ the city *, into the sexviee of Tippoo.

Though this novel solicils extracl less than its predecessor,
the following passage is of greal beauly. Abdul Rhyman
Khan, nearing Seringapatam, [ecls obliged to confess Lhat he

&
has there two other wives,

" Methinks now, 10 sce these grey haivs and this gre

beard,” and he touched them ag he spoke, ¢ 80 near thy soft
I
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and waving ircsses, I seem more like a falher to thee than a
husband : and yet thou art mine, Ameecna, I would Lhou

wert older, fair one!”’
‘¢ And if I were, I should nol bg so fair,”” she said artlessly.

* ¢ T care not, so that we had grown old together ; at lcast
I should have seen thy beauty, and the remembrance of il

would have been with me.”
‘ Ameena sighed ; her thoughts wandered to ISasim’s

noble figure and youllhiful yet expressive counienance; in
spite of herself and almost unconsciously she drew her hand
across her eyes, as if to shut something ideal from her sight.
‘The Khan heard her sigh; he would rather not have
heard it, though his own remark he knew had provoked it.
‘““ T have said the truth, Ameena, and thou wouldst rather I
were a younger man,” he said, looking at her intently. ** But
what mafter ? these idle words do but pain thee. It is our
destiny, sweet one, and we must work it out together.”

‘¢t Ay, it is our destiny,” she-said,

“““The will of Alla!?” continued the Khan, looking up
devoutly, ** which hath joined two beings together so unsuited
in age, but not in temper I think, Ameena, Thou art not as
others, wilful and perverse-—heavy burdens—hard to carry-—
and from which there is no deliverance ; but a sweet and lovely
flower, which a monarch might wear in his heart and be proud
of. 8o thou truly ait to Rhyman Khan, and ever wilt be,
even though enemies should come between us,”

Yet the frontispiece shows the same Khan, gencrous yet
ignorant and sensual, for whom one feels the utmost sympathy,
cutting down Ameena with his curved sword, himsell to fall
broken-hearted in the next day’s batltle. Alas for the end
of sentimental love in the IRast !

Ameena is one of Taylor’s happiest creations. Two
chapters of cxtreme though differing excellence are thosc in
which Kasim Ali liecs wounded on the battle-field, the beasls
succeeding to the birds of prey as night comes on ; and then
1s nursed to life again in Abdul Rhyman IKhan’s zcnana.
Taylor is besi at depicting humble and very human character ;
the meetings of travellers on Lhe road, the humours of servants,
wives who cannot read, the workings of the souls of untaught,
if not always poor people. The cook Zoollicar, Zoolfoo [or
short, is admirable. ¢ O coward! thou art nol alone; see,
thou hast the hero of the night [Kasim Ali] lying beside thée
—one who has slain some men since he last ate ; whereas
thou hast not even slain a fowl.’ One can see Lhe flash of
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Taylor’s eye, hear his burst of kindly laughler al such a
saying.

Ile has often to cxaggerate the soul of goodness in such
people in order to have a story Lo tell at all.  Yel the wicked-
ness of the East is relenllessly brought out. Peculiarly well
done are the Khan’s two other wives, one worse thian the other,
with her mother and altendants, their plottings and enchant-

ments against Ameena. There is a quile triumphant scene
of homely diableric. Ameena’ is not killed by her husband,

but awails Kasim Ali with a persistent (rue love which is
rewarded by happiness. Such love musl be allowed cven if
not in the drawing; as must also Kasim Ali’s candour in
telling his English friends all about it at the end of the book,
with the remark : ¢ You know, Sahib, we Moslems are not

given to speaking of our wives or famlies.’
It is not until the original second volume of the novel that

Kasim Ali beholds his master Tippoo :

“ The figure of the Sultaun was ol middle height, and stoul ;
his complexion was darker than that of most of those who
surrounded him, and he sat with an affected air of royaliy,
which, though it at first impressed the spectator with awe,
yet that passed away in a great measure upon the contempla-
tion of his face, which wanted the dignity of expression thal
his body assumed. Ilis eyes were full and prominent, but the
whites of them were of a dull yellowish. tint, which, with their
restless and suspicious expression, gave them a disagreeable
look, and one which Dbespoke a mind of perpetual but not
profound thought; his nose was small and straight, and,
with his mouth, would have been good-looking, except for the
habitual sneer which sat on both ; his eyebrows and mustachios
were trimmed most carefully into arched lines, and he wore
no beard. In his hand therc was a large rosary ol beautiful
pearls, with emeralds at 1he regular distances, which he kept,
perpetually counting mechanically with the fingers of his

right hand.’

Heneeforth his is the dominant figure, There is a good
enough villain ; but Tippoo is much more than that, Taylor's
minute portraiture of him is one of much mastery, and will
not be superseded while men care to read at all of such a being.
Not grand enough to be'daemonie, now monster, now monkey,
grotesque and terrible, Tippoo is perhaps best explained by a
sentence from a Moslem writer, quoted in the Ilistory of India ;

*The most intclligent and sincere well-wishers of the house
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concurred in the opinion of his father, that his head and heart
were both defective, however covered by a plausible and
imposing flow of words.’ ]

For this being is a chattercr, and that in a dialeel of his
own, a heresiareh, one who walks with spirits and relates his
dreams. His gushing speeches, glowing with an uncertain
eloquence, are highly amusing becansc conceived with genuine
humour. Tippoo had his qualities, enterprise, courage cnough
for most occasions, a brilliant reputation during the first half
of his reign. There is a tent scene before battle, when he is
visited by the ghosts of those whom he has slain, including
Mathews, and calls upon the spirit of his ever victorious father,
which is no mean rendering of that in Richard 1I1., with the
addition of a loving girl who incites and comlorts Tippoo.
True pathos is in the scene where Kasim Ali, a fine [ellow who
cannot stand such doings, takes leave ol his master. ° There
sat before him the benefactor and the steady friend of years.
He continued gazing on him, and often he felt the tears rush
to his eyes, as though they would have had wvent” Yet
Tippoo sends after him to slay him, and ° the love thal was
between us is broken [orever °.

It is an unforgettable, ineffaccable figure, recally almosi
as unique as that of the Thug. To this day onc may commonly
see a loose-limbed tiger in black and-yellow, with grinning face
turned around at one, ramping for ornament upon a white-
washed Indian wall. That is how Tippoo, the Tiger of the
Iaith, survives in history and in 1his nowvel.

It is to be observed how Meadows Taylor dwells upon the
likenesses, not the unlikenesses, between his rcaders and his
characters. That 1s the way to commmand the utmostl possible
interest. Not too much is made of the elimale, which nothing
can alter, and which Indians do not mind ; nor of complexions,
which can never be while, though there is a tendency to
seck the lightesl possible, as *a ruddy brown® or ‘a light
bamboo ’; nor ol the fact that mosl of the characlers go
about barefooted, sitting and sleeping on the ground, preferring
to cook as well as to eat with their own fingers. Yet there
are differences of mind which have to be shown, as Tayfﬂr
shows them, because these mean character. In the compara-
tively recent India, as in antiquity, minds were strangely
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oceupied by superstitious considerabions, by omens, by
everything that would render not absurd the words of Tippao
‘ There is much in having lucky herbs boiled under the in-
{lucnce of salutary plancis,’

These two novels made a nolable production for a young
man before relurning .o twenly years ol killing drudgery
under the sun. *¢Shabash! Shabash{ well done, pallant
fellow ! * as the English officers eried Lo IKasin Ali.

Not all parts of the complex records of India lend Lhemselves
to fiction. In his own Ilisiory Taylor has some discerning
remarks on this subjeel. In Akbar’s characler © romance
prevails from the carliest dawn’. Under his greal-grandson
Aurungzeb romance lies In resistance. ‘Bul litlle romance
has ever attached ilself Lo the characters of Indian hislory ;
and in this respect the difference between the Moors of Spain,
and Lhe early Mabomedans of India, is very remarkable.
During the cruel and gloomy reigns, wilh few exeeplions, of
the Afghan dynasties ol India, lhere was little scope for
romantic incident, or the development of any free or chivalrous
spirit among the people | and itis Lo theresearch of Colonel Tod,
the Froissart of the Rajpootl clang and States, that the history
of all that cxisted among them, exceptional as il was, is due.’

Meadows Taylor had a cullus for the enlightened Deecan
dynasty of Bahmani, which four or five centuries ago ruled
over many of the places of Taylor’s youth, Of them he says :
* There are occasjonal pleasan{ glimpaes of quict times, and
their beneficial effcets, which are not Lo be found *in the records
of Delhi. This cultus was conlinued for their most important
successors, the Sultans ol Bijapur, who bad an unususl
historian in Merishta, and of whose ‘superb Saracenic
architecture ' Taylor possibly made {oo much, Now it was
immediately against Bi'apur thal Shivaji the Marntha arose
to make a name in deeds ol imperishable romance,

Taylor was rather obsessed by the fancied interval of just
a century belween the slaying of Alzul Khan and Plagsey
as later by the exact century belween Plassey and the erilienl
June of the Mutiny, with the Indian prophecics on (hie subjeet.
Thus there ecame inlo being his scheme for a trilogy of historical
novels, Tara, Ralph Darnell, and Seela., These were Lo sel,
forth respectively the rise ol the Maratha power, 1057 or
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near enough ; the rise of the Inglish power, 1757 ; and the
desperate effort to overthrow the English power, 1857.

It matters little for fiction thate Shivaji’s act of treachery
took place in 1659, or that Aurungzeb, who overhangs the
admirable narrative from a distance without entering into it,
is here Emperor and Alamgir somewhat before the right dates.
The plan was a good plan, had it been well executed. Dut
Ralph Darnell and Seeta simply fail to fit into the trilogy,
owing to poor workmanship. Tara is the only member of

the set which has claims to remembrance.
Tara : a Mahraita Tale, was older and sounder than the

trilogy scheme., It was suggested for Blackwood’s Muagazine
by Christopher North in 1839, and soon alter tentatively begun,
But time and tide rushed in between. The entire twenty
years of Taylor’s service on end in India without furlough,
resented by his friends if not by himself, intervened, followed
by some years of illness. Ile had done his life’s work as an
administrator, as fascinatingly told mn the autobiograply.
But he had lost his chance to make the ulmost ol the litcrary
gift that was in him, the two things being mutually exclusive.

Seldom has a book meant so much in the writer’s life. IJor
Taylor was nursing the idea of his intcrrupted 7'ara through
a quarter of a century of vicissitudes, perfecting his ideal,
bringing the story to the rare mellowness which is its trait
All those twenty years spent near the Maratha country went,
in a way, to the making of it : his early mental vigour held,
for this purpose, across the gap, and was triumphantly carricd
over. Only thus can be explained the tour de force by which,
in 1863, he was able to turn out 7'ara with enjoyment for a
new generalion of Blackwoods. To the generosity of that
firm is due the possibility of this edition of the Siory of My
Life before their copyright has expired.

Perhaps I am prejudiced in favour of T'ara, since this, read
amid Maratha hills, was the second novel of my life, Guy
Mannering being the first. The graceful figure of the soft-
eyed Brahmin girl, child-widow and rescued Sati, loyal to her
faith until she becomes its victim, with her upright simplicitz
of character, has filled a place apart in many hearts. In one
of Mrs. Croker’s novels there is an English general settled in

India who names hig daughter Tara.
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Ilerc undoubledly Taylor has caplured the shy spiril ol
the Lrue romance., It is pedanlic lto forbid the use of the
phrase Maratha Brahmina for that is what Tara and her
family were. The only familiar line of classic Hnglish verse

aboutl India relates to Lliese same hil]*s‘:

Where in wild Mahratta battle fell my fother evil-starmed,

That is the romance which lives within these pages, though
before the adventi, for any purpose worth menlioning, of
Furopecans in India. Inglishmen had not then founded
Bombay or Calcutla, nor was the popular Indian consciousness
aware of them. The slirring evenls of Tara, so inlenscly
realised before they were recorded, pass in a world untroubled
by the existence of any Hurope. Taylor had for Lheme the
conllict of the two [aiths which make the wool and wel of
Indian life. As he says with hig large humanity : ° The
aclors in my story are Ilindus and Mahomedons ; but the
same passions and affections ecxist among them as among
ourselves, and thus the molives and deeds of my characlers
may, at least, be intelligible.’

Tare is the longest ol his novels, reaching the penerous
limit of a quarter ol a million woxrds. In addition Lhere is
a certain spaciousness ol Lreatment, a wideness of handling
ahout 1t. This must be called Taylor’s masterpicee, and
probably the greatest Indian novel. Two subsequent novels
may be mentioned in competition with it which are stronger
in some respects, yet arc helped oulb in Lheir appeal by
European characlers—QOn the Face of the Walers and Kim
but even Lhe inspiration of the last is largely extra-Indian,

Tara is quile as well writlen as ils predecessors, yel
differently, The sparkle is absenit, nor is it rissed. The
brilliance of the T%ug has here passed inlo a mellow goneral
excellence, expressed in Saxon words so prevailingly shorl that
there are congtantly sixteen of them (o a printed line, There
is not the same temptation to quote, since neither sentences
nor episodes are easily detached {rom the Lext, which is all of
a goiece, and all good through nearly one hundied chapters.
The slight, later tricks of style just begin Lo appear, but not

to a degree as ycl worth mentioning,
Though The Times praised Tara for ils °rapid action,’
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there is here litlle impetus. Action there is in abundance,
sometimes melodramatic, with yetl more admirable character
and deseription, with plain conversations which are a dclight,
to the truc Indian. But the progression is undoubtedly
leisurely, ¢ without o’erflowing [ull °.

Tara has reached the age of sixieen in an anomalous
position, in the steep little town of Tuljapur, a place wilth
which Meadows Taylor had unlorgeitlable associations, butl
which is unimportant excepl in his pages. It has famous
temples of the same goddess Bhowani of Amecr Ali’s strange
cult, here, and nearly two centuries earlier, called Kali or
Tulja, ¢ the goddess in the glen ’, Tuljamata, the mysterious
mother feared by both creeds. Taylor, who was apt to overdo
his architecture, has given too defailed accounls of these
temples, as of the buildings of Bijapur.

Tara’s father, the chiel priest of the tlemples, was a
prosperous man, still young. Yet ¢ Vyas Shastree had two
great cares which pressced upon him heavily, and were shared
by his wife, The first was that he had no son ; the second,
that his beauliful daughter was already a virgin widow.
And these were heavy griefs.” His wile Anunda, a splendid
example of the untaught Hindu wifle, urges him Lo marry
again for oflspring, seeking out a bride who shall be as a sister
to her. ° As she said to herself, if therc is a marriage, my
lord shall have a good one.’

The bride obtained is the Brahmin girl Radha, fourieen but
passing for twelve, from the weslern mountains. She cherishes
2 passion for her prince, Shivaji, who as a Maratha could never
marry her, and early incrcased his supernatural renown by
turning aside from women. Radha’s brother, Moro Trimmul,
an ageni ol Shivaji, makes, with his pursuit of Tara, a satisfy-
ing villain to the end ; as his accomplice Gunga, the temple
g1l or Murali, is a good relenting villainess., Tara, not know-
ing whai to do, has given herself to the goddess; yet not as
the other teruple givls, ‘I am not a Moorlee 1o love,” she
says. 'This econvulsive devotion on her part, which is a passing
phase, and the similar worship on the part of Shivaji’s mother,
make the least pleasant portions of the book.

Again I can wait in the rain, beneath the withered banyan
on the little hill, with the three robbers who are waylaying the
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amusingly cowardly and optimistic Lalla, eseaping wilh stolen
letters from the desk of Aurungzeb, They (ake him to the
mud castle of the robber haron, Pahar Singh @ these seencs,
though minute, are [ull of spirik, The hunchback (win
brothers, Rama and Lukshmun, arc o pair, Rama is killed
at Tuljapur; bul Lukshmun becomes singularly endearing,
to Tara and to all concerned wilh him.

Taylor made an abiempl Lo draw a picture of Bijapur,
somewhal dealised, a generalion beloie its extinetion, in {he
huge episode which follows. I reaches to one hundred and
sevenly broad pages, the amount ol many a modern novel
Pahar Singh enters Bijapur disguised as a loathly f{olir, firsi
IIindu, then Moslem, to sell the stolen papers Lo the promising
young king, and to save him fiom a conspiracy of Lthe vizier.
One can slill hear his cry, Ulla dilaya to leonga (If God give
I will take), echoing through the unprotected palace. I is
all closely knil narrative, not wordy, which improves with
cach veading. The trouble is Jhat these Bijupur scences arce
too much like a novel by themselves, with a separale alimno-
sphere, and cven a telling climax, the death of the handsome
Persian adventurer on the spob where he had caused many

anolher Lo be exeeuied :

* A shiver seemed Lo pass through him as he closed his eyes
slowly. Not of fear, for the man, a Falalist by ereed and
habit, was meeting his doom sbieally as a brave Moslem can
do ; but a thought had erossed him which would not be put
back—a vision of love and peace—of his givl wife in her rosy
beauty, and of her fair boy, fm1 away at his own wvillage and
home, in the blue mountains of IShorassan and of a fond
aged mother who lived with them, This season they were to
have come to him. Who now would tell thero of his fate %’

This inset in the larger novel, as it scems, covers bul the
space of twenly-four remarkably well-{illed hours. I id
cleverly done. One becomes intimate with a wholesome
Moslem houschold, that of Alzul Khan the Afghan, who Lakes
up the gage of battle against the Maralbas, Afzul Khan
was a complete chucklehead, else he would nol hold the place
which he does in history. e preliy fairly represented
Bijapur. Yc¢b he was a lovable domestic character.  Ifig
daughter Zyne, fourtcen, with her mother’s * bright Georgian



XX1v THE STORY OF MY LIFE

complexion ' gone somewhat browner in these latitudes, is
truly engaging. She is betrothed to the vizier’s son, a negro,
which shows the way races delecioyate. Iler brother IFazil is,
together with Kasim Ali and pcerhaps the youthful Ameer Al
one of Taylor’s only two or three atlractive Moslem lovers.
azil Khan is weaker, yel a charming fellow. Taylor shared
Scott’s tolerance of a bore, to judge by the astrological chatler
of Lurlee Khanum, the stepmother. Yel she is sound-hearted.
There is also a capital family nurse. The entire household,
especially in their freatment of Tara, who twice over falls inlo
their hands, arc an honour to human nature.

The closesl companion of Afzul IXhan is the PPeer Sahib or
priest, the holy man, inciting to the war of faith, pouring out
texts of bloodshed. He is akin to the Covenanters; and it
is a satisfaction to see him finally cut down upon the mountain-
side along with the bluff Afzul Xhan, for whom one grieves.

While Tara is being carried off at midnight from the temples
by Moro Trimmul, both fall into the hands of Ifazil KXhan
during the sacking of Tuljapur which he cannoi{ prevent.
This is how he breaks to her the news which he believes to be
true : * Sit down as thou wast, and may &od keep Lhy heart,
as I tell thee of thy misery. Yesterday there were a father,
a mother, another wile, and thyself, in a happy home. Now
three are gone, and thou ari here.’

Tars’s family has been scattered, not killed. The two
mothers, Radha now settled into a good little wife, first seek
and find Vyas Shastree. Sorely wounded in the defence of
the temple, he has been taken into the house of the Putwari
or village accountani of Sindphul. I would like to draw
attention to the whole of the sixty-fifth chapler, narrating
the family upsetiing, with a dead negro lying in Tara’s garden
above, as an example of the merit Lo which Taylor can attain
by extreme simplicity. All who have known family lile

must feel the following :

‘ or a little time, and as they silently sat beside him . . .
they did not miss Tara ; but Anunda’s mind suddenly misgave
her. Her husband, whom her arrival had aroused, had agan?
fallen into a doze, and she went outside to ask for her. The
whole court had been left to them, and the door of the outer
one was closed. *‘ Tara,” she called gently, several times,
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but there was no reply. She might be asleep, she thought,
in one of the rooms which opened info i, and she searched in

cach in succession. There was no one. Radha joined her.
“ Where is Tara ? " she satd. ‘¢ She should have been with

him,” True, she should have been with her father, but she

was not.
‘ The women turned sick at heart and sal down., A name-

less terror scized them, so absorbing, that they could say
nothing, but that she was not. Anunda dare not ask. Of
the two, RRadha was most sell-possessed. lLooking through

the door, she saw the old Putwari’s wife sitting oulside it, , . .
““The gods have given thee one precious ab_fect, sisler,
and taken the other,” she said. ** Be thankful for whatl js

spared thee)”’”’

Then after an interval, when definile word has been brought
that Tara is a guest in Afzul IChan’s houschold :

‘ Now, for once, there was no indecision or vacillation in the
Shastree’s mind. He could bear easy travelling m a litter;
and Radha should have it by-and-by, when he grew stronger.
He would not delay, and they could yet overtake the army
at Wye, or soon aflerwards. Very litlle ol the houschold
property had been lost, alter all; and Anunda’s store of
moncy was at last Lo prove usclul. That nighl, as with
thankful hearts they spoke of their lost child, they arranged
plans [or setting out to reclaim her ; and their friends, who
crowded aboui them wilh congratulations next day, soon
completed the necessary arrangementls, The third day was
a lucky one, according Lo the planets ; and they moved down
the pass to Sindphul, followed by many friends, and the good
wishes and prayers of all who bhad known Tara trom childhood.’

From the atbtack on Tuljapur, when (he {wo streams of
narrative unile, the story flows onward with a majestic
current Lthrough aboutl the last Lwo-lifths of the novel, the
interest never flagging, The country covered looks limited
on the map, specially for India, being litlle more than
hundred miles in any direction. Yet the atmosphere is large
enough to contain elashing faiths and the rise of a nationalily.
T'wo episodes in. particular are of the first importance.

One is the relation, as if by an eye-witness, of the desiruction
of the Moslem host, treated as retribution for the sacking of
Tuljapur. This was quoted to the length of five pages by
the Edinburgh Review. As Shivaji says: ‘Q, the blind
confidence of these Beejapoor swine! They have neither
eyes nor ears, clse they had guessed we are not as we scem,



XXVI THIE STORY OIF MY LIFK

But the goddess Mother has blinded and deafened them, and
it is as my mother said it would be.’

The picture of Shivaji is implicif throughout the story, and
the more abiding for not being on the surface. This leader
vitalised Hindu history, and was so far a superman Lhat
he believed himscll 10 be, and is beclieved by his country-
men to have been, more than human. Shivaji’s companion,
Tannaji Maloosray, with his solt black eyes, his grave deliberate
manner, is imprcssive in Taylor’s chapters, as in the Maratha
hallads.

The other cardinal episode is Tara’s Sati at Wye. The
rescue by Fazil Khan and Lukshmun makes a gallani sccne.
‘¢ I never kill Brahmuns,” he said through his teeth, ** but
thou art a devil ; > and he struck at Moro Trimmul’s bare
neck with all his force. As the wretched man sank to the earth
under the terrible wound, the hunchback sprang Lo his horse,
clambered upon it like a eat, and Hourishing his bloody sword,
though he struck no one, rode by Fazil’s side onwards,
unharmed.’

A historical novel after the best models, T'ara again becomes
minute yet absorbing domestic drama eoncerning two familics ;
and the end is only wistiully sad. A lifetime of observation
is here: ‘the occasional piping of sleepless plovers’, ©the
huge broad leaf of the feak tree’. The conversations of
humble folkk are richly true to Indian life. One would like
to meel that merchant of Karad, ¢ a pleasant-looking man,
dressed in flowing Arab robes and a green fturban®, who sn
cordially receives Afzul KKhan’s family in gratitude for {ormer
favours.

So the book is packed with good things, though these are
often Jateni, not salient. The recason why the [ronlispiece
in the still current edition is distressing is that the Brahmins
are sealed apparently upon benches as in a dissenting chapel,
not upon the ground. Targ must be called Taylor’s hest and
greal. novel, the one most representative of India.

On the strength of these three novels, the Thug, Tippoo, and
Tara, Taylor appeals for remembrance. It is a world thgt
he has vividly depicted in them. Inthe one-volume editions
they amount to some fifteen hundred pages, or about the bulk
of the work whiech CharloLte Bronté has left.
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A few minds, such as.Waller Scobt’s, hold lighls like those
in cathedral windows, with banners yellow, glorious, golden.
While the mind of Meadows Taylor hardly holds cathedral
colours, it clearly transmil(s Lhe lieht of heaven, which is as
much as can be asked in most eases.  He has vigour, lnnnour,
and poetical fecling, though he could nol wrile good
Verses.

It would be faluous for any olher novelist Lo try Lo portray
certain figures which Taylor has given at full lengbh, While
men care abt all to consider the Thug, the mad Tippoo, and
{the youihful Shivaji, Taylor’s porlrails occupy (he available
space. The most that could be attempled would be the
different figure of the older Shivaji, defying Aurungzeh in full
durbar. Taylor had the knowledge for his purposes, phus Lhe
fusing imagination. IXe says once Lhat he did not undersland
ancient Sanskrit. If he had nol studied this, which for that
matter contains little of the romantic spiril outside Kalhana,
he had to listen Lo Sanskrit deeds in his daily work.

As Taylor’s younger, more successful, and loyal kinsman,
Ienry Reeve, wrote in reviewing T'arq, romance may be [ound
in. the Maratha country, bul seems {o f{lee from (he wvast,
enervating plains of Bengal. Taylor had never been within
a thousand miles of these. Yet it was precisely here Lhat he
must, in pursuance of his scheme, place the climax of his next
novel. Ide seems to {lee in spirit himseclfl from Bengal, for
less than onec hall of Ralph Darnell is loeated there, and thal
without conviction., The best touch is in the menlion of
Clive’s °aclive, hardy Mabrallas, so [ar from (heir dear
western mountains, looking over the sacred river whicl it had
been Lheir envied fale Lo see.  Tlow many a tale of it would be
told amidst the rocky erags and decep jungles of Maharashiia,
when the gallant Bombay Sepoys should retorn !

There is o gull, not in Lime, but in intellect, between Tara,
1863, and Ralph Darnell, 1805, The miracle of Tara was nol,
repeated in fiction, The ¢ temporary cessation of brain power °,
due to overwork in India, of which Dr. Richard Garnetl wriles
in a sympathetic article on Meadows Taylor in Lhe Dictionary’
of National Biography, is appavent in Ralph Darnell.

In {lecing from Bengal Taylor rested in the Iingland of
the eighteenth century, which he had not the requisite
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knowledge to depict. He tried to insert loving references to his
mother’s family, the Mitfords ; and he knew the Northumbrian
speech well. But it is impossible 1o remember one of his north-
country young genllemen as distinct from the other. The
best figure is that of Roger Darnell, the East India merchant
whose fellows were then founding an empire. For good
reasons he has his nephew kidnapped, on one of his own ships,
and brought to Calcutta. The figure of Clive, a stoul colonel
of thirty, lacks grandeur ; nor is anything made of his young
companion Warren Ilastings. There is a perhaps sullicient
accounl of the Black Hole, and of Plassey, which was less than
a feat of arms. Surajah Dowlah appears at some Iength, with
the Acte attendant upon every Nero-—in this case an Afghan
oirl devoid of charm. The hopeless thing 15 the marriage of
General Smithson (Ralph Darnell) to the widow of Surajab
Dowlah, and the way in which, after her death, he cherishes
a bedizened image of her in a mysterious bedroom.

To write, as in this novel, ¢ Sir Horace Walpole,” Jacobin for
Jacobite, and Don for Dom ; or, as in the History of India,
‘all sexes and ages’, * the el Chico blanco’, * Monsieurs ’, and
‘ Edward * Pottinger for the defender of Herat—to do, or to
allow printers to do, this sort of thing, is to live in a world of
blurred outlines, where nothing much matters. It is idle Lo
say that such things are unimportant : they make the works
where they occur seem unimportant.

All writers sometimes have to say * you’, but a snare lurks
in any possible use of the ‘we’. It is easy to tell, from one
conspicuous resull, two of the authors whom Taylor was
reading during the writing of Ralph Darnell and of Seela.
“ If I had the power and the ingenuity of Mr. Trollope ’, these
conversalions of English folk would be more workmanlike,
*If I had the geniug of the late Mr. Thackeray, I’ could
have given a more convincing picture of the middle of the
eighteenth century. Taylor caught from them the hatelul
habit of buttonholing the dear reader, which barely appears al
the end of Tara. Ile cxaggerated it well-nigh beyond belief,

even to * O patient reader °,
In 1870 appeared his Ilistory of India; and in 1872 Seelq,

the third member of the trilogy.
This novel is not as Ralph Darnell and 4 Noble Queen. I
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is a pathetic tale of woman’s love; and Miss Taylor has
testified to its popularity among women readers. Seela is
also of importance in the development of the Indian novel as
the parenl of a progeny. While nol the earliesl novel of the
Muliny, it was long the most notable. It also set the key, in
many respeets, for the novel of true love in India. The mixed
marriage which seems so promising yeb gradually Decomes
less so, the deliverance [rom an impossible position by Lhe
heroine dying for her husband, even the placing of her among
the most attractive and light-coloured of {he Llrade castes,
the goldsmiths, if one wanls to avoid the incessant Brahming---
these delails quickly beecame [ormulas for the imilative.

Seeta is thus pionecr work, ol more his{oricdl than sub-
stantive value. The execution is fumbling. Slrange to say,
Taylor, who had lived memorably through the Muliny, whosc
account of it in his autobiography, though not in his Ilisiory,
is so good, failed to render it impressively in fietion. The
country where things happen is indclerminate. Tt is largely
Taylor’s own Berar, yvet is stated Lo be some hundreds of miles
1o the north, where IIindi is spoken. Taylor’s Anglo-Indians
of the Muliny are nol so amateur as his English men and
women of a cenbury earlier ; bul they do not live, The novel
begins {olerably, as is easy. It cven holds for Lhe fivst quarler
or so, unlil the marriage. Nothing here ig beller than the figure
of Seeta’s grandfather. Secla is a sweet and noble character, .
over whom many iears have been shed.

On his last voyage Lo India Colonel Taylor had with him
a copy of Seela, then his latest novel in book lorm, whicl went
the rounds of his fellow-pasgengers. Ilis skill in deseribing
female dress, Buropean and Indian, was mueh noled, 'This
is specially evident in his later writings ; Lthough he is never
so trying as George Iliol in certain chaplers, where she early
betrays her sex.

At this time 4 Noble Queen was appearing serinlly : it
came out in volumes in 1878, Thiy work leaves a mere blur
in the mind, after the most conscientious readings, It is
the story of a local heroine of Bijapur and Ahmednagar, The
dafe is about 1600, some 1wo generalions earlier than Z'ara.
Kuropeans are here represented by the Porluguese on the coast.
Portugucse names and traits are confounded with Spanish ;
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and indced thus was the perplexing period when Portugal
was exploiled by Spain. Nothing is made, on the onc hand,
of the terrors of the Portuguese Inquisition, or on the other
of the Empcror Akbar, then growing old, yet eager of heart,
and campaigning, for the only time, on the dusty plains of Lhe
Deccan: even the great ncgro minister of Ahmednagar is
left out. The day lor attempting such figures had passed.
It would be a mistake ever Lo reprint Ralph Darnell and 4
Noble Quern.

The six novels here discussed appeared at the dates given,
first in three volumes and afterwards in one each. Together
with the Iistory of India and the autobiography, they malke
up Taylor’s independent work in book form. Search Dby a
helper has disclosed at the India Office scraps not Lo be found
even in the British Museum catalogue, such as The Faial
Armlet : a Legcnd of Ellichpur, Deccan, reprinted at Bombay
in 1872. There are reprinted lectures, articles, with contribu-
tions to architectural and other works, sometimes specimens
of the actual sketehing which Taylor always loved.

The Story of my Life was completed in 1874, It depended,
not on an old man’s uncertain recollections, but on the mass
of correspondence which had passed between Taylor and his
father. The style is equal to that of his best early work,
strong, supple, varied, although when he wrote it he was
beset by many infirmities and blindness was approaching.
In the inferior books his style is often woolly, Latinistic, and
confused, amounting to a confusion of thought ; nor docs he
realise the wealiening effect of such insertions as ‘ almost ’,
*perhaps ’, ¢ as it were’, * so to speal . There is also a curious
insecurity in the use of pronouns of refcerence, of which an
isolated examplz occurs in the autobiography : ‘I stopped
the elephants, and the Resident addressed them.’

The Life was brought out by Blackwood in 1877, under
Miss Meadows Taylor’s supervision ; and Lhis is the {exi which,
by kind permission of Messrs. Blackwood, is here followed.
The one-volume edition of 1878 and the convenient abridged
edition of 1882 were brought out altogether from the publlshel S
office.

While working ai this Jabour of love during the last two
years I have been confined to the near neighbourhootl of Land’s
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End, and not had access Lo Lhe large librarics.  Bul Meadows
Taylor, an author neither learned nor recondite, should not
be heavily annotated. I could have done more with pleasure,
and hope I bave not done too much., In addition to the
annotation I have nothing lo say. Mvery time I go through
the Life il secems to me more beautifully done, and of absorb-
ing interest. No wonder that the people whom Meadows
Taylor ruled in India loved him. IIere was a man with heart
and with brain. Ile is apl to be particularly good when
telling a ghosl story, a tiger or an clephant story. Can o
betler recommendation be desired ?

In a world where so many Lhings matler, spelling, cerlainly
the spelling of Indian names, luckily does nol matter. Il is
only a point ol convenicnee. Yei for Lhis reason it 15 well Lo
follow thankflully, Lthough not pedantically, and wilthoul (he
accents, that TTunterian system which in its beginnings vexed
Taylor halfl a century ago, To this I have broughl the Indinn
names inn L'he Story of my Lafe, yet vespeclfully and regretfally,
not wilh precision. I have left unlouched only a [ew words,
such as Beydur, which scemed too much bound up with
Taylor’s life; Ooty, one of the preltiecst of names for one of
the pretiiest of places, of which I am able to prinl an original
impression by Macaulay’s nephew; or old poclical streams
like the Nurbudda and the Krishna, But the only rule of
safety, for those who do not wish to give their minds Lo such
things, is to agree as quickly as may Dbe with the Imperial
Gazetieer.

To the same greal compilation I am proud (o be indebted
for the beaulifully clear map, at the end of this volune, of
Hyderabad State, where Meadows Taylor's working life wasg
spendt. .. |
Paragraphing and punctualion are unchanged, Several
mistakes, probably of printers, natural in a posthumous work,
have been indicated ; while others have been quiclly set
right, Miss Taylor admirably carried out her loving labour
in the editing of the original cdition. To Taylor's very lew

footnotes T have pul his initials, M, ‘L.
°If I mentioned all who have helped me the list would be,

as old Colonel Wilks says, ¢ long and respectable’. Hirst, of

all, thanks are due to Messrs. Blackwood for the permission to
' f}
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reprint ; Lo Miss Meadows Taylor for similar permission,
and for many contributions; and to Lllenry Reeve’s daughter,
Mrs. Ogilvie of Chesters, Ancrumy [or permission {o use her
[ather’s Preface. Iurther thanks are given Lo DMessrs,
Allen & Unwin for the illusirative exlracts from Seeie and
from 4 Noble Queen ; to Messrs., Longmans for Lhe extracls
made from Taylor’s Ilistory and [rom the Life of Ienry
Reeve ; to My, Murray for similar use of the Iafe of DBrian
Houghton Hodgson; to Mr. C. H. Buckland, among other
things, for the unresiricted use of his indispensable Dictzonary
of Anglo-Indian Biography ; to Mr. I, 11, Skrine for the matter
in his Life of Sir VW. W. Hunter which fits in so well as an
additional chapter to Taylor’s autobiography, and for other
help ; to Dr. William Crooke for the note which he has con-
tributed on the modern Beydurs, and for other help ; and Lo
Sir George Trevelyan for the account of Macaulay’s stay at
Ooty and for his own impression of the place a gencration
later. The [rontispiece portrait of Colonel Taylor is used
with the kind permission of {he photographcrs, Messrs.
Chancellor, of Dublin, while this and the interesting skelch
of Caplain Taylor by Counl D’Orsay eighty years ago were
contributed by Miss Taylor.

There has been some trouble in gelting answers to letters.
One important communication turned up from India after
a twelvemonth. The oldest of the serious students ol Indian
history, Sir George Birdwood, died while {rying to assist me;
while the contributions of the youngest, Miss Lilian M Pensnn,
arc noted in the following pages.

HENRY BRUCH.

SINNEN, CORNWALL,
July 1918.
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For several years Defore his death, the writer of Lhese Memoiry
had been urged by his friends to leave on record some aceount,
of his adventurous and useful life. The materials al hand
were authentic and abundant ; {or, not only was he possessed
of an excellent memory and great powers of retaining and
narrating numerous and complicalted details with cntire
accuracy, bul during the forty ycars he spent in India, he
carried on a copious correspondence with his father and olher
members of his Tamily, and a greal portion of these voluminous
Ietters has been not only prescrved, bul carelully Lranscribed
in England. I venture, therclore, to say that nolhing is
related in these volumes upon vague recolleclion or traditional
evidence, but every incident is told as it happened.

Although it was not the fale of Meadows Taylor Lo rise (o
a high rank in the civil or military administration ol India,
and he cannol lay claim to the distinelion and fame which
belong to the illustrious {founders and servants of the Brilish
Empire in the Hast, there were civeumslances in his eureer
not less remarkable than in lhe lives of preater men. Il
was onc of the last of those who wentl oul Lo Tndia ay simple
advenlurers—{o use the term in no disparaging sense, [or
Clive and Dupleix were no more—and who achieved whatever
success he had in life solely by his own energy and perseverance,
independent of the patronage of the great Company or the
authority of the Crown. A lad of {ifteen, aller a few years
spent at a second-rate school, and a [ew months in the drudgery
of a Liverpool merchant’s-counting-house, is sent Lo Bombay
upon a vague and fallacious promisc ol mercantile employment.

IL was long before the days of Indian examinations and
xxxiil
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Competition Wallahs. Arrived al DBombay, the house of
husiness he was 1o enler proved {o be no betier than a shop,
and its chicf an embarrasged traddesman., By the influence
and assistance of a kinsman, a commission was obtained for
the misfortune-stricken boy in the Nizam’s mililary contingent.
Thus only he started in life, But the stress of circumstances
and the tenacity of his own character bad already taught
him the all-important lesson of self-reliance and independence.
Already, on the voyage, he had commenced the study of
Eastern languages, Lo whichh he applied himsell with extireme
assiduity in his new position, perceiving that until a man has
mastered the language of a country, he can know litlle of ils
inhabitants, and may remain for ever a stranger {o the in-
telligence and the hearts of ihose over whom he cxercises
authority. His perfect acquaintance with the languages of
Southern India, Telugu, and Marathi, as well as IHindustani,
was no doubt the foundation of his exlraordinary influcnce
over the natives of the country, and of his insight inlo Lheir
motives and charactcr. It was also the first step to his advance-
ment in his profession. At seventeen he was employed as
interpreter on courts-martial, and recommended for much
higher duty by the Resident ; and at eighteen he {ound himself
Assistant Police Superintendent of a district comprising a
population of a million souls. Nor were the dulies of that
office light. They involved not only dircet authority over
the ordinary relations of sociely, but the active pursuit of
bands of dacoits, Thugs, and robbers, who infested a half-
civilised territory, Oecasionally, mililary expeditions were
necessary to reduce some lawless chiel of higher degree to
obedicnce. The head of the police was, in short, the repre-
sentative of law and order in a wild counlry. These dulies,
at this carly age, Meadows Taylor performed, and with
such success as {o meril the notice of (he sagacious old
Minister ol the Nizam, Chandu Lal, and the approval of the
Resident.

It would be superfluous in this preface Lo notice the details
of his advancement in life, which are more lully related Y
himsell in the following pages. Bul 1 may venture to point
out one or two considerations on which the simplicity and
modesty of his own nature forbade him to dwell. By mere
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perseverance and industry, he carried on the work of soll-
edueation through life, with very remarkable vesulls ¢ and
this, chiefly, at military stajions in the interior of the Decean,
with no advantages ol books or Iuropean sociely. llaving
mastered the native Janguages, he soon found thai the govern-
ment of an Indian district and population means that lnglish
intelligence, integrily, and fovesighl are to supply all that is
wanting in these respects to a less civilised people; and he
applied himself to make good [rom such resources as he
posscssed all these deficiencies, Thus he taught himscll the
art, and even invented a new method, of land-surveying,
because the revenue selilement of the countlry depends upon
it ; and without augmenling the burdens ol the people, he
largely increased the revenue of the State in several dislricls.
He taught himself enginecering, because the construction ol
roads, tanks, and buildings was an cssential part of the
improvement of the country. Ilc acquired a considerable
knowledge of law, bolh Ilindu, Mobanuedan, and Inglish,
because he had to administer justice Lo the people ; and he
framed for himself a simple code and rules ol procedure
applicable 10 a couniry where there were no courts of law
and no written laws at all. Ile studied geology and bolany,
because he observed the dircet bearing of these sciences on
the productiveness of the soil. Ile brought 1o the knowledge
of BEurope the curious antiquities of Southern India, so nearly
allied in form to some of the remains of Iveland, Cornwall,
and France. Ile beguiled his leisure liours wilh painting and
music, in which he had, I know not how, acquired considerable
proficiency ; and he cultivated literalure with no mean
success, as 18 proved by Lhe series of novels, beginning with
the Confessions of a Thug, in which the manners and super-
stitions of India are portrayed with wonderful fidelity, and
by the Manual of Indian Ilistory, which i3 the mosl complete
summary In existence of (he annals of that country, Ilig
various literary produclions, which have stood the lest of
time, and still exercise a fascinating power over the reader,
are not so much works of imagination as living piclures of
the men and women amongst whom he dwelt. There is
hardly a character in Lhese volumes that was not deawn from
some real person, whom he had seen and known in his various
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expeditions or in the repression of erime. And he acquired,
as il by nature, an extraordinary force and {lexibility of style,
which brings the native of India, with his peculiar forms of
language, his superstitions, his virtues, and his crimes, within
the range of the English reader, as no other work has done.
The tales of Tara, Rulph Darnell, Tippoo Sullaun, and Seela,
were designed by their author to mark the prinecipal epochs
of Indian history at long inlervals of time, and the state of
sociely in cach of them ; and they form & compleie work,
which deserves to retain a lasting place in English literature.
And when it is considered that they werc for the most part
writlien by a young officer who gpent his life in active service,
remote from all literary socicty, they are an asionishing
proo{ of natural genius. I mention these things, not by way
ol panegyric, bul beeause I hope that many a young Xnglish-
man may enter upon the duties of an Indian career with this
book in his pocket, and may learn from it what may be done,
in the course ol a single life, 1o devclop and improve his own
characler and altainmenls, and to promotc the wellare of the
people committed Lo his charge.

But there 15 a higher element and a more important lesson
in this record of a lifc spenl in 1he service of India. Meadows
Taylor gave to the people of India not only his head, but his
heart. He had the liveliest sympathy and affection f{or
the natives of India. 'Thoroughly understanding their
traditions and their manners, he Lreated men and women of all
ranks with the consideration and respect due to an ancient
socicty. The wild Beydurs whom he encountered upon his
first arrvival al Shorapur—men who were the terror of the
country and the myrmidons of the court—said to him, alter
their first mlerview, ¢ We perceive Lhat you respect us, and
we will be faithful to you for ever,” And in the more polished
spheres of Indian life he touched the pride of the nalive
nobility with so lighl and kindly a hand, that they were as
cager 1o court his [riendship, as Lthe peasantry were to receive
his counsel and his bencfits. Brilish rule in India has, beyond
all doubt, conferred the great benefits of peace and civilisation
on the couniry; bul il is somelimes wanting in gentleness
and sympathy. There lies probably its greatest danger
in the futurc. Some examples there are ol men who have
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touched the hearts of the natives and enjoyed in relurn Lheir
enthusiastic and devoted regard, sueh as the Lawrences,
Outram, and Malcolm ; buf, they are rare. I Lthink the author
of these recollections was one of lhem, Wherever he wenl,
the natives knew and believed Lhal they had o proteclor and
a friend. The sphere of his power and influence was not wide,
at least in comparison with the vast extenl and population
of the Indian Empire ; bul as far as il extended they were
complete. Probably there were few men in India who, al
the moment of the Mutiny of 1857, could have crossed the
river into Berar withoul (roops, and held a Grm grasp on the
passions of an exciled people: and lhe conlidence inspived
by men of this characler largely contribuled Lo save (he sonlh
of India from the calamities which were devasiating Lhe
North - Western Provinces of Bengal., Not only was Lhe
maintenance of peace in Lhe Deecan a malter of the utmost
importance 1o Lhe suppression of the disturbances in the
North-West, but Colonel Taylor was able mosl malerially
to assist Lhe operations of Sir Llugh Rose'’s army by moving
up catile and supplics, which were indispensable (o the
sustenance of the lroops.

The chief object we have in view in giving these volumes
Lo the world, and the chiel objecl of Lhe aulhor in wriling
them, is to impress upon those who may be called upon Lo
Lake any part in (he adminisiration of India, and cspecially
on the young men who now annually leave our schools and
examination papers for thal puarpose, thalb their ability,
happiness, and success in Lhe greal work belore them, will
depend very muell on the estimate they form of the native
characler, and on the respeet and regord they show to the
natives in the scveral ranks of sociely. 'The highesl are on
a par with the oldest and proudest aristocrpey in the world.
The lowesl are entitled to be Lreated as membors of an old
and civilised socieiy.*

Meadows Taylor was never, properly speaking, in the e¢ivil
service of the Hasl India Company og the Crown, nor did he

L In Tippoo Sullaun Taylor makes one of his young Indian oflicors,
at home on leave, insist, ag he lumsel didd (see oponing of Chapter V1.
below) upon the ‘highly wvilised and cultivated character’® of tho

people of the country.
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hold any military appointmenti in the British Indian Army.
IIe was through life an ollicer of the Nizam. ll¢ never even
visited Caleutta or Bengal. Bulf, the administration of the
Nizam, bolh civil and military, is, Lo a ceriamn extenl, that
of a protected government, and is largely influenced by (he
decisions and policy of the Governor-General of India in
Council. When it became a question of appointing an ollicer
to administer a province, though that province might be a
dependency of the Nizam, it was not unnatural thai the
selection of an English servant of that prince, without rank
in the British service, should be viewed with some hesitation
and jealousy, boih at the India Board and at Calcutta. It
was probably owing to this cause thal dumng the adminislra-
tion of Sir II. Hardinge, and when Captain Meadows Taylox
had barely surmounted his first difliculties al Shorapur, he was
disagreeably surprised by & note from the private sceretary
of the Governor-General informing him that the appoiniment
of anolher agent at Shorapur, unconnected with the recent
events in that State, was required, and in conlemplalion.
Upon the reccipt of this intelligence, no motive having been
assipned [lor the intended change, Captain Taylor’s [riends
in England took steps Lo ascertain whether there were grounds
to justify it. I find among my own papers lhe following
letter to myself from the late Mr John Stuart Mill, beiter
known. to the world for his philosophical writings, than for the
eminent public services he rendered for so many years, in
the capacity of Examiner, or Political Secretary, to the Iast
India Company. It may be inserted here as the highest
testimony 10 the merits of Caplain Taylor as an adminig-
trator, from a most competent observer —

InpiA Houss, 23d Sept, 1846,

My DEAR Sin,—You can hardly f{eel more interesied in
preventing the removal of Captain Meadows Taylor [from
Shorapur than I do mysecli, because (L0 say nothing of personal
congideralions) I have a very high opinion of the merits of
his administration of Shorapur. I may say, indeed, that his
being at Shorapur now is owing to me, for some expressions
of approval and praise in a despatlch written by me was what
induced the Indian Government to suspend their intention
of replacing him by a civil servant ol lhe Company, and to
refer the matter home, I have endeavoured to induce the
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Court of Directors Lo negative the proposition, 1 do not,
however, expecl Lo obtain anything so decided, s they do
not think it right to fetter the Indian Governmenl e 1bs
choice of instruments. DBub as the Court will cerlainly give
no encouragemenl to the project, 1 think il will blow over,
and Captain Taylor will remain.~—Very Lruly yours,

J. &, Mrrr.

And in a seecond letter, writlen by Mr. Mill o lew days
later, he added :—

Whatcever may be the cause Lhat is working against, Caplain
Taylor, I am convinced that Fraser (Lhe Resident at Ilyderabad)
has nothing to do with it, Iraser, as far as 1 know, has
always writlen to Government very mueh in his favour,
Captain Taylor is quile in error if he supposes that the
Nazaranal business has done him any harm. Xraser did not
agree wilh him on that subjeet, but 1he home authorilies and

Sir H. Ilardinge did, and do most strenuously.

, The cloud did blow over, Caplain Taylor’s merils were
acknowledged at home and at Caleulta, and he remained at
Shorapur many years. Indeed, when the arrangement was
made with 1the Nizam for the iguidation of the claims of Lhe
British Government by the cession of certain portions of
territory, the district of Weslern Berar was placed under
the management of Captlain Taylor ; and the serviees rendered
by him were so far cventually recognised by the Governmendt
of India, that he retived, after more Lhan thirty-eight years®
service,® wilh the pension ol hig rank in the British service,
not unaccompanicd with honorary distinelions, which e
valued.

The time i3 past when so adventurous and singular a
career is possible in India or elsewhere. The world grows

1 Qccagional ducs, especially upon accession, As will be seen in
the text, theso had been an oxecuse for great oxtortion by tho Nizam's
Gowernment against Shorapur., Taylor was keen to defend the intorests
of the lesser State.

® This would run quile to the end of 1862, more than two years aftor
Taylor had left India in 1880,
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more methodical, and routine lakes the place of mdividual
effort. But the same qualitics of head and hearl are slill the
only guides to suceess in the government ol a people dilferent
from ourselves in race, religion, and manners, but united to

Great Britain by a common allegiance and common dulies.

IHENRY REERVLE,
Foxmorns, 25tk Sept. 1877.
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THE STORY OF MY LIFI

CITAPTER 1
1808--24

I was born in Slaler Sirecl, Liverpool, on the 25ith day of
Scptember 1808, My [father, Mr. Philip Meadows Taylor,
was the only surviving son ol the Rev. Philip Taylor, of
Old Court, Harold’s Cross, in the counly of Dublint® My
mother was the youngest daughter of Bertram Mitlord, Lisq.,
of Mitford Caslle, in Lhe county of Northumberland, one of
the most ancient Saxon [amilies ol Emngland, which still
(lourishes, from its origin, beyond the Conquest, 1o the

1 This useful pedigree has been kindly extiacted for me by the
Reverend Canon Taylor, vicar of Si. Just in Penwilh, from the Familice

Minorum Gentium, page 1104, published by tho Haaleian Society.

John Taylor, D.D., - Lilis Jenkins.

of Norwich,
d. 1781

—r—l gy anmy gl ] e p— e b Y, i .

l
Richard Tavlor-=Margaret Mantdows.

of Norwiech,
merchant,
d, 1762.

| L . -

Phillp Tavior =Anna Moria, John I’l."uylnr = Suaanng, dau, of
of Dubln, dau, of Isano Wold, of Norwicly, | John Cooke.
minister of | D.D, morchant,
religlon, d, 1820,

b, 1747,

d. 1881,

oo T T
‘Plﬁlileﬂadnwsteu. 1807, Jane Sarah=John Austin, Susan=llonry Roeovy,
Taylor, Honord, dau, of author of M.D,
Bertram Milford, Jureprudence,
of Mitford Castle,
o (Jo. Northumberland.

Philip Meadows Taylor,
b. 25th Sopt. 1808,
d, 13th May 1876,



2 TILE STORY O MY LABL |CHAP. I

present lime, in the enjoyment of its ancient privileges and
estates.?

My father’s ancestors werc of o N orth Luncashire [amily,
and have been lraced to Lancaster, where Lhey were known
in the fifleenth century. They reckoned many men of sierling
worth and repulation among their number ; and one, Dr. John
Taylor, author of (he IHebrew Concordance, is well known to
this day.? The Taylors intermarried wilh the Marlineau
family, after the former had removed Lo Norwich, which
became their stronghold; and there the pleasani friendly
vatherings and inlercourse with Mr. and Mis., DBarbauld, Siv
J. B. Smith, and other celebrities of the fime, are nol yelL
Torgotten.?

Without making any boast of pedigree, I can at leasi
claim descent from iwo ancient (amilies of KEngland—one
Puritan, the other Royalist—and my parenls [(aithlully pre-
served these hereditary distinetions to the last.

My I[ather was cduecaled partly in Germany, and there
learnt to appreciate Lhe advantages of rifles over ordinary
muskets. Ile assisted in raising o volunteer rifle corps in
Liverpool, which he commanded as execulive captlain, the
Earl of Derby being Lhe colonel ; and thus had, I believe, the
merit of being the {first to inlroduce the rifle system into
England. ‘Chis fact was recognised by ihe War Ollice at a
comparatively late period. In 1807 my father and mother
were married al Walton Church, I.ancashire. Five sons were

1 In Ralph Darnell, chapler x., is a paragraph deseribing Mitford
Castle, ‘The site combines the utmost piclu