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Anthony Trollope was the fourth son of Thomas Anthony Trollope, a barrister.  Thomas Trollope, though a clever and well-educated man and a Fellow of New College, Oxford, was gloomy, ill-tempered, and improvident.  His law practice gradually fell away.  In addition, his ventures into farming proved unprofitable Finally, the unkindest cut of all, he lost an expected inheritance when an wealthy bachelor uncle in his dotage suddenly married and started producing heirs! The family fortunes sank lower and lower each year.  
Nonetheless, the father came from a genteel background, with connections to the landed gentry, and so wished to educate his sons as gentlemen and for them to attend Oxford or Cambridge. In 1822, at the age of seven, Anthony became a day-boy at Harrow School. After three years, he was transferred to a private school for two years, then  to Winchester College for three years, then back to Harrow. Attempts at University scholarships were abortive. He was a large, awkward, uncouth boy, ill-clad and often dirty, and felt an unhappy outcast among the young aristocrats and plutocrats he met at these famous schools, where he had no money and no friends, and was bullied a great deal.
In 1827, his mother Frances Trollope moved to America with Trollope's three younger siblings. Among the wildcat projects afoot at this time was the setting up of a bazaar in Cincinnati for the sale of English goods. The bazaar (a horrible architectural monstrosity) was actually built, but the enterprise failed dismally and his mother returned to England in 1831. His father Thomas' affairs were going from bad to worse. Thomas gave up his legal practice entirely and failed to make enough income from farming to pay the rent. In 1834 he fled to Belgium to avoid arrest for debt. Fortunately, Frances, who had commenced authorship in 1832 with Domestic Manners of the Americans, was rapidly making a name for herself as a writer, and was soon earning a good income. The whole family moved to a house near Bruges, where they lived entirely on her earnings.  Thomas Trollope died at the end of 1835.
In Belgium, Anthony was offered a commission in an Austrian cavalry regiment. In order to accept it, he needed to learn French and German; he had a year in which to acquire both these languages. To learn them without expense to himself and his family, he took a position in a school in Brussels, which made him the tutor of thirty boys. After six weeks of this, however, he received an offer of a clerkship in the British General Post Office, obtained through a family friend. He returned to London in the fall of 1834 to take up this post. 
By so narrow a margin did the world lose a gallant Austrian cavalry officer, and gain one of the finest and most prolific English novelists.
But not so fast. At first, all the  world gained was a rather indifferent public servant. According to Trollope, "the first seven years of my official life were neither creditable to myself nor useful to the public service." At the Post Office, he acquired a reputation for unpunctuality and insubordination. A debt of £12 to a tailor fell into the hands of a moneylender and grew to over £200; the lender regularly visited Trollope at his work to demand payments.  Trollope uses his intimate knowledge of such unscrupulous usury to good purpose in the fourth Barset novel, Framley Parsonage. Trollope hated his work, but saw no alternatives and lived in constant fear of dismissal. 
Move to Ireland
In 1841, an opportunity to escape offered itself. A deputy postal surveyor in central Ireland was reported as being incompetent and in need of replacement. The position was not regarded as a desirable one at all; but Trollope, in debt and in trouble at his office, volunteered for it; and his supervisor, William Maberly eager to be rid of him, appointed him to the position. 
Although he had arrived with a bad character from London, his new supervisor resolved to judge him on his merits; by Trollope's account, within a year he had the reputation of a valuable public servant. His salary and travel allowance went much farther in Ireland than they had in London, and he found himself enjoying a measure of prosperity. He took up fox hunting, which was to become a lifelong passion. His professional role as a post-office surveyor brought him into contact with Irish people, and he found them pleasant company: "The Irish people did not murder me, nor did they even break my head. I soon found them to be good-humoured, clever – the working classes very much more intelligent than those of England – economical and hospitable." 
Trollope at this time matured and acquired social graces, outgrowing his “hobbledehoyhood”, a term he favored to describe an awkward, socially inept young man. He used it often to describe such a youth in the fourth chronicle of Barset.  He became engaged to Rose Heseltine, a banker’s daughter when he had been in Ireland for a year. Because of Trollope's debts and her lack of a fortune, they were unable to marry until 1844. 

Early works
Though Trollope was resolved to become a novelist, he had accomplished very little writing during his first three years in Ireland. At the time of his marriage, he had only written the first of three volumes of his first novel, The Macdermots of Ballycloran. Within a year of his marriage, he finished that work. 
Trollope began writing on the numerous long train trips around Ireland he had to take as a Post Office inspector. Setting very firm goals about how much he would write each day, he eventually became one of the most prolific writers of all time. He was not above dipping into the "lost-letter" box for ideas. 
Many of his earliest novels have Ireland as their setting. Trollope wrote four novels about Ireland. Two were written during the Great Famine of the mid-19th century, while another deals with the famine as a theme. In England, the reception of the Irish works left much to be desired. One editor wrote to Trollope, "It is evident that readers do not like novels on Irish subjects as well as on others". 

Authorial success
In 1851, Trollope was sent to England, charged with investigating and reorganizing rural mail delivery in a portion of the country. The two-year mission took him over much of Great Britain, often on horseback. Trollope describes this time as "two of the happiest years of my life". In the course of it, he visited Salisbury Cathedral; and there, according to his autobiography, he conceived the plot of The Warden, which became the first of the six Barsetshire novels. Back in Ireland, his postal work delayed the beginning of writing for a year. The novel was published in 1855, in an edition of 1000 copies, with Trollope receiving half of the profits: £9 8s. 8d. in 1855, and £10 15s. 1d. in 1856. Although the profits were not large, the book received notices in the press, and brought Trollope to the attention of the novel-reading public. 
He immediately began work on Barchester Towers, the second chronicle of Barset; upon its publication in 1857, he received an advance payment of £100 against his share of the profits. Like The Warden, Barchester Towers did not obtain large sales, but it helped to establish Trollope. In his autobiography, Trollope writes, "It achieved no great reputation, but it was one of the novels which novel readers were called upon to read." For the following novel, The Three Clerks, he was able to sell the copyright for a lump sum of £250; he preferred this to waiting for a share of future profits. 
 Return to England
Although Trollope had been happy and comfortable in Ireland, he felt that as an author, he should live within easy reach of London. Postal missions to Egypt, Scotland, and the West Indies in 1858-59 were significant distractions. In 1859, he sought and obtained a position in the Post Office in England as Surveyor General, at £800 a year. Later in that year he moved to Waltham Cross, about 12 miles from London, where he lived for twelve years. 
In late 1859, Trollope learned of a new publication, the Cornhill Magazine, to be edited by William Makepeace Thackeray. He wrote to the latter, offering to provide short stories. Thackeray urged Trollope to contribute, offering £1000 for a novel, provided that a substantial part of it could be available to the printer within six weeks. Trollope offered Castle Richmond, which he was then writing; but the magazine declined to accept an Irish story, and suggested a novel dealing with English clerical life as had Barchester Towers. Trollope then devised the plot of Framley Parsonage, setting it near Barchester so that he could make use of characters from the earlier novels. It proved enormously popular, establishing Trollope's reputation with the novel-reading public and amply justifying the high price the magazine had paid for it. 
By the mid-1860s, Trollope had reached a fairly senior position in the Post Office. Postal history credits him with introducing the pillar box (the ubiquitous bright red cylindrical mail-box) in the United Kingdom. However, in 1867, having been passed over for promotion, Trollope resigned his position at the Post Office, having by that time saved enough to forfeit his pension. He was earning a substantial income from his novels. He had overcome the awkwardness of his youth, made good friends in literary circles, and hunted enthusiastically.
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Beverley campaign
Trollope had long dreamt of taking a seat in the House of Commons.  In 1868, he agreed to stand as a Liberal candidate in a borough of Yorkshire. Party leaders apparently took advantage of Trollope's eagerness to run and willingness to spend money on a campaign. He never had a chance. He described his period of campaigning in Beverley as "the most wretched fortnight of my manhood". He spent a total of £400 on his campaign, and finished last of four candidates. The fictional Percycross election in Ralph the Heir is closely based on this experience. 

Later years
After this ill-fated venture into politics, Trollope concentrated entirely on his literary career. While continuing to produce novels rapidly, he also edited the St Paul's Magazine, which published several of his novels in serial form.

In 1871, Trollope made the first of two trips to Australia with his wife and their cook, to visit their younger son, Frederic, who was a sheep farmer. He wrote his novel Lady Anna during the voyage. In Australia, he spent a year “exploring coast and plain by steamer and stagecoach". 
They returned via New Zealand and the United States. Back in England, now settled in London, he worked, as was his habit, to a regular and rigorous schedule. Rising at 5:30, he would write till 11:00. The goal was 40 pages per week. Later, he might  ride, play whist at the Garrick Club, and dine with  some of his many friends. This routine was interrupted (though he never stopped writing) by journeys to Ceylon and Australia (1875), to South Africa (1877), and to Iceland (1878) . 
Outwardly Trollope was a loud, heavy, booming man, in the mold of the British hunting squirearchy. He was often unacceptable to colleagues and superiors, but generosity and innate modesty made him beloved by those who knew him well. " Although not quite six feet in height," writes Michael Sadleir, "his broad shoulders, fine head and vigorous power of gesture gave an impression of size beyond his actual inches .... His voice was bass and resonant.... His laugh was, at its healthiest, a bellow. For so large a man, he was easy of movement and could sit a horse, if not with elegance at least with monumental certainty. He was a strong walker, a good eater, a connoisseur of wine, and an insatiable disputant.”
Works and reputation
After his death Trollope's literary reputation sank low, and he was regarded as something of a journeyman of letters. This arose partly from the revelation in his Autobiography that he treated literature as a trade and wrote by the clock, and for money.. Trollope is, in fact, supreme in his own field, but it is a narrow field: the ordinary life of upper middle-class England (and especially clerical England) of his time. Though there is a good deal of implied satire on worldly, place-hunting clerics, there is none of the burning social indignation of a Dickens, and in humor, too he is inferior to this master. Aphoristically, he might be described as the chronicler par excellence of storms in teacups. Hawthorne, in a letter of February 11, 1860 to his publisher Fields, asks "Have you ever read the novels of Anthony Trollope? They precisely suit my taste; solid, substantial, written on strength of beef and through inspiration of ale, and just as real as if some giant had hewn a great lump out of the earth and put it under a glass case, with all its inhabitants going about their daily business, and not suspecting that they were made a show of." 

Henry James also expressed mixed opinions of Trollope. The young James wrote some scathing reviews of Trollope's novels (The Belton Estate, for instance, he called "a stupid book, without a single thought or idea in it ... a sort of mental pabulum"). He also made it clear that he disliked Trollope's habit of addressing readers directly. However, James thoroughly appreciated Trollope's attention to realistic detail.
Writers such as Thackeray, Eliot and Collins admired and befriended Trollope, and George Eliot noted that she could not have embarked on so ambitious a project as Middlemarch without the precedent set by Trollope in his vivid portrayal of the fictional Barsetshire.

Trollope enjoyed a critical renaissance in the 1960s, and again in the 1990s. Some critics today have a particular interest in Trollope's portrayal of women — he caused remark even in his own day for his deep insight and sensitivity to the inner conflicts caused by the position of women in Victorian society.  Recently, interest in Trollope has increased. A Trollope Society flourishes in the United Kingdom, as does its sister society in the United States. 
Among the few words of wisdom I still retain from my father is his advice, “Don’t read Trollope til you’re old”.  Admittedly he has a leisurely discursive style well suited to the retired life style.  As a member of the Program Committee, I perhaps should apologize to the youngsters among us, and hope that they have not found this introduction to Barsetshire premature. If so, wait a few decades.  You’ll love him!
