
PREFACE.

with some of the nearest and dearest friends of
the deceased, did me the honour to request that I
would take charge of the papers, with the object of
founding upon them a Memoir of the life of Lord
Metcalfe.

The collection .was one -of considerable bulk. It
conprised several large boxes, containing an immense
mass of private letters addressed to Charles Metcalfe,
from the time when he was a boy at Eton almost
to the very day of his death. Here and there
I found a few drafts or copies of letters written by
Metcalfe himself, mixed up with those of which he
had been the recipient. There were, also, one or
two collections of Metcalfe's letters, written in a
strain of unreserved confidence and familiarity to
intimate private friends who had died in India, and
whose executors had seemingly returned the corre-
spondence to the writer. In addition to these there
were some early journals and common-place books
-written at Eton, on the voyage to India, or during
the first years of the writer's residence in that
country; copies of all his letters written whilst on
his mission to Lahore in 1808; of all, or nearly
all, his minutes written when a member of the
Supreme Government of India; and of his confi-
dential letters and despatches written subsequently
from Jamaica and Canada. Nor must I omit to
state that there was one large box entirely filled withi
public addresses of congratulation or condolence-


