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"Twas	on	July	28th,	1826,	at	Li6le	Clacton,	near	
Colchester,	that	the	Rev.	Robert	Taylor	began	his	
earthly	career.	One	of	the	things	that	stood	
conspicuous	above	the	ordinary	level	of	his	early	
recollecDons	was	hearing	his	father	relate	to	his	
mother	a	sermon	he	had	heardpreached	by	a	female	
PrimiDve	Methodist	local	preacher	on	the	village	
green,	which	brought	to	the	young	listener	a	sense	of	
sin.	It	was	not,	however,	Dll	he	was	eighteen,	aIer	
a6ending	a	camp	meeDng	and	spending	the	night	
following	in	searching	the	Scriptures	and	prayer,	that	
at	five	o’clock	in	the	morning	he	found	peace	through	
believing,	which	throughout	the	whole	of	his	long	
subsequent	career	he	never	lost.		

He	soon	engaged	in	ChrisDan	work,	became	a	local	
preacher,	and	at	twenty-eight	years	of	age	found	
himself	in	the	ministry.	The	circuits	he	laboured	on	
were	Newcastle-under-Lyme,	Dawley,	Bromsgrove,	
Cheadle,	Oakengates,	Rockland,	North	Walsham,	Fakenham,	Bourton-on-the-Water,	Brinkworth,	
Andover,	Newbury,	Windsor,	and	Dover.	It	was	at	Dover	that	his	sight	failed	him,	which	necessitated	
his	reDrement	from	the	iDnerancy,	having	spent	therein	thirty-one	years.	

He	was	a	paDent,	plodding,	painstaking	preacher	of	the	Gospel,	loved	the	work,	and	in	his	reDrement	
beguiled	many	an	otherwise	tedious	hour	in	recounDng	the	privaDons	endured,	but,	above	all,	the	
seasons	of	refreshing	enjoyed.	His	ChrisDan	character	was	above	suspicion,	pracDcal	rather	than	
senDmental,	strong,	sweet	and	simple.	Though	laid	aside	from	taking	circuits,	he	served	the	Master	
in	the	limited	sphere	his	visual	infirmity	prescribed.	Friends	guided	him	to	his	appointments,	gave	
out	the	hymns,	read	the	Scriptures,	and	they	speak	today	of	the	pleasure	it	was	to	them	to	be	so	
engaged.	Mr.	Taylor	was	a	lovable	man,	always	cheerful,	always	saying	the	best	he	could	of	anyone,	
loved	the	House	of	God,	believed	in	prayer,	lived,	moved,	and	had	his	being	in	a	spiritual	
atmosphere.	He	loved	PrimiDve	Methodism;	his	interest	in	her	ministries	was	unflagging	to	the	last;	
he	always	wanted	to	know	what	was	going	on.		

His	interest	in	the	affairs	of	the	country,	too,	was	remarkable.	He	looked	forward	to	the	weekly	visit	
of	a	friend	who	would	read	or	narrate	what	was	occurring,	and	so	he	was	up-to-date	on	most	
quesDons.	The	writer	will	ever	remember	with	what	earnestness	the	veteran	went	to	the	poll	in	
January	last,	and	the	graDficaDon	that	shone	in	his	face	as	he	emerged	from	the	polling	booth.		

AIer	an	impressive	service	in	our	London	Road	Church,	conducted	by	the	Rev.	T.	Meakin,	the	Revs.	
G.J.	Cooke	and	W.	Holyoak	(BapDst)	also	taking	part,	the	interment	took	place	in	St.	James’	Cemetery	
on	Wednesday,	September	14th,	a	large	company	a6ending.		
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Of	him	the	Rev.	I.	Dorrico6	thus	writes:	“I	esteemed	him	for	his	life	and	work’s	sake.	His	love	of	the	
means	of	grace,	his	sympathy	with	ChrisDan	enterprise,	his	value	as	a	hearer,	and	his	never	forgo6en	
prayers	in	the	class	and	prayer	meeDngs—all	are	pleasant	ChrisDan	memories.”	The	Rev.	Peter	Kay	
also	writes	in	terms	of	high	appreciaDon.	

Looking	at	him	all	round:	his	eighty-four	years	of	life,	his	unfailing	cheerfulness	notwithstanding	his	
all	but	total	blindness,	his	strength	of	character,	his	sweetness	of	disposiDon,	his	simplicity,	he	was	a	
dear,	grand	old	man.	An	aged	widow	survives	him,	besides	a	son	and	three	daughters.	“Till	the	day	
break	and	the	shadows	flee	away,”	may	they	be	sustained	and	comforted	by	the	consolaDons	that	
are	in	Christ	Jesus.	A	memorial	service	was	held	on	Sunday	evening,	September	25th,	conducted	by	
the	Rev.	T.	Meakin,	who	spoke	from	I.	Thessalonians,	ch.	iv.,	v.	13,	from	which	he	deduced	reasons	
why	we	should	not	yield	to	immoderate	sorrow	for	those	who	sleep	in	Jesus.	
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