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CONSECRATION.

TO MY EARTHLY MASTER,
WHO IS WAITING FOR ME ON HEAVEN’S FRONTIERS.

Whilst waiting to rejoin you, I leave as a message to the World we
inhabited, the record of the Life into which both our lives were fused.
Would that I could write as well as I can love, and do you that justice,
that honour, which you deserve ! I willdo my best, and then I will leave it
to more brilliant pens, whose wielders will feel less—and write better.

Meet me soon—TI wait the signal !

ISABEL BURTON.






FOREWORD.

—_—,
* No man can write a man down except himself.”

IN speaking of my husband, I shall not call him “Sir
Richard,” or “ Burton,” as many wives would ; nor yet by the
pet name I used for him at home, which for some reason
which I cannot explain was “ Jemmy ;” nor yet what he was
generally called at home, and what his friends called him,
“Dick ;” but I will call him Richard in speaking of him, and
“I” where he speaks on his own account, as he does in his
private journals. I always thought and told him that he
destroyed much of the interest of his works by hardly ever
alluding to himself, and now that I mention it, people may
remark it, that in writing he seldom uses the pronoun 7. I
have therefore drawn, not from his books, but from his private
journals. It was one of his asceticisms, an act of humility,
which the world passed by, and probably only thought one
of his eccentricities. In his works he would generally speak
of himself as the Ensign, the Traveller, the Explorer, the
Consul, and so on, so that I often think that people who
- are not earnest readers never understood w/o it was that did
this, thought that, or saw the other. If I make him speak
plainly for himself, as he does in his private journals, but
never to the public, it will give twenty times the interest in
relating events; so I shall throughout let him speak for
himself where I can.
In early January, 1876, Richard and I were on our way
to India for a six months’ trip to visit the old haunts. We
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divided our intended journey into two lots. We cut India
down the middle, the long way on the map, from north to
south, and took the western side, leaving the eastern side for
a trip which was deferred, alas! for our old age and retire-
ment. We utilized the voyage out (which occupied thirty-
three days in an Austrian Lloyd, used as a Haj, or pilgrim-
ship), and also the voyage back, in the part of the following
pages which refers to his early life, he dictating and I writing.

In 1887, when my husband was beginning to be a real
invalid, he lent some of these notes to Mr. Hitchman (who
asked leave to write his biography), Richard promising not
to tread upon his heels by his own Autobiography till he
should be free from service in 1891. It will not, I think,
do any harm to the reading public to reproduce it with
more detail, because only seven hundred people got Mr.
Hitchman’s, who did not by any means use the whole of
the material before he returned it, and what I give is the
original just as Richard dictated it, and it is more needful,
because it deals with a part of his life that was only known
to himself, to me only by dictation ; because everything that
he wrote of himself is infinitely precious, and because to leave
to the public a sketch of an early Richard Burton is desirable,
otherwise readers would be obliged to purchase Mr. Hitch-
man’s, as well as this work, in order to make a perfect whole,

I must take warning, however, that when Mr. Hitchman’s
book came out, part of the Press found this account of my
husband’s boyhood and youth charming, and another part
of the Press said that I was too candid, and did nothing to
gloss over the faults and foibles of the youthful Burtons ;
they doubted the accuracy of my information—I was in-
formed that my style was too rough-and-ready, and of many
others of my shortcomings. In short,I was considered rather
as writing against my own husband, whilst both sides of the
Press in their reviews assumed that I wrote it ; this charmed
Richard, and he would not let me refute. Not one word was
mine—it was only dictation, and peremptory dictation when
I objected to certain self-accusations. I beg leave to state
that I did not write one single word ; I could not, for I did
not know it—and all that the family objected to, or con-
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sidered exaggerated, will not be repeated here. Before enter-
ing on these pages, I must warn the reader not to expect
the goody-goody boy nor yet the precocious vicious youth
of 1893. It is the recital of a high-spirited lad of the old
school, full of animal spirits and manly notions, a lively sense
of fun and humour, reckless of the consequences of playing
tricks, but without a vestige of vice in the meaner or lower
forms—a lad, in short, who zwoul/d be a gentleman and a man
of the world in his teens, and who, from his foreign travel,
had seen more of life than boys do brought up at home,

I do not begin this work—the last important work of my
life—without fear and trembling. If I can perform this sacred
duty—this labour of love—well,—1I shall be glad indeed, but
I begin it with unfeigned humility. I have never needed any
one to point out to me that my husband was on a pedestal
far above mze, or anybody else in the world. I have known
it from 1850 to 1893, from a young girl to an old widow, Ze
for forty-three years. I feel that I cannot do justice to his
scientific life, that I may miss points in travel that would
have been more brilliantly treated by a clever man. My
only comfort is, that his travels and services are already
more or less known to the public, and that other books will
be written about them. But if I am so unfortunate as to
disappoint the public in #%is way, there is one thing that I
feel T am fit for, and that is to lift the veil as to the inner
man. He was misunderstood and unappreciated by the
world at large, during his life. No one ever thought of
looking for the real man beneath the cultivated mask that
generally hid all feelings and belief—but now the world is
beginning to know what it Zas lost. The old, old, sad story.

He shall tell his own tale till 1861, the first forty years,
annotated by me. Whilst dictating to me [ sometimes
remarked, “ Oh, do you think it would be well to write this?”
and the answer always was, “Yes! I do not see the use of
writing a biography at all, unless it is the exact truth, a very
photograph of the man or woman in question.” On this
principle he taught me to write quite openly in the uncon-
ventional and personal style—being the only way to make
a biography interesting, which we now class as the Marie
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Bashkirtcheff style. As you will see, he always makes the
worst of himself, and offers no excuse. As a lad he does not
know what to do to show his manliness, and all that a boy
should, ought, and does think brave and honourable, be it wild
or not, all that he does.

What appals me is, that the task is one of such magnitude—
the enormous quantity of his books and writings that I have
to look through, and, out of eighty or more publications, to
ascertain what has seen the light and what has not, because
it is impossible to carry the work of forty-eight years in one’s
head ; and, again, the immense quantity of subjects he has
studied and written upon, some in only a fragmentary state,
is wonderful. My wish would be to produce this life, speaking
only of him—and afterwards to reproduce everything he has
written that has not been published. I propose putting all
the heavier matter, such as pamphlets, essays, letters, corre-
spondence, and the résumé of his works—that is, what portion
shows his labours and works for the benefit of the human race—
into two after-volumes, to be called “ Labours and Wisdom
of Richard Burton.” After his biography I shall renew /s
“Arabian Nights” with his Forewords, Terminal Essay, and
Biography of the book in such form that it can be copy-
righted—it is now protected by zy copyright. His “Ca-
tullus” and “ Pentamerone” are now more or less in the
Press, to be followed by degrees by all his unpublished works.
His hitherto published works I shall bring out as a Uniform
Library, so that not a word will be lost that he ever wrote
for the public. Fortunately, I have kept all his books classified
as he kept them himself, with a catalogue, and have separate
shelves ticketed and numbered; for example, “Sword,”
“Gypsy,” “ Pentamerone,” “ Camoens,” and so on.

If T were sure of life, I should have wished for six months
to look through and sort our papers and materials before
I began this work, because I have five rooms full. Our
books, about eight thousand, only got housed in March, 1892,
and they are sorted—but not the papers and correspon-
dence; but I fancy that the public would rather have a
spontaneous work sooner, than wait longer. If I live I shall
always go on with them. I have no leisure to think of style

i e e pedi, A e e
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or of polish, or to select the best language, the best English,
—no time to shine as an authoress. I must just think aloud,
so as not to keep the public waiting.

From the time of my husband’s becoming a real invalid—
February, 1887—whilst my constant thoughts reviewed the
dread To Come—the catastrophe of his death—and the
subsequent suffering, I have been totally incapable, except
writing his letters or attending to his business, of doing any
good literary work until July, 1892, a period of five years,
which was not improved by four attacks of influenza.

Richard was such a many-sided man, that he will have
appeared different to every set of people who knew him. He
was as a diamond with so many facets. The tender, the true,
the brilliant, the scientific,—and to those who deserved it, the
cynical, the hard, the severe. Loads of books will be written
about him, and every one will be different ; and though perhaps
it is an unseemly boast, I venture to feel sure that mine will
be the truest one, for I have no interest to serve, no notoriety
to gain, belong to no party, have nothing to sway me,
except the desire to let the world understand what it once
possessed, what it has lost. With many it will mean /.
With me it means #7747

When this biography is out, the public will, theoretically,
but not practically, know him as well as I can make them,
and all of his friends will be able after that to put forth
a work representing that particular facet of his character
which he turned on to them, or which they drew from him.
He was so great, so world-wide, he could turn a fresh facet
and sympathy on to each world. I always think that a man
is one character to his wife at his fireside corner, another man
to his own family, another man to /Zer family, a fourth to a
mistress or an amourette—if he have one,—a fifth to his men
friends, a sixth to his boon companions, and a seventh to his
public, and so on ad znfinitum ; but I think the wife, if they
are happy and love each other, gets the pearl out of the
seven oyster-shells.

I fear that this work will be too long. I cannot help it.
When I embarked on it I had no conception of the scope:

it was a labour of love. I thought I could fly over it; but
L. o
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1 have found that the more I worked, the more it grew, and
that the end receded from me like the mirage in the desert.
I only aim at giving a simple, true recital without comment,
and at fairness on all questions of whatever sort. [ am very
personal, because I believe the public like it. I want to give
Richard as I knew him at home. I apologize in advance
to my readers if I am sometimes obliged to mention myself
oftener than they and I care about; but they will under-
stand that our lives were so interwoven, so bound together,
that I should very often spoil a good story or an anecdote
or a dialogue were I to leave myself out. It would be an
affectation that would spoil my work.

I am rather disheartened by being told by a literary friend
that the present British public likes its reading “in sips.”
How can 1 give a life of seventy years, every moment of
which was employed in a remarkable way, “in sips”? It is
impossible. Though I must not detail much from his books,
I want to convey to the public, at least, what they were about ;
striking points of travel, his schemes, wise warnings, advice,
and plans for the benefit of England—then what about
“sips”? It must not be dry, it must not be heavy, nor
tedious, nor voluminous ; so it shall be personal, full of traits
of character, sentiments and opinions, brightened with cheer-
ful anecdotes, and the more serious part shall go into the
before-mentioned two volumes, the “Labours and Wisdom
of Richard Burton.” :

I am not putting in many letters, because he generally said
such personal things, that few would like them to be shown.
His business letters would not interest. To economize time
he used to get expressly made for him the smallest possible
pieces of paper, into which he used to cram the greatest
amount of news—telegram form, He only wrote much in
detail, if he had any literary business to transact.

One of my greatest difficulties, which I scarcely know how
to express, is, that which I think the most interesting, and
which most of my intimates think well worth exploring ; it is
that of showing the dual man with, as it were, two natures in
one person, diametrically opposed to each other, of which he
was himself perfectly conscious. I had a party of literary
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friends to dinner one night, and I put my manuscript on the
table before them after dinner, and I begged them each to take
a part and look over it. Feeling as I do that the general
public never understood him, and that his mantle after death
seemed to descend upon my shoulders, that everything I
say scems to be misunderstood, and that, in some few eyes,
I can do nothing right, I said at the end of the evening,
“If T endeavour to explain, will it not be throwing pearls to
swine?” (not that I meant, dear readers, to compare yox to
swine—it is but an expression of thought well understood).
And the answer was, “ Oh, Lady Burton, do give the world
the ins and outs of this remarkable and interesting character,
and let the swine take care of themselves.” “If you leave
out by order” (said one) “religion and politics, the two
touchstones of the British public, you leave out the great
part of a man.” “Mind you gloss over nothing to please
anybody ” (said a sccond). I think they are right—one set
of people sce one side, and another see another side, and
neither of the two will comprehend (like St. Thomas) anything
that they have not seen and felt ; or, to quote one of Richard’s
favouritc mottoes from St. Augustine, “ Let them laugh at
me for speaking of things which they do not understand, and
I must pity them, whilst they laugh at me.” So I must
remain an unfortunate buffer amidst a cyclone of opinions.
I can only avoid controversies and opinions of my own, and
‘quote his and his actions.

These words arc forced from me, because I have reccived
my orders, if not exactly from the public, from a few of
‘the friends who profess to know him best. I am ordered to
describe Richard as a sort of Didérot (a disciple of Voltaire’s),
who wrote “that the world would never be quiet till the last
Xking was strangled with the bowels of the last priest,”—
whereas there was no one whom Richard delighted more to
honour than a worthy King, or an honest straightforward
‘Priest.

There are people who are rcady to stone me, if T will not
describe Richard as being absolutely without beliefin anything;
-yet I really cannot oblige them, without being absolutely
untruthful. He was a spade-truth man, and he honestly

-
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used to say that he examined every religion, and picked ou&
its pearl to practise it. He did not scoff at them, he was
perfectly sincere and honest in what he said, nor did he
change, but he grew. Healways saéd, and innumerable people
could come forward, if they had the courage—I could name
some—to say that they have heard him declare, that at the
end of all things there were only two points to stand upon—
NOTHING and CATHOLICISM ; and many could, if they would,
come forward and say, that when they asked him what
religion he was, he answered Catholic.

He never was, what is called /Zere and now in England,
an Agnostic; he was a Master-Sufi, he practised Tasdwwuf
or Sufi-ism, which combines the poetry and prose of religion,
and is mystic. The Sufi is a profound student of the different
branches of language and metaphysics, is gifted with a musical
ear, indulges in luxuriant imagery and description. They
have a simple sense—a double entendre understood amongst
themselves—God in Nature,—Nature in God—a mystical
affection for a Higher Life, dead to excitement, hope, fear,
etc. He was fond of quoting Sayyid Mohammad Hosayn's
motto, “It is better to restore one dead heart to Eternal Life,
than Life to a thousand dead bodies.”

I have seen him receive gratuitous copies of an Agnostic
paper in England, and I remember one in particular—1I do not
know who wrote it,—it was very long, and all the verses ended
with “Curse God the Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.” I can
see him now reading it—and stroking his long moustache, and
muttering, “Poor devil! Vulgar beast!” He was quite
satisfied, as his friends say, that we are not gifted with the
senses to understand the origin of the Mysteries by which we
are surrounded, and in this nobody agrees more thoroughly
than I do. He likewise said he believed there was a God,
but that he could not define Him ; neither can I, neither can
you, but 7 do not want to. Great minds tower above and see
into little ones, but the little minds never climb sufficiently
high to see into the Great Minds, and never did Lord
Beaconsfield say a truer thing, speaking of religion than when
he said, “ Sensible men never tell” Asl want to make this
work both valuable and interesting, I am not going into the
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unknown or the unknowable, only into what he knew—what I
know ; therefore I shall freely quote his ecarly training, his
politics, his Mohammedanism, his Sufiism, his Brahminical
thread, his Spiritualism, and all the religions which he
studied, and nobody can give me a sensible reason why I
should leave out the Catholicism, except to point the Spanish
proverb, “that no one pelts a tree, unless it has fruit on it,”
but were I to do so, the biography would be incomplete.

Let us suppose a person residing inside a house, and
another person looking at the house from the opposite side
of the street; you would not be unjust enough to expect the
person on the outside to describe minutely its inner chambers
and everything that was in it, because he would have to take
it on trust from the person who resided inside, but you
would take the report of the man living outside as to the
exterior of the house. That is exactly the same as my writing
my husband’s history. Do you want an edition of the inside
or an edition of the outside? If you do not want the truth,
if you order me to describe a Darwin, a Spencer, a John
Stuart Mill, I can do it; but it will not be the home-Richard,
the fireside-Richard whom 7/ knew, the two perfectly distinct
Richards in one person; it will be the man as he was at
lunch, at dinner, or when friends came in, or when he dined
out, or when he paid visits ; and if the world—or, let us say,
a small portion of the world,—is so unjust and silly as to
wish for untrue history, it must get somebody else to write
it. To me there are only two courses: I must either tell the
truth, and lay open the “inner life” of the man, by a faithful
photograph, or I must let it alone, and leave his friends to
misrepresent him, according to their lights.

It has been threatened to me that if I speak the truth
I am to reap the whirlwind, because others, who claim to
know my husband wwe//, see him quite in a different light.
(I know many people intimately, but I am quite incompetent
to write their lives—I am only fit to do that for the man with
whom I lived night and day for thirty years; there are three
other people who could each write a small section of his
life, and after those nobody ; I do not accept the so-called
general term “friend.”) I shall be very happy indeed
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to answer anybody who attacks me, who is brave enough to
put his or her name ; but during the two years I have been in
England I have hardly had anything but anonymous com-
munications and paragraphs signed under the brave names of
“ Agnostic,” or “ One who knows,” so I have no man or woman
to deal with, but empty air, which is beneath my contempt.
This is a very old game, perhaps even more ancient than
“ Prophesy, O Christ, who it was that struck Thee!” but it
is cowardly and un-English—that is, if England “stands
where she did.” 1 would also remind you of the good old
Arab proverb, that “a thousand curses never tore a shirt.”

I would have you remember that I gain nothing by trying
to describe my husband as belonging to any particular
religion. 1If 1 would describe him as an English Agnostic—
the last new popular word—the small band of people who
call themselves his intimate friends, and who think to honous
him by injuring me, would be perfectly satisfied. I should
have all their sympathy, and my name would be at rest, both
in Society and in the Press. I have no interest to serve in
saying he was a Catholic more than anything else; I have
no bigotry on the question az /. If he did something
Catholic I shall say it, and if he did something Mohammedan
or Agnostic I shall equally say it.

It is also a curious fact, that the people who arc most
vexed with me on this score, are men who, before their wives,
mothers, sisters, are good Protestants, and who go twice to the
Protestant church on Sundays, but who are quite scandalized
that my husband should be allowed a religion, and are furious
because I will not allow that Richard Burton was their
Captain. No, thank you! it is not good enough : he was
not, never was like any of you—nor can I see what it can
possibly be to you what faith, or no faith, Richard Burton
chose to die in, and why you threaten me if I speak the truth!
IWe only knew fwo things—the beautiful mysticism of the
East, which, until I lived here, I thought was Agnosticism,
and I find it is nof; and calm, liberal-minded Roman
Catholicism. The difference between you and Richard is—
you, I mean, who admired my husband—that you are not
going anywhere,—according to your own creed you have
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nowhere to go to,—whilst Z¢ had a God and a continuation,
and said he would wait for me; he is only gone a long
journey, and presently I shall join him; we shall take up
where we left off, and we shall be very much happier even
than we have been here.

Of the thousands that have written to me since his death,
everybody writes, “ What a marvellous brain your husband
had! How modest about his learning and everything con-
cerning himself! He was a man never understood by the
world.” It is no wonder he was 7o¢ understood by the
World ; his friends hindered it, and when one who knew
him thoroughly, offers to make him understood, it is resented.

The Press has recently circulated a paragraph saying that
“I am not the fittest person to write my husband’s life.”
After I have finished these two volumes, it will interest me
very much to read those of the competent person, who will
be so kind as to step to the front,—with a name, please, not
anonymously,—and to learn all the things I do not know.

He, she, or it, will write what he said and wrote; I write
what he thought and did.

ISABEL BURTON.
29¢2 May, 1893.

Not1e.—I must beg the reader to note, that a word often has several different
spellings, and my husband used to give them a turn all round. Indeed, I may
say that during the latter years of his life he adopted quite a different spelling,
which he judged to be correcter. In many cases it is caused by the Eng}1§h way
of spelling a thing, and the real native way of spelling the same. For English
Meeanee, native way Miani. The battle of Dabba (English) is spelt Dubba,
Dubbah, by the natives. Fulailee river (English) is spelt Phuleli (native). Mecca
and Medina have sometimes an % at the end of them. Karrachee is Karachi.
Sind is spelt Sind, Sindh, Scind, Scinde; and what the Anglo-Indx‘ans call
Bébagees are really Babérchis, and so on. I therefore beg that the spelling may
not be criticized. In quoting letters, T write as the aunthor does, since I must not
change other people’s spelling.—1. B.
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THE

LIFE OF SIR RICHARD BURTON.

CHAPTER L
THE EARLY DAYS OF RICHARD F. BURTON.

By himself.  Copied from his private Journals.

‘“ He travels and expatriates ; as the bee
From flower to flower, so he from land to land,
The manners, customs, policy of all
Pay contributions to the store he gleans ;
He seeks intelligence from every clime,
And spreads the honey of his deep research
At his return—a rich repast for me!”

GENEALOGY AND FaMILY.

AUTOBIOGRAPHERS generally begin too late,

Elderly gentlemen of eminence sit down to compose memories,
describe with fond minuteness babyhood, childhood, and boyhood,
and drop the pen before reaching adolescence.

Physiologists say that a man’s body changes totally every seven
years. However that may be, I am certain that the moral man
does, and I cannot imagine anything more trying than for a man
to meet himself as he was. Conceive his entering a room, and
finding a collection of himself at the several decades. First the
puking squalling baby one year old, then the pert unpleasant school-
boy of ten, the collegian of twenty who, like Lothair, ‘‘knows every-
thing and has nothing to learn.” The /Zomme fai¢ of thirty in the
full warmth and heyday of life, the reasonable man of forty, who
first recognizes his ignorance and knows his own mind, of fifty with
white teeth turned dark, and dark hair turned white, whose experience
is mostly disappointment with regrets for lost time and vanished
opportunities, Sixty when the man begins to die and mourns for

VOL. L B
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2 The Life of Str Richard Burion.

his past youth, at seventy when he ought to prepare for h.is long
journey and never does. And at all these ages he is seven different
beings not one of which he would wish to be again.

First I would make one or two notes on family history.

My grandfather was the Rev. Edward Burton, Rector of Tuam, in
Galway (who with his brother, eventually Bishop Burton, of Killala,
were the first of our branch to settle in Ireland). They were two of
the Burtons of Barker Hill, near Shap, Westmoreland, who own a
common ancestor with the Burtons of Yorkshire, of Carlow, and
Northamptonshire. ~ My grandfather married Maria Margaretta
Campbell, daughter, by a Lejeune, of Dr. John Campbell, LL.D.,
Vicar-General of Tuam. Their son was my father, Lieut.-Colonel
Joseph Netterville Burton, of the 36th Regiment, who married a Miss
(Beckwith) Baker, of Nottinghamshire, a descendant, on her mother’s
side, of the Scotch Macgregors. The Lejeune above mentioned was
related to the Montmorencys and Drelincourts, French Huguenots
of the time of Louis XIV. To this hangs a story which will be told
by-and-by. This Lejeune, whose real name was Louis Lejeune, is
supposed to have been a son of Louis XIV. by the Huguenot
Countess of Montmorency. He was secretly carried off to Ireland.
His name was translated to Louis Young, and he eventually became
a Doctor of Divinity. The royal, or rather morganatic, marriage
contract was asserted to have existed, but has disappeared. The
Lady Primrose of that date, who was a very remarkable personage,
and a strong ally of the Jacobites, protected him and conveyed him
to Ireland.

The Burtons of Shap derive themselves from the Burtons of
Longnor, like Lord Conyngham and Sir Charles Burton of Pollacton,
and the two above named were the collateral descendants of Francis
Pierpoint Burton, first Marquis of Conyngham, who gave up the
name of Burton., The notable man of the family was Sir Edward
Burton, a desperate Yorkist who was made a Knight Banneret by
Edward IV. after the second battle of St. Albans, and who added
to his arms the Cross and four roses.

The Bishop of Killala’s son was Admiral J. Ryder Burton, who
entered the Navy in 1806. He served in the West Indies, and
off the North Coast of Spain, when in an attack on the town of
Castro, July, 1812, he received a gunshot wound in the left side,
from which the ball was never extracted. From 1813 to 1816 he
served in the Mediterannean and Adriatic, and was present at the
bombardment of Algiers, when he volunteered to command one of
the gunboats for destroying the shipping inside the Mole. His
last appointment was in May, 1820, to the command of the Cornelian
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brig, in which he proceeded in early 1824 to Algiers, where, in
company with the Naiad frigate, he fell in with an Algerine corvette,
the Z7ipoli, of eighteen guns and one hundred men, which, after a close
and gallant action under the batteries of the place, he boarded and
carried. Thisirascible veteran at his death was in receipt of a pension
for wounds. He was Rear Admiral in 1853, Vice Admiral in 1858,
and Admiral in 1863. He married, in 1822, Anna Maria, daughter
of the thirteenth Lord Dunsany ; she died in 18350, leaving one son,
Francis Augustus Plunkett Burton, Colonel of the Coldstream Guards.
He married the great heiress Sarah Drax, and died in 1865, leaving
one daughter, Eruli, who married her cousin, John Plunkett, the
future Lord Dunsany.

My father, Joseph Netterville Burton, was a licutenant-colonel in
the 36th Regiment. He must have been born in the latter quarter
of the eighteenth century, but he had always a superstition about
mentioning his birthday, which gave rise to a family joke that he
was born in Leap Year. Aithough of very mixed blood, he was
more of a Roman in appearance than anything else, of moderate
height, dark hair, sallow skin, high nose, and piercing black eyes.
He was considered a very'handsome man, especially in uniform, and
attracted attention even in the street. Even when past fifty he was
considered the best-looking man at the Baths of Lucca. As hand-
some men generally do, he married a plain woman, and, * Just
like Provy,” the children favoured, as the saying is, the mother.*

In mind he was a thorough Irishman. When he received a com-
mission in the army it was on condition of so many of his tenants
accompanying him. Not a few of the younger sort volunteered to
enlist, but when they joined the regiment and found that the ‘“young
master ” was all right, they at once ran away.

The only service that he saw was in Sicily, under Sir John Moore,
afterwards of Corunna, and there he fell in love with Italy. He was
a duellist, and shot one brother officer twice, nursing him tenderly
each time afterwards. When peace was concluded he came to
England and visited Ireland. As that did not suit him he returned
to his regiment in England. Then took place his marriage, which
was favoured by his mother-in-law and opposed by his father-in-law.
The latter, being a sharp old man of business, tied up every farthing
of his daughter’s property, 430,000, and it was well that he did
so. My father, like too many of his cloth, developed a decided

* N.B.—This I deny. Richard was the handsomest and most attractive man
I have ever seen, and Edward, though smaller, was very good-looking, but there
is no doubt that Richard grew handsomer every year of his life, and I can re-
member Maria exceedingly attractive so far back as 1857.—I1. B.
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taste for speculation. He was a highly moral man, who would have
hated the idea of 7ouge ef noir, but he gambled on the Stock
Exchange, and when railways came out he bought shares. Happily
he could not touch his wife’s property, or it would speedily have
melted away ; yet it was one of his grievances to the end of his life
that he could not use his wife’s money to make a gigantic fortune.
He was utterly reckless where others would be more prudent.
Before his wedding tour, he passed through Windermere, and would
not call upon an aunt who was settled near the Lakes, for fear that
she might think he expected her property. She heard of it, and
left every farthing to some more dutiful nephew.

He never went to Ireland after his marriage, but received occasional
visits from his numerous brothers and sisters.

The eldest of the family was the Rev. Edward Burton, who had
succeeded to the living. He wasted every farthing of his property,
and at last had the sense to migrate to Canada, where he built a
little Burtonville. In his younger days he intended to marry a girl
who preferred another man. When she was a widow with three
children, and he a widower with six children, they married, and the
result was eventually a total of about a score. Such families do
better than is supposed. The elder children are old enough to assist
the younger ones, and they seem to hang together. My father’s
sisters, especially Mrs. Mathews, used to visit him when in England,
and as it was known that he had married an heiress, they all hung
to him, apparently, for themselves and their children. They managed
to get hold of all the Irish land that fell to his share, and after his
death they were incessant in their claims upon his children. My
mother was Martha Baker, one of three sister co-heiresses, and was
the second daughter. The third daughter married Robert Bagshayw,
Esq., M.P. for Harwich, and died without issue. The eldest, Sarah,
married Francis Burton, the youngest brother of my father. He
had an especial ambition to enter the Church, but circumstances
compelled him to become military surgeon in the 66th Regiment.
There was only one remarkable event in his life, which is told in a
few very interesting pages by Mrs. Ward, wife of General Ward, with
a short comment by Alfred Bate Richards, late editor of the Morz-
ing Advertiser, who, together with Andrew Wilson, author of the
“Abode of Snow,” who took it up at his death, compiled and put
together a short 7ésumé of the principal features of my life, of which

some three h}mdred copies were printed, in pamphlet form and cir-
culated to private friends.
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“ IFACTS CONNECTED WITH THE LAST HoOURS OF NAPOLEON.

““On the night of the sth of May, 1821, a young ensign of the
66th Regiment, quartered at St. Helena, was wending his solitary
way along the path leading from the plain of Deadwood to his
barracks, situated on a patch of table-land called Francis Plain.
The road was dreary, for to the left yawned a vast chasm, the remains
of a crater, and known to the islanders as the ¢ Devil's Punchbowl ;’
although the weather had been perfectly calm, puffs of wind occasion-
ally issued from the neighbouring valleys ; and, at last, one of these
puffs having got into a gully, had so much ado to get out of it, that
it shrieked, and moaned, and gibbered, till it burst its bonds with a
roar like thunder—and dragging up in its wrath, on its passage to
the sea, a few shrubs, and one of those fair willows beneath which
Napoleon, first Emperor of France, had passed many a peaceful, if
not a happy, hour of repose, surrounded by his faithful friends in
exile.

“This occurrence, not uncommon at St. Helena, has given rise to
an idea, adopted even by Sir Walter Scott, that the soul of Napoleon
had passed to another destiny on the wings of the Storm Spirit; but,
so far from there being any tumult among the elements on that
eventful night, the gust of wind I have alluded to was only heard by
the few whose cottages dotted the green slopes of the neighbouring
mountains. But as that fair tree dropped, a whisper fell among the
islanders that Napoleon was dead! No need to dwell upon what
abler pens than mine have recorded ; the eagle’s wings were folded,
the dauntless eyes were closed, the last words, ¢ Z¢% d’armée, had
passed the faded lips, the proud heart had ceased to beat . . . !!

“They arrayed the illustrious corpse in the attire identified with
Napoleon even at the present day ; and among the jewelled honours
of earth, so profusely scattered upon the breast, rested the symbol
of the faith he had professed. They shaded the magnificent brow
with the unsightly cocked hat,* and stretched down the beautiful
hands in ungraceful fashion ; every one, in fact, is familiar with the
attitude I describe, as well as with a death-like cast of the imperial
head, from which a fine engraving has been taken. The cast is true
enough to Nature, but the character of the engraving is spoiled by
the addition of a laurel-wreath on the lofty but insensate brow.

‘¢ About this cast there is a /istoriette with which it is time the public
should become more intimately acquainted ; it was the subject of
litigation, the particulars of which are detailed in the Z7mes news-
paper of the 7th September, 1821, but to which I have now no
opportunity of referring, Evidence, however, was unfortunately
wanting at the necessary moment, and the complainant’s case fell to
the ground. The facts are these :—

“The day after Napoleon’s decease, the young officer I have alluded

* ¢ The coffin being too short to admit this array in the order proposed, the
hat was placed at the feet before interment.”
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to, instigated by emotions which drew vast numbers to Longwood
House, found himself within the very death-chamber of Napoleon.
After the first thrill of awe had subsided, he sat down, and on the
fly-leaf torn from a book, and given him by General Bertrand, he
took a rapid but faithful sketch of the deceased Emperor. Earlier in
the day, the officer had accompanied his friend, Mr. Burton, through
certain paths in the island, in order to collect material for making a.
composition resembling plaster of Paris, for the purpose of taking
the cast with as little delay after death as possible. Mr. Burton
having prepared the composition, set to work and completed the task
satisfactorily. The cast being moist, was not easy to remove ; and,
at Mr. Burton’s request, a tray was brought from Madame Bertrand’s
apartments, Madame herself holding it to receive the precious
deposit. Mr. Ward, the ensign alluded to, impressed with the value
of such a memento, offered to take charge of it at his quarters till it
was dry enough to be removed to Mr. Burton’s ; Madame Bertrand,
however, pleaded so hard to have the care of it, that the two gentle-
men, both Irishmen and soldiers, yielded to her entreaties, and she
withdrew with the treasure, which she never afterwards would resign.

“There can scarcely, therefore, be a question that the casts and
engravings of Napoleon, now sold as emanating from the skill and
reverence of Antommarchi, are from the original taken by Mr. Burton.
We can only rest on circumstantial evidence, which the reader will
allow is most conclusive, It is to be regretted that Mr. Burton’s cast
and that supposed to have been taken by Antommarchi were not dot/
demanded in evidence at the trial in 1821.

“Tl}e engraving I have spoken of has.been Italianized by Antom-
marchi, the name inscribed beneath being Vapoleone.

“So completely was the daily history of Napoleon’s life at St.
Helena a sealed record, that, on the arrival of papers from England,
the first question asked by the islanders and the officers of the
garrison was, ‘What news of Buonaparte?’ TUnder such circum-
stances 1t was natural that an intense curiosity should be felt
concerning every movement of the mysterious and ill-starred exile.
Our young soldier one night fairly risked his commission for the
chance of a glimpse behind the curtain of the Longwood windows,
and, after all, saw nothing but the imperial form from the knees
downwards. Every night at sunset a wrdpn of sentries was drawn
round the Longwood plantations. Passing between the sentinels,
th‘e venturesome youth crept, under cover of trees, to a lighted
window of the mansion. The curtains were not drawn, but the
blind was lowered. Between the latter, however, and the window-
frame were two or three inches of space ; so down knelt Mr. Ward !
Some one was walking up and down the apartment, which was
brilliantly illuminated.* The footsteps drew nearer, and Mr. Ward
saw the diamond buckles of a pair of thin shoes, then two well-

* “Napoleon’s dining-room lamp, from Longwood, is, I believe, still in the

})Feslsee::l?: ;)é}%lt?,gxst Regiment, it having been purchased by the officers at St.
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formed lower limbs, encased in silk stockings; and, lastly, the edge of
a coat, lined with white silk. On a sofa at a little distance was
seated Madame Bertrand, with her boy leaning on her knee; and
some one was probably writing under Napoleon’s dictation, for the
Emperor was speaking slowly and distinctly. Mr. Ward returned
to his guard-house satisfied with having Zeard 2he voice of Napoleon
Buonaparte.

“ Mr. Ward had an opportunity of seeing the great captive at a
distance on the very last occasion that Buonaparte breathed the
outer air. It was a bright morning when the serjeant of the guard
at Longwood Gate informed our ensign that ¢ General Buonaparte’
was in the garden on to which the guardroom looked. Mr. Ward
seized his spy-glass, and took a breathless survey of Napoleon, who
was standing in front of his house with one of his Generals. Some-
thing on the ground attracted his notice; he stooped to examine
(probably a colony of ants, whose movements he watched with
interest), when the music of a band at a distance stirred the air on
Deadwood Plain; and he who had once led multitudes forth at his
slightest word now wended his melancholy way through the grounds
of Longwood, to catch a distant glimpse of a British regiment under
inspection.

“We have in our possession a small signal book which was used at
St. Helena during the period of Napoleon’s exile. The following
passages will give some idea of the system of vigilance which it
was thought necessary to exercise, lest the world should again be
suddenly uproused by the appearance of the French Emperor on
the battle-field of Europe. It is not for me to offer any opinion on
such a system, but I take leave to say that I never yet heard any
British officer acknowledge that he would have accepted the
authority of Governor under the burden of the duties it entailed.
In a word, although every one admits the difficulties and responsi-
bilities of Sir Hudson Lowe’s position, all deprecate the system to
which he considered himself obliged to bend.

“But the signal-book! Here are some of the passages which
passed from hill to valley while Napoleon took his daily ride within
the boundary prescribed :—

“¢General Buonaparte has left Longwood.’

‘¢ General Buonaparte has passed the guards.’

‘¢ General Buonaparte is at Hutt’s Gate.’

‘¢ General Buonaparte is missing.’

“The latter paragraph resulted from General Buonaparte having,
in the course of his ride, turned an angle of a hill, or descended
some valley beyond the ken, for a few minutes, of the men working
the telegraphs on the hills!

It was not permitted that the once Emperor of France should
be designated by any other title than ¢ Genera/ Buonaparte ;’ and,
alas! innumerable were the squabbles that arose between the
Governor and his captive, because the British Ministry had made
this puerile order peremptory. I have now no hesitation in making
known the great Duke’s opinion on this subject, which was trans-
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mitted to me two years ago, by one who for some months every year
held daily intercourse with his Grace, but who could not, while the
Duke was living, permit me to publish what had been expressed in
private conversation.

«¢J would have taken care that he did not escape from St
Helena,” said Wellington: ‘but he might have been addressed by
any name he pleased.’

“Y cannot close this paper without saying a word or two on the
condition of the buildings once occupied by the most illustrious and
most unfortunate of exiles.

Tt is well known that Napoleon never would inhabit the house
which was latterly erected at Longwood for his reception ; that, he
said, ¢ would serve for his tomb ;’ and that the slabs from the kitchen
did actually form part of the vault in which he was placed in his
favourite valley beneath the willows, and near the fountain whose
crystal waters had so often refreshed him,

¢“This abode, therefore, is not invested with the same interest as
his real residence, well named the ¢ Old House at Longwood ;’ for
a more crazy, wretched, filthy barn, it would scarcely be possible to
meet with; and many painful emotions have filled my heart during
nearly a four years’ sojourn on ‘The Rock,” as I have seen French
soldiers and sailors march gravely and decorously to the spot,
hallowed in their eyes, of course, by its associations with their in-
visible but unforgotten idol, and degraded, it must be admitted, by
the change it has undergone.

“Indeed, few French persons can be brought to believe that it
ever was a decent abode ; and no one can deny that it must outrage
the feelings of a people like the French, so especially affected by
associations, to see the bedchamber of their former Emperor a dirty
stable, and the room in which he breathed his last sigh, appropriated
to the purpose of winnowing and thrashing wheat! In the last-
named room are two pathetic mementoes of affection. When
Napoleon’s remains were exhumed in 1846, Counts Bertrand and
Las Casas carried off with them, the former a piece of the boarded
floor on which the Emperor’s bed had rested, the latter a stone from
the wall pressed by the pillow of his dying Chief.

“Would that I had the influence to recommend to the British
Government, that these ruined and, I must add, desecrated, buildings
should be razed to the ground; and that on their site should be
erected a convalescent hospital for the sick of all ranks, of dotk
services, anq of botZ nations. Were the British and French Govern-
ments to unite in this plan, how grand a sight would it be to behold
the two nations shaking hands, so to speak, over the grave of
Napoleon !

*“On offering this suggestion, when in Paris lately, to one of the
nephews of the first Emperor Napoleon, the Prince replied that
‘the idea ‘was nobly philanthropic, but that England would never
listen to it’ I must add that his Highness said this ‘rather in
sorrow than in anger;’ then, addressing Count L , one of the
faithful followers of Napoleon in exile, and asking him which mau-
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soleum /¢ preferred,—the one in which we then stood, the dome of
the Jnvalides, or the rock of St. Helena,—he answered, to my sur-
prise, ¢ St. Helena ; for no grander monument than that can ever be
raised to the Emperor !’

“ Circumstances made one little incident connected with this, our
visit to the Znvalides, most deeply interesting. Comte D’Orsay was
of the party; indeed it was in his elegant af#ier we had all as-
sembled, ere starting, to survey the mausoleum then being prepared
for the ashes of Napoleon. Suffering and debilitated as Comte
D'Orsay was, precious, as critiques on art, were the words that fell
from his lips during our progress through the work-rooms, as we
stopped before the sculptures intended to adorn the vault wherein
the sarcophagus is to rest. Ere leaving the works, the Director, in
exhibiting the solidity of the granite which was finally to encase
Napoleon, struck fire with a mallet from the magnificent block.
‘See,” said Comte D’Orsay, ‘ though the dome of the Znralides may
fall, France may yet light a torch at the tomb of her Emperor.” I
cannot remember the exact words, but such was their import. Comte
D’Orsay died a few weeks after this.

“Since the foregoing was written, members of the Burton family
have told me, that, after taking the cast, Mr. Burton went to his
regimental rounds, leaving the mask on the tray to dry; the back of
the head was left on to await his return, not being dry enough to
take off, and was thus overlooked by Madame Bertrand. When he
returned he found that the mask was packed up and sent on board
ship for France in Antommarchi’s name. From a feeling of deep
mortification he took the back part of the cast, reverently scraped
off the hair now enclosed in a ring, and, overcome by his feelings,
dashed it into a thousand pieces. He was afterwards offered by
Messrs. Gall and Spurzheim (phrenologists), one thousand pounds
sterling for that portion of the cast which was wanting to the cast
so called Antommarchi’s, Amongst family private papers there was
a correspondence, read by most members of it, between Antom-
marchi and Mr. Burton, in which Antommarchi stated that he knew
Burton had made the plaster and taken the cast. Mrs. Burton,
after the death of her husband and Antommarchi, thought the
correspondence useless. and burnt it ; but the hair was preserved
under a glass watch-case in the family for forty years. There was
an offer made about the year 1827 or 1828 by persons high in
position in France who knew the truth to have the matter cleared
up, but Mr. Burton was dying at the time, and was unable to take
any part in it, so the affair dropped.

“THE BusT OF BUONAPARTE.

“ Extract from the * New Times’ of Sepiember 7th, 1821.

“ On Wednesday a case of a very singular nature occurred at the
Bow Street Office. . .
“Count Bertrand, the companion of Buonaparte in his exile at
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St. Helena (and the executor under his will), gppeax:ed before Richard
Birnie, Esq., accompanied by Sir Robert Wilson, in consequence of
a warrant having been issued to search the residence of the Count
for a bust of his illustrious master, which, it was alleged, was the
property of Mr. Burton, 66th Regiment, when at St. Helena.

“The following are the circumstances of the case :—

“ Previous to the death of Buonaparte, he had given directions to
his executors that his body should not be touched by any person
after his death ; however, Count Bertrand directed Dr. Antommarchi
to take a bust of him ; but not being able to find a material which
he thought would answer the purpose, he mentioned the circum-
stances to Mr. Burton, who promised that he would procure some if
possible.

¢ The Englishman, in pursuance of this promise, took a boat and
picked up raw materials on the island, some distance from Longwood.
He made a plaster, which he conceived would answer this purpose.
When he showed it to Dr. Antommarchi he said it would not answer,
and refused to have anything to do with it, in consequence of which
Mr. Burton proceeded to take a bust himself, with the sanction of
Madame Bertrand, who was in the room at the time. An agreement
was entered into that copies should be made of the bust, and that
Messieurs Burton and Antommarchi were to have each a copy.

“It was found, however, that the plaster was not sufficiently durable
for the purpose, and it was proposed to send the original to England
to have copies taken.

‘ When Mr. Burton, however, afterwards inquired for the bust, he
was informed that it was packed and nailed up; but a promise was
made, that upon its arrival in Europe, an application should be
made to the family of Buonaparte for the copy required by Mr.
Burton.

“On its arrival, Mr. Burton wrote to the Count to have his promised
copy, but he was told, as before, that application would be made to
the family of Buonaparte for it. ‘
. “Mr. Burton upon this applied to Bow Street for a search warrant
n o_rder to obtain the bust, as he conceived he had a right to it, he
having furnished the materials and executed it.

“ A warrant was issued, and Taunton and Salmon, two officers,
went to the Count’s residence in Leicester Square. When they
arrived, and made known their errand, they were remonstrated with
by Sir Robert Wilson and the Count, who begged they would not act
till they had an interview with Mr. Birnie, as there must be some
mistake. The officers politely acceded to the request, and waived
their right of search.

“ Count Bertrand had, it seems, offered a pecuniary compensation
to Mr. Burton for his trouble, but it was indignantly refused by that
officer, who persisted in the assertion of his right to the bust as his
own property, and made application for the search warrant.

Count Bertrand, in answer to the case stated by Mr. Burton, said
that the bust was the property of the family of the deceased, to
whom he was executor, and he thought he should not be authorized
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in giving it up. If, however, the law of this country ordained it
otherwise, he must submit ; but he should protest earnestly against it.

‘“’The worthy magistrate, having sworn the Count to the fact that
he was executor under the will of Buonaparte, observed that it was
a case out of his jurisdiction altogether, and if Mr. Burton chose
to persist in his claim, he must seek a remedy before another
tribunal.

“The case was dismissed, and the warrant was cancelled.

“‘The sequel to the Buonaparte story is short; Captain Burton (in
1861) thinking that the sketch, which was perfect, and the lock of
hair which had been preserved in a family watch-case for forty years,
would be great treasures to the Buonapartes, and should be given to
them, begged the sketch of General and Mrs. Ward, and the hair
from the Burtons ; he had the hair set in a handsome ring, with a
wreath of laurels and the Buonaparte bees. His wife had a complete
set of her husband’s works very handsomely bound, as a gift, and in
January, 1862, Captain Burton sent his wife over to Paris, with the
sketch, the ring, and the books, to request an audience with the
Emperor and Empress, and offer them these things, simply as an act
of civility—for Captain and Mrs. Burton in opinion and feeling were
Legitimists. Captain Burton was away on a journey, and Mrs. Burton
had to go alone. She was young and inexperienced, and had not a
single friend in Paris to advise her. She left her letter and presents
at the Tuileries. The audience was not granted. His Imperial
Majesty declined the presents, and she never heard anything more
of them. They were not returned. Frightened and disappointed at
the failure of this, her first little mission at the outset of her married
life, she returned to London directly, where she found the Burton
family anything but pleased at her failure and her want of savoir
Jaire in the matter, having unwittingly caused their treasure to be
utterly unappreciated. She said to me on her return, ¢ I never felt so
snubbed in my life, and I shall never like Paris again ;’ and I believe

she has kept her word.
¢ OxXONIAN.”

Francis Burton, alluded to in these pages, returned to England
after the death of Napoleon, married one of the three co-heiress
(Baker) sisters, and died early, leaving only two daughters. One
died, and the other, Sarah, became Mrs. Pryce-Harrison.

Nor was this the only little romance in our Burton family, as the
following story taken from family documents tends to show. Here
is the Louis XIV. history—

“With regard to Louis XIV. there are one or two curious and
interesting legends in the Burton family, well authenticated, which
make Richard Burton great-great-great-grandson of Louis XIV. of
France, by a morganatic marriage ; and another which would entitle
him to an English baronetcy, dating from 1622,
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“ One of the documents in the family is entitled, ¢ A Pedigree of
the Young family, showing their descent from Louis XIV. of France,’
and which runs as follows :—

“Louis XIV. of France took the beautiful Countess of Mont-
morency from her husband and shut him up in a fortress. After
the death of (her husband) the Constable de Montmorency, Louis
morganatically married the Countess. She had a son called Louis le
Jeune, who ¢ was brought over to Ireland by Lady Primrose,’ then a
widow. This Lady Primrose’s maiden name was Drelincourt, and
the baby was named Drelincourt after his godfather and guardian,
Dean Drelincourt (of Armagh), who was the father of Lady Primrose.
He grew up, was educated at Armagh, and was known as Drelincourt
Young. He married a daughter of Dean Drelincourt, and became
the father of Hercules Drelincourt Young, and also of Miss (Sarah)
Young, who married Dr. John Campbell, LL.D., Vicar-General of
Tuam (0b. 1772). Sarah Young’s brother, the above-mentioned
Hercules Young, married and had a son George, a merchant in
Dublin, who had some French deeds and various documents, which
proved his right to property in France.

“The above-named Dr. John Campbell, by his marriage with Miss
Sarah Young (rightly Lejeune, for they had changed the name from
French to English), had a daughter, Maria Margaretta Campbell,
who was Richard Burton’s grandmother. The same Dr. John
Campbell was a member of the Argyll family, and a first cousin of
the ‘three beautiful Gunnings,’ and was Richard Burton’s great-
grandfather.

“These papers (for there are other documents) affect a host of
families in Ireland—the Campbells, Nettervilles, Droughts, Graves,
Burtons, Plunketts, Trimlestons, and many more.

“In 1875 Notes and Queries was full of this question and the
various documents, but it has never been settled.

“The genealogy runs thus :—

“Louis XIV.

“Son, Louis le Jeune (known as Louis Drelincourt Young), by
Countess Montmorency ; adopted by Lady Primrose * (see Earl of
Rosebery), and subsequently married to a daughter of Drelincourt,
Dean of Armagh.

 Daughter, Sarah Young ; married to Dr. John Campbell, LL.D.,
Vicar-General of Tuam, Galway.

“ Daughter, Maria Margaretta Campbell ; married to the Rev.
Edward Burton, Rector of Tuam, Galway.

* ¢¢This Lady Primrose was a person of no small importance, and was the centre
of the Jacobite Society in London, and the friend of several distinguished people;
and as she was connected on her own side and her husband’s with the French
Calvinists, she may very likely have protected Lejeune from France to Ireland, and
he would probably have, when grown up, married some younger Drelincourt—as
such were undoubtedly the names of the parents of Sarah Young, who married

al}zr. Jghn Campbell. We can only give the various documents as we have seen
em.
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““ Son, Lieutenant-Colonel Joseph Netterville Burton, 36th Regi-
ment.

*“ Son, Richard Burton, whose biography I am now relating.

“There was a Lady Primrose buried in the Rosebery vaults, by
her express will, with a little casket in her hands, containing some
secret, which was to die with her; many think that it might contain
the missing link.

“The wife of Richard Burton received, in 1873, two very tantalizing
anonymous letters, which she published in Notes and Queries, but
which she has never been able to turn to account, through the writer
declining to come forward, even secretly.

“One ran thus :— ‘

“*Mapam,—There is an old baronetcy in the Burton family to
which you belong, dating from the reign of Edw. IIL*—I rather
believe now in abeyance—which it was thought Admiral Ryder
Burton would have taken up, and which after his death can be taken
up by your branch of the family. All particulars you will find by
searching the Heralds’ Office ; but I am positive my information is
correct.—From one who read your letter in V. and Q.

“She shortly after received and published the second anonymous
letter ; but, though she made several appeals to the writer in Noes
and Queries, no answer was obtained, and Admiral Ryder Burton
eventually died.

‘¢ MapaM,—I cannot help thinking that if you were to have the
records of the Burton family searched carefully at Shap, in West-
moreland, you would be able to fill up the link wanting in your
husband’s descent, from 1712 to 1750, or thereabouts. As I am
quite positive of a baronetcy being in abeyance in the Burton family,
and that az old one, it would be worth your while getting all the
information you can from Shap and Tuam-—the Rev. Edward
Burton, Dean of Killala and Rector of Tuam, whose niece he
married was a Miss Ryder, of the Earl of Harrowby’s family, by
whom he had no children. His second wife, a Miss Judge, was a
descendant of the Otways, of Castle Otway, and connected with
many leading families in Ireland. Admjral James Ryder Burton
could, if he wou/d, supply you with information respecting the missing
link in your husband’s descent. I have always heard that de Burton
was the proper family name, and I saw lately that a de Burfon now
lives in Lincolnshire.

‘¢ Hoping, madam, that you will be able to establish your claim
to the baronetcy,

¢¢1 remain, yours truly,
“¢A READER OF V. and Q. .
¢¢P.S.—I rather think also, and advise your ascertaining the fact,

* “This is an error of the anonymous writer. Baronetcies were first created
in 1603.”—1I. B.
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that the estate of Barker Hill, Shap, Westmoreland, by the law of
entail, will devolve, at the death of Admiral Ryder Burton, on your

husband, Captain Richard Burton.’

“From the Royal College of Heralds, however, the following in-
formation was forwarded to Mrs. Richard Burton :—

¢« <There zoas a baronetcy in the family of Burton. The first was
Sir Thomas Burton, Knight, of Stokestone, Leicestershire ; created
" July 22nd, 1622, a baronet, by King James I. Sir Charles was the
last baronet. He appears to have been in great distress—a prisoner
for debt, 1712. He is supposed to have died without issue, when
the title became extinct—at least nobody has claimed it since. If
your husband can prove his descent from a younger son of any of
the baronets, he would have a right to the title. The few years
must be filled up between 1712 and the birth of your husband’s
grandfather, which was about 1750; and you must prove that the
Rev. Edward Burton, Rector of Tuam in Galway, your husband’s
grandfather (who came from Shap, in Westmoreland, with his brother,
Bishop Burton, of Tuam), was descended from any of the sons of
any of the baronets named.”” *

* N.B.—We never had the money to pursue these enquiries. But should they
ever be sifted, the proper heir, since my husband is dead, will be Captain Richard
St. George Burton, of the ¢ Black Watch.” We made out all the links, except
twelve years from 1712, It is said that Admiral Ryder Burton himself was the
author of those two anonymous letters to me. My husband often used to say
there were only two titles he would care to have. Firstly, the old family baronetcy,
and the other to be created Duke of Midian.—ISABEL BURTON.



CHAPTER IL

RICHARD'S BIRTH AND CHILDHOOD.

I was born at g.30 p.m., 1gth March (Feast of St. Joseph in the
calendar), 1821, at Barham House, Herts, and suppose I was
baptized in due course at the parish church. My birth took place
in the same year as, but the day before, the grand event of George
IV. visiting the Opera for the first time after the Coronation, March
2oth. I was the eldest of three children. The second was Maria
Catherine Eliza, who married Henry, afterwards General Sir Henry
Stisted, a very distinguished officer, who died, leaving only two
daughters, one of whom, Georgina Martha, survives. Third, Edward
Joseph Netterville, late Captain in the 37th Regiment, unmarried.

The first thing I remember, and it is always interesting to record
a child’s first memories, was being brought down after dinner at
Barham House to eat white currants, seated upon the knee of a tall
man with yellow hair and blue eyes; but whether the memory is
composed of a miniature of my grandfather, and whether the white
frock and blue sash with bows come from a miniature of myself and
not from life, I can never make up my mind.

Barham House was a country place bought by my grandfather,
Richard Baker, who determined to make me his heir because I had
red hair, an unusual thing in the Burton family. The hair soon
changed to black, which seems to justify the following remarks by
Alfred Bate Richards in the pamphlet alluded to. They are as
follows :— :

¢ Richard Burton’s talents for mixing with and assimilating natives
of all countries, but especially Oriental characters, and of becoming
as one of themselves without any one doubting or suspecting his
origin; his perfect knowledge of their languages, manners, customs,
habits, and religion; and last, but not least, his being gifted by
nature with an Arab head and face, favoured this his first enterprise ”
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(the pilgrimage to Mecca). “One can learn from that versatile poet-
traveller, the excellent Théophile Gautier, why Richard Burton 1s an
Arab in appearance ; and account for that incurable restlessness that
is unable to wrest from fortune a spot on earth wherein to repose
when weary of wandering like the desert sands.

“¢There is a reason,’ says Gautier, who had studied the Andalusian
and the Moor, ¢ for the fantasy of nature which causes an Arab to
be born in Paris, or a Greek in Auvergne ; the mysterious voice of
blood which is silent for generations, or only utters a confused
murmur, speaks at rare intervals a more intelligible language. In
the general confusion race claims its own, and some forgotten
ancestor asserts his rights. Who knows what alien drops are
mingled with our blood? The great migrations from the table-lands
of India, the descents of the Northern races, the Roman and Arab
invasions, have all left their marks. Instincts which seem dzzarre
spring from these confused recollections, these hints of distant
country. The vague desire of this primitive Fatherland moves such
minds as retain the more vivid memories of the past. Hence the
wild unrest that wakens in certain spirits the need of flight, such as
the cranes and the swallows feel when kept in bondage—the
impulses that make a man leave his luxurious life to bury himself
in the Steppes, the Desert, the Pampas, the Sdhara. He goes to
seek his brothers. It would be easy to point out the intellectual
Fatherland of our greatest minds. Lamartine, De Musset, and De
Vigny are English ; Delacroix is an Anglo-Indian; Victor Hugo a
Spaniard ; Ingres belongs to the Italy of Florence and Rome.’

“Richard Burton has also some peculiarities which oblige one to
suspect a drop of Oriental, perhaps gipsy, blood. By gipsy we
must understand the pure Eastern.”

My mother had a wild half-brother—Richard Baker, junior, a
barrister-at-law, who refused a judgeship in Australia, and died a
soap-boiler. To him she was madly attached, and delayed the
signing of my grandfather’s will as much as possible to the prejudice
of her own babe. My grandfather Baker drove in his carriage to see
Messrs. Dendy, his lawyers, with the object of signing the will, and
dropped dead, on getting out of the carriage, of ossification of the
heart; and, the document being unsigned, the property was
divided. It would now be worth half a million of money.

When I was sent out to India as a cadet, in 1842, I ran down to
see the old house for the last time, and started off in a sailing ship
round the Cape for Bombay, in a frame of mind to lead any forlorn
hope wherever it might be, Warren Hastings, Governor-General
of India, under similar circumstances threw himself under a firee;
and formed the fine resolution to come back and buy the old place ;
but /e belonged to the eighteenth century. The nineteenth is far
more cosmopolitan. I always acted upon the saying, Omne solum
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Jorti patria, or, as I translated it, “For every region is a strong
man’s home.”

Meantime my father had been obliged to go on half-pay by the
Duke of Wellington for having refused to appear as a witness against
Queen Caroline. He had been town mayor at Genoa when she
lived there, and her kindness to the officers had greatly prepossessed
them in her favour; so, when ordered by the War Office to turn
Judas, he flatly refused. A great loss to himself, as Lord William
Bentinck, Governor-General of India, was about to take him as aide-
camp, and to his family, as he lost all connection with the army,
and lived entirely abroad, and, eventually coming back, died with
his wife at Bath in 1857. However, he behaved like a gentleman,
and none of his family ever murmured at the step, though I began
life as an East Indian cadet, and my brother in a marching regiment,
whilst our cousins were in the Guards and the Rifles and other crack
corps of the army.

The family went abroad when I was a few months old, and settled
at Tours, the charming capital of Touraine, which then contained
some two hundred English families (now reduced to a score or so),
attracted by the beauty of the place, the healthy climate, the economy
of living, the facilities of education, and the friendly feeling of the
French inhabitants, who, despite Waterloo, associated freely with the
strangers..

They had a chaplain, the Rev. Mr. Way (whose son afterwards
entered the Indian army ; I met him in India, and he died young);
their schoolmaster was Mr. Clough, who bolted from his debts, and
then Mr. Gilchrist, who, like the Rev. Edward Irving, Carlisle’s
friend (whom the butcher once asked if he couldn’t assist him), caned
his pupils to the utmost. The celebrated Dr. Brettoneau took
charge of the invalids. They had their duellist, the Honourable
Martin Hawke, their hounds that hunted the Forest of Amboise, and
a select colony of Irishmen, Messrs. Hume and others, who added
immensely to the fun and frolic of the place.

At that period a host of these little colonies were scattered over
the Continent nearest England ; in fact, an oasis of Anglo-Saxondom
in a desert of continentalism, somewhat like the society of English
country towns as it was in 1800, not as it is now, where society is
confined to the parson, dentist, surgeon, general practitioners, the
bankers, and the lawyers. And in those days it had this advantage,
that there were no snobs, and one seldom noticed the aigre discorde,
the maladie chronique des ménages bourgeoises.  Knowing nothing of
Mrs. Grundy, the difference of the foreign colonies was that the
weight of English respectability appeared to be taken off them,

VOL. L c
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though their lives were respectable and respected. ‘The Mrs. Gamps
and Mrs. Grundys were not so rampant. The English of these little
colonies were intensely patriotic, and cared comparatively little for
party politics. They stuck to their own Church because it was their
Church, and they knew as much about the Catholics at their very
door, as the average Englishman does of the Hindd. Moreover, they
honestly called themselves Protestants in those days, and the French
called themselves Catholics. There was no quibble about ‘¢ their
being Anglo-Catholics, and the others Roman-Catholics.” They sub-
scribed liberally to the Church, and did not disdain to act as church-
wardens. They kept a sharp look-out upon the parson, and one
of your Modern High Church Protestants or Puseyites or Ritualists
would have got the sack after the first sermon. They were intensely
national. Any Englishman in those days who refused to fight a duel
with a Frenchman was sent to Coventry, and bullied out of the
place. English girls who flirted with foreigners, were looked upon
very much as white women who permit the addresses of a nigger, are
looked upon by those English who have lived in black countries.
White women who do these things lose caste. Beauséjour, the
chiteau taken by the family, was inhabited by the Maréchale de
Menon in 1778, and eventually became the property of her Zomme
d'affaires, Monsieur Froguet. The dear old place stands on the
right bank of the Loire, halfway up the heights that bound the
stream, commanding a splendid view, and fronted by a French
garden and vineyards now uprooted. In 18735 I paid it a last visit,
and found a friend from Brazil, a Madame Izarié, widow of my friend
the French Consul of Bahia, who had come to die in the house of
his sister, Madame Froguet.

Tours was in those days (1820-30) the most medieval City in
France. The western half of the city, divided from the eastern by
the Rue Royale, contained a number of old turreted houses of free-
stone, which might have belonged to the fifteenth century, There:
also was the tomb of the Venerable St. Martin ‘in a crypt, where:
lamps are ever burning, and where the destroyed cathedral has not
yet been rebuilt. The eastern city contained the grand Cathedral of”
St. Garcien, with its domed towers, and the Archévéché or Arch-
bishop’s palace with beautiful gardens. Both are still kept in the
best order.. In forty-five years the city has grown enormously. The-
southern suburbs, where the Mall and Ramparts used to be, has
become Boulevarts Heurteloup and Béranger; and * Places,” such:
as that of the Palais de Justice, where cabbage gardens fenced with
paling and thorn hedges once showed a few pauper cottages
defended by the fortifications, are now Crescents and Kiosks for
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loungers, houses with tall mansarde roofs, and the large railway
station that connects Tours with the outer world. The river, once
crossed by a single long stone bridge, has now two suspension
bridges and a railway bridge, and the river-holms, formerly strips of
sand, are now grown to double their size, covered with trees and
defended by stone dykes.

I remember passing over the river on foot when it was frozen, but
with the increased population that no longer happens. Still there
are vestiges of the old establishments. The Boule d’Or with its
Golden Ball, and the Pheasant Hotel, both in the Rue Royale, still
remain, You still read, ¢ Maison Piernadine recommended for 7s
elegance, s good taste, 7s new fashions of the first choice.” Madame
Fisterre, the maker of admirable apple-puffs, has disappeared and has
left no sign. This was, as may be supposed, one of my first childish
visits. We young ones enjoyed ourselves very much at the ChAteau
de Beauséjour, eating grapes in the garden, putting our Noah’s ark
animals under the box hedges, picking snail-shells and cowslips in
the lanes, playing with the dogs—three black pointers of splendid
breed, much admired by the Duke of Cumberland when he after-
wards saw them in Richmond Park, named Juno, Jupiter, and
Ponto. Charlotte Ling, the old nurse, daughter of the lodge-keeper
at Barham House, could not stand the absence of beef and beer
and the presence of kickshaws and dandelion salad, and after Aunt
Georgina Baker had paid us a visit, she returned with her to Old
England. A favourite amusement of us children was swarming up
the tails of our father’s horses, three in number, and one—a horse
of Mecklenburg breed—was as tame as an Arab. The first story
Aunt Georgina used to tell of me was of my lying on my back in
a broiling sun, and exclaiming, ‘ How I love a bright burning sun !”
(Nature speaking in early years). Occasional drawbacks were
violent storms of thunder and lightning, when we children were
hustled out of our little cots under the roof, and taken to the
drawing-room, lest the lightning should strike us, and the daily
necessity of learning the alphabet and so forth, multiplication table,
and our prayers.

I was intended for that wretched being, the infant phenomenon,
and so began Latin at three and Greek at four. Things are better
now. Our father used to go out wild-boar hunting in the Zuvré¢
4’ Amboise, where is the chiteau in which Abd-el-Kadir was im-
prisoned by the French Government from 1847 to 1852, when he
was set free by Napoleon III, at the entreaties of Lord London-
derry. (It is said that his Majesty entered his prison in person and
set him free. Abd-el-Kadir, at Damascus, often expressed his obliga-
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tions to the English, and warmly welcomed any English face. On
one occasion I took a near relation of Lord Londonderry’s to see
him, and he was quite overcome.) My father was periodically
brought home hurt by running against a tree. Sport was so much
in vogue then as to come between the parson and his sermon.

This pleasant life came to a close one day. We were three: I
was six, Maria four, and Edward three. One morning saw the
hateful school-books fastened with a little strap, and we boys and
our little bundle were conveyed in a small carriage to the town,
where we were introduced into a room with a number of English
and French boys, who were sitting opposite hacked and ink-spotted
desks, looking as demure as they could, though every now and then
they broke out into wicked grins and nudges. A lame Irish school-
master (Clough) smiled most graciously at us as long as our father
was in the room, but was not half so pleasant when we were left
alone, We wondered “ what we were doing in that Galre,” espe-
cially as we were sent there day after day, and presently we learnt the
dread truth that we were at school at the ripe ages of six and three.
Presently it was found that the house was at an inconvenient dis-
tance from school, and the family transferred itself to the Rue de
PArchévéeché, a very nice house in the north-eastern corner of what
is still the best street in the town (Rue Royale being mostly com-
mercial). It is close to the Place and the Archbishop’s palace,
which delighted us, with small deer feeding about the dwarf lawn.

Presently Mr. Clough ran away, leaving his sister to follow as
best she could, and we were transferred to the care of Mr. John
Gilchrist, a Scotch pedagogue of the old brutal school, who took an
especial delight in caning the boys, especially with a rattan or ferula
across the palm of the hand; but we were not long in discovering a
remedy, by splitting the end of the cane and inserting a bit of hair.
We took lessons in drawing, dancing, French, and music, in which
each child showed its individuality. Maria loved all four; Edward
took to French and music and hated drawing ; I took to French and
drawing, and hated music and dancing. My brother and I took to
the study of Arms, by nature, as soon as we could walk, at first with
popguns and spring pistols and tin and wooden sabres, and I can
quite well remember longing to kill the porter at five years old,
because he laughed at our sadres de bois and pistolets de paille.

I was a boy of three ideas. Usually if a child is forbidden to eat
the sugar or to lap up the cream he simply either obeys or does the
contrary ; but I used to place myself before the sugar and cream
and carefully study the question, “ Have I the courage not to touch
them?” When I was quite sure of myself that I had the courage
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I instantly rewarded resolution by emptying one or both. More-
over, like most boys of strong imagination and acute feeling, I was
a resolute and unblushing liar; I used to ridicule the idea of my
honour being any way attached to telling the truth, I considered it
an impertinence the being questioned, I never could understand
what moral turpitude there could be in a lie, unless it was told for
Jear of the consequences of telling the truth, or one that would attach
blame to another person. That feeling continued for many a year,
and at last, as very often happens, as soon as I realized that a lie
was contemptible, it ran into quite the other extreme, a disagreeable
habit of scrupulously telling the truth whether it was timely or not.*

The school was mostly manned by English boys, sprinkled with
French, and the mixture of the two formed an ungodly article, and
the Italian proverb—

“Un Inglese Italianato
E un Diavolo incarnato

may be applied with quite as much truth to English boys brought
up in France. To succeed in English life, boys must be brought up
in a particular groove. First the preparatory school, then Eton and
Oxford, with an occasional excursion to France, Italy, and Germany,
to learn languages, not of Stratford-atte-Bowe, and to find out that
England is not the whole world. I never met any of my Tours
schoolfellows save one—Blayden Edward Hawke, who became a
Commander in the Navy, and died in 1877.

We boys became perfect devilets, and played every kind of trick
despite the rattan. Fighting the French gutter-boys with sticks and
stones, fists, and snowballs was a favourite amusement, and many a
donkey-lad went home with ensanguined nose, whilst occasionally
we got the worst of it from some big brother. The next favourite
game was playing truant, passing the day in utter happiness, fancying
ourselves Robinson Crusoes, and wandering about the strip of wood
(long since doomed to fuel) at the top of the Tranchée. Our father
and mother went much into the society of the place, which was gay
and pleasant, and we children were left more or less to the servants.
We boys beat all our bonnes, generally by running at their petticoats
and upsetting them. There was one particular case when a new
nurse arrived, a huge Norman girl, who at first imposed upon this
turbulent nursery by her breadth of shoulder and the general rigour
of her presence. One unlucky day we walked to the Faubourg at

* N.B.—From that he became a man wholly truthful, wholly incorruptible, who
never lost his ‘“ dignity,” a man whose honour and integrity from the cradle to the
grave was unimpeachable,—I. B.
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the south-east of the town, the only part of old Tours now remaining ;
the old women sat spinning and knitting at their cottage doors, and
remarked loud enough for us boys to hear, “ Ah cal ces petits
gamins! Voild une honnéte bonne qui ne leur laissera pas faire
des farces ! ” Whereupon Euphrosyne became as proud as a peacock,
and insisted upon a stricter discipline than we were used to. That
forest walk ended badly. A jerk of the arm on her part brought on
a general attack from the brood ; the poor bonne measured her length
upon the ground, and we jumped upon her. The party returned,
she with red eyes, torn cap, and downcast looks, and we hooting
and jeering loudly, and calling the old women “Les Meres Pom-
ponnes,” who screamed predictions that we should come to the
guillotine.

Our father and mother had not much idea of managing their
children ; it was like the old tale of the hen who hatched ducklings.
By way of a wholesome and moral lesson of self-command and self-
denial, our mother took us past Madame Fisterre’s windows, and
bade us look at all the good things in the window, during which we
fixed our ardent affections upon a tray of apple-puffs ; then she said,
“ Now, my dears, let us go away ; it is so good for little children to
restrain themselves.” Upon this we three devilets turned flashing
eyesand burning cheeks upon our moralizing mother, broke the
windows with our fists, clawed out the tray of apple-puffs, and
bolted, leaving poor mother a sadder and a wiser woman, to pay the
damages of her lawless brood’s proceedings.

Talking of the guillotine, the schoolmaster unwisely allowed the
boys, by way of a school-treat, to see the execution of a woman who
killed her small family by poisoning, on condition that they would
look away when the knife descended ; but of course that was just
the time (with such an injunction) when every small neck was craned
and eyes strained to look, and the result was that the whole school
played at guillotine for a week, happily without serious accidents.*

T_he residence at Tours was interrupted by occasional trips, sum-
mering in other places, especially at St. Malo. The seaport then

iy N.B.—This kind of Zndulgence should never be allowed by parents or tutors.
During our eighteen years in Austria, there were some parents up the Slav
district who allowed their two eldest children, boy and girl, six and seven, to see
the pigs killed for a treat. They saw everything, to the hanging up of the pigs
ready for buying. f\ext day the mother went down to the Trieste market, father
to work, and the chllglren were left in charge of the cottage. When the parents
got near the cottage in late afternoon, the two children ran out and said, * We
have had such fun, mamma ; we have played all day at killing pigs, and we have
done baby beautifully, and he squealed at first just like a real pig.” The horrified
g;rte}rllésl ;;:hi?s 1;:) an?’t{?un? trul{ tl}(nat baby was beautifully done, hanging up

) b or little stomach kept open b i j i

pig, and had been dead for hours.—1I, ILB 1 el ool
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thoroughly deserved the slighting notice, to which it was subjected
by Captain Marryat, and the house in the Faubourg was long re-
membered from its tall avenue of old yew trees, which afforded
abundant bird’s-nesting. At Dieppe the gallops on the sands were
very much enjoyed, for we were put on horseback as soon as we
could straddle. Many a fall was of course the result, and not a
few broken heads, whilst the rival French boys were painfully
impressed by the dignity of spurs and horsewhips.

At times relations came over to visit us, especially Grandmamma
Baker (Grandmamma Baker was a very peculiar character). Her
arrival was a signal for presents and used to be greeted with
tremendous shouts of delight, but the end of a week always
brought on a quarrel. Our mother was rather thin and delicate,
but our grandmother was a thorough old Macgregor, of the Helen
or the Rob Roy type, and was as quick to resent an affront as any
of her clan. Her miniature shows that she was an extremely hand-
some woman, who retained her good looks to the last. When her
stepson, Richard Baker, jun., inherited his money, .£80,000, he
went to Paris and fell into the hands of the celebrated Baron de
Thierry. This French friend persuaded him to embark in the
pleasant little speculation of building a bazaar. By the time the
walls began to grow above ground the Englishman had finished
460,000, and, seeing that a million would hardly finish the work,
he sold off his four greys and fled Paris post-haste in a post-chaise.
The Baron Thierry followed him to London, and, bold as brass,
presented himself as an injured creditor at grandmamma’s pretty
little house in Park Lane. The old lady replied by summoning
her servants and having him literally kicked downstairs in true
Highland fashion. That Baron’s end is well known in history.
He made himself king of one of the Cannibal Islands in the
Scuth Sea, and ended by being eaten by his ungrateful subjects.

Grandmamma Baker was determined to learn French, and,
accordingly, secured a professor. The children’s great delight
was to ambuscade themselves, and to listen with joy to the lessons.
“What is the sun?” ¢ Le soleil, madame!” ¢ La solelle.” “Non,
madame. Leso—Ileil.” ¢ Oh, pooh! Lasolelle.” After about six
repetitions of the same, roars of laughter issued from the curtains—
we of course speaking French like English, upon which the old lady
would jump up and catch hold of the nearest delinquent and ad-
minister condign punishment. She had a peculiar knack of starting
the offender, compelling him to describe a circle of which she was the
centre, whilst, holding with the left hand, she administered smacks
and cuffs with the right; but, as every mode of attack has its own
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defence, it was soon found out that the proper corrective was to threw
one’s self on one’s back, and give vigorous kicks with both legs. It
need hardly be said that Grandmamma predicted that Jack Ketch
would make acquaintance with the younger scions of her race, and
that she never arrived at speaking French like a Parisian.

Grandmama Burton was also peculiar in her way. Her portrait
shows the regular Bourbon traits, the pear-shaped face and head
which culminates in Louis Philippe’s. Although the wife of a country
clergyman, she never seemed to have attained the meekness of feeling
associated with that peaceful calling. The same thing is told of her
as was told of the Edgeworth family. On one occasion during the
absence of her husband, the house at Tuam was broken into by
thieves, probably some of her petted tenantry. She lit a candle and
went upstairs to fetch some gunpowder, loaded her pistols, and ran
down to the hall, when the robbers decamped. She asked the raw
Irish servant girl who had accompanied her what had become of the
light, and the answer was that it was standing oh the barrel of ¢ black
salt ” upstairs ; thereupon Grandmamma Burton had the pluck to walk
up to the garret and expose herself to the risk of being blown to
smithereens. When my father returned from service in Sicily, at the
end of the year, he found the estate in a terrible condition, and
obtained his mother’s leave to take the matter in hand. He invited
all the tenants to dinner, and when speech time came on, after being
duly blarneyed by all present, he made a little address, dwelling with
some vigour upon the necessity of being for the future more regular
with the “rint.” Faces fell, and the only result was, that when the
rent came to be collected, he was fired at so frequently (showing that
this state of things had been going on for some sixty or seventy years),
that, not wishing to lead the life of the ¢ Galway woodcock,” he gave
up the game, and allowed matters to take their own course.

Another frequent visitor was popularly known as “Aunt G.”—
Georgina Baker, the younger of the three sisters, who was then in
the heyday of youth and high spirits. An extremely handsome girl,
with blue eyes and dark hair and fine tall figure, she was the life
of the house as long as her visits lasted. Her share of the property
being £30,000, she had of course a number of offers from English
as well as foreigners. On the latter she soon learned to look shy,
having heard that one of her rejected suitors had exclaimed to his
friend, ¢ Quelle dommage, avec cette petite ferme a vendre,” the
wished-for farm, adjoining his property, happening then to be in the
market. Heiresses are not always fortunate, and she went on
refusing suitor after suitor, till ripe middle age, when she married
Robert Bagshaw, Esq., M.P, for Harwich. She wanted to.adopt e,
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intending to accompany me to Oxford and leave me her property,
but this project had no stay in it. At the time she was at Tours,
Aunt G. had a kind of “fad” that she would marry one of her
brother-in-law Burton’s brothers. Her eldest sister Sarah had married
my uncle Burton, elder brother of my father, who, sorely against his
wish, which pointed to the Church, had been compelled by the
failure of the “rint” to become an army surgeon—the same who
had the disappointment at St. Helena.

At last it became apparent that Tours was no longer a place for us
who were approaching the ticklish time of teens. All Anglo-French
boys generally were remarkable young ruffians, who, at ten years of
age, cocked their hats and loved the ladies. Instead of fighting and
fagging, they broke the fine old worked glass church windows, purloined
their fathers’ guns to shoot at the monuments in the churchyards,
and even the shops and bazaars were not safe from their impudent
raids. The ringleader of the gang was a certain Alek G——, the
son of a Scotchmen of good family, who was afterwards connected
with or was the leading spirit of a transaction, which gave a tablet
and an inscription to Printing House Square. Alek was very hand-
some, and his two sisters were as good looking as himself. He died
sadly enough at a hospital in Paris. Political matters, too, began to
look queer. The revolution which hurled Charles X. from the throne,
produced no outrages in quiet Tours, beyond large gatherings of
the people with an immense amount of noise, especially of ¢ Vive la
Chatte ! ” (for La Charte), the good comméres turning round and asking
one another whom the Cat might be that the people wished it so long
a life; but when Casimir Périer had passed through the town, and
“the three glorious days of July” had excited the multitude, things
began to look black, and cries of “ A bas les Anglais/” were not un-
common. An Englishmen was threatened with prison because the
horse he was driving accidentally knocked down an old woman, and a
French officer of the line, who was fond of associating with English
girls, was grossly insulted and killed in a dastardly duel by a
pastrycook.

At last, after a long deliberation, the family resolved to leave
Tours. Travelling in those days, especially for a large family, was
a severe infliction. The old travelling carriages, which had grown
shabby in the coachhouse, had to be taken out and furbished up,
and all the queer receptacles, imperial, boot, sword-case, and plate-
chest, to be stuffed with miscellaneous luggage. After the usual
sale by auction, my father took his departure, perhaps mostly re-
gretted by a little knot of Italian exiles, whom he liked on account
of his young years spent in Sicily, and whose society not improbably
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suggested his ultimate return to Italy. Then began the journey
along the interminable avenues of the old French roads, lined with
parallel rows of poplars, which met at a vanishing point of the far
distance. I found exactly the same thing, when travelling through
Lower Canada in 1860. Mighty dull work it was, whilst the French
postilion in his seven-league boots jogged along with his horses at
the rate of five miles an hour, never dreaming of increasing the rate,
till he approached some horridly paved town, when he cracked his
whip, like a succession of pistol shots, to the awe and delight of all
the sabots. Very slow hours they were, especially as the night wore
on, and the road, gleaming white between its two dark edges, looked
of endless length. And when at last the inn was reached, it proved
very unlike the inn of the present day. A hard bargain had to be
driven with a rapacious landlady, who, if you objected to her charges,
openly roared at you with arms akimbo, *that if you were not rich
enough to travel, you ought to stay at home.,” Then the beds had
to be inspected, the damp sheets to be aired, and the warming-pans
to be ordered, and, as dinner had always to be prepared after arrival,
it was not unusual to sit hungry for a couple of hours.

The fatigues of the journey seriously affected my mother’s health,
and she lost no time in falling very ill at Chartres. Then Grand-
mamma Baker was sent for to act garde-malade,and to awe the children,
who were wild with delight at escaping school and masters, with the
weight of her sturdy Scotch arm. The family passed through Paris,
where the signs of fighting, bullets in the walls, and burnt houses,
had not been wholly obliterated, and were fortunate enough to escape
the cholera, which then for the first time attacked Europe in its very
worst form. Grandmamma Baker was very nearly as bad, for she
almost poisoned her beloved grandchildren, by stuffing our noses
and mouths full of the strongest camphor whenever we happened
to pass through a town. The cold plunge into English life was
broken by loitering on the sands of Dieppe. A wonderful old
ramshackle place it was in those days, holding a kind of intermediate
place between the dulness of Calais and the liveliness of “ Boolone,”
as the denizens called it. It wanted the fine hotels and the Z/a-
blissement, which grew up under the Second Empire, but there was
during the summer a pleasant, natural kind of life, living almost
exclusively upon the sands and dipping in the water, galloping
about on little ponies, and watching the queer costumes of the
bathers, and discussing the new-comers. Though railways were not
dreamt of, many Parisians used to affect the place, and part of the

French nature seems to be, to rush into the sea as soon as they
see it.




CHAPTER IIIL
THE CHILDREN ARE BROUGHT TO ENGLAND.

LaNpiNG in England was dolorous. Grandmamma Baker inflated
her nostrils, and, delighted at escaping from those ¢rapauds and
their kickshaws, quoted with effusion her favourite Cowper, “England,
with all thy faults, I love thee still.” The children scoffed. The air
of Brighton, full of smoke and blacks, appeared to them unfit for
breathing. The cold grey seas made them shudder. In the town
everything appeared so small, so prim, so mean, the little one-
familied houses contrasting in such a melancholy way with the big
buildings of Tours and Paris. We revolted against the coarse and
half-cooked food, and, accustomed to the excellent Bordeaux of
France, we found port, sherry, and beer like strong medicine ; the
bread, all crumb and no crust, appeared to be half baked, and milk
meant chalk and water. The large joints of meat made us think
of Robinson Crusoe, and the vegetables cuitz @ leau, especially the
potatoes, which had never heard of  Maitre dhotel,” suggested the
roots of primitive man. Moreover, the national temper, fierce and
surly, was a curious contrast to the light-hearted French of middle
France. A continental lady of those days cautioned her son, who
was about to travel, against ridicule in France and the canaille in
England. The little children punched one another’s heads on the
sands, the boys punched one another’s heads in the streets, and in
those days a stand-up fight between men was not uncommon. Even
the women punched their children, and the whole lower-class society
seemed to be governed by the fist.

My father had determined to send his boys to Eton to prepare
for Oxford and Cambridge. In the mean time some blundering
friend had recommended him a preparatory school. This was kept
by the Rev. Charles Delafosse, who rejoiced in the title of Chaplain
to the Duke of Cumberland, a scion of royalty, who had, apparently,
very little to do with the Church. Accordingly, the family went to
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Richmond, the only excitement of the journey being the rage of the
post-boys, when we boys on the box furtively poked their horses
with long sticks. After sundry attempts at housing themselves in
the tiny doll-rooms in the stuffy village, they at last found a house,
so called by courtesy, in “ Maids of Honour Row,” between the river
and the Green, a house with a strip of garden fronting it, which a
sparrow could hop across in thirty seconds. Opening upon the
same Green, stood that horror of horrors, the school, or the ¢ Estab-
lishment,” as it would 7oz be called. It consisted of a large block
of buildings (detached), lying between the Green and the Old Town,
which has long been converted into dwelling-houses. In those
days it had a kind of paling round a paddock, forming a long
parallelogram, which enclosed some fine old elm trees. One side
was occupied by the house, and the other by the school-room. In
the upper stories of the former, were the dormitories with their small
white beds, giving the idea of the Lilliput Hospital ; a kind of out-
house attached to the dwelling was the place where the boys fed at
two long tables stretching the whole length of the room. The only
decoration of the palings were names cut all over their inner surfaces
and rectangular nails at the top, acting as ckevaux de frise. The
school-room was the usual scene of hacked and well-used benches
and ink-stained desks, everything looking as mean and uncomfortable
as possible.

This was the kind of Dotheboys Hall, to which, in those days,
gentlemen were contented to send their sons, paying a hundred
a year, besides “ perquisites” (plunder) : on the Continent the same
treatment would be had for £ 2o.

The Rev. Charles was a bluff and portly man, with dark hair and
short whiskers, whose grand aquiline nose took a prodigious deal of
snuff, and was not over active with the rod ; but he was no more fit
to be a schoolmaster than the Grand Cham of Tartary. He was,
however, rather a favourite with the boys, and it was shrewdly
whispered, that at times he returned from dining abroad half-seas
over. His thinlipped wife took charge of the méuage, and looked
severely after the provisions, and swayed with an iron sceptre the
maid-servants, who had charge of the smaller boys. The ushers
were the usual consequential lot of those days. There was the hand-
some and dressy usher, a general favourite with the fair; the shabby
and mild usher, despised by even the smallest boy; and the un-
fortunate French usher, whose life was a fair foretaste of Purgatory.

Instead of learning anything at this school, my brother and I
lost .m.u.ch of what we knew, especially in French, and the principal
acquisitions were, a certain facility of using our fists, and a general
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development of ruffianism. I was in one perpetual scene of fights ;
at one time I had thirty-two affairs of honour to settle, the place of
meeting being the school-room, with the elder boys sitting in judg-
ment. On the first occasion I received a blow in the eye, which I
thought most unfair, and having got my opponent down I proceeded
to hammer his head against the ground, using his ears by way of
handles. My indignation knew no bounds when I was pulled off by
the bystanders, and told to let my enemy stand up again. ‘Stand
up ! I cried, ¢ after all the trouble I've had to get the fellow down.”
At last the fighting went on to such an extent, that I was beaten as
thin as a shotten herring, and the very servant-maids, when washing
me on Saturday night, used to say, ¢ Drat the child ! what has he
been doing? he’s all black and blue.” Edward fought just as well
as I did, but he was younger and more peaceable. Maria says that I
was a thin, dark little boy, with small features and large black eyes,
and was extremely proud, sensitive, shy, nervous, and of a melan-
choly, affectionate disposition. Such is the effect of a boys’ school
after a few months’ trial, when the boys learn to despise mother and
sisters, and to affect the rough as much as possible, and this is not
only in England, but everywhere where the boy first escapes from
petticoat government. He does not know what to do to show his
manliness. There is no stronger argument in favour of mixed
schools, up to a certain age, of boys and girls together.

At the little Richmond theatre we were taken to see Edmund
Kean, who lived in a cottage on the Green. He had gentle blood
in his veins, grandson (illegitimate) of George Savile, Marquis of
Halifax, and that accounted for his Italian, or rather un-John-Bull
appearance, and for his fiery power. I saw him in his famous
Richard III 74/, and remember only what old Colley Grattan
described, ¢ Looks bloated with brandy, nose red, cheeks blotched,
and eyes blood-shot.” He was drinking himself to death. His
audience appeared not a little afraid of him ; perhaps they had
heard of the Guernsey scene, where he stood at the footlights and
flashed out,  Unmannered dogs! stand ye where / command.”

Our parents very unwisely determined to correct all personal
vanity in their offspring by always dwelling upon our ugliness.
My nose was called cocked ; it was a Cross which I had to carry, and
was a perpetual plague to me; and I was assured that the only
decent feature in my face was my teeth. Maria, on account of her
fresh complexion, was called Blousabella ; and even Edward, whose
features were perfect, and whom Frenchmen used to stop and stare
at in the streets, and call him “Le petit Napoleon,” was told to
nauseousness that “ handsome is as handsome does.” In later life
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we were dressed in a marvellous fashion ; a piece of yellow nankin
would be bought to dress the whole family, like three sticks of
barley sugar. Such was the discipline of the day, and nothing could
be more ill-judged ; it inflicted an amount of torment upon sensitive
children which certainly was not intended, but which had the very
worst effect. ;

If we children quarrelled, and turned up our noses at the food
in English hotels, what must have been our surprise at the food of
an English school? Breakfast at 8 a.m., consisting of very blue
milk and water, in chipped and broken-handled mugs of the same
colour. The boys were allowed tea from home, but it was a
perpetual battle to get a single drink of it. The substantials were
a wedge of bread with a glazing of butter. The epicures used to
collect the glazing to the end of the slice in order to convert it into
a final donne boucke. The dinner at one o’clock began with stickjaw
(pudding) and ended with meat, as at all second-rate schools. The
latter was as badly cooked as possible, black out and blue inside,
gristly and sinewy. The vegetables were potatoes, which could
serve for grapeshot, and the hateful carrot. Supper was a repetition
of breakfast, and, at an age when boys were making bone and
muscle, they went hungry to bed.

Occasionally the pocket-money and tips were clubbed, and a
“room” would go in for a midnight feed of a quartern loaf, ham,
polony, and saveloys, with a quantity of beer and wine, which
generally led to half a dozen fights. Saturday was a day to be feared
on account of its peculiar pie, which contained all the waifs and
strays of the week. On the Sunday there was an attempt at plum-
pudding of a peculiarly pale and leaden hue, as if it had been
unjustly defrauded of its due allowance of plums. And this dull
routine lasted throughout the scholastic year. School hours were
from seven till nine, and ten to one, and three to five, without other
changes, save at the approach of the holidays, when a general burst
of singing, locally called “challenging,” took place. Very few were
the schoolfellows we met in after life. The ragged exceptions were
Guildford Onslow, the Claimant’s friend. Tuckey Baines, as he was
called on account of his exploits on Saturday pie, went into the
Bombay army, and was as disagreeable and ill-conditioned as when
he was a bully at school. He was locally celebrated for hanging the
wrong Mahommad, and for his cure for Sindee litigiousness, by
making complainant and defendant flog each other in turn. The
only schoolboy who did anything worthy, was Bobby Delafosse
(who was appointed to the 26th Regiment, N.L), who showed
immense pluck, and died fighting bravely in the Indian Mutiny.
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I met him in Bombay shortly before I went off to the North-West
Provinces, but my remembrances of the school were so painful, that
I could not bear to recognize him. In fact, that part of life, which
most boys dwell upon with the greatest pleasure, and concerning
which, most autobiographers tell the longest stories—school and
college—was ever a nightmare to us. It was like the “Blacking-
shop ” of Charles Dickens.

Before the year concluded, an attack of measles broke out in the
school, several of the boys died, and it was found necessary to dis-
perse the survivors. We were not hard-hearted, but we were
delighted to get home. We worked successfully on the fears of
Aunt G., which was assisted by my cadaverous appearance, and it
was resolved to move us from school, to our infinit¢ joy. My
father had also been thoroughly sick of “ Maids of Honour Row”
and ‘“Richmond Green.” He was sighing for shooting and boar-
hunting in the French forests, and he felt that he had done quite
enough for the education of the boys, which was turning out so
badly. He resolved to bring us up abroad, and picked up the
necessary assistance for educating us by tutor and governess. Miss
Ruxton, a stout red-faced girl, was thoroughly up in the three R’s,
and was intended to direct Maria’s education. Mr. Du Pré, an
undergraduate at Exeter College, Oxford, son of the Rector of Berk-
hampstead, wanted to see life on the Continent, and was not un-
willing to see it with a salary. He was an awkward-looking John
Bull article, with a narrow forehead, eyes close together, and thick
lips, which secured him a perpetual course of caricaturing, He
used to hit out hard whenever he found the caricatures, but only
added bitterness to them. Before he had been in the family a
week, I obliged him with a sketch of his tomb and the following
inscription :—

‘¢ Stand, passenger! hang down thy head and weep,
A young man from Exeter here doth sleep ;

If any one ask who that young man be,
*Tis the Devil’s dear friend and companion—Du Pré ”—

which was merely an echo of Shakespeare and John & Combe, but
it showed a fine sense of independence.

I really caught the measles at school, and was nursed by Grand-
mamma Baker in Park Street. It was the only infantine malady that
Iever had. The hooping-cough only attacked me on my return from
Harrar, when staying with my friend Dr. Steinhaiiser at Aden, in
1853. As soon as I was well enough to travel, the family embarked
at the Tower Wharf for Boulogne. We boys scandalized every one
on board. We shrieked, we whooped, we danced for joy. We
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shook our fists at the white cliffs, and loudly hoped we should never_
see them again. We hurrab’d for France, and hooted for England,
«The Land on which the Sun ne’er sets—nor rises,” till the sailor
who was hoisting the Jack, looked upon us as a pair of little monsters.
In our delight at getting away from school and the stuffy little
island, we had no idea of the disadvantages which the new kind of
life would inflict on our future careers. We were too young to
know. A man who brings up his family abroad, and who lives there
for years, must expect to lose all the friends who could be useful to
him when he wishes to start them in life. The conditions of society
in England are so complicated, and so artificial, that those who
would make their way in the world, especially in public careers,
must be broken to it from their earliest day. The future soldiers
and statesmen must be prepared by Eton and Cambridge. The
more English they are, even to the cut of their hair, the better. In
consequence of being brought up abroad, we never thoroughly
understood English society, nor did society understand us. And,
lastly, it is a 7ea/ advantage to belong to some parish. It is a great
thing, when you have won a battle, or explored Central Africa, to be
welcomed home by some little corner of the Great World, which
takes a pride in your exploits, because they reflect honour upon
itself. In the contrary condition you are a waif, a stray ; you are a
blaze of light, without a focus. Nobody outside your own fireside
cares.

No man ever gets on in the world, or rises to the head of affairs,
unless he is a representative of his nation. Taking the marking
characters of the last few years—Palmerston, Thiers, Cavour, and
Bismarck—what were they but simply the types of their various
nationalities? In point of intellect Cavour was a first-rate man,
Thiers second-rate, Palmerston third-rate, whilst Bismarck was
strength, Von Moltke brain. Their success in life was solely owing
to their representing the failings, as well as the merits of their several
nationalities. Thiers, for instance, was the most thoroughbred
possible épicier, and yet look at his success. And his death was
mourned even in England, and yet he was the bitterest enemy that
England ever had. His Chauvinism did more than the Crimean
War to abolish the prestige of England. Unhappily for his Chauvin-
ism, it also thoroughly abolished France.

Mr. Du Pré, the tutor, and Miss Ruxton, the governess, had their
work cut out for them. They attempted to commence with a strict
discipline ; for instance, the family passing through Paris lodged at
the Hétel Windsor, and they determined to walk the youngsters out
school fashion. The consequence was that when the walk extended
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to the boulevards, the young ones, on agreement, knowing Paris
well, suddenly ran away, and were home long before the unfortunate
strangers could find their. way, and reported that their unlucky
tutor and governess had been run over by an omnibus. There was
immense excitement till the supposed victims walked in immensely
tired, having wandered over half Paris, not being able to find their
way. A scene followed, but the adversaries respected each other
more after that day.

The difficulty was now where to colonize. One of the peculiarities
of the little English colonies was the unwillingness of their denizens
to return to them when once they had left them. My father had
been very happy at Tours, and yet he religiously avoided it. He
passed through Orleans—a horrid hole, with as many smells as
Cologne—and tried to find a suitable country house near it, but in
vain ; everything seemed to smell of goose and gutter. Then he
drifted on to Blois, in those days a kind of home of the British
stranger, and there he thought proper to call a halt. At last a house
was found on the high ground beyond the city, which, like Tours,
lies mainly on the left bank of the river, and where most of the
English colonists dwelt. There is no necessity of describing this
little bit of England in France, which was very like Tours. When
one describes one colony, one describes them all. The notables
were Sir Joseph Leeds, Colonel Burnes, and a sister of Sir Stamford
Raffles, who lived in the next-door villa, if such a term may be
applied to a country house in France in 1831. The only difference
from Tours was, there was no celebrated physician, no pack of hounds,
and no parson. Consequently service on Sundays had to be read
at home by the tutor, and the evening was distinguished by one of
Blair’s sermons. This was read out by us children, each taking a
turn. The discourse was from one of Blair’s old three volumes,
which appeared to have a soporific effect upon the audience. Soft
music was gradually heard proceeding from the nasal organs of
father and mother, tutor and governess; and then we children,
preserving the same tone of voice, entered into a conversation, and
discussed matters, until the time came to a close.

At Blois we were now entering upon our teens; our education
was beginning in real earnest. Poor Miss Ruxton soon found her
task absolutely impossible, and threw up the service. A school-
room was instituted, where time was wasted upon Latin and Greek
for six or seven hours a day, besides which there was a French
master—one of those obsolete little old men, who called themselves
Professeurs-és-lettres, and the great triumph of whose life was that
he had read Herodotus in the original. The dancing-master was a

VOL. I D
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large and pompous oldster, of course an ancien militaire, whose kit
and whose capers were by contrast peculiarly ridiculous, and \\.rho
quoted at least once every visit, Oh, Richard! oh, mon 1:01!”
He taught, besides country dances, square and round, the Minuet
de la Cour, the Gavotte de Vestris, and a Danse Chinoise, which
consisted mainly in turning up thumbs and toes. The only favourite
amongst all those professors was the fencing-master, also an old
soldier, who had lost the thumb of his right hand in the wars, which
of course made him a gawché in loose fencing. We boys gave
ourselves up with ardour to this study, and passed most of our
leisure hours in exchanging thrusts. We soon learned not to
neglect the mask: I passed my foil down Edward’s throat, and
nearly destroyed his uvula, which caused me a good deal of sorrow.
The amusements consisted chiefly of dancing at evening parties, we
boys choosing the tallest girls, especially a very tall Miss Donovan.
A little fishing was to be had, my father being a great amateur.
There were long daily walks, swimming in summer, and brass
cannons, bought in the toy shops, were loaded to bursting.

The swimming was very easily taught ; in the present day boys and
girls go to school and learn it like dancing. In our case Mr. Du Pré
supported us by a hand under the stomach, taught us how to use our
arms and legs, and to manage our breath, after which he withdrew his
hand and left us to float as we best could.

This life lasted for a year, till all were thoroughly tired of it. Our
father and mother were imperceptibly lapsing into the category of
professed invalids, like people who have no other business in life,
except to be sick,. This was a class exceptionally common in the
unoccupied little English colonies that studded the country. It was
a far robuster institution than the Parisian invalid, whose object in
life was to ‘appear maladive ¢t souffrante. The British malade
consumed a considerable quantity of butcher’s meat, but although he
or she always saw death in the pot, they had not the moral courage
to refuse what disagreed with them. They tried every kind of drug
and nostrum known, and answered every advertisement, whether it.
agreed with their complaint or not. Their able de nuit was covered
with bottles and gallipots. They dressed themselves three or four
times a day for the change of climate, and insensibly acquired a
horror of dining out, or passing the evening away from home. They
had a kind of rivalry with other invalids ; nothing offended them
more than to tell them that they were in strong health, and that if they
had been hard-worked professionals in England, they would have
been ill once a year, instead of once a month. Homceopathy was a.
great boon to them, and so was hydropathy. So was the grape-cure
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and all the humbug invented by non-professionals, such as hunger-
cure and all that nonsense,

Our parents suffered from asthma, an honest and respectable kind
of complaint, which if left to itself, allows you, like gout, to last till
your eightieth year, but treated systematically, and with the aid of the
doctor, is apt to wear you out. Grandmamma Baker, who came over
to Blois, compared them in her homely Scotch fashion to two
buckets in a well. She was very wroth with my father, when,
remembering the days of his youth, he began to hug the idea of
returning to Italy and seeing the sun, and the general conclusion of
her philippics (“You'll kill your wife, sir”) did not change his
resolution. She even insinuated that in the olden day there had
been a Sicilian young woman who received the Englishman’s pay, and
so distributed it as to keep off claims. So Grandmamma Baker was
sent off to her beloved England, “whose faults she still loved.”

The old yellow chariot was brought out of the dusty coach-house
once more, and furbished up, and, after farewell dinners and parties
all round, the family turned their back on Blois. The journey was
long, being broken by sundry attacks of asthma, and the posting
and style of travel were full of the usual discomforts. In crossing
over the Tarare a drunken postilion nearly threw one of the carriages
over the precipice, and in shooting the Pont de St. Esprit the
steamer nearly came to grief under one of the arches. We stayed
a short time in Lyons, in those days a perfect den of thieves.
From Avignon my tutor and I were driven to the Fountain of
Vaucluse, the charming blue well in the stony mountain, and the
memories of Petrarch and Laura were long remembered. The driver
insisted upon a full gallop, and the protests of the unfortunate
Englishman, who declared every quarter of an hour that he was the
father of a large family, were utterly disregarded.

The first view of Provence was something entirely new, and the
escape was hailed from the flat fields and the long poplar avenues of
Central France. Everything, even the most squalid villages, seemed
to fall into a picture. It wassomething like a sun that burst upon the
rocks. The olive trees laden with purple fruit were a delight after
the apples and pears, and the contrast between the brown rock and
the blue Mediterranean, was quite a new sensation. At Marseilles
we embarked for Leghorn, which was then, in Italy, very much what
1,yons was in France. It was the head-quarters of brigands. In-
deed it was reported that a society existed, whose members were
pledged to stab their fellow-creatures, whenever they could do it
safely. And it was brought to light by the remorse of a son, who
had killed his father by mistake. The Grand Duke of Tuscany,
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with his weak benevolence, was aversé to shedding blood, and the
worst that these wretches expected was to be dressed in the red or
the yellow of the Galeotti, and to sweep the streets and to bully the
passenger for bakskish. Another unpleasant development was the
quantity of vermin,—even the washerwoman’s head appeared to be
walking off her shoulders. Still there was a touch of Italian art
about the place, in the days before politics and polemics had
made Italian art, with the sole exception of sculpture, the basest
thing on the Continent: the rooms were large, high, and airy, the
frescoes on the ceiling were good, and the pictures had not been sold
to Englishmen, and replaced by badly coloured daubs, and cheap
prints of the illustrated paper type. i

After a few days, finding Leghorn utterly unfit to inhabit, my
father determined to transfer himself to Pisa. There, after the usual
delay, he found a lodging on the wrong side of the Arno—that is
to say, the side which does not catch the winter sun—in a huge
block of buildings opposite the then highest: bridge. Dante’s old
“Vituperio delle gante” was then the dullest abode known to man,
except perhaps his sepulchre. The cliiate was detestable (Iceland
on the non-sunny, Madeira on the sunny side of the river), but the
doctors thought it good enough for their patients; consequently it
was the hospital of a few sick Britishers upon a large scale. These
unfortunates had much better have been left at home instead of
being sent to die of discomfort in Tuscany, but there they would
have died upon the doctor’s hands. The dullness of the place was
something preternatural. '

The. Italians had their own amusements. The principal one was
the opera, a perfect den of impurity, where you were choked by the
effluvia of pastrane or the brigands’ cloaks, which descended from
grandfather to grandson. The. singing, instrumentation, and acting
were equally vile, but the Pisani had not the critical ferocity of the
Livornesi, who were used to visit the smallest defect with “ Torni in
iscena, bestia!” The other form of amusement was the conver-
sazione. Here you entered about six o'clock, and found an
enormous room, with a dwarf sofa and an avenue of two lines of
chairs projecting from it perpendicularly. You were expected to
walk through the latter, which were occupied by the young women,
to the former, upon which sat the dowagers, and after the three
saluts d’usage and the compliments of the season, you backed out
by the way you came in, and then passed the evening leaning over
the back of the chair of the fair dame whose cavaliere servente
you were supposed to be. Refreshments were an occasional glass
of cold water ; in luxurious houses there were water ices and sugared



Pisa. : 27

wafers. They complain that we English are not happy in society
without eating, and I confess that I prefer a good beefsteak to cold
water and water ices.

There was no bad feeling between the Italians and English ; they
simply ignored one another. Nothing could be shadier than the
English colony at Pisa. As they had left England, the farther they
were the more wretched they became, till they reached the climax
at Naples. They had no club, as at Tours, and they met to read
their Gagliani at a grocer'’s shop on the Lung’ Arno. They had
their parson and doctor and their tea-caddies, but the inhospitable
nature of the country—and certainly Italy is the least given to the
savage virtue—seemed to have affected the strangers. Equally
unknown were the dinner-parties of Tours and the hops of Blois.
No one shot and no one fished. A madman used to plunge
through the ice on the Lung’ Arno in midwinter, but most of
them contented themselves with promenading the Quai and basking
in its wintry sun till they returned to their stuffy rooms. A good
many of them were half-pay officers. Others were Jamaican planters,
men who had made their fortunes in trade ; the rest were nonde-
scripts whom nobody knew. At times some frightful scandal broke
out in consequence of some gentleman who had left his country
for his country’s good.

The discomforts of Pisa were considerable. The only fireplace
in those days was a kind of brazier, put in the middle of the room.
The servants were perfect savages, who had to be taught the very
elements of service, and often at the end of the third day a great
burly peasant would take leave, saying, * Non mi basta 'anima!”
My father started a fearful equipage in the shape of a four-wheeled
trap, buying for the same a hammer-headed brute of a horse which
at once obtained the name of “Dobbin.” Dobbin was a perfect
demon steed, and caused incalculable misery, as every person was
supposed to steal his oats. One of us boys was sent down to
superintend his breakfast, dinner, and supper. On journeys it
was the same, and we would have been delighted to see Dobbin
hanged, drawn, and quartered. We tried riding him in private, but
the brute used to plant his forelegs and kick up and down like a
rocking-horse. The trap was another subject of intense misery.
The wheels were always supposed to be wanting greasing, and as
the natives would steal the grease, it was necessary that one of
us should always superintend the greasing. There is no greater
mistake than that of trying to make boys useful by making them
do servant’s work.

The work of education went on nimbly, if not merrily. To former
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masters was added an Italian master, who was at once dubbed
“Signor No,” on account of the energy of his negation. The
French master unfortunately discovered that his three pupils had
poetic talents; the consequence was that we were set to write
versical descriptions, which we hated worse than Telemachus and
the Spectator.

And a new horror appeared in the shape of a violin master.
Edward took kindly to the infliction, worked very hard, and became
an amateur almost equal to a professional; was offered fair pay
as member of an orchestra in Italy, and kept it up after going into
the Army, till the calls of the Mess made it such a nuisance that
he gave it up; but took to it again later in life corz amore. 1 always
hated my fiddle, and after six months it got me into a terrible scrape,
and brought the study to an untimely end. Our professor was
a thing like Paganini, length without breadth, nerves without flesh,
hung on wires, all hair and no brain, except for fiddling. The
creature, tortured to madness by a number of false notes, presently
addressed his pupil in his grandiloquent Tuscan manner, ¢ Gli altri
scolari sono bestie, ma voi siete un Arci-bestia.” The “Arci”
offended me horribly, and, in a fury of rage, I broke my violin upon
my master's head ; and then my father made the discovery that his
eldest son had no talent for music, and I was not allowed to learn
any more.

Amongst the English at Pisa we met with some Irish cousins,
whose names had been Conyngham, but they had, for a fortune,
very sensibly added “Jones” to it, and who, very foolishly, were
ashamed of it ever after. There was a boy, whose face looked as if
badly cut out of a half-boiled potato, dotted with freckles so as to
resemble a goose’s egg. There was a very pretty girl, who after-
wards became Mrs, Seaton. The mother was an exceedingly hand-
some woman of the Spanish type, and it was grand to see her
administering correction to “bouldness.” They seemed principally
to travel in Italy for the purpose of wearing out old clothes, and
afterwards delighted in telling how many churches and palaces they
had “done” in Rome per diem. The cute Yankee always travels,
when he is quite unknown, in his best bib and tucker, reserving his
old clothes for his friends who appreciate him. Altogether the
C.J’s were as fair specimens of Northern barbarians invading the
South, as have been seen since the days of Brennus.

The summer of ’32 was passed at Siena, where a large rambling
old l}ou.se was found inside the walls, The venerable town, whose
hospitality was confined to an inscription over the city gate, was
perhaps one of the dullest places under heaven. No country in the
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world shows less hospitality—even Italians amongst themselves—
than Italy, and in the case of strangers they have perhaps many
reasons to justify their churlishness.

Almost all the English at Siena were fugitives from justice, social
or criminal. One man walked off with his friend’s wife, another with
his purse.. There was only one old English lady in the place who
was honourable, and that was a Mrs. Russell, who afterwards killed
herself with mineral waters. She lived in a pretty little guinta
outside the town, where moonlight nights were delightful, and where
the nightingales were louder than usual. Beyond this amusement
we had little to do, except at times to peep at the gate of Palone,
to study very hard, and to hide from the world our suits of nankin.
The weary summer drew to a close. The long-surviving chariot was
brought out, and then Dobbin, with the “cruelty van,” was made
ready for the march,

 Travelling in wveffurino was not without its charm. It much
resembled marching in India during the slow old days. It is true
you seldom progressed along more than five miles an hour, and
uphill at three. Moreover, the harness was perpetually breaking,
and at times a horse fell lame ; but you saw the country thoroughly,
the weffurino knew the name of every house, and you went slowly
enough to impress everything upon your memory. The living
now was none of the best; food seemed to consist mostly of
omelettes and pigeons. The pigeons, it is said, used to desert the
dove-cotes every time they saw an English travelling-carriage
approaching. And the omelettes showed more hair in them than
eggs usually produce. The bread and wine, however, were good,
and adulteration was then unknown. The lodging was on a par
with the food, and insect powder was not invented or known. Still,
taking all in all, it is to be doubted whether we are more comfortable
in the Grand Hotel in these days when every hotel is grand, when
all mutton is p7¢ sa/s, when all the beer is bitter, when all the sherry
is dry.

It was now resolved to pass the Holy Week at Rome, and the only
events of the journey, which went on as usual, were the breaking
down of Dobbin’s “ cruelty van” in a village near Perugia, where the
tutor and boys were left behind to look after repairs. We long
remembered the peculiar evening which we passed there. The head
ostler had informed us that there was an opera, and that he was the
primo violino. We went to the big barn, that formed the theatre.
A kind of “ Passion play” was being performed, with lengthy intervals
of music, and all the mysteries of the faith were submitted to the
eyes of the faithful. The only disenchanting detail was, that a dove
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not being procurable, its place was supplied by a turkey-cock, and
the awful gabbling of the ill-behaved volatile caused much more
merriment than was decorous.

We, who had already examined Voltaire with great interest, were
delighted with the old Etruscan city of Perugia, and were allowed a
couple of hours’ “leave” to visit Pietro di Aretino’s tomb, and we
loitered by the Lake Thrasimene.

The march was short, and the family took a house on the north
side of the Arno, near the Boboli Gardens, in Florence. The City of
Flowers has always had a reputation beyond what it deserved.
Though too fair to be looked upon except upon holidays, it has
discomforts of its own. The cold, especially during the Zramontana
blowing from the Appenines, is that of Scotland. The heat during
the dog-days, when the stone pavements seem to be fit for baking,
reminds one of Cairo during a K/amsin, and the rains are at times
as heavy and persistent as in Central Africa. The Italians and the
English, even in those days, despite all the efforts of the amiable
Grand Duke, did not mix well.

Colonies go on as they begin, and the Anglo-Florentine flock
certainly has contained, contains, and ever will contain some very
black sheep. They were always being divided into cliques. They
were perpetually quarrelling. The parson had a terrible life. One
of the churchwardens was sure to be some bilious old Indian, and
a common character was to be a half-pay Indian officer who had
given laws, he said, to millions, who supported himself by gambling,
and induced all his cronies to drink hard, the whispered excuse
being, that he had shot a man in a duel somewhere. The old
ladies were very scandalous. There were perpetual little troubles,
like a rich and aged widow being robbed and deserted by her Italian
spouse, and resident old gentlemen, when worsted at cards, used to
quarrel and call one another liars. Amongst the number was a
certain old Dr. Harding who had a large family. His son was sent
into the army, and was dreadfully wounded under Sir Charles Napier
in Sind. Helived to be Major-General Francis Pim Harding, C.B.,
and died in 187%s.

Another remarkable family was that of old Colonel de Courcy.
He had some charming daughters, and I met his son John when
he was in the Turkish Contingent and I was Chief of the Staff of
Irregular Cavalry in the Crimea.

Still Florence was always Florence. The climate, when it was
fine, was magnificent. The views were grand, and the most charming
excursions lay within a few hours’ walk or drive. The English were
well treated, perhaps too well, by the local Government, and the
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opportunities of studying Art were first-rate. Those wonderful
Loggie and the Pitti Palace contained more high Art than is to be
found in all London, Paris, Berlin, and Vienna put together, and
we soon managed to become walking catalogues. A heavy storm,
however, presently broke the serenity of the domestic atmosphere at
Siena.

We boys had been allowed to begin regular shooting with an
old single-barrelled Manton, a hard-hitter which had been changed
from flint to percussion. We practised gunnery in secret every
moment we could, and presently gave our tutor a specimen of our
proficiency. He had been instituting odious comparisons between
Edward’s length and that of his gun, and went so far as to say that
for sixpence he would allow a shot at fifty yards. On this being
accepted with the firm determination of peppering him, he thought
it better to substitute his hat, and he got away just in time to see it
riddled like a sieve. We then began to despise shooting with small
shot.

Our parents made a grand mistake about the shooting excursions,
especially the mother, who, frightened lest anything should occur,
used to get up quarrels to have an excuse to forbid the shooting
parties, as punishment. It was soon found out and resented
accordingly.

We hoarded the weekly francs which each received, we borrowed
Maria’s savings, Ze. the poor girl was never allowed to keep it for
a day, and invested in what was then known as a “case of pistols.”
My father—who, when in Sicily with his regiment, had winged
a brother-officer, an Irishman, for saying something unpleasant, had
carefully and fondly nursed him, arid shot him again as soon as ever
he recovered, crippling him for life—saw the turn that matters were
taking, and ordered the “saw-handles” to be ignominiously returned
to the shop. The shock was severe to the pun d'onor of we two
Don Quixotes.

I have amost pleasant remembrance of Maria Garcia, a charming
young girl, before she became wife and “divine devil” to the old
French merchant Morbihan. Both she and her sister (afterwards
Madame Viardot) were going through severe training under the
old Tartar of a father Garcia, who was, however, a splendid musician
and determined to see his girls succeed. They tell me she had
spites and rages and that manner of thing in after life, but I can
only remember her as worthy of Alfred de Musset’s charming stanza.

After a slow but most interesting drive we reached the Eternal
City, and, like all the world, were immensely impressed by the
entrance at the Porto del Popolo. The family secured apartments
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in the Piazza di Spagna, which was then, as it is now, the capital cf
English Rome. Everything in it was English, the librarian, the
grocer, and all the other little shops, and mighty little it has changed
during the third of a century. In 1873, when my wife and I stayed
there, the only points of difference observed were the presence of
Americans and the large gilded advertisements of the photographers.
The sleepy atmosphere was the same, and the same was the drowsy
old fountain,

At Rome sight-seeing was carried on with peculiar ardour. With
¢ Mrs. Starke” under the arm, for ¢ Murray ” and “ Baedeker ” were
not invented in those days, we young ones went from Vatican to the
Capitol, from church to palazzo, from ruin to ruin. We managed
to get introductions to the best studios, and made acquaintance with
all the shops which contained the best collections of coins, of cameos,
of model temples, in rosso-antico, and giallo-antico, and of all the
treasures of Roman Art, ancient and modern. We passed our days
in running about the town, and whenever we found an opportunity,
we made excursions into the country, even ascending Mount Soracte.
In those days Rome was not what it is now. It was the ghost of the
Imperial City, the mere shadow of the Mistress of the world. The
great Forum was a level expanse of ground, out of which the half-
buried ruins rose. The Coliseum had not changed for a century.
The Palatine hill had never dreamt of excavation. The greater part
of the space within the old walls, that represents the ancient City, was
a waste, what would in Africa be called bush, and it was believed
that turning up the ground caused fatal fevers. It had no preten-
sions to be a Capital. It wanted fortifications ; the walls could be
breached with six-pounders. The Tiber was not regulated, and
periodically flooded the lower town. The Ghetto was a disgrace.
Nothing could be fouler than the Trastevere : and the Leonine City,
with the exception of St. Peter’s and the Vatican, was a piggery.

At Rome there was then very dittle society. People met when
. doing the curiosities, and the principal amusements were conversa-
ziones, when the only conspicuous object was some old Cardinal
sitting in red, enthroned upon a sofa. Good old Gregory XVI.
did not dislike foreigners, and was even intimate with a certain
number of heretics, but #at could not disperse the sleepy atmo-
sphere of the place, whilst the classes of society were what the
satirical French duchesse called, ¢ une noblesse de Sacrament’—and
yet it was the season of the year. Then, as now, the wandering
world pressed to Rome to see ceremonies of the Holy Week, to
hear the music of the Sistine Chapel, to assist at the annual conver-
sion of a Jew at St. John of Lateran, to walk gaping about at the



Rome in Holy Weck. 43

interior of St. Peter’s, and to enjoy the magnificent illuminations,
which were spoiled by a high wind, and a flood of rain. Nothing
could be more curious than the contrast between the sons of the
Holy City and the barbarians from the North, and the far West, when
the Pope stood in the balcony delivering his benediction w47 ef 0rbi ;
the English and Irish Catholics seemed to be overwhelmed with awe
whilst the Romans delivered themselves of small jokes, very audible
withal, upon the mien and the demeanor of the Vecchierello.
Inside the great cathedral the crowd used to be of the most pushing
kind, and young priests attempted to scale one’s shoulders. _Protes-
tant ladies consumed furtive sandwiches, and here and there an aged
sightseer was thrown down and severely trampled upon. In fact,
there was a perfect opposition between the occasion of the ceremony
and the way it was carried out.

It was necessary to leave Rome in time to reach Naples before
the hot season began, and return to summer quarters. In those
days the crossing of the Pontine Marshes was considered not a little
dangerous. Heavy breakfasts were eaten to avoid the possible effect
of malaria upon an empty stomach, and the condemned pistols were
ostentatiously loaded to terrify the banditti, who were mostly the
servants and hangers-on of the foul little inns.

At Terracina we found an Englishman temporarily under arrest.
This was Mr. St. John, who had just shot in a duel Count Controfiani.
The history of the latter was not a little curious. He was a red-
haired Neapolitan, extremely plain in appearance, and awkward in
manner, but touchy and sensitive in the extreme. His friends and
his acquaintances chose to make a butt of him, little fancying how
things were going to end. One day he took leave of them all,
saying that he was going to travel for some years. He disguised
himself with a wig, and hid in the suburbs, practising pistol-shooting,
foil, and broadsword. When satisfied with his own progress, he
reappeared suddenly in society, and was received with a shout of
ironical welcome, “Ecco il nostro bel Controfiani.” He slapped
the face of the ringleader, and in the duel which followed cut him
almost to pieces. After two or three affairs of the kind, his
reputation was thoroughly made, even in a City where duelling was
so common as Naples. At last, by some mischance, he met St. John
at Rome, and the two became intimate. They used to practise
pistol-shooting together, and popular report declares that both
concealed their game. At last a quarrel arose about some young
person, and Controfiani was compelled to fight at the pleasure of a
member of the Royal family of Naples, of whose suite he was. The
duel was to be @ Za barriere, first shot at twenty-five paces, and leave
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to advance twelve, after standing the fire. The delay was so great
that the seconds began to show signs of impatience, when St. John
levelled his pistol, and hit his adversary in the flank, above the hip.
Controfiani had the courage to plug his wound with the forefinger
of his left hand, and had the folly to attempt advancing, mortally
wounded as he was. The movement shook him, his-hand was un-
steady ; his bullet whizzed past St. John’s head, and he was dead
a few hours later.

The family halted a short while at Capua, then a quiet little
country town, equally thoughtless of the honours of the past, or the
fierce scenes that waited it in the future ; many years afterwards my
friend Blakely of the Guns, and I, offered the Government of King
Francis, to go out to rifle the cannon, which was to defend them
against Garibaldi and his banditti. Unfortunately the offer came
too late, It would have been curious had a couple of Englishmen
managed, by shooting Garibaldi, to baffle the plans which Lord Pam.
had laid with so much astuteness and perseverance.

At Naples a house was found upon the Chiaja, and after trying it
for a fortnight, and finding it perfectly satisfactory and agreeing to
take it for the next season, the family went over to Sorrento. This,
in those days, was one of the most pleasant zillegiature in Italy.
The three little villages that studded the long tongue of rock and
fertile soil, were separated from one another by long tracts of orchard
and olive ground, instead of being huddled together, as they are
now. They preserved all their rural simplicity, baited buffalo-calves
in the main squares, and had songs and sayings in order to enrage
one another. The villas scattered about the villages were large
rambling old shells of houses, and Aunt G. could not open her
eyes sufficiently wide when she saw what an Italian villa really was.
The bathing was delightful ; break-neck paths led down the rocks to
little sheltered bays with the yellowest of sands, and the bluest of
waters, and old smugglers’ caves, which gave the coolest shelter after
long dips in the tepid seas. There was an immense variety of
excursion. At the root of the tongue arose the Mountain of St.
Angelo, where the snow harvest, lasting during summer, was one
perpetual merry-making. There were boating trips to Ischia, to
Procida, to romantic Capri, with its blue grotto and purple figs, to
decayed Salérno, the splendid ruin, and to the temples of Pestum,
more splendid still. The shooting was excellent during the quail
season ; tall poles and immense nets formed a chevanx de frise on
the hilltops, but the boys went to windwards, and shot the birds
before they were trapped in the nets, in the usual ignoble way. In
fact, nothing could be more pleasant than Sorrento in its old and
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uncivilized days. Amongst the amusements at Sorrento, we indulged
ourselves with creeping over the Natural Arch, simply because the
Italians said, “ Ma non ¢ possibile, Signorini.” It was a’dangerous
proceeding, as the crumbling stone was ready at every moment to
give way.

Amongst other classical fads, we boys determined to imitate
Anacreon and Horace. We crowned ourselves with myrtle and
roses, chose the prettiest part of the garden, and caroused upon the
best wine we could afford, out of cups, disdaining to use glasses.
Our father, aware of this proceeding, gave us three bottles of sherry,
upon the principle that the grocer opens to the young shopboy his
drawers of figs and raisins. But we easily guessed the meaning of
the kind present, and contented ourselves with drinking each half a
bottle a day, as long as it lasted, and then asked for more, to the
great disgust of the donor. We diligently practised pistol-shooting,
and delighted in cock-fighting, at which the tutor duly attended.
Of course the birds fought without steel, but it was a fine game-
breed, probably introduced of old by the Spaniards. It not a little
resembles the Derby game-cock, which has spread itself half over
South America.

There was naturally little variety in amusements. The few
English families lived in scattered villas. Old Mrs. Starke, Queen
of Sorrento, as she loved to be called, and the authoress of the
guide book, was the local “lion,” and she was sketched and carica-
tured in every possible way in her old Meg Merrilies’ cloak, Game
to the last, she died on the road travelling. An Englishman, named
Sparkes, threw himself into one of the jagged volcanic ravines that
seam the tongue of Sorrento; but there is hardly a place in Italy,
high or low, where some Englishman has not suicided himself. A
painter, a Mr. Inskip, brought over an introduction, and was very
tipsy before dinner was half over. The Marsala wine supplied by
Iggulden & Co. would have floored Polyphemus. The want of
excitement out of doors, produced a correspondent increase of it
inside. We were getting too old to be manageable, and Mr. Du Pré
taking high grounds on one occasion, very nearly received a good
thrashing. My father being a man of active mind, and having nothing
in the world to do, began to be unpleasantly chemical ; he bought
Parke’s “Catechism;” filled the house with abominations of all kinds,
made a hideous substance that he called soap, and prepared a
quantity of filth that he called citric acid, for which he spoiled
thousands of lemons. When his fit passed over it was succeeded
by one of chess, and the whole family were bitten by it. Every
spare hour, especially in the evening, was given to check and check-
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mating, and I soon learned to play one, and then two games, with
my eyes blindfolded. I had the sense, however, to give it up com-
pletely, for my days were full of Philidor, and my dreams were of
gambits all night,

The dull life was interrupted by a visit from Aunt G. She
brought with her a Miss Morgan, who had been governess to the
three sisters, and still remained their friend. She was a woman of
good family in Cornwall, but was compelled, through loss of fortune,
to take service.

Miss Morgan was very proud of her nephew, the Rev. Morgan
Cowie, who was senior Wrangler at Cambridge. He had had the
advantage of studying mathematics in Belgium, where in those days
the entering examination of a College was almost as severe as the
passing examination of an English College. She was also very well
read, and she did not a little good in the house. She was the only
one who ever spoke to us children as if we were reasonable beings,
instead of scolding and threatening with the usual parental brutality
of those days. That unwise saying of the wise man, “Spare the
rod and spoil the child,” has probably done more harm to the junior
world than any other axiom of the same size, and it is only of late
years that people have begun to ‘“ spoil therod and spare the child.”
So Miss Morgan could do with the juniors what all the rest of the
house completely failed in doing. The only thing that was puzzling
about her was, that she could not play at Chess. Aunt G. waxed
warm in defence of her friend, and assured the scoffers that ¢ Morgan,
with her fine mind, would easily learn to beat the whole party.”
“Fine mind!” said the scoffers. “Why, we would give her a
Queen.”

Naples after Sorrento was a Paris. In those days it was an
exceedingly pleasant City, famous as it always has been for some of
the best cooks in Italy. The houses were good, and the servants
and the provisions were moderate. The Court was exceedingly
gay, and my father found a cousin there, old Colonel Burke, who
was so intimate with the King, known as “ Old Bomba,” as to be
admitted to his bedroom. There was also another Irish cousin, a
certain Mrs. Phayre, who for many years had acted duenna to the
Miss Smiths (Penelope and Gertrude). Penelope had always dis-
tinguished herself in Paris by mounting wild horses in the Bois de
Boulogne, which ran away with her, and shook her magnificent hair
loose. She became a favourite at the Court of Naples, and amused
the dull royalties with her wild Irish tricks. It is said that, on one
occasion, she came up with a lift instead of the expected vo/ ax vent,
or pudding. She ended by marrying the Prince of Capua, greatly
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to the delight of the King, who found an opportunity of getting rid
of his brother, and put an end to certain scandals. It was said that
the amiable young Prince once shot an old man, whom he found
gathering sticks in his grounds, and on another occasion that he
was soundly thrashed by a party of English grooms, whom he had
insulted in his cups. The happy pair had just run away and con-
cluded the “triple alliance,” as it was called (this is a marriage in
three different ways, in order to make sure of it; Protestant,
Catholic, and Civil), when our family settled in Naples, and they
found Mrs. Phayre and Gertrude Smith, the other sister, in un-
comfortable State, banished by the Court, and harassed by the
police.  All their letters had been stopped at the post-office, and
they had had no news from home for months. My father saw them
carefully off to England, where Gertrude, who had a very plain face
and a very handsome figure, presently married the rich old Lord
Dinorben. Poor Miss Morgan also suffered considerably at Naples
from the stoppage of all her letters ; she being supposed at least
to be a sister of Lady Morgan, the “ wild Irish girl,” whose writings
at that time had considerably offended the Italian Court.

Naples was perhaps the least strict of all the Italian cities, and
consequently it contained a colony, presided over by the Hon.
Mrs. Temple, Lady Eleanor Butler, Lady Strachan, and Berkeley
Craven, who would somewhat have startled the proprieties of another
place. The good-natured Minister was the Hon. Mr. Temple, Lord
Palmerston’s brother, who cared nothing for a man’s catechism pro-
vided he kept decently clear of scandal. The Secretary of Legation
was a Mr. Kennedy, who married a Miss Briggs, and died early.
These were great friends of the family. On the other hand, the
Consul, Captain Galway, R.N., was anything but pleasant. He was
in a perpetual state of rile because his Consular service prevented
his being received at Court; moreover, he heard (possibly correctly)
that Mrs. Phayre and her two protégées were trying to put Colonel
Burton in his place. He was also much troubled by his family, and
one of them (the parson) especially troubled him. This gentleman
having neglected to provide for a young Galway whose mamma he
had neglected to marry, the maternal parent took a position outside
the church, and as the congregation streamed out, cried in a loud
voice, pointing to the curate, “ Him the father of my child.” An-
other element of confusion at Naples was poor Charley Savile, Lord
Mexborough’s son, who had quarrelled himself out of the Persian
Legation. He was a good hand with his sword, always ready to
fight, and equally ready to write. He always denied that he had
written and sent about some verses which all Naples attributed to
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him, and they were certainly most scandalous. Of one lady he
wrote—

¢¢Society courts her, wicked old sinner, ;
Yet what won’t man do for the sake of a dinner?”

Of another he wrote—

¢ You look so demure, ma’am,
So pious, so calm,
Always chanting a hymn,
Or singing a psalm.
Yet your thoughts are on virtue and heav’n no more
Than the man in the moon—you dreadful young bore.”

This pasquinade led to some half-dozen challenges and duels.
It was severe, but not worse than society deserved. Naples has
never been strict; and about the forties it was, perhaps, the most
dissolute City on the Continent. The natives were bad, but the
English visitors were worse. In fact, in some cases their morals
were unspeakable.

There was a charming family of the name of Oldham. The father,
when an English officer serving in Sicily, had married one of the
beauties of the island, a woman of high family and graceful as a
Spaniard. The children followed suit. The girls were beautiful,
and the two sons were upwards of six feet in height, and were
as handsome men as could well be seen. They both entered the
army. One, in the 2nd Queen’s, was tortured to death by the
Kaffirs when his cowardly soldiers ran away, and left him wounded.
The other, after serving in the 86th in India, was killed in the light
cavalry charge of Balakalava. The families became great friends,
and I met them both in India.

Naples was a great place for excursions. To the north you had
Ischia and the Solfatara, a miniature bit of Vulcanism somewhat
like the Geyser ground in Iceland, where ignoramuses thought them-
selves in the midst of untold volcanic grandeur. Nothing could be
more snobbish than the visit to the Grotto del Cane, where a wretched
dog was kept for the purpose of being suffocated half a dozen times
a day. There I was determined to act dog, and was pulled up only
in time to prevent being thoroughly asphyxiated. The Baths of Nero
are about equal to an average Turkish Hammdm, but nothing more,
To the south the excursions were far more interesting.

Beyond Herculaneum, dark and dingy, lay Pompeii, in those days
very different from the tame Crystal Palace affair that it is now.
You engaged a cicerone as best you could; you had nothing to
pay because there were no gates; you picked up what you liked, in
shapes of bits of mosaic, and, if you were a swell, a house or a
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street was opened up in your honour. And overlaying Pompeii
stood Vesuvius, which was considered prime fun. The walking up
the ash cone amongst a lot of seniors, old men dragged up by
lazzaroni, and old women carried up in baskets upon Zezzaroni’s
backs, was funny enough, but the descent was glorious. What took
you twenty minutes to go up took four minutes to go down. Imagine
a dustbin magnified to ten thousand, and tilted up at an angle of
thirty-five degrees ; in the descent you plunged with the legs to the
knees, you could not manage to fall unless you hit a stone, and,
arrived at the bottom, you could only feel incredulous that it was
possible to run at such a rate. We caused no end of trouble, and
I was found privily attempting to climb down the crater, because
I had heard that an Englishman had been let down in a basket.
Many of these ascents were made; on one occasion during an
eruption, when the lava flowed down to the sea, and the Neapolitans
with long pincers were snatching pieces out of it to stamp and sell,
we boys, to the horror of all around, jumped on the top of the
blackening fire stream, burnt our boots, and vilely abused all those
who would not join us.

At Naples more was added to the work of education. Caraccioli,
the celebrated marine painter, was engaged to teach oil-painting ;
but he was a funny fellow, and the hours which should have been
spent in exhausting palettes passed in pencil-caricaturing of every
possible friend and acquaintance. The celebrated Cavalli was the
fencing-master ; and in those days the Neapolitan school, which
has now almost died out, was in its last bloom. It was a thoroughly
business-like affair, and rejected all the elegances of the French
school ; and whenever there was a duel between a Neapolitan and
a Frenchman, the former was sure to win. We boys worked at it
heart and soul, and generally managed to give four hours a day to
it. I determined, even at that time, to produce a combination
between the Neapolitan and the French school, so as to supplement
the defects of the one by the merits of the other. A life of very
hard work did not allow me any leisure to carry out my plan; but
the man of perseverance stores up his resolve, and waits for any
number of years till he sees the time to carry it out. The plan was
made in 1836, and was completed in 1880 (forty-four years).*

My father spared no pains or expense in educating his children.
He had entered the army at a very early age. Voluntecrs were
called for in Ireland, and those who brought a certain number into
the field received commissions gratis. The old Grandmamma

* ¢« The Sword,” in three large works nobly planned out, when after the first
part was brought out, death frustrated the other two.—I. B.
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Burton’s tenants’ sons volunteered by the dozen. They formed-a
very fair company, and accompanied the young master to the wars ;
and when the young master got his commission, they all, with the
exception of one or two, levanted, bolted, and deserted. Thus my
father found himself an officer at the age of seventeen, when he
ought to have been at school ; and recognizing the deficiencies of his
own education, he was determined that his children should complain
of nothing of the kind. He was equally determined they none of
them should enter the army; the consequence being that both the
sons became soldiers, and the only daughter married a soldier.
Some evil spirit, probably Mr. Du Pré, whispered that the best plan
for the boys would be to send them to Oxford, in order that they
might rise by literature, an idea which they both thoroughly detested.
However, in order to crush their pride, they were told that they
should enter “Oxford College as sizars, poor gentlemen who are
supported by the alms of the others.” Our feelings may be imagined.
We determined to enlist, or go before the mast, or to turn Turks,
banditti, or pirates, rather than undergo such an indignity.

Parthenope was very beautiful ; but so true is English blood, that
the most remarkable part of it was ¢ Pickwick,” who happened to make
his way there at the time of the sojourn of our family. We read
with delight the description of the English home. We passed our
nights, as well as our days, devouring the book, and even * Ettore
Fieramosca” and the other triumphs of Massimo d’Azelio were
mere outsiders compared with it; but how different the effect of the
two books—* Pickwick,” the good-humoured caricature of a boy full
of liquor and good spirits, and the * Disfida di Barletta,” one of the
foundation-stones of Italian independence.

At last the house on the Chiaja was given up, and the family took
a house inside the City for a short time, The father was getting
tired and thinking of starting northwards. The change was afflicting.
The loss of the view of the Bay was a misfortune. The only amuse-
ment was prospecting the streets, where the most extraordinary
scenes took place. It was impossible to forget a beastly English-
man, as he stood eating a squirting orange surrounded by a string
of gutter-boys. The dexterity of the pickpockets, too, gave scenes
as amusing as a theatre. It was related of one of the Coryphei
that he had betted with a friend that he would take the pocket-
handkerchief of an Englishman, who had also betted that no man
born in Naples could pick his pocket. A pal walked up to the man
as he was promenading the streets, flower in button-hole, solemnly
spat on his cravat, and ran away. The principal, with thorough
Italian politeness, walked up to the outraged foreigner, drew his
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pocket-handkerchief and proceeded to remove the stain, exhorted
the outraged one to keep the fugitive in sight, and in far less time
than it takes to tell, transferred the handkerchief to his own pocket,
and set out in pursuit of the darbaro.

The lazsaroni, too, were a perpetual amusement, We learned to
eat maccaroni like them, and so far mastered their dialect, that we
could exchange chaff by the hour. In 1869 I found them all at
Monte Video and Buenos Ayres, dressed in cacciatore and swearing
“M’nnaccia I'anima tua;” they were impressed with a conviction
that I was myself a ZJaszarone in luck. The shady side of the
-picture was the cholera. It caused a fearful destruction, and the
newspapers owned to 1300 a day, which meant say 2300. The
much-abused King behaved like a gentleman. The people had
determined that the cholera was poison, and doubtless many made
use of the opportunity to get rid of husbands and wives and other
inconvenient relationships ; but when the mob proceeded to murder
the doctors, and to gather in the market square with drawn knives,
declaring that the Government had poisoned the provisions, the
King himself drove up in a phaeton and jumped out of it entirely
alone, told them to put up their ridiculous weapons, and to show
him where the poisoned provisions were, and, seating himself upon
a bench, ate as much as his stomach would contain. Even the
lazzarone were not proof against this heroism, and viva’d and cheered
him to his heart’s content.

My brother and I had seen too much of cholera to be afraid of it.
We had passed through it in France, it had followed us to Siena
and Rome, and at Naples it only excited our curiosity. We per-
suaded the Italian man-servant to assist us in a grand escapade. He
had procured us the necessary dress, and when the dead-carts passed
round in the dead of the night, we went the rounds with them as
some of the croguemorts. The visits to the pauper houses, where
the silence lay in the rooms, were anything but pleasant, and still less
the final disposal of the bodies. Outside Naples was a large plain,
pierced with pits, like the silos or underground granaries of Algeria
and North Africa. They were lined with stone, and the mouths
were covered with one big slab, just large enough to allow a corpse
to pass. Into these flesh-pots * were thrown the unfortunate bodies
«of the poor, after being stripped of the rags which acted as their
winding-sheets, Black and rigid, they were thrown down the aper-
tures like so much rubbish, into the festering heap below, and the
decay caused a kind of lambent blue flame about the sides of the

* There are three };undred and sixty-five of these pits, one for every day in the
year.—L B,
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pit, which lit up a mass of human corruption, worthy to be described
by Dante.

Our escapades, which were frequent, were wild for strictly brought
up Protestant English boys—they would be nothing now, when
boys do so much worse—but there were.others that were less
excusable. Behind the Chiaja dwelt a multitude of syrens, who
were naturally looked upon as the most beautiful of their sex. One
lady in particular responded to the various telegraphic signs made
to her from the flat terrace of the house, and we boys determined to
pay her a visit. Arming ourselves with carving-knives, which we
stuffed behind our girdles, we made our way jauntily into the
house, introduced ourselves, and being abundant in pocket-money,
offered to stand treat, as the phrase is, for the whole neighbourhood.
The orgie was tremendous, and we were only too lucky to get
home unhurt, before morning, when the Italian servant let us in.
The result was a correspondence, consisting in equal parts of pure
love on our side and extreme debauchery on the syrens’. These
letters, unfortunately, were found by our mother during one of her
Sunday visitations to our chambers. A tremendous commotion
was the result. Our father and his dog, Mr. Du Pré, proceeded to
condign punishment with the horsewhip ; but we climbed up to the
tops of the chimneys, where the seniors could not follow us, and
refused to come down till the crime was condoned.

This little business disgusted our father of Naples, and he
resolved to repair to a pure moral air. Naples is a very different
place now; so is all the Italy frequented by travellers, and spoiled
by rallways and officialdom.

In 1881 a distinguished officer, and a gentleman allied to Royalty,
wrote as follows: “ You threw some doubts on the efliciency of the
Italian posts, and I believe you; I don’t think I was ever so glad te
get home. At Malta it looks so clean after the filth of Naples. I
think Italy, the Italians, their manners, customs, and institutions,
more damnable every time I see them, and feel sure you will meet
with less annoyance during your travels on the Gold Coast, than I
met with coming through Italy. Trains crowded, unpunctuals;
starvation, filth, incivility, and extortion at every step; and, were it
not that there are so many works of art and of interest to see, I doubt
if any one would care to visit the country a second time.”

(Here is an account of a purchase made to transfer home.) “A small
table was packed in a little case, and firmly nailed down. At the:
station they refused to let it go in the luggage van, unless it were-
corded, lest it might be opened en route. The officials offered to-
cord it for bakshisk, which was paid, but the cord not put on. They
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cut open my leather bag, and tried to open my portmanteau, but
when I called this fact to the notice of the station-master at Rome,
he simply turned on his heel and declined to answer. At Naples
they opened the little case, because furniture was subject to octroi ;
and, on leaving, the case was again inspected, lest it might contain
a picture (they were not allowed to leave the country).” It is no
longer the classical Italy of Landor, nor the romantic Italy of Leigh
Hunt, nor the ideal Italy of the Brownings, nor the spiritualized Italy
of George Eliot, nor the everyday Italy of Charles Lever. They
thought they were going to be everything when they changed
Masters, but they have only succeeded in making it a noisy, vulgar,
quarrelsome and contentious, arrogant, money-grasping Italy, and
the sooner it receives a sound drubbing from France or Austria
the better for it. It will then reform itself.

The family left Naples in the spring of 1836. The usual mountain
of baggage was packed in the enormous boxes of the period, and the
Custom House officers never even opened them, relying, as they
said—and did in those good old days—upon the word of an English-
man, that they contained nothing contraband. How different from
the United Italy, where even the dressing-bag is rummaged to find
a few cigars, or an ounce of coffee. The voyage was full of dis-
comforts. My mother, after a campaign of two or three years, had
been persuaded to part with her French maid Eulalie, an old and
attached servant, who made our hours bitter, and our faces yellow.
The steamer of the day was by no means a floating palace, especially
the English coasting steamers, which infested the Mediterranean.
The machinery was noisy and offensive. The cabins were dog-
holes, with a pestiferous atmosphere, and the food consisted of greasy
butter, bread which might be called dough, eggs with a perfume,
rusty bacon, milkless tea and coffee, that might be mistaken for each
other, waxy potatoes, graveolent greens cuife @ l’eau, stickjaw pudding,
and cannibal haunches of meat, charred without, and blue within.

The only advantage was that the vessels were manned by English
crews, and in those days the British sailor was not a tailor, and he
showed his value when danger was greatest.

We steamed northwards in a good old way, pufting and panting,
pitching and rolling, and in due time made Marseille.

The town of the Canebitre was far from being the splendid City
that it is now, but it always had one great advantage, that of being in
Provence. I always had a particular propensity for this bit of Africa
in Europe, and in after life in India for years, my greatest friend,
Dr. Steinhaiiser, and myself indulged in visions of a country cottage,
where we would pass our days in hammocks, and our nights in bed,
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and never admit books or papers, pens or ink, letters or telegrams.
This retreat was intended to be a rest for middle age, in order to
prepare for senility and second childhood. But this vision passed into
the limbo of things imagined (in fact, the vision of two hard-working
and overworked men), and I little thought that at fifty-five I should be
amarried man, still in service, still knocking about the world, working:
hard with my wife, and poor Steinhaiiser dead fifteen years ago.

To return. However agreeable Provence was, the change from
Ttalians to French was not pleasant. The subjects of Louis Philippe,
the Citizen-King, were rancorous against Englishmen, and whenever
a fellow wanted to get up a row he had only to cry out, “ These are
the misérables who poisoned Napoleon at St. Helena.” This pleasant
little scene occurred on board a coasting steamer, between Marseille
and Cette, when remonstrance was made with the cheating steward,
backed by the rascally captain. Cette was beginning to be famous
for the imitation wines composed by the ingenuity of Monsieur
Guizot, brother of the austre intrigant. He could turn out any
wine, from the cheapest Marsala to the choicest Madeiran Bual.

But he did his counterfeiting honestly, as a little “ G ” was always
branded on the bottom of the cork, and Cette gave a good lesson
about ordering wines at hotels. The sensible traveller, when in a.
strange place, always calls for the czr#, and chooses the cheapest ;
he knows by sad experience, by cramp and acidity of stomach, that
the dearest wines are often worse than the cheapest, and at best
that they are the same with different labels. The proprietor of the
hotel at Cette, had charged his déme de comptoir with robbing the
till.  She could not deny it, but she replied with a #z guogue : “If
I robbed you I only returned tit for tat. You have been robbing
the public for the last quarter of a century, and only the other day
you brought a bottle of ordinaire and escamot#d it into sixteen kinds
of zins fin.” The landlord thought it better to drop the proceedings.
From Cette we travelled in hired carriages (as Dobbin and the
carriages had been sold at Naples) to Toulouse. We stayed at
Toulouse for a week, and I was so delighted with student life there,
that I asked my father’s leave to join them. But he was always
determined on the Fellowship at Oxford. Our parents periodically
fell ill with asthma, and we young ones availed ourselves of the
occasion, by wandering far and wide over the country. We delighted
in these journeys, for though the tutor was there, the books were in
thfe boxes. My chief remembrances of Toulouse were, finding the
mistress of the hotel correcting her teeth with fable d’héte forks,
and being placed opposite the model Englishman of Alexandre
Dumas and Eugéne Sue. The man’s face never faded from my
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memory. Carroty hair, white and very smooth forehead, green
eyes, a purplereddish lower face, whiskers that had a kind of
crimson tinge, and an enormous mouth worn open, so as to show
the protruding teeth.

In due time we reached Pau in the Pyrenees, the capital of the
Basses Pyrénées, and the old Bearnais. The little town on the
Gave de Pau was no summer place. The heats are intense, and all
who can, rush off to the Pyrenees, which are in sight, and distant
only forty miles. Our family followed suit, and went off to Bagnieres
de Bigorres, where we hired a nice house in the main Square. There
were few foreigners in the Bagnitres de Bigorres ; it was at that time
a thoroughly French watering-place. It was invaded by a mob of
Parisians of both sexes, the men dressed in fancy costumes intended
to be “truly rural,” and capped with Basque bonnets, white or red.
The women were more wonderful still, especially when on horse-
back ; somehow or other the Francaise never dons a riding-habit
without some solecism., Picnics were the order of the day, and they
were organized on a large scale, looking more like a squadron of
cavalry going out for exercise than a party of pleasure. We boys
obtained permission to accompany one of those caravans to the
Bréche de Roland, a nick in the mountain top clearly visible from
the plains, and supposed to have been cut by the good sword
¢ Joyeuse.”

Here we boys were mightily taken with, and tempted to accept
the offer made to us by, a merry party of contrabandistas, who were
smuggling to and fro chocolate, tobacco, and aguardienta (spirits).
Nothing could be jollier than such a life as these people lead. They
travelled awu clair de la lune, armed to the teeth ; when they arrived
at the hotels the mules were unloaded and turned out to grass, the
guitar, played & /& Figaro, began to tinkle,and all the young women,
like “the Buffalo girls,” came out to dance. Wine and spirits flowed
freely, the greatest good humour prevailed, and the festivities were
broken only sometimes by “knifing or shooting.”

We also visited Tarbes, which even in those days was beginning
to acquire a reputation for ¢ le shport;” it presently became one of
the centres of racing and hunting in France, for which the excellent
climate and the fine rolling country admirably adapted it. It was
no wonder that the young French horse beat the English at the
same age. In the Basque Pyrénées a colt two years old is as well
grown as a Newmarket weed at two and a half.

When the great heat was over, the family returned to Pau, where
they found a good house over the arcade in the Place Gramont.
Pau boasts of being the birthplace of Henry 1V., Gaston de Foix,
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and Bernadotte. Strangers go through the usual routine of visiting
the Castle, called after the Protestant-Catholic King, Henry IV.;
driving to Ortez, where Marshal Soult fought unjustifiably the last
action of the Peninsular War; and of wandering about the flat,
moor-like Jandes, which not a little resemble those about Bordeaux.
The society at Pau was an improvement upon that of Naples,
The most remarkable person was Captain (R.N.) Lord William
Paget, who was living with his mother-in-law (Baroness de Rothen-
berg), and his wife and children, and enjoying himself as usual.
Though even impecunious, he was the best of boon companions,
and a man generally loved. But he could also make himself feared,
and, as the phrase is, would stand no nonsense. He had a little
affair with a man whom we will call Robinson, and as they were
going to the meeting-place he said to his second, “What’s the
fellow’s pet pursuit?” “Well!” answered the other, “I don’t know
—but, let me see—ah, I remember, a capital hand at waltzing.”
“ Waltzing ! ” said Lord William, and hit him accurately on the hip-
bone, which spoilt his saltations for many a long month. Years and
years after, when both were middle-aged men, I met at Shepherd’s
Hotel, Cairo, his son, the boy whom I remembered straddling across
a diminutive donkey—General Billy Paget. He had also entered
the Anglo-Indian army, and amongst other things had distinguished
himself by getting the better (in an official correspondence) of
General John Jacob, the most obstinate and rancorous of men.
“Billy ” had come out to Fgypt with the intention of returning to
India, but the Red Sea looked so sweltering hot and its shores so
disgustingly barren, that he wrote to Aden to recall his luggage,
which had been sent forward, then and there retired from the
service, married a charming woman, and gave his old friends a very
excellent dinner in London.

There were also some very nice L’Estranges, one of the
daughters a very handsome woman, some pretty Foxes, an old
Captain  Sheridan, with two good-looking daughters, and the
Ruxtons, whom we afterwards met at Pisa and the Baths of Lucca.
Certain elderly maidens of the name of Shannon lived in a house
almost overhanging the Gave de Pau. Upon this subject O’Connell,
the Agitator, produced a bon mot, which is, however, not fit for the
drawing-room. Pau was still a kind of invalid colony for consump-
tives, although the native proverb about its climate is, “that it has
eight months winter, and four of the Inferno.” Dr. Diaforus acts
upon tl.le very intelligible system of self-interest. He does not wish
his patients to die upon his hands, and consequently he sends them
to die abroad. In the latter part cf the last century he sent his
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moribunds to Lisbon and to Montpellier, where the vent de bise is as
terrible as a black east wind is in Harwich.

Then he packed them off to Pisa, where the tropics and Norway
meet, and to damp, muggy, reeking Madeira, where patients have
lived a quarter of a century with half a lung, but where their sound
companions and nurses suffer from every description of evil which
attend biliousness. They then found out that the dry heat of
Teneriffe allowed invalids to be out after sunset, and, lastly, they
discovered that the dry cold of Canada and Iceland, charged with
ozone, offers the best chance of a complete cure. I proposed to
utilize the regions about the beautiful Dead Sea, about thirteen
hundred feet below the level of the Mediterranean, where oxygen
accumulates, and where, run as hard as you like, you can never be
out of breath. This will be the great Consumptive Hospital of
the future.

At Pau the education went on merrily. I was provided with a
French master of mathematics, whose greasy hair swept the collar of
the redingofe buttoned up to the chin. He was a type of his order.
He introduced mathematics everywhere. He was a red republican
of the reddest, hating rank and wealth, and he held that Ze Bon
Dien was not proven, because he could not express Him by a
mathematical formula, and he called his fellow-men Bon-Dicusistes.
We were now grown to lads, and began seriously to prepare for
thrashing our tutor, and diligently took lessons in boxing from the
Irish groom of a Captain Hutchinson, R.N. Whenever we could
escape from study we passed our hours in the barracks, fencing with
the soldiers, and delighting every piou-pion (recruit) by our powers
of consuming the country spirit (the white and unadulterated cognac).
We also took seriously to smoking, although, as usual with beginners
in those days, we suffered in the flesh. In the later generation, you
find young children, even girls, who, although their parents have
never smoked, can finish off a cigarette without the slightest incon-
venience, even for the first time.

Smoking and drinking led us, as it naturally does, into trouble.
There was a Jamaica Irishman with a very dark skin and a very
loud brogue, called Thomas, who was passing the winter for the
benefit of his chest at Pau. He delighted in encouraging us for
mischief sake. One raw snowy day he gave us his strongest cigars,
and brewed us a bowl of potent steaming punch, which was soon
followed by another. Edward, not being very well, was unusually
temperate, and so I, not liking to waste it, drank for two. A walk
was then maliciously proposed, and the cold air acted as usual as
stimulant to stimulant. Thomas began laughing aloud, Edward
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plodded gloomily along, and I got into half a dozen scrimmages
with the country people. At last matters began to look serious, and
the too hospitable host took his two guests back to their home. I
managed to stagger upstairs; I was deadly pale, with staring eyes,
and compelled to use the depressed walk of a monkey, when I met
my mother. She was startled at my appearance, and as I pleaded
very sick she put me to bed. But other symptoms puzzled her. She
fetched my father, who came to the bedside, looked carefully for a
minute at his son and heir, and turned upon his heel, exclaiming,
¢ The beast’s in liquor.” The mother burst into a flood of tears,
and next morning presented me with a five-franc piece, making me
promise to be good for the future, and not to read Lord Chesterfield’s
“Letters to his Son,” of which she had a dreadful horror. It need
hardly be said that the five francs soon melted away in laying in a
stock of what is popularly called “a hair of the dog that bit.”

What we learnt last at Pau was the Bearnais dialect. It is a
charmingly naive dialect, mixture of French, Spanish, and Proven-
cale, and containing a quantity of pretty, pleasant songs. The
country folk were delighted when addressed in their own lingo. It
considerably assisted me in learning Provengale, the language of Le
Geysaber ; and I found it useful in the most out-of-the-way corners
of the world, even in Brazil. Nothing goes home to the heart of a
man so much as to speak to him in his own pa#sis. Even a Lanca-
shire lad can scarcely resist the language of “ Tummas and Mary.”

At length the wheezy, windy, rainy, foggy, sleety, snowy winter
passed away, and the approach of the warm four months, warned
strangers to betake themselves to the hills. This time the chosen
place was Argélés. In those days it was a little village, composed
mainly of one street, not unlike mining Arrayal in Brazil, or a negro
village on the banks of the Gaboon. But the scenery around it was
beautiful. It lay upon a brawling stream, and the contrast of the
horizontal meadow-lands around it, with the backing of almost
vertical hills and peaks, thoroughly satisfied the eye. It had
cruel weather in winter time, and a sad accident had just hap-
pened. A discharged soldier had reached it in midwinter, when the
snow lay deep and the wolves were out, and the villagers strongly
dissuaded him from trying to reach his father’s home in the hills.
He was armed with his little Jriguet, the little curved sword then
carried by the French infantry soldiers, and he laughed all caution
to scorn. It was towards nightfall ; he had hardly walked a mile,
before a pack came down upon him, raging and ravening with hunger.
He put his back to a tree, and defended himself manfully, killing
several wolves, and escaped whilst the carcases were being devoured
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by their companions; but he sheathed his sword without taking the
precaution to wipe it, and when he was attacked again it was glued
to the scabbard. The wolves paid dearly for their meal, for the
enraged villagers organized a battue, and killed about a score of
them as an expiatory sacrifice for the poor soldier.

We two brothers, abetted by our tutor, had fallen into the detest-
able practice of keeping our hands in by shooting swifts and swallows,
of which barbarity we were afterwards heartily ashamed. Our first
lesson was from the peasants. On one occasion, having shot a
harmless bird that fell among the reapers, the latter charged us in
a body, and being armed with scythes and sickles, caused a precipi-
tous retreat. In those days the swallow seemed to be a kind of
holy bird in the Bearnais, somewhat like the pigeons of Mecca and
Venice. I can only remember that this was the case with old
Assyrians and Arameans, who called the swift or devilling the
destiny, or foretelling bird, because it heralded the spring.

There was a small society at Argélés, consisting chiefly of English
and Spaniards. The latter were mostly refugees, driven away from
home by political changes. They were not overburdened with
money, and of course looked for cheap quarters. They seemed
chiefly to live upon chocolate, which they made in their own way,
in tiny cups so thick and gruelly, that sponge-cake stood upright in
it. They smoked cigarettes with maize-leaf for paper, as only a
Spaniard can. The little cylinder hangs down as if it were glued
to the smoker’s lower lip. He goes on talking and laughing, and
then, by some curious movement of a muscle developed in no other
race, he raises the weed to the horizontal and puffs out a cloud
of smoke. They passed their spare time in playing the guitar and
singing party songs, and were very much disgusted when asked to
indulge the company with Riego el Cid. There was a marriage at
Argélés, when a Scotch maiden of mature age married M. Le Maire,
an old French mousquetaire, 2 man of birth, of courtly manners, and
who was the delight of the young ones, but his plaisanteries are utterly
unfit for the drawing-room. There was also a Baron de Meydell, his
wife, her sister, and two very handsome daughters. The eldest was
engaged to a rich young planter in the Isle of Bourbon. We two
lads of course fell desperately in love with them, and the old father,
who had served in the Hessian Brigade in the English army, only
roared with laughter when he saw and heard our polissoneries. The
old man liked us both, and delighted in nothing more than to see
us working upon each other with foil and sabre. The parting of the
four lovers was something very sad, and three of us at least shed
tears. The eldest girl was beyond such childishness.
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As the mountain fog began to roll down upon the valley, our father
found that his poor chest required a warmer climate. This time we
travelled down the Grand Canal du Midi in a big public barge, which
resembled a Dutch #rekschuyt. At first, passing through the locks
was a perpetual excitement, but this very soon palled. The
L’Estranges were also on board, and the French part of the company
were not particularly pleasant. They were mostly tourists returning
home, mixed with a fair proportion of commis-voyageurs, a class that
corresponds with, but does not resemble, our commercial traveller.
The French species seems to have but two objects in social life : first,
to glorify himself, and secondly, to glorify Paris.

Monsieur Victor Hugo has carried the latter mania to the very
verge of madness, and left to his countrymen an example almost as
bad as bad can be. The peculiarity of the commis-voyageur in those
days, was the queer thin varnish of politeness, which he thought it
due to himself to assume. He would help himself at breakfast or
dinner to the leg, wing, and part of the breast, and pass the dish to
his neighbour when it contained only a neck and a drumstick, with a
pleased smile and a ready bow, anxiously asking “ Madame, veut elle
de la volaille?” and he was frightfully unprogressive. He wished to
“let sleeping dogs lie,” and hated to move quiet things. It almost
gave him an indigestion to speak of railways. He found the dili-
gence and the canal boat quite fast enough for his purpose. And
in this to a certain extent he represented the Genius of the Nation.

With the excellent example of the Grand Canal du Midi before
them, the French have allowed half a century to pass before they even
realized the fact that their rivers give them most admirable oppor-
tunities for inland navigation, and that by energy in spending money
they could have a water line leading up from Manches to Paris, and
down from Paris to the Mediterranean. In these days of piercing
isthmuses, they seem hardly to have thought of a canal that would
save the time and expense of running round Spain and Portugal,
wpen it would be so easy to cut the neck that connects their country
with the Peninsula. The rest of the journey was eventless as usual.
The family took the steamer at Marseille, steamed down to Leghorn,
and drove up to Pisa. There they found a house on the south side ot
the Lung’ Arno, belonging to a widow of the name of Pini. It was
a dull and melancholy place enough, but it had the advantage of a
large garden that grew chiefly cabbages. It was something like a
return home ; a number of old acquaintances were met, and few new
ones were made.

Th.e stud.ies were kept up with unremitting attention. I kept up
drawing, painting, and classics, and it was lucky for me that I did.
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I have been able to make my own drawings, and to illustrate my own
books. It is onlyin this way that a correct idea of unfamiliar scenes
can be given. Travellers who bring home a few scrawls and put
them into the hands of a professional illustrator, have the pleasure of
seeing the illustrated paper style applied to the scenery and the
people of Central Africa and Central Asia and Europe. Even when
the drawings are carefully done by the traveller-artist, it is hard to
persuade the professional to preserve their peculiarities. For instance,
a sketch from Hyderabad, the inland capital of Sind, showed a number
of mast-like poles which induced the English artist to write out and
ask if there ought not to be yards and sails. In sending a sketch
home of a pilgrim in his proper costume, the portable Kordn worn
under the left arm narrowly escaped becoming a revolver. On the
chocolate-coloured cover of a book on Zanzibar, stands a negro in
gold, straddling like the Colossus of Rhodes. He was propped crane-
like upon one leg, supporting himself with his spear, and applying,
African fashion, the sole of the other foot to the perpendicular calf,

But music did not get on so well. We all three had good speaking
voices, but we sang with a ““woce d7 gola,” a throaty tone which was
terrible to hear. It is only in England that people sing without
voices. This may do very well when chirping a comic song, or half-
speaking a ballad, but in nothing higher. I longed to sing, began
singing with all my might at Pau in the Pyrenees, and I kept it up
at Pisa, where Signor Romani (Mario’s old master) rather encouraged
me, instead of peremptorily or pathetically bidding me to hold my
tongue. I wasted time and money, and presently found out my
mistake and threw up music altogether. At stray times I took up
the flageolet, and other simple instruments, as though I had a kind
of instinctive feeling how useful music would be to me in later life.
And I never ceased to regret that I had not practised sufficiently,
to be able to write down music at hearing. Had I been able to do
so, I might have collected some two thousand motives from Europe,
Asia, Africa, and America, and have produced a musical note-book
which would have been useful to a Bellini, or Donizetti, or a
Boito.

We had now put away childish things ; that is to say, we no longer
broke the windows across the river with slings, or engaged in free
fights with our coevals. But the climate of Italy is precocious, so,
as the Vicar of Wakefield has it, *we cocked our hats and loved the
ladies.” And our poor father was once appalied by strange heads
being put out of the windows, in an unaccustomed street, and with
the words, “Oh! S'or Riccardo, Oh! S’or Edoardo.”

Madame P——, the landlady, had three children. Sandro, the
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son, was a tall, gawky youth, who wore a cacciatore or Italian shooting
jacket of cotton-leather, not unlike the English one made loose, with
the tails cut off. The two daughters were extremely handsome girls,
in very different styles. Signorina Caterina, the elder, was tall, slim,

and dark, with the palest possible complexion and regular features.
Signorina Antonia, the younger, could not boast of the samie classical
lines, but the light brown hair, and the pink and white complexion,
made one forgive and forget every irregularity. Consequently I fell
in love with the elder, and Edward with the latter. Proposals of
marriage were made and accepted. The girls had heard that, in her
younger days, mamma had had half a dozen strings to her bow at the
same time, and they were perfectly ready to follow parental example.
But a serious obstacle occurred in the difficulty of getting the
ceremony performed. As in England there was a popular but
mistaken idea that a man could put a rope round his wife’s neck,
take her to market, and ‘sell her like a quadruped, so there was, and
perhaps there is still, in Italy, a legend that any affianced couple
standing up together in front of the congregation during the eleva-
tion of the Host, and declaring themselves man and wife, are very
much married, Many inquiries were made about this procedure, and
at one time it was seriously intended.  But the result of questioning
was, that promessi sposi so acting, are at once imprisoned and punished
by being kept in separate cells, and therefore it became evident, that
the game was not worth the candle. This is like a Scotch marriage,
however—with the Italian would be binding in religion, and the
Scotch in law.

Edward and I made acquaintance with a lot of Italian medical
students, compared with whom, English men of the same category
were as babes, and they did us no particular good. At last the
winter at Pisa ended, badly—very badly. The hard studies of
the classics during the day, occasionally concluded with a revel at
night. On one hopeless occasion a bottle of Jamaica gin happened
to fall into the wrong hands. The revellers rose at midnight, boiled
water, procured sugar and lemons, and sat down to a steaming soup
tureen full of punch. Possibly it was followed by a second, but the
result was that they sallied out into the streets, determined upon
what is called a “spree.” Knockers did not exist, and Charleys did
not confine themselves to their sentry-boxes, and it was vain to ring
at bells, when every one was sound asleep. Evidently the choice of
amusements was limited, and mostly confined to hustling inoffensive
passers-by. But as one of these feats had been performed and cries
for assistance had been uttered, up came the watch at the double,
and the revellers had nothing to do but to make tracks. My legs
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were the longest, and I escaped; Edward was seized and led off, despite
his fists and heels, ignobly to the local ziolon, or guard-house. One
may imagine my father’s disgust next morning, when he was cour-
teously informed by the prison authorities that a giovinotfo bearing his
name, had been lodged during the night at the public expense. The
father went off in a state of the stoniest severity to the guard-house,
and found the graceless one treating his companions in misfortune,
thieves and ruffians of every kind, to the contents of a pocket-flask
with which he had provided himself in case of need. This was the
last straw ; our father determined to transfer his head-quarters to the
Baths of Lucca, and then to prepare for breaking up the family. The
adieux of Caterina and Antonia were heartrending, and it was agreed
to correspond every week. The journey occupied a short time, and
a house was soon found in the upper village of Lucca.

In those days, the Lucchese baths were the only place in Italy
that could boast of a tolerably cool summer climate, and a few of
the comforts of life. Sorrento, Montenero, near Leghorn, and the
hills about Rome, were frequented by very few; they came under
the category of “cheap and nasty.” Hence the Bagni collected what
was considered to be the distinguished society. It had its parson
from Pisa, even in the days before the travelling continental
clergyman was known, and this one migrated every year to the hills,
like the flight of swallows, and the beggars who desert the hot plains
and the-stifling climate of the lowlands. There was generally at
least one English doctor who practised by the kindly sufferance of
the #hen Italian Government. The Duke of Lucca at times attended
the balls; he was married, but his gallant presence and knightly
manner committed terrible ravages in the hearts of susceptible
English girls.

The queen in ordinary was a Mrs. Colonel Stisted, as she called
herself, the “same Miss Clotilda Clotworthy Crawley who was” so
rudely treated by the wild Irish girl, Lady Morgan. I was also
obliged to settle an old score with her in after years in * Sinde, or
the Unhappy Valley.” And so I wrote, “She indeed had left her
mark in literature, not by her maudlin volume, ‘The Byeways of
Italy, but by the abuse of her fellow authors.” She was “the sea
goddess with tin ringlets and venerable limbs” of the irrepressible
Mrs. Trollope. She also supplied Lever with one of the characters
which he etched in with his most corrosive acid. In one season
the Baths collected Lady Blessington, Count D’Orsay, the charming
Lady Walpole, Mrs. Elizabeth Barrett Browning, the poetess, whose
tight sacgue of black silk gave us youngsters a series of caricatures.
There, too, was old Lady Osborne, full of Greek and Latin, who
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married her daughter to Captain Bernal, afterwards Bernal Osborne.
Amongst the number was Mrs. Young, whose daughter became
Madame Matteucci, wife of the celebrated scientist and electrician of
Tuscany. She managed, curiously to say, to hold her own in her
new position. Finally, I remember Miss Virginia Gabriell, daughter
of old General Gabriell, commonly called the “ Archangel Gabriel.”
Virginia Gabriell, “all white and fresh, and virginally plain,” after-
wards made a name in the musical world, composed beautiful
ballads, published many pieces, and married, and died in St. George’s
Hospital by being thrown from a carriage, August 7, 1877. She
showed her savoir faire at the earliest age. At a ball given to the
Prince, all appeared in their finest dresses and richest jewellery. Miss
Virginia was in white, with a single necklace of pink coral. They
danced till daylight ; and when the sun arose, Miss Virginia was
like a rose amongst faded dahlias and sunflowers.

There was a very nice fellow of the name of Wood, who had just
married a Miss Stisted, one of the nieces of the “ Queen of the
Baths,” with whom all the ¢ baths” were in love. Another marking
young person was Miss Helen Crowley, a girl of the order ¢ dashing,”
whose hair was the brightest auburn, and complexion the purest
white and red. Her father was the Rev. Dr. Crowley, whose Jewish
novel ‘“Salathiel” made a small noise in the world ; but either he or
his wife disliked children, so Miss Helen had been turned over to
the charge of aunts. These were two elderly maiden ladies, whose
agnosticism was of the severest description. “Sister, what is that
noise?” “The howling of hymns, sister.” ¢ The beastly creatures,”
cried she, as “Come across hill and dale” reached her most
irreverent ears. I met both of these ladies in later life, and it was
enough to say that all three had terribly changed.

Amongst the remarkable people we knew were the Desanges
family, who had a phenomenon in the house. A voice seemed
to come out of it of the very richest volume, and every one thought
it was a woman’s. It really belonged to Master Louis, who after-
wards made for himself so great a name for battle-scenes (The
Desanges’ Crimea and Victoria Cross Gallery) and also for por-
traits.* The voice did not recover itself thoroughly after breaking,
but sufficient remained for admirable comic songs, and no man
who ever heard them came away from “Le Lor Maire” and
“Vilikens et sa Dinah” without aching sides. There was another
]e.arned widow of the name of Graves, whose husband had been a
kinsman of my father. Her daughter prided herself upon the breadth

* In 1861 he painted Richard’s and my portraits as a wedding gift.—I. B,
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of her forehead and general intellectuality. She ended by marrying
the celebrated historian Von Ranke.” Intellectual Englishwomen
used to expect a kind of intellectual paradise in marrying German
professors. They were to share their labours, assist in their dis-
coveries, and wear a kind of reflected halo or gloria, as the moon
receives light from the sun ; but they were perfectly shocked when
they were ordered to the kitchen, and were addressed with perhaps
“Donner—Wetter—Sacrament” if the dinner was not properly
cooked.

These little colonies like the ¢ Baths of Lucca” began to decline
about 1850, and came to their Nadir in 1870. Then they had a
kind of resurrection. The gambling in shares and stocks and loans
lost England an immense sum of money, and the losses were most
felt by that well-to-do part of the public that had a fixed income
and no chance of ever increasing it. The loss of some five hundred
millions of pounds sterling, rendered England too expensive for
a large class, and presently drove it abroad. It gained numbers in
1881, when the Irish Land Bill, soon to be followed by a corre-
sponding English Land Bill, exiled a multitude of landowners. So
the little English colonies, which had dwindled to the lowest ex-
pression, gradually grew and grew, and became stronger than they
ever did.

It was evident that the Burton family was ripe for a break up.
Our father, like an Irishman, was perfectly happy as long as he was
the only man in the house, but the presence of younger males irri-
tated him. His temper became permanently soured. He could
no longer use the rod, but he could make himself very unpleasant
with his tongue. “Senti come me li rimangia quei poveri ragazzi!”
(Hear how he is chawing-up those poor lads!) said the old Pisan-
Italian lady’s-maid, and I do think now that we were not pleasant
inmates of a household. We were in the “Sturm und drang ” of the
teens. We had thoroughly mastered our tutor, threw our books
out of the window if he attempted to give a lesson in Greek or
Latin, and applied ourselves with ardour to Picault Le Brun, and
Paul de Kock, the ““Promessi Sposi,” and the “ Disfida di Barletta.”
Instead of taking country walks, we jodelled all about the hillsides
under the direction of a Swiss scamp. We shot pistols in every
direction, and whenever a stray fencing-master passed, we persuaded
him to give us a few hours of “point.” We made experiments of
everything imaginable, including swallowing and smoking opium.

The break-up took place about the middle of summer. It was
comparatively tame. Italians marvelled at the Spartan nature of
the British mother, who, after the habits of fifteen years, can so
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easily part with her children at the cost of a lachrymose last embrace,
and watering her prandial beefsteak with tears. Amongst Italian
families, nothing is more common than for all the brothers and
sisters to swear that they will not marry if they are to be separated
from one another. And even now, in these subversive and pro-
gressive days, what a curious contrast is the English and the Italian
household. Let me sketch one of the latter, a family belonging to
the old nobility, once lords of the land, and now simple proprietors’
of a fair Estate. In alarge garden, and a larger orchard of vines
and olives, stands a solid old house, as roomy as a barrack, but
without the slightest pretension of comfort or luxury. The old
Countess, a widow, has the whole of her progeny around her—two
or three stalwart sons, one married and the others partially sc, and
a daughter who has not yet found a husband. The servants are old
family retainers. They consider themselves part and parcel of the
household ; they are on the most familiar terms with the family,
although they would resent with the direst indignation the slightest
liberty on the part of outsiders. The day is one of extreme sim-
plicity, and some might even deem it monotonous. Each individual
leaves his bed at the hour he or she pleases, and finds coffee, milk,
and small rolls in the dining-room. Smoking and dawdling pass
the hours till almost mid-day, when déjeuner & la fourchette, or rather
a young dinner, leads very naturally up to a siesta. In the afternoon
. there is a little walking or driving, and even shooting in the case of
the most energetic. There is a supper after nightfall, and after that
dominoes or cards, or music, or conversazione, keep them awake for
half the night. The even tenor of their days is broken only by a
festival or a ball in the nearest town, or some pseudo Scientific
Congress in a City not wholly out of reach ; and so things go on
from year to year, and all are happy because they look to nothing
else. .

Our journey began in the early summer of 1840. My mother
and sister were left at the Baths of Lucca, and my father, with Mr.
Du Pré, and Edward and I, set out for Switzerland. We again
travelled veffurino, and we lads cast longing eyes at the charming
country which we were destined not to see again for another ten
years. How melancholy we felt when on our way to the chill and
dolorous North! At Schinznach I was left in charge of Mr. Du Pré,
while my father and brother set out for England direct. These
Hapsburg baths in the Aargau had been chosen because the
abominable sulphur water, as odorous as that of Harrogate, was
held as sovereign in skin complaints, and I was suffering from
exanthémata, an eruption brought on by a sudden check of per-
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spiration. These eruptions are very hard to cure, and they often
embitter a man’s life. The village consisted of a single Establish-
ment, in which all nationalities met. Amongst them was an
unfortunate Frenchman, who had been attacked at Calcutta with
what appeared to be a leprous taint. He had tried half a dozen
places to no purpose, and he had determined to blow his brains out
if Schinznach failed him. The only advantage of the place was, its
being within easy distance of Schaffhausen and the falls of the
Rhine.

When the six weeks’ cure was over, I was hurried by my guardian
across France, and Southern England, to the rendezvous. The
Grandmother and the two aunts, finding Great Cumberland Place
too hot, had taken country quarters at Hampstead. Grandmamma
Baker received us lads with something like disappointment. She
would have been better contented had we been six feet high, bony
as Highland cattle, with freckled faces, and cheek-bones like horns.
Aunt Georgina Baker embraced and kissed her nephews with
effusion. She had not been long parted from us. Mrs. Frank
Burton, the other aunt, had not seen us for ten years, and of course
could not recognize us.

We found two very nice little girl-cousins, who assisted us to pass
the time. But the old dislike to our surroundings, returned with
redoubled violence. Everything appeared to us so small, so mean,
so ugly. The faces of the women were the only exception to the
general rule of hideousness. The houses were so unlike houses,
and more like the Nuremberg toys magnified. The outsides were
so prim, so priggish, so utterly unartistic. The little bits of garden
were mere slices, as if they had been sold by the inch, The interiors
were cut up into such wretched little rooms, more like ship-cabins
than what was called rooms in Italy. The drawing-rooms were
crowded with hideous little tables, that made it dangerous to pass
from one side to the other. The tables were heaped with nick-
nacks, that served neither for use or show. And there was a
desperate neatness and cleanness about everything that made us
remember the old story of the Stoic who spat in the face of the
master of the house because it was the most untidy place in the
dwelling.

Then came a second parting. Edward was to be placed under
the charge of the Rev. Mr. Havergal, rector of some country parish.
Later on, he wrote to say that * Richard must not correspond with
his brother, as he had turned his name into a peculiar form of
ridicule.” He was in the musical line, and delighted in organ-
playing. But Edward seemed to consider the whole affair a bore,
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and was only too happy when he could escape from the harmonious
parsonage.

In the mean time I had been tried and found wanting. One of
my father’s sisters (Mrs. General D’Aguilar, as she called herself)
had returned from India, after an uninterrupted residence of a score
of years, with a large supply of children of both sexes. She had
settled herself temporarily at Cambridge, to superintend the education
of her eldest son, John Burton D’Aguilar, who was intended for the
Church, and who afterwards became a chaplain in the Bengal
Establishment. Amongst her many acquaintances was a certain
Professor Sholefield, a well-known Grecian. My father had rather
suspected that very little had been done in the house, in the way of
classical study, during the last two years. The Professor put me
through my paces in Virgil and Homer, and found me lamentably
deficient. I did not even know who Isis was! worse still, it was
found out that I, who spoke French and Italian and their dialects
like a native, who had a considerable smattering of Bearnais,
Spanish, and Provencale, barely knew the Lord’s Prayer, broke
down in the Apostles’ Creed, and had never heard of the Thirty-
nine Articles—a terrible revelation !




CHAPTER 1V.
OXFORD,

As it was Long Vacation at Oxford, and I could not take rooms at
once in Trinity College, where my name had been put down, it was
necessary to place me somewhere out of mischief At the inter-
vention of friends, a certain Doctor Greenhill agreed to lodge and
coach me till the opening term. The said doctor had just married
a relation of Dr. Arnold, of Rugby, and he had taken his bride to
Paris, in order to show her the world and to indulge himself in a
little dissecting. Meanwhile I was placed pro fem. with another
medical don, Dr. Ogle, and I enjoyed myself in that house. The
father was a genial man, and he had nice sons and pretty daughters.
As soon as Dr. Greenhill returned to his house in High Street,
Oxford, I was taken up there by my father, and was duly consigned
to the new tutor. Mr. Du Pré vanished, and was never seen again.

The first sight of Oxford struck me with a sense of appal. “O
Domus antiqua et religiosa,” cried Queen Elizabeth, in 1664, stand-
ing opposite Pembroke College, which the Dons desecrated in 1875.
I could not imagine how such fine massive and picturesque old
buildings as the colleges could be mixed up with the mean little
houses that clustered around them, looking as if they were built
of cardboard. In after days, I remembered the feeling, when look-
ing at the Temple of the Sun in Palmyra, surrounded by its Arab
huts, like swallows’ nests planted upon a palace wall. And every-
thing, except the colleges, looked so mean.

The good old Mitre was, if not the only, at least the chief hostelry
of the place, and it had the outward and visible presence of a pot-
house. The river with the classical name of Isis, was a mere moat,
and its influent, the Cherwell, was a ditch. The country around,
especially just after Switzerland, looked flat and monotonous in the
extreme. The skies were brown-grey, and, to an Italian nose, the
smell of the coal smoke was a perpetual abomination. Queer beings
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walked the streets, dressed in aprons that hung behind, from their
shoulders, and caps consisting of a square, like that of a lancer’s
helmet, planted upon a semi-oval to contain the head. These
queer creatures were carefully shaved, except, perhaps, a diminutive
mutton-cutlet on each side of their face, and the most serious sort
were invariably dressed in westibus nigris aut sub fuscis.

Moreover, an indescribable appearance of donnishness or incipient
donnishness pervaded the whole lot. The juniors looked like school-
boys who aspired to be schoolmasters, and the seniors as if their
aspirations had been successful. I asked after the famous Grove of
Trinity, where Charles I. used to walk when tired of Christ Church
meadows, and which the wits called Daphne. It had long been
felled, and the ground was covered with buildings.

At last term opened, and I transferred myself from Dr. Greenhill
to Trinity College.

Then my University life began, and readers must be prepared
not to be shocked at the recital of my college failures, which only
proves the truth of what I said before, that if a father means his
boy to succeed in an English career, he must put him to a preparatory
school, Eton or Oxford, educate him for his coming profession,
and not drag his family about the Continent, under governesses and
tutors, to learn fencing, languages, and become wild, and to belong
to nowhere in particular as to parish or county.

In the autumn term of 1840, at nineteen and a half, I began
residence in Trinity College, where my quarters were a pair of dog-
holes, called rooms, overlooking the garden of the Master of Balliol.
My reception at College was not pleasant. I had grown a splendid
‘moustache, which was the envy of all the boys abroad, and which all
the advice of Drs. Ogle and Greenhill failed to make me remove.
I declined to be shaved until formal orders were issued to the
authorities of the college. For I had already formed strong ideas
upon the Shaven age of England, when her history, with some
brilliant exceptions, such as Marlborough, Wellington, or Nelson,
was at 1ts meanest.

As I passed through the entrance of the College, a couple of
brother collegians met me, and the taller one.laughed in my face.
Accustomed to continental decorum, I handed him my card and
‘called him out. But the college lad, termed by courtesy an
Oxford man, had possibly read of duels, had probably never
touched a weapon, sword or pistol, and his astonishment at the
invitation exceeded all bounds. .Explanations succeeded, and I
went my way sadly, and felt as if I had fallen amongst. épiciers.
The college porter had kindly warned me against tricks played by
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the older hands, upon “fresh young gentlemen,” and strongly advised
me to “sport my oak,” or, in other words, to bar and lock my outer
door. With dignity deeply hurt, I left the entrance wide open, and
thrust a poker into the fire, determined to give all intruders the
warmest possible reception. This was part and parcel of that
unhappy education abroad. In English public schools, boys learn
first ““to take,” and then “to give.” They begin by being tossed,
and then by tossing others in the blanket. Those were days when
practical jokes were in full force. Happily it is now extinct. Every
greenhorn coming to college or joining a regiment, was liable to the
roughest possible treatment, and it was only by submitting with the
utmost good humour, that he won the affection of his comrades, and
was looked upon as a gentleman. But the practice also had its
darker phase. It ruined many a prospect, and it lost many a life.
The most amusing specimen that 7 ever saw was that of a charming
youngster, who died soon after joining his Sepoy regiment. The
oldsters tried to drink him under the table at mess, and had notably
failed. About midnight, when he was enjoying his first sleep, he
suddenly awoke and found a ring of spectral figures dancing round
between his bed and the tent-walls. After a minute’s reflection, he
jumped up, seized a sheet, threw it over his shoulders, and joined
the dancers, saying, “If this is the fashion I suppose I must do it
also.” The jokers, baffled a second time, could do nothing but knock
him down and run away.

The example of the larky Marquis of Waterford, seemed to
authorize all kinds of fantastic tricks. The legend was still fresh,
that he had painted the Dean of Christ Church’s door red, because
that formidable dignitary had objected to his wearing “pink” in
High Street. Another, and far more inexcusable prank, was his
sending all the accoucheurs in the town, to the house of a middle-
aged maiden lady, whose father, a don, had offended him. In the
colleges they did not fly at such high game, but they cruelly worried
everything in the shape of a freshman. One unfortunate youth, a
fellow who had brought with him a dozen of home-made wine, elder
and cowslip, was made shockingly tight by brandy being mixed with
his port, and was put to bed with all his bottles disposed on different
parts of his person. Another, of @sthetic tastes, prided himself upon
his china, and found it next morning all strewed in pieces about
his bed. A third, with carroty whiskers, had them daubed with
mustard, also while in a state of insensibility, and had to have them
fall, yellow, next'morning under a barber’s hands.

I caused myself to be let down by a rope into the Master of
Balliol’s garden, plucked up some of the finest flowers by the roots,
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and planted in their place great staring marigolds. The study of
the old gentleman’s countenance when he saw them next morning
was a joy for ever. Another prank was to shoot with an air-cane,
an article strictly forbidden in college, at a brand-new watering-pot,
upon which the old gentleman greatly prided, himself, and the way
which the water spirted over his reverend gaiters, gave an ineffable
delight to the knot of mischievous undergraduates who were pro-
specting him from behind the curtain. I, however, always had con-
siderable respect for the sturdy common sense of old Dr. Jenkins,
and I made a kind of amends to him in ¢ Vikram and the Vam-
pire,” where he is the only Pundit who objected to the tiger being
resurrectioned. Another neat use of the air-cane, was to shoot the
unhappy rooks, over the heads of the dons, as they played at bowls ;
the grave and reverend signiors would take up the body, and gravely
debate what had caused the sudden death, when a warm stream of
blood, trickling into their shirts, explained it only too clearly. No
undergraduate in college could safely read his classics out loud after
ten o’clock p.m., or his ¢ oak ” was broken with dumb-bells, and the
dirty oil lamp, that half lit the stairs, was thrown over him and his
books.

I made amends to a certain extent for my mischief by putting my
fellow-collegians to bed, and I always maintain that the Welshmen
were those who gave me the most trouble.

The Oxford day, considered with relation to the acquisition of
knowledge, was a ‘“fast” pure and simple—it began in the morning
with Chapel, during which time most men got up their logic. We
then breakfasted either in our rooms, or in large parties, where
we consumed an immense quantity of ham, bacon, eggs, mutton
chops, and indigestible muffins, We then attended a couple of
lectures, and this was Time completely thrown away. We were
then free for the day, and every man passed his time as he best
pleased. I could not afford to keep horses, and always hated the
idea of riding hired hacks. My only amusements therefore were
walking, rowing, and the school-at-arms. My walks somehow or
other always ended at Bagley Wood, where a pretty gypsy girl
(Selina), dressed in silks and satins, sat in state to receive the
shillings and the homage of the undergraduates. I worked hard,
under a coach, at sculling and rowing ; I was one of the oars in the
College Torpid, and a friend and I challenged the River in a two-
oar, but unfortunately both of us were rusticated before the race
came off. :

My friend in misfortune belonged to an eminent ecclesiastical
family, and distinguished himself accordingly. | Returning from
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Australia, he landed at Mauritius without 2 farthing. Most
men under the circumstances would have gone to the Governor,
told their names, and obtained a passage to England. But the
individual in question had far too much individuality to take so
commonplace a step. He wrote home to his family for money, and
meanwhile took off his coat, tucked up his sleeves, and worked like
a coolie on the wharf. When the cheque for his passage was sent,
he invited all his brother coolies to a spread of turtle, champagne,
and all the luxuries of the season, at the swell hotel of the place,
and left amidst the blessings of Shem and the curse of Japhet.
Another of my college companions—the son of a bishop, by-the-by—
made a cavalry regiment too hot to hold him, and took his passage
to the Cape of Good Hope in an emigrant ship. On the third day
he brought out a portable roulette table, which the captain sternly
ordered off the deck. But the ship was a slow sailer, she fell in
with calms about the Line, and the official rigour was relaxed. First
one began to play, and then another, and at last the ship became a
perfect “hell.” After a hundred narrow escapes, and all manner
of risks by fire and water, and the fists and clubs of the enraged
losers, the distinguished youth landed at Cape Town with almost
A 5000 in his pocket.

The great solace of my life was the fencing-room. When I first
entered Oxford, its only salle d’armes was kept by old Angelo,
the grandson of the gallant old Italian, mentioned by Edgeworth,
but who knew about as much of fencing as a French collegian after
six months of salle d’armes. He was a priggish old party too, cele-
brated for walking up to his pupils and for whispering stagely, after
a salute with the foil, ¢ This, sir, is not so much a School of Arms as
a School of Polifeness.” Presently a rival appeared in the person of
Archibald Maclaren, who soon managed to make his mark. He
established an excellent saloon, and he gradually superseded all the
wretched gymnastic yard, which lay some half a mile out of the
town. He was determined to make his way ; he went over to Paris,
when he could, to work with the best masters, published his systems
of fencing and gymnastics, and he actually wrote a little book of
poetry, which he called “ Songs of the Sword.” He and I became
great friends, which friendship lasted for life. The only question
that ever arose between us was touching the advisability or non-
advisability of eating sweet buns and drinking strong ale at the same
time. At the fencing-rooms I made acquaintance, which afterwards
became a life-long friendship, with Alfred Bates Richards. He was a
tall man, upwards of six feet high, broad in proportion, and very
muscular, I found it unadvisable to box with him, but could easily
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master him with foil and broadsword. He was one of the few who
would take the trouble to learn. Mostly Englishmen go to a fencing
school, and, after six weeks’ lessons, clamour to be allowed to fence
loose, and very loose fencing it is, and is fated always to be. In
the same way, almost before they can fix their colours they want to
paint Zebleaux de genre, and they have hardly learnt their scales,
when they want to attempt dravura pieces. On the Continent men
work for months, and even years, before they think themselves in
sight of their journey’s end. A. B. Richards and I often met in
after life and became intimates.* His erratic career is well known,
and he died at a comparatively early age, editor of the Morning
Advertiser. He had raised the tone of the Licensed Victuallers’
organ to such a high pitch that even Lord Beaconsfield congratu-
lated him upon it.

A. B. Richards was furious to see the treatment my services
received ; he always stood up bravely for me—his fellow-collegian,
both with word and pen—in leaders too.

The time for ¢ Hall,” that is to say for college dinner, was five
p-m., and the scene was calculated to astonish a youngster brought
up on the Continent., The only respectable part of it was the
place itself, not a bad imitation of some old convent refectory.
The details were mean in the extreme, and made me long for the
meanest fable d’héte.  Along the bottom of the Hall, raised upon a
dwarf dais, ran the high table, intended for the use of fellows and
fellow-commoners. The other tables ran along the sides. Wine
was forbidden, malt liquor being the only drink. The food certainly
suited the heavy strong beers and ales brewed in the college. It
consisted chiefly of hunches of meat, cooked after Homeric or
Central African fashion, and very filling at the price. The vege-
tables, as usual, were plain boiled, without the slightest aid to diges-
tion. Yet the college cooks were great swells. They were paid as
much as an average clergyman, and put most of their sons into the
Church. In fact, the stomach had to do the whole work, whereas a
good French or Italian cook does half the work for it in his sauce-
pans. This cannibal meal was succeeded by stodgy pudding, and
concluded with some form of cheese, Cheshire or double Gloucester,
which painfully reminded one of bees-wax, and this was called
dinner. Very soon my foreign stomach began to revolt at such
treatment, and I found out a place in the town, where, when I could
escape Hall, I could make something of a dinner.

"The moral of the scene offended all my prepossessions. The fellow-

* He bega.n and wrote the ¢ Career of R. F. Burton,” printed by Waterlow,
and brought it up to 1876. We deeply regretted him.—1. B.
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commoners were simply men, who by paying double what the com-
moners paid, secured double privileges. This distinction of castes
is odious, except in the case of a man of certain age, who would not
like to be placed in the society of young lads. But worse still was
the gold tuft, who walked the streets with a silk gown, and a
gorgeous tassel on his college cap. These were noblemen, the
offensive English equivalent for men of title. Generosus nascitur
nobilis fitz. The Grandfathers of these noblemen may have been
pitmen or grocers, but the simple fact of Zaving titles, entitled them
to most absurd distinctions. For instance, with a smattering of
letters, enough to enable a commoner to squeeze through an ordinary
examination, gold tuft took a first class, and it was even asserted
that many took their degrees by merely sending up their books.
They were allowed to live in London as much as they liked, and to
condescend to college at the rare times they pleased. Some Heads
of Colleges would not stoop to this degradation, especially Dean
Gaisford of Christ Church, who compelled Lord W to leave it
and betake himself to Trinity; but the place was, with notable
exceptions, a hotbed of toadyism and flunkeyism. When Mr. (now
Sir Robert) Peel first appeared in the High Street, man, woman, and
child stood to look at him because he was the son of the Prime
Minister.

After dinner it was the custom to go to wine. These desserts
were another abomination. The table was spread with a vast variety
of fruits and sweetmeats, supplied at the very highest prices, and
often on tick, by the Oxford tradesmen,—model sharks. Some men
got their wine from London, others bought theirs in the town.
Claret was then hardly known, and port, sherry, and Madeira, all of
the strong military ditto type, were the onmly drinks., These wines
were given in turn by the undergraduates, and the meal upon meal
would have injured the digestion of a young shark. At last, about
this time, some unknown fellow, whose name deserved to be immor-
talized, drew out a cigar and insisted on smoking it, despite the
disgust and uproar that the novelty created. But the fashion made
its way, and the effects were admirable. The cigar, and afterwards
the pipe, soon abolished the cloying dessert, and reduced the
consumption of the loaded wines to a minimum,

But the English were very peculiar about smoking. In the days
of Queen Anne it was so universal that dissident jurymen were locked
up without meat, drink, or tobacco. During the continental wars
it became un-English to smoke, and consequently men, and even
women, took snuff. And for years it was considered as disgraceful
to smoke a cigar out of doors as to have one’s boots blacked, or to
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eat an orange at Hyde Park Corner. “ Good gracious! you don’t
mean to say that you smoke in the streets?” said an East Indian
Director in after years, when he met me in Pall Mall with a cigar in
my mouth. Admiral Henry Murray, too, vainly endeavoured to
break through the prohibition by leading a little squad of smoking
friends through Kensington Gardens. Polite ladies turned away
their faces, and unpolite ladies muttered something about “snobs.”
At last the Duke of Argyll spread his plaid under a tree in Hyde
Park, lighted a cutty pipe, and beckoned his friends to join him.
Within a month every one in London had a cigar in his mouth. A
pretty lesson to inculcate respect for popular prejudice !

After the dessert was finished, not a few men called for cognac,
whisky, and gin, and made merry for the rest of the evening. But
what else was there for them to do? Unlike a foreign University,
the theatre was discouraged; it was the meanest possible little
house, decent actors were ashamed to show themselves in it, and
an actress of the calibre of Mrs. Nesbitt appeared only every few
years. Opera, of course, there was none, and if there had been,
not one in a thousand would have understood the language, and
not one in a hundred would have appreciated the music. Occasion-
ally there was a concert given by some wandering artists, with the
special permission of the college authorities, and a dreary two
hours’ work it was. Balls were unknown, whereby the marriageable
demoiselles of Oxford lost many an uncommon good chance. A
mesmeric lecturer occasionally came down there and caused some
fun. He called for subjects, and amongst the half-dozen that
presented themselves was one young gentleman who had far more
sense of humour than discretion. When thrown into a deep slumber,
he arose, with his eyes apparently fast closed, and, passing into the
circle of astonished spectators, began to distribute kisses right and
left. Some of these salutations fell upon the sacred cheeks of the
daughters of the Heads of Houses, and the tableau may be imagined.

This dull, monotonous life was varied in my case by an occasional
dinner with families whose acquaintance I had made in the town.
At Dr. Greenhill's I once met at dinner Dr. (afterwards Cardinal)
Newman and Dr. Arnold. I expected great things from their
conversation, but it was mostly confined to discussing the size of
he Apostles in the Cathedral of St. Peter’s in Rome, and both these
eminent men showed a very dim recollection of the subject. I took
a great fancy to Dr. Newman, and used to listen to his sermons,
when I would never give half an hour to any other preacher. There
was a peculiar gentleness in his manner, and the matter was always
suggestive. Dr. Newman was Vicar of St. Mary’s, at Oxford, and
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used to preach, at times, University sermons; there was a stamp
and seal upon him, a solemn music and sweetness in his tone and
manner, which made him singularly attractive, yet there was no
change of inflexion in his voice; action he had none; his sermons
were always read, and his eyes were ever upon his book ; his figure
was lean and stooping, and the fout ensemble was anything but
dignified or commanding, yet the delivery suited the matter of his
speech, and the combination suggested complete candour and
honesty ; he said only what he believed, and he induced others to
believe with him.* On the other hand, Dr. Pusey’s University ser-
mons used to last for an hour and a half ; they were filled with Latin
and Greek, dealt with abstruse subjects, and were delivered in the
dullest possible way, and seemed to me like a mawvais réve or night-
mare.

At Dr. Greenhill’s, too, I met Don Pascual de Gayangos, the
Spanish Arabist, Already wearying of Greek and Latin, I had
attacked Arabic, and soon was well on in Erpinius’s Grammar ;
but there was no one to teach me, so I began to teach myself, and
to write the Arabic letters from left to right, instead of from right to
left, z.e. the wrong way. Gayangos, when witnessing this proceeding,
burst out laughing, and showed me how to copy the alphabet. In
those days, learning Arabic at Oxford was not easy. There was a
Regius Professor, but he had other occupations than to profess. If
an unhappy undergraduate went up to him, and wanted to learn, he
was assured that it was the duty of a professor to teach a class, and
not an individual. All this was presently changed, but not before
it was high time. The Sundays used generally to be passed in
“outings.” It was a pleasure to get away from Oxford, and to
breathe the air which was not at least half smoke.

Another disagreeable of Oxford was, the continuous noise of bells.
You could not make sure of five minutes without one giving tongue,
and in no part of the world, perhaps, is there a place where there is
such a perpetual tinkling of metal. The maddening jangle of bells
seems to have been the survival of two centuries ago. In 1698 Paul
Heutzner wrote : “ The English are vastly fond of great noises that
fill the air, such as the firing of cannon, drums, and the ringing of
bells, so that it is common for a number of them that have got a
¢glass’ in their heads, to go up into some belfry, and ring the bells
for hours together for the sake of exercise.”

A favourite Sunday trip used to be to Abingdon, which, by the
wisdom of the dons in those days, was the railway station of Oxford.

* Richard always said that if a// Catholics were like Dr. Newman, nearly every
thinking person would become Catholic.—I. B.
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Like most men of conservative tendency, who disliked to move quiet
things, who cultivated the sfafus quo, because they could hardly be
better off, and might be worse off, and who feared nothing more
than innovations, because these might force on enquiring into
the disposal of the revenues and other delicate monetary questions,
they had fought against the line with such good will, that they
had left it nearly ten miles distant from the town. Their conduct
was by no means exceptional; thousands did the same. For
instance, Lord John Scott, determined to prevent the surveyor
passing through his estate, engaged a company of * Nottingham
Lambs,” and literally strewed the floor of the porter’s lodge with broken
surveying instruments. Mrs. Partington cannot keep out the tide
with her rake, and the consequence was that Oxford was obliged to
build a branch line, and soon had to lament that she had lost the
advantage of the main line.

The Rev. Thomas Short was at that time doing Sunday duty at
Abingdon. He was not distinguished for ability as a college tutor,
but he was a gentlemanly and kind-hearted man ; he was careful not
to be too sharp-eyed when he met undergraduates at Abingdon.
They generally drove out in tandems, which the absurd regulations
of the place kept in fashion, by forbidding them. No one would
have driven them had they not possessed the merits of stolen fruit.
I, having carefully practised upon “ Dobbin ” in my earlier days, used
thoroughly to enjoy driving. In later years I met with my old tutor,
the Rev. Thomas Short, who lived to a great age, and died univer-
sally respected and regretted by all who knew him.*

At last the lagging autumnal term passed away, and I went up to
my grandmother and aunts in Great Cumberland Place. It was not
lively ; a household full of women only, rarely is.

The style of Society was very promiscuous. The Rev. Mr.
Hutchins, the clergyman under whom the family ‘“sat” in the
adjoining Quebec Chapel, introduced me to the eccentric Duke
of Brunswick, who used. to laugh consumedly at my sallies of high
spirits. Lady Dinorben, with whom Mrs. Phayre still lived, gave
me an occasional invitation. The aunts’ near neighbours were
old General Sutherland of the Madras Army, whose son Alick I
afterwards met in the Neilgherry Hills. Mr. Lawyer Dendy was
still alive, and one of his sons shortly after followed me to India as a
Bombay civilian. Another pleasant acquaintance was Mrs. White,
wife of the colonel of the 3rd Dragoons, whose three stalwart sons
were preparing for India, and gave me the first idea of going there.

* 1 can remember, in later years, Richard going to see him, and when he was so
old he had almost to be supported, gazing at him with affection and moist eyes.—L.B.
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A man who dances, who dresses decently, and who is tolerably
well introduced, rarely wants invitations to balls in London, and I
found some occupation for my evenings.

But I sadly wanted a club, and in those days the institution was
not as common as it is now. At odd times I went to the theatres,
and amused myself with the humours of the little * Pic” and the
old Cocoa-Nut Tree. But hazard is a terrible game. It takes a
man years to learn it well, and by that time he has lost all the
luck with which he begins. I always disliked private play, although
I played a tolerable hand at whist, éar#, and piquet, but I found
it almost as unpleasant to win from my friends as to lose to my
friends. On the other hand, I was unusually lucky at public
tables. I went upon a principle, not a theory, which has ruined
so many men. I noted as a rule that players are brave enough
when they lose, whereas they begin to fear when they win. My
plan, therefore, was to put a certain sum in my pocket and resolve
never to exceed it. If I lost it I stopped, one of the advantages of
public over private playing; but I did not lay down any limits to
winning when I was in luck ; I boldly went ahead, and only stopped
when I found fortune turning the other way.

My grandmother’s house was hardly pleasant to a devoted smoker ;
I was put out on the leads, leading from the staircase, whenever I
required a weed. So I took lodgings in Maddox Street, and there
became as it were a ‘‘man about town.” My brother Edward joined
me, and we had, as the Yankees say, ‘‘ A high old time.” Itappeared
only too short, and presently came on the Spring Term, when I
returned to my frouzy rooms in Trinity College; and I had not
formed many friendships in Trinity itself. It had made a name for
fastness amongst the last generation of undergraduates, and now a
reaction had set in. They laughed at me, at my first lecture, because
I spoke in Roman Latin—real Latin—I did not know the English
pronunciation, only known in England. The only men of my own
college I met in after life, were Father Coleridge, S.J., and Edward
A. Freeman, of Somerleaze, the historian.

Mrs. Grundy had then just begun to reign, inaugurated by Douglas
Jerrold with “ What will Mrs. Grundy say?” This ancient genitrix
highly disapproved of my foreign ways, and my expressed dislike to
school and college, over which I ought to have waxed sentimental,
tender, and esthetic ; it appeared to her little short of blasphemy.
I had a few friends at ¢ Exeter,” including Richards, and three at
Brasenose, then famous for drinking heavy beers and ales as Bonn
or Heidelberg, especially on Shrove Tuesday, when certain verses
chaffingly called the ¢ Carmen seculare” used to be sung. But I
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delighted in “Oriel,” which, both as regards fellows and under-
graduates, was certainly the nicest college of 7y day. There I spent
the chief part of my time with Wilberforce, Foster, and a little knot,
amongst whom was Tom Hughes (afterwards Tom Brown). We boxed
regularly, and took lessons from Goodman, ex-pugilist and pedestrian,
and actual tailor, who came down to Oxford at times. We had great
fun with Burke—the fighting man—who on one occasion honoured
Oxford with his presence. The “Deaf ’un,” as he was called, had a
face that had been hammered into the consistency of sole-leather,
and one evening, after being too copiously treated, he sat down in a
heavy armchair, and cried out, “Now, lads! half a crown a hit.”
We all tried our knuckles upon his countenance, and only hurt our
own knuckles.

Balliol (it was chiefly supplied from Rugby) then held her head
uncommonly high. ‘ As all know, Dr. Arnold had made the fortune
of Rugby, and caused it to be. recognized among public schools.
During his early government the Rugbyites had sent a cricket
challenge to Eton, and the Etonians had replied “that they would
be most happy to send their scouts;” but as scholarship at Eton
seemed to decline, so it rose in Rugby and Oxford. Scholarship
means £ s. 4. At Balliol I made acquaintance with a few men,
whose names afterwards made a noise in the world. They all
belonged to a generation, collegically speaking, older than myself.
Coleridge (now Lord Coleridge) was still lingering there, but he had
taken his bachelor’s degree, and his brother, afterwards a Jesuit and
author of many works, was a scholar at Trinity. Ward of Balliol,
who also became a Catholic, was chiefly remarkable for his minute
knowledge of the circulating library novels of the Laura-Matilda type.
He suffered from insomnia, and before he could sleep, he was obliged
to get through a few volumes every night. Lake of Balliol, then a
young don, afterwards turned out a complete man of the world ; and
there is no need to speak of Jowett, who had then just passed as
B.A,, and was destined to be Master of Balliol.

Oxford between 1840 and 1842 was entering upon great changes.
The old style of “fellow,” a kind of survival of the Benedictine
monks, was rapidly becoming extinct, and only one or two remained.
Men who lived surrounded by their books on vertical stands, were
capable of asking you if “cats let loose in woods would turn to
tigers,” and tried to keep pace with the age by reading up the
Times of eight years past. But a great deal of reform was still
wanted. Popular idea about Oxford was, that the Classic groves
of Isis were hotbeds for classical Scholasticism, whilst Cambridge
succeeded better in Mathematics, but I soon found out that one would
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learn more Greek and Latin in one year at Bonn and Heidelberg
than in three at Oxford. The college teaching, for which one was
obliged to pay, was of the most worthless description. Two hours
a day were regularly wasted, and those who read for honours were
obliged to choose and to pay for a private coach. Amongst the said
coaches were some drdles, who taught in very peculiar ways, by
Rhymes, not always of the most delicate description. One cele-
brated coach, after lecturing his blockheads upon the subject, we
will say, of Salmanizer, would say to them, “ Now, you fellows, you'll
forget in a day everything that I've been teaching you for the last
hour. Whenever you hear this man’s name, just repeat to your-
selves ¥ * * % % and you'll remember all about it.”

The worst of such teaching was, that it had no order and no
system. Its philology was ridiculous, and it did nothing to work the
reasoning powers. Learning foreign languages, as a child learns
its own, is mostly a work of pure memory, which acquires, after
childhood, every artificial assistance possible. My system of learn-
ing a language in two months was purely my own invention, and
thoroughly suited myself. I got a simple grammar and vocabulary,
marked out the forms and words which I knew were absolutely
necessary, and learnt them by heart by carrying them in my pocket
and looking over them at spare moments during the day. I never
worked more than a quarter of an hour at a time, for after that the
brain lost its freshness. After learning some three hundred words,
easily done in a week, I stumbled through some easy book-work
(one of the Gospels is the most come-atable), and underlined every
word that I wished to recollect, in order to read over my pencillings
at least once a day. Having finished my volume, I then carefully
worked up the grammar minutie, and I then chose some other book
whose subject most interested me. The neck of the language was
now broken, and progress was rapid. If I came across a new
sound like the Arabic Glayn, I trained my tongue to it by repeating
it so many thousand times a day. When I read, I invariably read
out loud, so that the ear might aid memory. I was delighted with
the most difficult characters, Chinese and Cuneiform, because I felt
ithat they impressed themselves more strongly upon the eye than the
eternal Roman letters. This, by-and-by, made me resolutely stand
aloof from the hundred schemes for transliterating Eastern languages,
-such as Arabic, Sanscrit, Hebrew, and Syriac, into Latin letters, and
whenever I conversed with anybody in a language that I was learning,
I took the trouble to repeat their words inaudibly after them, and so
ito learn the trick of pronunciation and emphasis.

The changes which followed 1840 made an important difference

VOL. 1. G



82 The Life of Sir Richard Burton.

in the value of fellowships. They were harder to get and harder to
keep. They were no longer what the parlous and supercilious youth
defined them, ““An admirable provision for the indigent members
of the middle classes.” The old half-monk disappeared, or rather
he grew bis moustachios, and passed his vacations “sur le Conti-
nong.” But something still remains to be done. It is a scandal to
meet abroad in diplomacy, and other professions, a gentleman be-
longing to the dene nati, bene vestiti, modice docti of “All Souls’,”
drawing, moreover, his pay for doing nothing. The richest Uni-
versity in the world is too poor to afford the host of professors still
required, and it is a disgrace that an English University, whose
name means the acquisition of universal knowledge, should not be.
able to teach Cornish, Gaelic, Welsh, and Irish, the original lan-
guages of the island. Again, the endowment of research, a sine
gué non, is simply delayed because money is not forthcoming. A
little sensible economy would remedy this, and make Oxford what
she ought to be, a Seat of Learning—not, as the old fellows of:
Christ Church define it, “ A place to make rather ignorant gentle-
men.” The competition fellowships at Oxford were started in 1854,
which changed the whole condition of things.

During this texm I formally gave up my intention to read for a
first class. Awut primus aut nullus was ever my motto, and though
many second-class men have turned out better than many first-class.
men, I did not care to begin life with a failure. I soon ascertained
the fact that men who may rely upon first classes are bred to it from,
their childhood, even as horses and dogs are trained. They must.
not waste time and memory upon foreign tongues. They must not:
dissipate their powers of brain upon anything like general education.
They may know the -isms, but they must be utterly ignorant of the-
-ologies ; but, above all things, they must not indulge themselves with-
what is popularly called ¢ Z%e Worl/d.” They must confine them--
selves to one straight line; a college curriculum, and even then they
can never be certain of success. At the very moment of gaining the-
prize their health may break down, and compel them to give up-
work. I surprised Dr. Greenhill by my powers of memory when I
learned Adam’s ““ Antiquities” by heart. But the doctor, who had:
not taken a class himself, threw cold water on my ambition—perhaps
the best thing he could do—and frankly told me that, though I could
take a first class, he could by no means answer that I wou/d. The
fellows of Trinity were nice gentlemanly men, but I by no means.
wished to become one of the number. My father had set his heart
upon both sons being provided for by the Umversmes, and veryr
often “ when fathers propose, sons dispose.”




Latin—Greele—Holidays. 383

My disgust at the idea of University honours was perhaps not
decreased by my trying for the two scholarships, and failing to
get them. :

I attributed my non-success at University College (where I was
beaten by a man who turned a chorus of Aschylus into doggerel
verse) chiefly to my having stirred the bile of my examiners with my
real (Roman) Latin. At times, too, the devil palpably entered into
me, and made me speak Greek Romaically by accent, and not by
quantity, even as they did and still do at Athens. I had learnt this
much: from one of the Rhodo-Kanakis Greek merchants at Marseille,
so that I could converse in Latin and Greek as spoken as well as
ancient Latin and Greek.

The history of the English. pronunciation of Latin is curious.
In Chaucer it was after the Roman fashion, in Spencer the English
A appears, and the change begins to make itself felt under the
succession of Queen Elizabeth. It is most probable that this was
encouraged by the leaders of education, in order more thoroughly
to break with Rome. The effect was, that after learning Greek and
Latin. for twenty years, a lad could hardly speak a sentence, because
he had never been taught to converse in the absurdly ca/led Dead
Languages, and if he did speak, not a soul but an Englishman
could understand him. The English pronunciation of Latin vowels,
happens to be the very worst in the world, because we have an
O and an A which belongs peculiarly to English, and which destroys
all the charms of those grand-sounding vowels.

Years after I was laughed at at Oxford, public opinion took a
turn, and Roman pronunciation of Latin was adopted in many
of the best schools. I was anxious to see them drop their absurd
mispronunciation of Greek, but all the anthorities whom I consulted
on the subject, declared to me that schoolmasters had quite enough
to do with.learning Italianized Latin, and could not be expected to
trouble themselves with learning Athenianized Greek. I had another
most quixotic- idea, which was truly breaking one’s head against a
windmill. I wanted the public to pronounce Yob for Job, Yericho
for Jericho, Yakoob for Jacob, and Yerusalem for Jerusalem. The
writers of the Anglican version, must certainly have intended this,
and it is inconceivable how the whole English public dropped the
cognate German pronunciation of J, and took to that of France and
Italy.

At last the dreary time passed away, and a happy family meeting
was promised.. My father brought my mother and sister from Pisa
to Wieshaden in Germany, and we boys, as we were still called, were
invited over to spend the Long Vacation. We were also to escort
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Mrs. D’Aguilar, who with two of her daughters were determined to
see the Rhine. One of the girls was Emily, who died soon. The
other was Eliza, who married a clergyman of the name of Pope, and
whose son, Lieutenant Pope of the 24th Queen’s, died gallantly at
Isandula; though surrounded by numbers, he kept firing his revolver
and wounding his enemies, till he received a mortal wound by an
assegai in the breast. This was on January 22nd, 1879. 1Inthe end
of 1875 he came to Folkestone, to take leave of my wife and me,
who were going out to India. We both liked him very much.

In those days travellers took the steamer from London Bridge,
dropped quietly down the Thames, and, gaining varied information
about the places on both sides of it, dined as usual on a boiled leg
of mutton and caper sauce, and roast ribs of beef with horse-radish,
and slept as best they could in the close boxes called berths or
on deck ; if the steamer was in decent order, and there was not too
much head wind, they could be in the Scheldt next morning.

Our little party passed a day at Antwerp, which looked beautiful
from the river. The Cathedral tower and the tall roofs and tapering
spires of the churches around it made a matchless group. We visited
the fortifications, which have lately done such good work, and we
had an indigestion of Rubens, who appeared so gross and so fleshy
after the Italian school. Mrs. D’Aguilar was dreadfully scandalized,
when, coming suddenly into a room, she found her two nephews at
romps with a pretty little soubretle, whose short petticoats enabled
her to deliver the sharpest possible kicks, while she employed her
hands in vigorously defending her jolly red cheeks. The poor lady
threw up her hands and her eyes to heaven when she came suddenly
upon this little scene, and she was even more.shocked when she
found that her escort had passed the Sunday evening in the theatre.

From Antwerp we travelled to Bruges, examined the belfry, heard
the chimes, and then went on to Cologne. A marvellous old
picturesque place it was, with its combination of old churches,
crumbling walls, gabled houses, and the narrowest and worst-paved
streets we had ever seen. The old Cathedral in those days was
not finished, and threatened never to be finished. Still there was
the grand solitary tower, with the mystical-looking old crane on the
top, and a regular garden growing out of the chinks and crannies of
the stonework.  Coleridge’s saying about Cologne, was still em-
phatically true in those days, and all travellers had recourse to
¢ Jean Marie Farina Gegeniiber.” What a change there is now, with
that hideous Gothic railway bridge, and its sham battlements, and
loopholes to defend nothing, with its hideous cast-iron turret over
the centre of the church, where the old architect had intended a
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light stone lantern-tower, with the ridiculous terrace surrounding
the building, and with the hideous finials with which the modern
German architects have disfigured the grand old building !

At Cologne we took the steamer and ran up the river. A far
more sensible proceeding than that of these days, when tourists take
the railway, and consequently can see only one side of the view.
The river craft was comfortable, the meals were plentiful, the
Pisporter was a sound and unadulterated wine, and married remark-
ably well with Knaster tobacco, smoked in long pipes with painted
china bowls. The crowd, too, was good-tempered, and seemed to
enjoy its holiday. Bonn, somehow or other, always managed to
show at least one very pretty girl, with blue porcelain eyes and
gingerbread-coloured hair. Then came the Castle Crag of Drachen-
fels and the charming Siebengebirge, which in those days were not
spoiled by factory chimneys. We landed at Mainz, and from
there drove over to thc old Fontes Mattiace, called in modern day
Wiesbaden.

It has been said that to enjoy the Rhine one must go to it from
England, not the other way from Switzerland; and travellers’
opinions are very much divided about it, some considering it ex-
tremely grand, and others simply pretty. I was curious to see what
its effect upon me would be after visiting the four quarters of the
globe ; so, in May, 1872, I dropped down the river from Basle to the
mouth. ,The southern and the northern two-thirds were unin-
teresting, but Ifound the middle as pretty as ever, and, in fact, I
enjoyed the beautiful and interesting river more than when I had
seen it as a boy.

I found the middle, beginning at Bingen, charming. Bishop
Hatto’s Tower had become a cockneyfied affair, and the castles,
banks, and islands were disagreeably suggestive of Richmond Hill.
But Drachenfels, Nonnenswerth, and Rolandseck, were charming,
and I quite felt the truth of the saying, that this is one of the
paradises of Germany. At Diisseldorf the river became old and
ugly, and so continued till Rotterdam.

Wiesbaden in those days was intensely ¢ German and ordinary,”
as Horace Walpole says. It was a kind of Teutonic Margate, with
a ckic of its own. In the days before railways, this was the case with
all these “ Baths,” where people either went to play, or to get rid of
what the Germans call ene sehr schine corpulenz, a corporation
acquired by stuffing food of three kinds, salt, sour, or greasy, during
nine or ten months of the year. It was impossible to mistake
princely Baden-Baden and its glorious Black Forest, for invalid
Kissingen or for Homberg, which combined mineral waters and
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gambling tables. Wiesbaden was so far interesting that it showed
the pure and unadulterated summer life of middle-class Germans.
There you'see in perfection the grave blue-green German eye.

Youare surprised at the frequency of the name of Johann. Johann
was a servant ; Johannes, a professor ; Schani, a swell ; Jean, a kind
of frélugné ; Hans, a peasant ; and Hansl, a village idiot. Albrecht,
with flat occiput, and bat-like ears, long straight hair and cap, with
unclean hands, and a huge signet ring on his forefinger, with a pipe
rivalling the size of a Turkish ckibougue, took his regular seat on
one of the wooden benches of the promenade, with Frau Mutter
mending his stockings on one side, and Fraiilein Gretchen knitting
mittens on the other. This kind of thing would continue perhaps
for ten seasons, but on the eleventh you met Albrecht, au getit soins,
with Miitze as his bride, and Gretchen being waited upon by her
bridegroom Fritz, and then everything went on as before.” Amongst
the women the kajfee-gesellschaft flourished, when coffee and scandal
took the place of scandal and tea, the beverage which I irreverently
call “ chatter-water.” The lady of the house invites two or three friends
to come and bring their work and drink a cup of coffee. Before the
hour arrives the invitations most likely number twenty. They dress
in afternoon promenade toilette, which was very unadorned at
Wiesbaden, and they drop in one by one—much kissing and shaking
of hands and uncloaking ; then each one puils out knitting, or various
pieces of work, which are mutually admired, and patterns borrowed,
and then they fall to upon children, servants, toilettes, domestic
economy, and the reputations of such of their friends as are not
there. This goes on for hours, only interrupted by the servant
wheeling in a table covered with coffee, cakes, sweétmeats, jam, and
kugelhupf.

In the evening there was often a dance at the Kursaal—admirable
waltzing, and sometimes quadrilles with steps. Here the bald old
Englishman, who in France would collect around him all the old
ladies in the room to see him dance, was little noticed. ‘The hearty
and homely Germans danced themselves, even when they had grey
hair. Leiis s :

Our family found ‘a comfortable house at Wiesbaden, and the
German servants received the “boys,” as we were still called, with
exclamations of “Ach! die schéne schwarze kinder.” We paid
occasionally furtive visits to the Kursaal, and lost a few sovereigns
like men. But our chief amusement was the fencing-room. Here
we had found new style of play, with the schliger, a pointless rapier
with razor-like edges. It was a favourite student’s weapon, used to
settle all their affairs of honour, and they used it with the silly hang-
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ing guard. Some of them gave half an hour every day to working at
the post, a wooden pillar stuck up in the middle of the room and
bound with vertical ribbons of iron.

When we were tired of Wiesbaden, we amused ourselves with
wandering about the country. We visited the nearer watering-places.
The first was Schwalbach, ‘“the Swallows’ Brook,” where the rusty
waters turned all our hair red. We then went off to Schlangenbad,
““the Snakes’ Bath,” whose Kalydor made the Frenchman fall in love
with himself. These waters had such a reputation, that one lady (of
course she was called a Russian Princess) used to have them sent
half across Europe for daily use.

In those days there were not many English in these out-of-the-way
places, and the greater number were Oxford and Cambridge men.
"They were learning German and inaking the most extraordinary
mistakes. One gentleman said that the German particles were
difficult, but he made a great confusion of the matter. Amongst
others, there were the daughters of Archbishop Whately, at that time
very nice girls. We then returned to Wiesbaden, and went over to
Heidelberg, which is so charmingly picturesque. Here we found a
little colony of English, and all fraternizéd at once.

We “boys” wanted to enter one of the so-called brigades, and
-chose the Nassau, which was the fightingest of all. An Irish student,
who was one of the champions of the corps, and who had distinguished
himself by slitting more than one nose, called upon us, and, over
sundry sckoppes of beer, declared that we could not be admitted with-
out putting in an appearance at the Hirschgasse. This was a little
pot-house at the other side of the river, with a large room where
monomachies were fought. The appearance of the combatants was
very ridiculous. They had thick felt caps over their heads, whose
visors defended their eyes. Their necks were swathed in enormous
cravats, and their arms were both padded, and so were their bodies
from the waist downwards. There was nothing to hit but the face
and the chest. That, however, did not prevent disagreeable
accidents. Sometimes too heavy a cut went into the lungs, and at
other times took an effect upon either eye. But the grand thing was to
walk off with the tip of the adversary’s nose, by a dexterous upward
snick from the hanging guard. A terrible story was told of a duel
between a handsome man and an ugly man. Beauty had a lovely
nose, and Beast so managed that presently it was found on the
ground. Beauty made a rush for it, but Beast stamped it out of all
shape. There was a very little retreating in these affairs, for the
ilines were chalked upon the ground. The seconds stood by, also
.armed with swords and protected with masks, to see that there was
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nothing like a saw/ich or unfair cut. A medical student was always
present, and when a cut went home, the affair was stopped to sew it
up. Sometimes, however, the artery shrank, and its patient was
marked with a cross, as it was necessary to open his cheek above and
below in order to tie it up.

A story is told of a doctor who attended a students’ duel, when the
mask fell, and one of them lost his nose. The doctor flew at it and
picked it up, and put it in his mouth to keep it warm, whipped out
his instruments, needle and thread, and so skilfully stitched on the
nose, and stopped it with plaster, that the edges united, and in a few
weeks the nose was as handsome and useful as ever.

We boys did not see the fun of this kind of thing, and when our
Irish friend told us what the ordeal was, we said that we were perfectly
ready to turn out with foils or rapiers, but that we could not stand
the paddings. Duels with the broadsword, and without protection,
were never fought except on desperate occasions. Our friend
promised to report it to the brigade, and the result was that some
time afterwards we were introduced to a student, who said that he
knew a little fencing, and should like to try a doffe with us. We
smelt a rat, as the phrase is, and showed him only half of what we
could do. But apparently that was enough, for our conditions were
not accepted, and we were not admitted into the Nassau Brigade.

At Heidelberg I told my father that Oxford life did not in any
way suit me. I pleaded for permission to go into the Army, and, that
failing, to emigrate to Canada or Australia. He was inexorable. He
was always thinking of that fellowship. Edward, too, was deadly
tired of Dr. Havergal, and swore that he would rather be a “private”
than a fellow of Cambridge. However, he was sent nolens volens
to the University on the Cam, and there he very speedily came to
grief. It was remarked of him, before the end of the first term, that
he was never seen at Chapel. His tutor sent for him, and permitted
himself strong language on this delinquency. My dear sir,” was.
the reply, “no party of pleasure ever gets me out of bed before ten
o'clock, and do you really, 7eally think that I am going to be in
Chapel at eight o’clock ?”  “ Are you joking, or is that your mature:
decision ? ” said the tutor. “ My very ripest decision,” said Edward,
and consequently he was obliged to leave college without delay.

When the visit was over, and the autumnal term was beginning, L
left Germany and steamed down the Rhine. Everything that I saw-
made me less likely to be pleased at the end of my journey. How-
ever, there was no choice forit. Iarrived in London, and found my
grandmother and aunts still at the seaside, in a house over the cliff:
at Ramsgate. Ramsgate I rather liked. There were some very
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handsome girls there, the Ladies P—t, and the place had a kind of
distant resemblance to Boulogne. The raffles at the libraries made
it a caricature of a German Bath. I wandered about the country;
I visited Margate, where the tone of society was perfectly marvellous,
and ran about the small adjacent bathing-places, like Broadstairs
and Herne Bay. This brought on the time when I was obliged to
return to Oxford.

I went there with no good will, and as my father had refused to
withdraw me from the University, I resolved to withdraw myself.

My course of action was one of boyish thoughtlessness. Reports
of wine-parties were spread everywhere, whispers concerning parodies
on venerable subjects, squibs appeared in the local papers—in those
days an unpardonable offence—caricatures of Heads of Houses were
handed about, and certain improvisations were passed from mouth
to mouth. I had a curious power of improvising any number of
thymes, without the slightest forethought; but the power, such as
it was, was perfectly useless to me, as it was accompanied with
occasional moments of nervousness, when I despaired, without the
slightest reason whatever, of finding the easiest rhyme. Probably
the professional Italian, who declaims a poem or a tragedy, labours
under the perfect conviction that nothing in the world can stop him.
And then it is so much easier to rhyme in Italian than in English;
so my efforts were mostly confined to epigrams and epitaphs, at
wines and supper-parties, and you may be sure that these brilliant
efforts did me no good.

This was the beginning of the end. My object was to be rusti-
cated, not to be expelled. The former may happen in consequence
of the smallest irregularity, the latter implies ungentlemanly conduct.
I cast about in all directions for the safest line, when fortune put
the clue into my hands. A celebrated steeplechaser, Oliver the
Irishman, came down to Oxford, and I was determined to see him
ride. The collegiate authorities, with questionable wisdom, forbad
us all to be present at the races, and especially at what they called
“the disgraceful scenes of ‘race ordinaries.’” Moreover, in order
to make matters sure, they ordered all the undergraduates to be
present at the college lecture, at the hour when the race was to
be run.

A number of high-spirited youngsters of the different colleges
swore that they would not stand this nonsense, that it was infringing
the liberty of the subject, and that it was treating them like little
boys, which they did not deserve. Here, doubtless, they were right.
But, well foreseeing what would be the result, they acted according
to the common saying, “In for a penny, in for a pound;” so
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the tandem was ordered to wait behind Worcester College, and
when they should have been attending a musty lecture in the tutor’s
room, they were flicking across the country at the rate ‘of twelve
miles an hour. The steeplechase was a delight, and Oliver was very
amusing at the race ordinary, although he did not ‘express much
admiration for the riding of what he called “ The Oxford lads.”

Next morning there was eating of humble-pie. The various
culprits were summoned to the Green 'Room and made conscious of
the enormity of the offence. I secured the respect of the little knot
by arguing the point with the college dignitaries. I boldly asserted
that there was no moral turpitude at being present at a race. I
vindicated the honour and dignity of collegiate men by asserting
that they should not be treated as children. I ‘even dropped the
general axiom “that trust bégets trust,” and “they who trust us
elevate us.”" Now, this was ‘too much of a good thing, to commiit
a crime, and to declare it a virtuous action. Consequently, when
all were rusticated, I was singled ‘out from the Ho: polloi, by an
especial recommendation not to return to Oxford from a Rus. Stung -
by a sense of injustice, I declared at once that I would leave the
college, and expressed a vicious hope, that the caution-money
deposited by my father would be honestly returned to him. This
was the climax. There was a general rise of dignitaries, as if a
violent expulsion from the room was intended. I made them my
lowest and most courtly bow, Austrian fashion, which bends the
body nearly double, wished them all happiness for the futare, and
retired from the scene. I did not see Oxford again till 1850, when,
like the prodigal son, I returned to Alma Mater with a half-reso-
lution to finish my terms and take my bachelor degree.* But the
idea came too late. T had given myself up to Oriental studies, and
I had begun to write books. Yet I was always glad, during my
occasional visits home, to call at my old college, have a chat with
the Reverend and Venerable Thomas Short, and to breakfast and
dinelwith the dons who had been bachelors or undergraduates at
the time of my departure. .

The way in which I left Oxford was characteristic of the rest.
One of my rusticated friends, Anderson of Oriel, had proposed that
we should leave with a splurge—* go up from the land with a soar.”
There was now no need for the furtive tandem behind Worcester
College. It was driven boldly up to the college doors. My bag

* Iow often I have heard him regret that he did not do this, and I can testify
that at the bottom of his heart he loved Oxford, but he could not obey his father,

;Imc]l‘also carry out the destiny for which he was best fitted and obliged to follow.—
o 1
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and baggage were stowed away in it, and with a cantering leader and
a high-trotting shaft-horse, which unfortunately went over the beds
-of the best flowers, we started from the High Street by the Queen’s
Highway to London, I artistically performing upon a yard of tin
trumpet, waving adieu to my friends, and kissing my hand to the
pretty shop-girls. In my anger I thoroughly felt the truth of the
sentiment—

¢“T leave thee, Oxford, and I loathe thee well,
Thy saint, thy sinner, scholar, prig, and swell.”

Alfred Bates Richards, Dick’s college mate, wrote in after years:
““It is a curious reflection at school for any boy or any master,
¢What will become of the boy? Who will turn out well? who ill?
Who will distinguish himself? who will remain in obscurity ?
Who live? who die?’ I am sure, though Burton was brilliant,
rather wild, and very popular, none of us foresaw his future greatness,
nor knew what a treasure we had amongst us.”
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CHAPTER V.
GOING TO INDIA.

ARRIVING in London, I was received by the family harem with
some little astonishment, for they already knew enough of *terms”
to be aware that the last was unfinished. I was quite determined to
have two or three days in peace, so I thoroughly satisfied all the
exigencies of the position by declaring that I had been allowed an
extra vacation for taking a double-first with the very highest honours.
A grand dinner-party was given, quite the reverse of the fatted calf.
Unfortunately, amongst the guests was the Rev. Mr. Phillips, a
great friend of mine, who grinned at me, and indirectly ejaculated,
“ Rusticated, eh?” The aunts said nothing at the time, but they
made inquiries, the result of which was a tableau.

This Phillips was the brother of Major-General Sir B. T. Phillips,
who served long and well in the Bengal army, was rather a noted
figure as a young-old man in London, and died in Paris in 1880.

You will say that these are wild oats with a vengeance, but most
thus sow them, and it is better that they should sow them in early
youth. Nothing is more melancholy than to see a man suddenly
emancipated from family rule, and playing tricks when the heyday
is passed. Youth is like new wine that must be allowed to ferment
freely, or it will never become clear, strong, and well flavoured.

I was asked what I intended to do, and I replied simply that I
wished to go into the Army, but that I preferred the Indian service,
as it would show me more of the world, and give me a better chance
of active service. There was no great difficulty in getting a com-
mission. The Directors were bound not to sell them, but every now
and then they would give a nomination to a friend, and my friend
did not throw away the chance. My conviction is that the
commission cost £ 500,

It was arranged that I should sail in the spring, and meanwhile I
determined to have a jolly time. I made a number of new acquaint-
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ances, including old Mr. Varley, the artist, of whom I was very fond.
He had just finished a curious book that he called “Zodiacal
Physiognomy,” in order to prove that every man resembled, after a
fashion, the sign under which he was born. Readers will kindly
remember, that in the old Zodiacs, all the figures were either human
or bestial. Mr. Varley was a great student of occult science, and
perhaps his favourite was astrology. It is curious how little London
knows of what goes on in the next-door house. A book on
¢ Alchemy” was printed, and the curious fact came out, that at least
one hundred people in London were studying the philosopher’s stone.

Mr. Varley drew out my horoscope, and prognosticated that I was
to become a great astrologer; but the prophesy came to nothing,
for, although I had read Cornelius Agrippa and others of the same
school at Oxford, I found Zadkiel quite sufficient for me. Amongst
the people that I met was the Rev. Robert, popularly called Satan
Montgomery, who had come up from Scotland deadly tired of
Glasgow punch, and was making a preaching campaign. He had
written a quantity of half-nonsense verses, which were very much
admired by his feminine devotees, and which were most savagely
mangled by Lord Macaulay in the Quarferly. He was an effective
figure in the pulpit; he had a very pale face, and tolerably straight
features, very black hair, and very white hands, with a large diamond
and a very white pocket-handkerchief.

He had, to a marvellous extent, what is vulgarly called the “gift
of the gab;” he spoke for an hour without 2 moment’s hesitation.
But there was something solid below all this froth, and he had
carefully read up all the good old theological works. The women,
including the aunts, went literally mad; they crowded the little
Gothic chapel, they mobbed as he came in and went out, and they
literally overwhelmed him with slippers, chest-protectors, and portable
articles to administer the Sacrament. His reign was short ; he mar-
ried, came up to London, took a chapel, subsided into the average
popular preacher, and soon died. Amongst others that I met was
a certain Robert Bagshaw from Calcutta, who was destined after-
wards to marry my aunt Georgina Baker. I managed to offend him
very much. He was rather boasting of a new dress-coat, when I
delicately raised the tail, and said, ¢ You don’t mean to say that you
call #is a coat?” :

With all this'wasting of time, I kept my eye steadily fixed upon
the main chance. I gave up boxing at Owen Swift’s, and fencing at
Angelo’s, and spent all my spare time in learning Hindostani with
old Duncan Forbes. A very curious old Scotchman it was. He
had spent a year or so in Bombay, and upon the strength of it, he
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was perfect master of Oriental languages. He had two passions : one
was for smoking a: huge meerschaum, stuffed with the strongest
possible tobacco, and the other was for chess, concerning which he
published some, at that time, very interesting and novel studies.

Perhaps his third passion was. not quite so harmless; it was simply
for not washing. He spoke all his Eastern languages with the
broadest possible Scotch. accent ; and he cared much more for telling
anecdotes, than for teaching. . However, he. laid a fair foundation,
and my #en slight studies of Arabic, secured me the old man’s
regard. He published a number of books, and he certainly had not
the suaviter in modo. He attacked Eastwick, the Orientalist, in the
most ferocious style.

Presently the day came when I was to be sworn, in at the India
House. In those days the old building stood in Leadenhall Street,
and gave Thackeray a good opportunity of attacking it as the * Hall
of Lead;” a wonderful dull and smoky old place it was, with its
large and gorgeous. porter outside, and its gloomy, stuffy old rooms
inside, an atmosphere which had actually produced “ The Essays of
Elia.” In those days it kept up a. certain amount of respect for
itself.  If an officer received a gift of a sword, he was conducted by
the tall porter to the general meeting of the Directors, and duly
spoken to and complimented in form ; but as times waxed harder,
the poor twenty-four Kings of Leadenhall Street declined from Princes
into mere Shay/ks. They actually sent a Sword of Honour to one of
theirofficers by a street messenger, and: the donee returned it, saying,
he' could: not understand the manner of the gitt; and so it went on
gradually declining and falling, till at last the old house was aban-
doned and let for offices. The shadowy Directors flitted to the West
End, into a brand-new India House, which soon brought on their
Euthanasia.

My. bringing-up.caused me to be much scandalized by the sight of
my future comrades and brother officers, which I will presently
explain, The Afghan disaster was still fresh in public memory.
The aunts had been patriotic enough to burst into tears when they
heard of it; and certainly it was an affecting picture, the idea of
a single Englishman, Dr. Brydone, riding into. Jellalabad, the only
one of thirteen thousand, he and his horse so. broken as almost to
die at the gates.

Poor General Elphinstone, by-the-by, had been my father’s: best
man at his marriage, and was as little fitted for such field service,
as Job was at his worst. Alexander Burns was the only headpiece
in the lot. He had had the moral courage to report how critical the
position was ; but he had not the moral courage to insist upon
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his advice being taken, and, that failing, to return to his regiment as
a Captain.

MacNaghten was a mere Indian civilian. Like too many of
them, he had fallen into the dodging ways of the natives, and he
distinctly deserved his death. The words used by Akbar Khan,
by-the-by, when he shot him, were, “ Shumd mulk-e-md m{ girid ”
(““ So you're the fellow who’ve come to take our country”).

But the result of the massacre was a demand for soldiers and
officers, especially Anglo-Indians. Some forty medical students were
sent out, and they naturally got the name of the ““Iorty Thieves.”
The excess of demand explained the curious appearance of the
embryo cadets when they met to be sworn in at the India House.
They looked like raw country lads, mostly dressed in home-made
clothes, and hair cut by the village barber, country boots, and no
gloves, So, my friend, Colonel White’s son, who was entering the
service on the same day, and I looked at one another in blank
dismay. We had fallen amongst young Yahoos, and we looked
forward with terror to such society. I wag originally intended for
Bengal, but, as has been seen, I had relations there. I was not
going to,subject myself to surveillance by my uncle by marriage, an
old general of invalids. Moreover, one of my I)’Aguilar cousins was
married to a judge in Calcutta. I was determined to have as much
liberty as possible, and therefore I chose Bombay. I was always of
opinion that a man proves his valour by doing what he likes; there
is no merit in so. doing when you have a fair fortune and independent
position, but for a man boupd by professional ties, and too often
lacking means to carry out his wishes, it is a great success to
choose his own line and stick to it.

The next thing to do was to obtain an outfit. This was another
great abuse in those days. As the friends of the Directors made
money by the cadets’ commissions to the friends, the friends made
money by sending them to particular houses. The unfortunate
cadets, or rather their parents, were in fact plundered by every-
thing that touched them. The outfit, which was considered e
rigueur, was absurdly profuse. Dozens upon dozens of white
jackets and trousers, only fit to give rheumatism—even tobacco,
niggerhead and pigtail, as presents for the sailors. Even the
publishers so, arranged that their dictionaries and grammars of
Hindostani should be forced upon the unhappy youths.* The result
was absolutely ridiculous. As a rule, the bullock trunks were opened

* Qur boxes were stuffed with Wellington’s despatches, Army Regulations,
Mill’s ponderous ¢ History of India,” and whatever the publisher chose to agree
upon with the outfitter.
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during the voyage, the kit was displayed, and on fast ships it was
put down as a stake at cards. Stories are told of sharp hands
landing in India after winning half a dozen outfits, which literally
glutted the market. Guns, pistols, and swords, and saddles were of
the most expensive and useless description, and were all to be bought
much better, at a quarter the price, in any Indian port.

The average of the voyage lasted four months. Two or three
changes of suits only, were necessary, and the {100 outfit was
simply plunder to the outfitter.

An unusual article of outfit was ordered by me, and that was a
wig from Winter in Oxford Street. In early life I found the ad-
vantage of shaving my head, enabling me to keep it cool, when it
was usually in the other condition.

An old Joe Miller was told in Bombay about a certain Duncan
Grey, a Scotch doctor, who was famous for selling hog-mane ponies
to new-comers. He was in medical attendance upon the cadets, and
took the opportunity of pocketing his wig, and persuading them
that shaved heads were the official costume. He accompanied them
for the first official visit, and as they were taking off their caps he
whipped on his wig, and presented to the astonished Commanding
Officer half a dozen utterly bald pates, which looked as if they
belonged to as many lunatics.

My only companion was a bull-terrier of the Oxford breed, more
bull than terrier. Its box-head and pink face had been scratched
all over during a succession of dog-fights and various tussles with
rats. It was beautifully built in the body, and the tail was as thin
as a little finger, showing all the vertebree. The breed seems to
have become almost extinct, but I found it again at Oxford when
I went there in 1850. The little brute bore a fine litter of pups,
and died in Gujarat, as usual with every sign of old age, half-blind
eyes, and staggering limbs. The pups grew up magnificently. One,
which rejoiced in the name of Bachh(n, received the best of edu-
cations. He was entered necessarily on mice, rats, and Gzla/ris,
or native squirrels, which bite and scratch like cats. He was so
thoroughly game, that he would sally out alone in the mornings, and
kill a jackal single-handed. He was the pride of the regiment, and
came as usual to a bad end. On one of my journeys, dressed as a
native, I had to leave him behind in charge of my friend Dr. Arnold,
surgeon of the regiment. Dr. Arnold also, when absent, confided him
to the care of a brother-medico, Dr. Pitman, who had strict opinions
on the subject of drugs. The wretch actually allowed the gallant
little dog to die of some simple disease, because he would not give
him a dose of medicine belonging to the Company.



CHAPTER VI
MY PUBLIC LIFE BEGINS.

‘“ Wanted : Men.
Not systems fit and wise,
Not faiths with rigid eyes,
Not wealth in mountain piles,
Not power with gracious smiles,
Not even the potent pen ;
Wanted : Men.

¢ Wanted : Deeds.
Not words of winning note,
Not thoughts from life remote,
Not fond religious airs,
Not sweetly languid prayers,
Not love of scent and creeds ;
Wanted : Deeds.

¢“Men and Deeds.
Men that can dare and do;
Not longing for the new,
Not pratings of the old :
Good life and action bold—
These the occasion needs,

Men and Deeds.”

DuNcAN MACGREGOR.

THE next thing was to choose a ship, and the aunts were directed
by their friend of the commission, to the Jo/n Knox (Captain Richard
B. Cleland), sailing barque, belonging to Messrs. Guy and Co. I
was to embark at Greenwich ; the family harem went down with me.
I was duly wept over, and I dropped down the river with the
scantiest regret (except for my relatives) for leaving Europe, on
June 18th, 1842.

My companions were Ensign Boileau, of the 22nd Regiment,
Ensign Thompson, of the Company (line), and Mr. Richmond, going
out to a commercial house in Bombay.*

* The general orders of the Commandemn Chief—
““To rank from date of sailing from Gravesend to the ship by which they pro-
ceeded in the following order, viz. i—

¢“Charles Thompson, per barque Fokn Knox o June 18, 1842.
Richard Francis Burton, per barque 7047z Knox .. June 18, 1842.
The latter appointed to the 14th Regiment B.N.I. Sept. 24, 1842.
The latter transferred to 18th B.N.L. ag o Oct. 25, 1842.
No. 106, date of arrival at Bombay . . 50 Oct, 28, 1842.”

VOL. I, H
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There was an equal number of the other sex—a lady calling
herself Mrs. Lewis, and three sturdy wives of sergeants. Fortu-
nately also, there were three native servants who spoke Hin-
dostani.

The voyage began as usual by a straight run down the Channel,
and a June weather passage along the coasts of Europe and Africa.
There were delays in the Doldrums and calms near the Line. Neptune
came on board as usual, but there was very little fun, the numbers
being too small. At such times troubles are apt to break out on
board. The captain, Richard Cleland, was one of the best seamen
that ever commanded a ship, yet his career had been unlucky—as
Vasco da Gama said to Don Manoel, “ Men who are unfortunate at
sea should avoid the affairs of the sea.” He had already lost one
ship, which was simply ill-fortune, for no seaman could be more
sober or more attentive to his duty, He managed, however, to have
a row on board, called upon the cadets to load their pistols and
accompany him to the forecastle, where he was about to make a
mutineer a prisoner. These were very disagreeable things to inter-
fere with, and the Supreme Court of Bombay always did its best to
hang an officer if a seaman was shot on these occasions; one man
in particular had a narrow escape.

The discipline on the ship was none of the best. Captain Cleland
had begun early, and determined to establish a raw, and invited me
to put on the gloves with him. The result was that the tall lanky
Scotchman, who was in particularly bad training, got knocked into
a cocked hat. Then arose the usual troubles amongst the passengers.
Normally on such voyages, all begin by talking together, and end
by talking with themselves. Of course there were love passages,
and these only made matters worse. The chief mate, a great hulk-
ing fellow, who ought to have hit like Tom Spring, but whose
mutton fist could not dent a pat of butter, was solemnly knocked
down on quarter-deck for putting in his oar. Then followed a sham
duel, the combatants being brought up at midnight, and the pistols
loaded with balls of blackened cork instead of bullets. During the
day there were bathings along the ship in a sail, to keep out the
sharks; catching of sharks and flying-fish, and massacring of un-
happy birds. I, however, utilized my time by making the three
native servants who were on board, talk with me, and by reading
Hindostani stories from old Shakespeare’s text-book. I made a
final attempt to keep up musical notation, and used the flageolet to
the despair of all on board ; but the chief part of my time was passed
in working at Hindostani, reading all the Eastern books on board,
gymnastics, and teaching my brother youngsters the sword. There



The Voyage and Arrival, 99

was also an immense waste of gunpowder, for were not all these
young gentlemen going out to be Commanders-in-Chief ?

The good ship Jfo/in Knox ran past the Cape in winter, and a
magnificent scene it was. Waves measuring miles in length came
up from the South Pole, in lines as regular as those of soldiers
marching over a dead plain. Over them floated the sheep-like
albatrosses, whom the cadets soon tired of shooting, especially when
they found that it was almost impossible to stuff the bird. The little
stormy petrels were respected, but the Cape pigeons were drawn on
board in numbers, with a hook and a bit of bait. Nothing could be
brighter than the skies and seas, and the experience of what is called
““a white gale” gave universal satisfaction. It came down without
any warning, except ploughing up the waters, and had not Captain
Cleland been on deck and let go his gear, most of the muslin would
have been on the broad bosom of the Atlantic.

There was little interest in sailing up the eastern coast of South
Africa. 'We saw neither the coast nor Madagascar, but struck north-
«<ast for the western coast of India. The usual tricks were played
upon new-comers. They had been made to see the Line by a
thread stretched over a spy-glass, and noz they were told to smell
India after a little oil of cloves had been rubbed upon the bulwarks !

When the winds fell, the cadets amused themselves with boarding
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