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his usual custom, Burton at once commenced
to look for a sanatarium in the hills where
he might go for change of air and for rest.
He soon picked out the Slav village of Op¢ina
twelve hundred feet above Trieste, where the
air was keen and bracing, and personally
conducted parties were unknown. There the
Burtons hired rooms by the year at the inn.
After the first six months Mrs. Burton
secured in Trieste a flat of six rooms on an
upper floor of a tall block of buildings close
to the sea. The rooms were furnished as to
half with all the luxury of the East, and as
to the other half with the plainness of a
Western soldier. They were charmingly
described in the World in 1877, under the
heading of ‘The Celebrity at Home: Cap-
tain R. F. Burton at Trieste,” by Alfred Bates
Richards. The close of his article deserves
to be quoted for its biting summing up of
the situation, in speaking of Burton’s exile:

“For years he has thought, studied, and
-written, and in all the four quarters of the
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globe has been a oredit to his country. For
years he has braved hunger, thirst, heat and
cold, wild beasts, savage tribes; has fought
and suffered, carrying his life in his hand. . . .
But like many of the greatest heroes fhat
have ever lived, his country will deny him
his meed of success while he lives, and erect
marble statues and write odes to his memory
when he can no longer see and hear them—
when God, who knows all, will be his
reward.”

The eighteen years at Trieste was the
longest time the Burtons ever spent in one
place, even when their frequent absences on
‘““long leave” are considered. A typical day
in their flat (which began with six rooms and
ended with twenty-seven), where they lived
for ten years, from 1872 to 1882, was as
follows :—

The Consul and his wife rose about 4.30
or 6§ a.m., made a simple breakfast of fruif
and tea, and studied or wrote until noon.
Then they went to the fencing school and
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afterwards swam or walked for two hours.
Followed a short visit to the Consulate, and
a dinner at the hotel with a party of friends.
After the day together they both enjoyed the
contact with other minds in the evening.

Burton lost no time in exploring the pro-
vince, and his discoveries in Istria made
somewhat of & stir.

Venice proved the saving grace. Whenever
the crude harshness of the glowing white
bastard-Italian town of Trieste grew too
trying the Burtons would quietly go over
to Venice, where the soothing charm of that
nurse of tired spirits restored their mental
poise.

That physicians fail to send their nervously
exhausted patients to the healing quiet of
the mother city of the Adriatic is a thing to
wonder at.

Here, when Burton was tired, he never
failed to find refreshment and rest for both
body and soul, and here, more than else-
where, did his laugh resemble that music of
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a pebble on a frozen lake his wife 8o often
gpeaks of.

In 1873 the exhibition at Vienna claimed
the Consul and his wife. The Countess
Isabel was warmly received at Court, as the
name of Arundell of Wardour was inscribed
on the official lists of the Holy Roman
Empire. Burton attended as an officer of
the English Army, and they both enjoyed
the experience but grumbled af the extor-
tionate hotel bills—£160 for the three weeks
they were there.

After 1872 their travels were frequent and
fanciful and free. Before the exhibition a
pilgrimage to Loretto had interested them,
followed by a visit to Rome and Florence,
where they saw much of Ouida (unappreciated
for so long but now coming into her kingdom),
who was an old friend. In December, 1874,
Isabel Burton went to London to see pub-
lishers and attend to business matters, and
in the following May, Burton joined her in
England. In the course of the summer the
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famous portrait of Burton by Sir Frederic
Leighton (afterwards Lord Leighton) was
painted. It now hangs in the National
Gallery. As usual, Burton became a social
lion, and established his ‘¢ Divans,” where
men dropped in after the opera or ball for
a smoke and chat.

During this visit Burton met Gladstone
and many other famous men, while he and
Isabel both visited Professor Jowett at
Oxford, and managed to include many house
parties in their movements.

Isabel now tried hard to have her husband
made a K.C.B., and have him transferred to
Teheran. Although she could not persnade
the Foreign Office people, the papers took
up Burton’s cause and called him the
‘““neglected Englishman.” For some reason
several London papers were always hostile
to Burton, and even now refuse the hospi-
tality of their columns to a rare praise of
the great traveller.

When he had had enough of London,
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Burton started on another voyage to Ice-
land, while his wife paid numerous visits o
her friends. After his return Burton hurried
off to Vichy to do a cure, and then rejoined
his wife in London, where they mixed a great
deal in society, and met many most interest-
ing people. Mrs. Burton’s book, ¢ The Inner
Life of Syria,” was a great success, and she
enjoyed her little triumph.

Early in December Burton decided to take
his wife for & hurried journey to India, as he
had still six months’ leave. They stopped for
a day or so at Boulogne, and then hurried on
to Turin, Milan, Venice, and Trieste. They
stopped at Trieste only eight days, and sailed
on the Austrian Lloyd boat Calypso, for Port
Said, Suez, and Jeddah. They enjoyed the
voyage and especially the eight days spent at
Jeddah at the British Consulate.

Long gallops in the desert reminded them
of the lost delights of Damascus, and Isabel
longed to push on to Meccah, but time and
safety forbade.
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The fortnight’s voyage to Bombay on the
Calypso was miserable, for eight hundred
pilgrims had been embarked at Jeddah,
and their sufferings in overcrowded quarters
were too awful for words. Grateful indeed
were the Burtons on February 2, 1876, to
land at Bombay safe and sound.

Some of Burton’s old friends gave him a
hearty welcome, and he and his wife enjoyed
a three weeks’ stay. From Bombay they
made a tour including Poonah, Hyderabad,
Golconda, and Goa, returning by the Austrian
Lloyd boat Minerva at the end of April, and
reaching the dreary town on the Adriatic on
June 18, 1876. Burton’s friendship with
F. F. Arbuthnot, whom he met again in
Bombay, was a pleasant but unimportant
incident in his life, undeserving of the
prominence given it by Wright. It was on
this journey that Burton evolved his idea of
having the Indian native princes sit in the
House of Lords.

.
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FTER the Indian tour husband and wife
enjoyed a prolonged period of rest at
Trieste. They spent the summer chiefly at
Opcina, with frequent visits to Trieste, for
they. both enjoyed swimming. At this time
Burton took much pleasure in classifying his
books, which now consisted of a collection of
nearly eight thousand volumes. Any one of
importance who passed through Trieste came
of necessity to the Consul of world-wide fame.
Indeed, it is no exaggeration to say that the
Consul at Trieste was more of a personage in
his way than the Ambassador at Vienna.
During this summer at Gorizia Isabel
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Burton had an audience of the Comte de
Chambord (de jure Henri V. of France),
whom she had known at Venice in earlier
days. She was always a loyal Legitimist in
French politics.

About this time Burton resolved to make
an expedition to Midian in search of gold.
He had heard of gems and of extensive mines,
and resolved to make an expedition with a
view to exploring the auriferous possibilities
of the land. He easily obtained leave from
the Foreign Office to go to Cairo, where
Ismail, who was then Khedive, warmly wel-
comed his proposal and gave it his official
sanction. This first short expedition lasted
from March 31 to April 21, 1877, and was suc-
cessful. Midian proved to be a rich country
in both gold, silver, and iron, and Ismail
Pasha was delighted with the report of the
explorers. The hot weather made it neces-
sary to postpone the second and longer expe-
dition, and Burton returned to Trieste for the
summer. He waited impatiently for the
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oooler days of autumn, and in October started
again for the land of Jethro. Six weeks at
Cairo sufficed for preparation, and the ex-
pedition started off gaily.

Two books followed in due course—the
“Gold Mines of Midian,” 1878, and  The
Land of Midian Revisited,” 1879.

It was a favourite joke with the friends of
the Consul at this time to call him Duke of
Midian, and wild tales of his expected riches
were circulated.

The Khedive was much pleased with the
success of Burton’s journey and the richness
of the specimens brought back. If Ismail
had not abdicated when he did, a third ex-
pedition to Midian would certainly have taken
place, but the weak and cowardly Tewfik, who
succeeded his father, took no interest in the
plan. Isabel Burton met her husband at
Suez on his return from the second expedition
to Midian, and went on with him to Cairo,
where they were both lavishly entertained at

Court and by unofficial people. An exhibition
14
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of the specimens brought by Burton was
opened by Ismail Pasha, and drew great
crowds.

From Cairo the Burtons went back to
Trieste and Opgina for a brief rest before
refurning to London.

One of the Burtons’ great friends was the
famous General Gordon—*¢ Chinese Gordon ”
—a man whose fate was similar to Burton’s:
both abandoned by their country; one, prac-
tically, to die like a dog in the desert, the
other, theoretically, to eat his heart out in a
third-rate seaport. After Gordon became
Governor-General of the Soudan he wrote
Burton :—

“You and I are the only two men fit to
govern the Soudan; if one dies, the other
will be left. I will keep the Soudan, you take
Darfur ; and I will give you £5,000 a year if
you will throw up Trieste.”

The Consul replied :— :

“You and I are oo much alike. I could
~ not serve under you, nor you under me. I do
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not look upon the Soudan as a lasting thing.
- I have nothing to depend upon but my salary,
and I have a wife and you have not.” *

The Burtons reached London in July, 1878,
having taken twenty-one days from Trieste to
Liverpool in a comfortable Cunarder. During
this voyage Burton had a touch of the gout
that afterwards killed him. At this time the
weary giant began to reap the reward of his
long labours socially, if in no other way. A
pleasant visit to Dublin made him the lion of
the hour in Ireland, where he lectured several
times and delivered a most erudite discourse
on the Ogham Runes, the language of
ancient Hibernia. A succession of visits to
country houses followed a long list of dinners
and receptions in London, where Burton was
glad to escape to his pet haunt, the library
of the Athen®um Club, where, Mr. Tedder
the secretary states, he was always glad to
chat with his friends, although he did not
indulge in indiscriminate gossip.

* Lady Burton’s “ Life,” vol. ii. p. 43.
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The Haji particularly enjoyed a visit to
Lord Salisbury at Hatfield, where Beacons-
field was a member of the house party.
During this stay in London Burfon delivered
several lectures and renewed a delightful
aoquaintance with Sir Henry Irving. At this
time Burton wrote a series of clever letters to
the papers as Mirza Ali in London, describing
to his brother Mirza Hasan in Shiraz the
sights of the time. This idea was afterwards
copied by Kipling, but without acknowledg-
ment. Isabel Burton now published another
book, ¢ A. E.1.” (Arabia, Egypt, India), which
met with some success. When the Consul’s
leave had expired he went off to Trieste,
leaving Isabel, as usual, to follow. She had an
unfortunate and painful fall on the staircase
of her hotel in Paris, but insisted upon going
on to join her husband without delay at
Trieste. This unwise journey after a severe
shock and strain injured her health perma-
nently, and in time she became a semi-invalid.
During the summer, which they spent chiefly
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at Opeina, Isabel Burton grew better, after
several ‘‘cures’ had been tried, and in the
autumn went for a short stay in her beloved
Venice.

In December, 1879, Burton went off to
Egypt again, to try to induce the Khedivial
Government to reopen the Midian affair,
but to no avail. During his absence Mrs.
Burton grew worse again, and was ordered
to London by a peremptory wire from
her husband. She was under several cele- -
brated physicians in London, but seems to
have received but little benefit from their
care.

Before she rejoined her husband at Trieste
Isabel made her usual effort to get him a
K.C.B.,, and asked for his promotion to
Morocco. Unfortunately this was the exact
moment when Lord Beaconsfield’s last
Ministry went out, and Lord Granville, who
had made such a muddle of the Damascus
matter, succeeded Lord Salisbury at the
Foreign Office. Mrs. Burton received kind
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letters from Lady Salisbury and others, but
achieved no practical results.

When she reached Trieste she found her
husband ill from the combined effects of gout
and & blow on the head received from a
robber in the streets of Alexandria. With
. her usual promptness she bundled him off
to their sanatarium at Opg¢ina, and &oon
nursed him back to health, forgetful of her
own condition.

During the summer of 1880 they went
to see the Passion Play at Ober-Ammergau,
and in 1881 Burton wrote a very powerful
account of the tragedy, “A Glance at the
Passion Play.” ‘

From 1880 to 1884 Burton published his
wonderful translation of the ¢ Lusiads” of
Camoéns in several volumes. He had studied
and lived with his favourite author for so
long that he was thoroughly competent to
render his verse in the English tongue. His
translation at once and for ever displaced, and
replaced, all other renderings, and made his
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fame secure. He dedicated the books to
Swinburne, and that the great poet appre-
ciated the tribute of the great traveller, is
shown by his letter of November 7, 1884,
to Burton, in which he says: “Your dedi-
cation makes me very proud.” *

Gerald Massey on seeing the franslation
wrote some verses to Burton beginning

“ Englished by Richard Burton. And well done,
As it was well worth doing.”

. During 1880 Burton published his long

poem ‘“The Kastdah,” which had been
written in 1854. Considered as poetry, it is
both too long and too strong; Burton’s verse
has been called forced, but there is real
power in this poem. It seems to have en-
raged the latest of Burton’s biographers,
Wright, who devotes more than a couple of
pages in his second volume (pp. 20-22) to
abusing it. However, only a poet could
appreciate ‘ The Kastdah,” and only a

* Lady Burton’s “ Life,” vol. ii. p. 188.
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scholar is capable of criticising what is too
abtruse for ordinary mortals.

Another journey was in store for Burton,
and after a long rest at Trieste he, in Decem-
ber, 1881, in company with his friend, V.
Lovett Cameron, went out to the Gold
Coast, at the request of Mr., James Irvine,
to report upon some important concessions
recently acquired by him upon the Ancobra
river.

Burton met Cameron at Madeira, and the
two friends leisurely travelled on to Axim by
the s.8. Senegal, stopping at Bathurst and
Freetown and reaching their journey’s end
late in January. Both husband and wife
seem to have felt this parting more than usual,
as they realised they were growing older.
During Burton’s absence all the ill effects of
her fall in Paris seemed to concentrate in
Isabel, and she suffered much pain. When
she went in April to England to meet her
husband, who was expected in May, she was
strongly advised to consent to an operation
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that might have ocured her, but she refused,
as she did not wish to be laid up when her
husband returned. Her devotion to him was
so intense that she grudged every moment
spent away from him.

Meanwhile, on the Gold Coast, while
Cameron was surveying and making maps,
Burton was studying the country minutely
and conscientiously, as he did everything.
He found that the Wasa country was very
rich in gold and that there were signs of
precious stones in addition. ¢To the Gold
Coast for Gold,” 1883, was the book that
followed on this expedition.

His age, however, was telling even upon
his iron constitution, and a severe attack of
fever and ague showed him that he could no
longer play tricks with his health. Acting
on the urgent advice of Cameron, he took the
next steamer to Madeira, where he waited for
higs friend to join him, while resting and
recovering from his constant immersion in
disused gold-pits, half-full of stagnant water.
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In May husband and wife met again at
Liverpool, where there was a big dinner
given to the two African travellers. The -
Burtons then went on to London for the
season, where they were entertained largely
and enjoyed seeing their friends. They
reached Trieste in August, and were glad
to rest for awhile.

In September Isabel Burton went to
Marienbad for the baths, which did her a
certain amount of good. In October of this
year (1882) the Foreign Office wired Burton
to go to Ghazzeh, in Syria, in search of his
old friend Palmer, who had mysteriously
disappeared, and who, it was afterwards dis-
covered, had been treacherously murdered in
the desert. This was the great traveller’s last
adventure, and, appropriately enough, it was
in the East-he loved. When Burton landed
he found that Sir Charles Warren was
scouring the desert, and was able to give
him invaluable aid from his knowledge of
the country and its dialects. Within two
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months he was back at Trieste. He realised
that at last his travels were over. Burton
had been writing all his life, but he now
applied himself with renewed vigour to his
literary work. His books are full of in-
terest, the statement of his latest biographer,
Wright, to the contrary, notwithstanding.
They appeal to the scholar rather than to
the reader of the Family Herald; but hold
the reader's attention throughout.
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FTER the last adventurous dash across

the sea, life was quiet and peaceful af

Trieste—or rather away from Trieste, for at

length the Foreign Office began to recognise
Burton’s claim to unlimited leave.

Gone for ever now were the old wild days,
and it was a very weary old man who worked
away at his literary task. A beautiful palazzo
a little outside of Trieste replaced the flat in
the tall building, and it is cheering to reflect
that the last years of the Haji were spent in
luxury. The sun of prosperity, whose beams
had been so intermittent during his long life,
shone strong and bright during the last five
years.
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Out of his great translation of ¢‘The Arabian
Nights” he made some £12,000. This sum he
spent 8o royally that after his death there was
but a trifle left, which his widow put in the
poor-box. Burton had a theory that every
man had a metal that influenced him. ~ His
was silver, and after he had made some money
all his objects in daily use were silver, where
silver could be applied.

In January, 1885, Burton was so ill that he
was tempted to resign from the consular ser-
vice, but held on for two reasons, hoping that
he might get Morocco, and knowing that his
full pension of £300 a year would be earned
by March, 1891, but the climate of Trieste
had done too well its deadly work.

In 1886 husband and wife celebrated their
silver wedding at Gibraltar, and as an appro-
priate gift a telegram addressed to ¢ Sir
Richard Burton” was handed to the Consul.
He hesitated about opening it at first, but at
his wife’s request did so. It proved to be from
Lord Balisbury, saying in the kindest way that
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Queen Victoria had made Burton a K.C.M.G.,%
in reward for his services.

So after many weary years, a short time
before his death, Richard Burton came into
his own, despite the curs that still snarled
at his heels. Had Lord Salisbury’s first
Mihistry lasted longer, Burton would probably
have had Morocco, but unfortunately the
Liberals came in, and he was no favourite
with the ¢ Little Englanders.”

One of the Ministers wrote Lady Burton at
the time, ‘“ We don’t want to annex Morocco,
and we know that you two would be Emperor
and Empress in about six months.”

In January, 1887, 8Sir Richard and Lady
Burton enjoyed a stay on the Riviera, where
they met the then Prince of Wales, and expe-
rienced the famous earthquake of that year.

At this time Sir Richard became more
or less of a chronic invalid, and in fature
Lady Burton had always a resident physician
with her.

* Knight Commander of St. Michael and 8t. George.
15
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The last public appearance of Sir Richard
Burton was at the Jubilee Dinner at Trieste
in 1887, where he made a charmingly witty
and pathetic speech in proposing Queen
Victoria’s health.

Short journeys to England, Switzerland,
and Malta followed—short because the rugged
frame, upright for so long, was bending now.

In Switzerland about this time, Sir Richard
gave Lady Burton the following important
signed paper: ‘In the event of my death I
bequeath especially to my wife, Isabel Burton,
every book, paper, or manuscript, to be over-
hauled and examined by her only, and to be
dealt with entirely at her own discretion and
in the manner she thinks best, having been
my sole helper for thirty years.” *

The shades of the evening of life were fast
closing in about the old hero. But a short
time remained to him, and some idea of his
coming end must have been present to his

* «The Romance of Isabel, Lady Burton,” vol. ii.
p. 696.
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mind, for in the early eighties he worked, as
few have worked since Sir Walter Scott, over
his great task, the translation of the ¢ Alf
Laylah wa Laylah” of the Arab, ¢ The
Thousand Nights and a Night ” of the
scholar, ¢ The Arabian Nights” of the man
in the street.

This was Burton’s greatest labour : this
showed him as a great translator, as a man
of almost superhuman knowledge—knowledge
of Arabic and Persian, knowledge of customs,
tribal rites, and Eastern ways, that leave
him without a rival.

His edition of ‘‘The Arabian Nights” is
far above all others, be they Scott's, Weil’s,
Payne’s, or Lane’s. The charge made by
Wright in his so-called Life of Burton, that
the Haji plagiarised from Payne—a charge
which he endeavours to fortify by extracts in
parallel columns from Burton’s and Payne’s
editions of the ‘¢ Nights”—is ridiculous.
Burton had no need to steal Payne's German
inspired thunder. That there is some re-
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semblance between cerfain long extracts is
undeniable, a necessary resemblance in Eng-
lishing the text. Indeed, Burton once said
that Payne’s choice of words was so good,
he had made it hard for further transla-
tion ; * but if Burton owes anything to Payne
through plagiarism, why is it that Payme’s
¢ Nights ”—which are all Payne’s—have
never ranked either among scholars, or
generally, with Burton’s? Why is Burton’s
edition the definitive edition ? Burton’s whole
life, his long list of translations, forbids the
belief that he owed more to Payne than to
any Orientalist.

While on this subject it may be well to
allude to the burning by Lady Burton of
her husband’s translation of ¢ The Scented
Garden.” Much nonsense has been written

* «A good translation, especially in prose, must go
more or less on similar lines. There are some very
similar expressions in the ‘Nights' that might lead to
the highly improbable notion that Lane or Weil had

copied from each other” (Letter from Mr. W. F. Kirby
—the authority on the * Nights ''—to the author).
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upon this incident. The fact was simple.
Lady Burton had been made his literary
executor by Sir Richard. In the exercise of
her right and discretion, finding that the
manuscript was unfinished and unpolished,
and not approving of the subject matter, she
burned it, having due regard to her husband’s
literary reputation.

Her own account of this incident is to be
preferred to the harrowing and romantic
scenes read into the holocaust by Burton’s
biographers and her’s.

That Lady Burton chose, while her hus-
band lay dying, or possibly dead, to have
the last rites of her own Church administered
to him, is not & matter for the public. That
certain biographers should have torn aside the
veil of privacy from the death-bed of the
great explorer is to be regretted, but not to
be commented on.

As he would have preferred, the old
traveller died in harness. Suddenly and with
no preliminary flickering, the light went out.



230 THE REAL SIR RICHARD BURTON

Very early in the morning of a dull October
day in 1890 Sir Richard Burton went on
his last long expedition, to explore lands
new even to him. Who can doubt that he
faced the crossing of the Styx with the
same coolness and courage he had ever
shown! or that his hail of Charon bore the
right accent!

The man was dead at Trieste, but the
name of the man was alive, and will
live on in the hearts of the British race,
for Richard Burton was a Briton of the
Empire.

Lady Burton’s desolation may be imagined.
It is better left to the imagination than
impertinently analysed and dissected in the
peering, prying, modern way.

Her only ambition was to pay, pack, and
follow for the last time. A public subscrip-
tion built the white stone Arab tent at
Mortlake where the Burtons rest from their
long and weary labours. A huge work in
two large volumes remains as a proof—if
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that were needed—of the love of Isabel
Burton for her husband.* She did not long
enjoy the pension of £150 a year granted
her by Queen Victoria from the Civil List.

When she had paid and packed, she
gladly—very gladly—followed ; and on March
22, 1896, the soul of Isabel Arundell went
out to meet the spirit of her lover of
long ago.

The old romance grows sweeter as time
goeson. Boulogne, Damascus, Trieste—these
were the names engraved on the heart of the
devoted woman who fought so loyally and
bravely for the man she loved.

She was a good woman.

* «The Life of Captain Sir Richard F. Burton,

K.CM.G.,, F.RG.B.,” by his wife, Isabel Burion.
London: Chapman & Hall, 1893.
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ITE. MISSA EST

N his Arab tent of stone, under the camel
bells that he loved, down in the Catholic
Cemetery at Mortlake, his devoted wife by
his side, rests one of the greatest English-
men of his time. Drake, Raleigh, Frobisher,
Livingstone, Stanley—these are the giants
with whom he ranks.

Rugged and great in body, great and
rugged in mind, Richard Francis Burton left -
an impress on his century. ¢ Honour, not
bonours,” was his motto, and this motto he
faithfully carried out in his life.

He worked hard, he rested hard. In him-
self he combined the passion of the Kelt,
the doggedness of the Anglo-Saxon.
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It is hard to define a great man, in these
days when so many are notorious.

If a great man be a man who towers
above his fellows by sheer force of charac-
ter, by deeds of derring-do, by unfaltering
service, unselfish always to his country by a
scathing scorn of dishonesty, Richard Burton
was a great man. His fame grows steadily
year by year, and the wonder why he was
not given a place in Westminster Abbey
grows also, for as time goes on he is seen
to overtop his contemporaries more and more.

With all his faults, Richard Burton was
one of those rare spirits who appear from
century to century, and, having done their
work for England, disappear for the moment,
until their country’s need brings them back
in another incarnation.

In his biographers Burton has been un-
fortunate. Lady Burton’s work was a tribute
of such romantic devotion as is rarely seen,
but while the world is glad to know that
her husband was a demi-god to her, it wants
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to know the man better from the impartial
point of view of an outsider.

No one who reads all the so-called
“Lives” can help a feeling of distressed
wonder at these squabbles in print over
unimportant points of detail. Burfon—who
thought Imperially — would have brushed
them aside with a reference to the gossip
of the servants’ hall. It takes a great
man to write the life of a great man,
and there are few such * Lives”! In spite
of the differing accounts of his career, now
over-flattering, now venomously friendly; he
will be judged fairly by posterity—this most
fascinating ancient among the moderns.

No study of his career, no time spent in
reading his books, can fail to convince the
seeker after knowledge that here was a
wandering Knight of King Arthur’s Court,
a Lancelot in modern guise.

Great as an explorer, famous as an author,
a renowned scholar and translator, an
ethnological and anthropological authority, a
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linguist without a peer, Sir Richard Burton,
Knight, a gentleman of Hertfordshire, takes

his place—no mean one—in the Hall of
Fame.

Fmus.





