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In "The Rosetta Stone," E. A. Wallis Budge delves into one of the most significant archaeological discoveries of the 19th century, a stone inscribed with a decree from 196 BC that holds the key to understanding ancient Egyptian hieroglyphs. Budge's meticulous examination interweaves historical narrative with linguistic analysis, presenting readers with a vivid portrayal of the stone's context within the broader spectrum of Egyptology. His scholarly style combines descriptive prose with an array of illustrations, making the complex nature of ancient texts accessible to both novices and experts alike. This work not only encapsulates the essence of the Rosetta Stone's discovery but also positions it within the intellectual currents of the time, reflecting the era's burgeoning interest in ancient civilizations. E. A. Wallis Budge was a pioneering Egyptologist and curator of the Egyptian Museum in London, whose life-long dedication to the study of ancient Egypt imbued him with unparalleled insights into its language and culture. His vast expertise, acquired through years of research and firsthand exploration of the Nile's treasures, informed his perspective on the importance of the Rosetta Stone, enabling him to articulate its significance in unlocking the mysteries of an ancient language and civilization. For anyone intrigued by history, archaeology, or linguistics, "The Rosetta Stone" is an essential read. Budge's illuminating exploration not only enhances our understanding of the stone itself but also invites readers to reflect on its enduring impact on the study of ancient cultures. This book stands as a testament to the power of language and the insatiable human quest to decipher the past.
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Reginald Engelbach's "The Aswân Obelisk" presents a meticulous exploration of ancient Egyptian obelisks, with a particular focus on the unfinished monument at Aswân. The book combines rigorous archaeological research with vivid descriptive prose to immerse readers in the cultural and historical significance of these monumental structures. Engelbach employs a blend of narrative storytelling and scholarly analysis, contextualizing the obelisk within the broader framework of Egyptian mythology and history, revealing its symbolic resonance in both ancient and modern times. His unique literary style enhances the narrative's accessibility, making it suitable for both academia and general readers with a keen interest in Egyptology. Reginald Engelbach, a noted Egyptologist and archaeologist, was deeply influenced by the rich heritage of Egypt, spending years studying its antiquities and their impact on contemporary society. His extensive fieldwork and collaborative efforts with local historians allowed him to understand the nuances of obelisk construction and significance. Engelbach's passion for ancient civilizations and dedication to shedding light on their legacies drive the depth of insight present in this work. Engelbach's "The Aswân Obelisk" is an essential read for anyone intrigued by the grandeur of ancient Egypt. It offers not only a detailed examination of a specific artifact but also a broader commentary on the culture and values that produced such wonders. By weaving together intricate details and rich narratives, Engelbach invites readers to appreciate the enduring legacy of the obelisk and its significance in the tapestry of human history.
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In "The History of Antiquity" (Volumes 1-6), Max Duncker delivers an exhaustive examination of ancient civilizations, employing a meticulously scholarly approach that reflects the rigor of 19th-century historiography. Duncker's narrative weaves together political, cultural, and social threads from the early Mesopotamian societies to the fall of the Roman Empire, presenting a comprehensive chronology marked by rich detail and insightful interpretations. His literary style embraces a formal yet accessible tone, inviting readers into the multifaceted world of antiquity while contextualizing the significance of historical events and figures within a broader cultural framework. Max Duncker was a prominent German historian deeply influenced by the emerging trends of his time, particularly the focus on empirical research and critical analysis in history. His background in philology and his engagement with philosophical ideas of history powered his endeavor to illuminate the lives and legacies of ancient peoples. Duncker's scholarly pursuits were not merely academic; they stemmed from a passionate quest to understand the evolution of human society, reflecting his commitment to historical truth and comprehensive analysis. "The History of Antiquity" is an essential read for anyone interested in understanding the foundations of Western civilization. Scholars, students, and history enthusiasts will find Duncker's work invaluable, as it not only provides a thorough exploration of ancient cultures but also stimulates critical thinking about the dynamics of history and its relevance to modern times.
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Discovery of Ancient Egypt: History, Archaeology & Ancient Texts offers a comprehensive exploration of Egypt's profound legacies through a tapestry of historical narratives, archaeological insights, and ancient texts. The anthology encapsulates the enigmatic allure of ancient Egyptian civilization, offering readers an array of literary styles that reflect the multidisciplinary approach to understanding a culture revered for its contributions to human history. Without pinpointing a single piece, the anthology stands as a testament to the diversity and significance of the works it encompasses, providing a breadth of perspectives on topics ranging from monumental architecture to the minutiae of daily life in ancient times. Within this collection, the esteemed voices of Arthur Gilman, George Rawlinson, E. A. Wallis Budge, Gaston Maspero, and Agnes Sophia Griffith Johns converge to offer a holistic view of Egypt's cultural and historical landscape. Each contributor is steeped in their respective fields, from historic writings and archaeological discoveries to translations of pivotal ancient texts. Together, these scholars illuminate the intricate social, religious, and political fabrics that have shaped Egyptian history. Their varied backgrounds and expertise allow for a rich dialogue with prevailing historical methodologies, effectively bridging past insights with contemporary inquiry. This anthology is an invaluable resource for those embarking on a journey into Egyptology, offering a unique opportunity to engage with a multitude of perspectives within the confines of a single volume. It not only broadens the reader's horizons by covering an extensive temporal and thematic spectrum but also stimulates intellectual curiosity through its insightful treatment of Egypt's ancient wonders. It serves as an essential compilation for scholars, students, and anyone fascinated by the enduring mysteries of Egypt.
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The Life and Times of Akhenaton, Pharaoh of Egypt, stands as a compelling anthology that delves into the transformative era of one of Egypt's most enigmatic rulers. The collection masterfully weaves together narrative storytelling, historical analysis, and vivid depictions of the societal upheavals during Akhenaton's reign. Its diversity of style and genre reflects the multifaceted aspects of Akhenaton's life, from the artistic renaissance and religious revolutions to the political dynamics of ancient Egypt. Among the highlights are evocative portrayals of the sun-god Aten's architectural dominance and nuanced explorations of the religious shifts that redefined pharaonic legacy. This anthology benefits from the collective expertise of authors Arthur E. P and Brome Weigall, whose insights into ancient Egyptian civilization bring weight to the discourse on cultural and political transformations. Their backgrounds in historical studies and archaeology lend a rich, textured understanding of the period, aligning the collection with broader academic pursuits in Egyptology and ancient studies. By incorporating voices from these scholarly traditions, the anthology paints a vibrant mosaic of Akhenaton's contentious yet pivotal rule. An essential read for historians and enthusiasts alike, this collection offers a treasure trove of perspectives and reflections on an era of profound change. Readers are invited to immerse themselves in the intricate narratives and analyses that challenge conventional views of Akhenaton's impact on history. With its thorough exploration of this transformative reign, the anthology enriches our understanding of ancient Egypt's cultural and political shifts, making it an invaluable resource for anyone eager to explore the complexities of the ancient world in one compelling volume."}
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With the full sympathy of my collaborator, Mr. Mace, I dedicate this account of the discovery of the tomb of Tut • ankh • Amen to the memory of my beloved friend and colleague




LORD CARNARVON




who died in the hour of his triumph.
But for his untiring generosity and constant encouragement our labours could never have been crowned with success. His judgment in ancient art has rarely been equalled. His efforts, which have done so much to extend our knowledge of Egyptology, will ever be honoured in history, and by me his memory will always be cherished.







INTRODUCTION


BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH OF THE LATE LORD CARNARVON
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By Lady Burghclere



If it is true that the whole world loves a lover, it is also true that either openly or secretly the world loves Romance. Hence, doubtless, the passionate and farflung interest aroused by the discovery of Tut•ankh•Amen’s tomb, an interest extended to the discoverer, and certainly not lessened by the swift tragedy that waited on his brief hour of triumph. A story that opens like Aladdin’s Cave, and ends like a Greek myth of Nemesis cannot fail to capture the imagination of all men and women who, in this workaday existence, can still be moved by tales of high endeavour and unrelenting doom. Let it be gratefully acknowledged by those to whom Carnarvon’s going must remain an ever-enduring sorrow, that the sympathy displayed equalled the excitement evoked by the revelations in The Valley of the Kings. It is in thankful response to that warm-hearted sympathy that this slight sketch of a many-sided personality, around whom such emotions have centred, finds place here as introduction to the history of that discovery to which the discoverer so eagerly devoted his energies and ultimately sacrificed his life.


To those who knew Lord Carnarvon, there is a singular fitness in the fact that he should have been the hero of one of the most dramatic episodes of the present day, since under the quiet exterior of this reticent Englishman, beat, in truth, a romantic heart. The circumstances of his life had undoubtedly fostered the natural bent of his character. Bom on June 26th, 1866, George Edward Stanhope Molyneux Herbert, Lord Porchester, enjoyed the inestimable privilege of being reared in an atmosphere coloured by romance and permeated by a fine simplicity. Nor was he less happy in his outward surroundings. Even when matched against the many “stately homes of England,” Highclere must rank as a domain of rare beauty. Much of its charm is due to its contrasted scenery. From the close-cropped lawns, shaded by giant cedars of Lebanon, where in a past century Pope sat and discoursed with his friend, Robert Caroline Herbert, the godson and namesake of George II’s queen, the transition is brief to thickets of hawthorn, woods of beech and oak, and lakes, the happy haunts of wildfowl; while all around stand the high downs either densely timbered or as bare and wild as when the Britons built their camp of refuge on Beacon Hill, the great chalk bastion that dominates the country-side. To children nurtured on Arthurian legends it needed little mental effort to translate the woodlands, where they galloped their ponies, into the Forest of Broceliande, or the old monkish fishponds, where they angled for pike and gathered water-lilies, into that magic mere which swallowed up the good blade Excalibur; whilst a mound rising from a distant gravel-pit merely required the drawbridge, erected by the obliging house carpenter across its surrounding trickle of water, to become Tintagel.


If, as any Catholic priest would assure us, the indelible impressions on the human mind are those stamped in the earliest years, Porchester graduated in a school of Romance and Adventure. Moreover, hereditary influences combined with environment to give an individual outlook on life. The son of two high-minded parents who were ever striving to give practical effect to their ideals for the benefit of others, there was nothing to unlearn in the early education. Indeed, it can confidently be asserted that, throughout his childhood, the curly-headed little boy neither heard nor witnessed anything that “common was or mean” The village, the household, were members of the family. It was the feudal, the patriarchal system at its best, the dreams of “Young England” realized. For the law that governed the community at Highclere was the law of kindness, though kindness that permitted no compromise with moral laxity. An amusing commentary on the standards recognized as governing—or at any rate expected to govern —home life, was furnished on one occasion by the children’s nurse. One of her nurslings, throughly scared by the blood-curdling descriptions of Hell, and Hell-fire, contained in a horrible little religious primer, “The Peep o’ Day” (now  mercifully discarded by later generations) administered to her by an injudicious governess, naturally turned to the beloved “Nana” for consolation. She did not seek in vain. “Don’t worry, dearie, over such tales,” said the good old woman, “no one from Highclere Castle will ever go to Hell!”


By common consent, Porchester’s father, the fourth Earl of Carnarvon, was regarded as a statesman who had never allowed ambition to deflect him by a hair’s breadth from the path mapped out by a meticulous conscience. But although he had resigned from the Derby-Disraeli Government rather than support the Franchise Bill of 1867, he was the reverse of a reactionary. Both in imperial and social schemes he was far in advance of most of his contemporaries on both sides in politics. Indeed, it is interesting to speculate how much of blood and treasure would have been spared to this country if the measures and judgment of this truly Conservative statesman had commanded the support of the Cabinets and party with which he was connected. Little boys are not interested in politics—except in lighting bonfires to celebrate successful elections— but whatever are the eventual developments, environment and heredity are the bedrock whence character is hewn. The fifth Earl of Carnarvon— the archaeologist—in his physical and mental “makeup,” to use the modern phrase, did not recall his father. But it was from the latter that he inherited the quality of independent thought, coupled with an extreme pleasure in putting his mind alongside that of other men. Moreover, the power of scholarly concentration which he brought to bear on the many and varied subjects in which he was interested, was certainly part of the paternal heritage, for the fourth Earl was one of the finest classical scholars of his generation. Indeed, there are those still living who can bear witness to his faultless Latin oration as Viceroy at Trinity College, Dublin, and remember his admission, when pressed, that he could as easily have made the speech in Greek.


In 1875 a shadow fell across the boy’s life. His mother died after giving birth to a third daughter. The shadow was destined to be enduring, since Evelyn Stanhope, Lady Carnarvon, was one of those rare women who are in the world and yet not of it, and the want of her clever sympathy was a lifelong loss to Porchester. His whimsical wit and her keen sense of humour were made for mutual understanding. She would have helped him to overcome the ingrained reserve, which it needed the action of years to wear away, at the outset interpreting an unusual character to the world, and the world to her son.


Even when the surviving parent is as devoted a father as was Lord Carnarvon, it is perhaps unavoidable that the mother’s death should bring an element of austerity into children’s lives, though it also tends, as it certainly did in this instance, to tighten the links between brother and sisters. After their mother’s death, Porchester, or “Porchy” as he was then habitually called, and the little girls were, however, unspeakably blessed in the devoted affection lavished upon them by their father’s sisters Lady Gwendolen Herbert and Eveline, Lady Portsmouth. The former was a delicate invalid around whose sofa young and old clustered, secure of sympathy in sorrow or in joy. The fact that an unhappy chance had cheated her of her share of youth’s fun and gaiety made her the more intent on securing these for the motherless children, in whose lives she realized her own life. She was the natural interpreter when vengeance threatened to follow on chemical experiments resulting in semi-asphyxiating and wholly malodorous vapours, or when excursions amongst water-taps sent cataracts of water down the Vandycks. The schoolroom discipline of the ’seventies was not conceived on Montessori lines. The extreme mildness of Lady Gwendolen’s rule did not always commend itself to tutors and governesses. They recalled that a spear, which at his earnest entreaty she had bestowed on Porchy, was fleshed in a valuable engraving; while another of her gifts, a large saw, was regarded as so dangerous that it became “tabu” and hung suspended by a broad blue ribbon, a curious ornament on the schoolroom wall. Nor can it be denied that to present a small boy with half-a-crown to console him for breaking a window is a homœopathic method of education, which would excite protests from pastors and teachers of any age. But despite her unfailing indulgence, her influence was never enervating. It is what we are, not our sayings, and still less our scoldings, that count with those keen-eyed critics, the younger generation. Naughtiness in Gwendolen’s neighbourhood was unthinkable. In her own person she so endeared the quality of gentleness—not a virtue always popular with the young of the male sex—that Porchy’s sisters and small half brothers never suffered from roughness at his hands. A tease he was, a terrific tease then and to the end of life, in sober middle-age getting the same rapture from a “rise” out of his friends or family as a fifth-form school boy. But the strand of gentleness that ran through his nature was not its least attaching quality, fostered in those early days by the one effectual method of education, the example of those we love.


Long years afterwards when her nephew laid Lady Gwendolen to rest at Highclere, he reverted with grateful tenderness to the memories, the lessons of that selfless love. “What a blank.” he wrote, would the absence of “that little figure in grey” mean to him at the family gatherings, the christenings, the weddings, where her presence carried him back to all the lovely memories of childhood.


Never robust, it is doubtful whether Lord Carnarvon would have accomplished even his brief span of life but for the part played in his boyhood by Lady Portsmouth and her home, Eggesford, which became his second home. The England of the seventies was still an age of hermetically closed windows, overheated rooms, comforters and—worst horror of all—respirators. Fortunately for the boy, Lady Portsmouth, a pioneer in many phases of work and thought, was a strenuous advocate of open air. The delicate, white-faced child, after a couple of months spent in hunting and out-of-door games with the tribe of cousins in North Devon, was transformed into a hardy young sportsman. At Eggesford horses and hounds were as much the foreground of life as politics and books at Highclere. “Mr. Sponge’s Sporting Tour” replaced “Marmion,” though it was “The Talisman” and “Ivanhoe” that Lady Portsmouth read aloud to the family in the cherished evening hour, the climax of the busy, happy day at Eggesford. Different as the two houses might appear, they were, however, alike in essentials. They owned the same ethics, they acknowledged the same standards. Highclere could not be called conventional. But Eggesford, in a country which before the advent of the motor preserved much of the flavour of the past, was distinctly unconventional. The meets brought into the field a motley assembly of men, boys, horses and ponies, such as probably outside Ireland could have been collected in no other comer of the United Kingdom. Of these not the least individual figure was Lord Portsmouth, probably the most popular M.F.H. in England. Seldom, indeed, can goodwill to men of goodwill have been more clearly writ large on a human countenance than on this great gentleman’s, whose very raciness of expression only the more endeared him to the Hunt.


In later life Lord Carnarvon’s friends often noted with amusement his fondness for those they describe as “quaint personalities.” It may be that this taste owed its origin to those holiday hours spent waiting for the fox in spinneys, and by larch woods dappled with the early greenery of the incomparable West Country spring-tide. Perhaps it was there also that he received lessons in a less facile art than the observation of the quaint and curious. The perfect ease of friendship, a friendship that excludes alike patronage and familiarity, was the keynote of the old M.F.H.’s intercourse with man, woman, and child on those mornings. It was much the same keynote that governed Lord Carnarvon’s relations with persons whose circumstances and mentality might seem to set a wide distance between them. Those who travelled with him on his annual journey—or progress rather—from Paddington to Highclere at Christmas can never forget the warmth of greetings his presence called forth in the railway employees of all grades, from inspectors to engine-drivers. The festival gave them and gave him an opportunity of expressing their feeling, their genuine feeling for one another. It is no exaggeration to say that it was a moving scene, singularly appropriate to the celebration of the great family feast of the year.


A private school and Eton are the successive steps which automatically prepare a boy in Porchester’s position for a future career. His private school was not happily chosen. It subsisted on its former reputation, and neither diet nor instruction was up to the mark, but he was at least fortunate in emerging alive from an epidemic of measles, which the boys Created by pouring jugs of cold water on each other when uncomfortably feverish.


To the end Eton retained in his eyes that glamour which marks the true Etonian, and his tutor, Mr. Marindin, shared in that affection. Yet it was something of a misfortune that school did nothing for the formation of methodical habits in a boy endowed with an exceptionally fine memory and unusual quickness. It would, for instance, have been a blessing if an expensive- education had taught him to answer his letters. Thus, on one occasion, literary circles rang with the wrathful denunciations of a distinguished critic, who had vainly applied to Lord Carnarvon, as heir to the eighteenth-century Lord Chesterfield, for information regarding that statesman’s relations with Montesquieu. It was known that the author of “L’Esprit des Lois” had visited either Chesterfield House or Bretby. where it was presumed that some trace of the visit might be found. On inquiry it transpired that Lord Carnarvon had spent hours, if not days, searching the library at Bretby, a library collected entirely by Lord Chesterfield, for any vestiges of Montesquieu. But the search having proved vain, it had not occurred to Carnarvon to send a postcard to that effect—if only to point out how much trouble he had taken on an unknown stranger’s behalf.


Before he left home for school, tutors and governesses had pronounced Porchy to be idle; and probably, as in the case of most active young creatures, it was no easy task to hold his sustained attention. Yet, judged by the less exacting standards of the present day, a child of ten would now scarcely be considered backward who was bilingual—French being the language used with mother and teachers—was possessed of a fair knowledge of German, the Latin Grammar, and the elements of Greek, and sang charmingly to the old tin kettle of a schoolroom piano. Labels are fatal things. Once labelled idle it is the pupil and not the instructor who earns the blame. Perhaps also the perfection of the father’s scholarship was a stumbling-block to the son. It is one of life’s little ironies, on which schoolmasters should ponder, that a man destined to reveal a whole chapter of the Ancient World to the twentieth century, frankly detested the classics as taught at Eton.


The fourth Earl was too sensible to insist on his son pursuing indefinitely studies doomed to failure. Porchester left Eton early to study with a tutor at home and abroad what would now be called the “modern side.” The amount of strenuous scientific work achieved in the little laboratory by the side of the lake at Highclere or during walking tours through the Black Forest was probably small; but at any rate these two wanderjahren left him in possession of a store of miscellaneous information seldom accumulated by Hie average schoolboy— the very material to stimulate his natural versatility. Some months were spent at Embleton under the tuition of the future Bishop of London, Dr. Creighton, to whose memory he remained much attached. Work with crammers in England and at Hanover with a view to entering the army formed the next phase. The project of a military career, however, proved evanescent; and in 1885 Lord Dorchester was entered at Trinity College, Cambridge. It was characteristic that being struck with the beauty of the panelling in his college rooms, he offered the authorities to have the many coats of paint disfiguring the woodwork scraped off and the rooms restored at his own expense—an offer unfortunately refused. Collecting was not then the universal mania it has now become, but the undergraduate was father to the man who was eventually regarded as a court of appeal by the big dealers in London. But long before Cambridge curiosity shops had been his happy hunting grounds. As a little lad, besides the stereotyped properties of the average schoolboy, the inevitable stamp album, and a snake—the latter housed for a whole term at Eton in his desk—when he had a few shillings to spare, blue and white cups, or specimens of cottage china, would be added to his store of treasures. He was still at Cambridge when he began collecting French prints and drawings, notably the Bops drawings, now highly valued by connoisseurs, then bought for a few francs.


Nevertheless, at this period, sport rather than antiquities was the main interest of the young man’s life, and it is to be feared that he was more often seen at Newmarket than at lectures. His father hod recently built a villa on the Italian Riviera, at Porto Fino, a lonely promontory, then absolutely remote from tourists, as a deep chasm in the high road leading to the little seaport formed an effectual barrier to communications, save by sea, with the outer world, As a means of locomotion Porchester acquired a sailing boat, and therewith acquired a passion for the water. The Mediterranean is not the halcyon lake it is sometimes painted by northern imagination. Indeed, Lerici, with its tragic memories of Shelley, is a warning, almost within view of Porto Fino, of the risks that attend on the mariner who neglects to shorten sail when a sudden gust sweeps down from the over-hanging mountains. These squalls more than once nearly brought about the end of the young “milord,” the Italian boatmen having a tiresome habit, at such crises, of falling on their knees to invoke the Madonna, while Porchester and his stolid English servant were left unassisted to bring the boat to harbour.
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