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too, is infinitely disagreeable. The days are burning hot,
anti not a cloud can be seen in the sky; but no sooner has
the sun gone down than there comes on a thick white fog
that covers the whole country, so that one can't see fifty

yards around; and so icy cold is it, that it strikes a chill

to the very heart. It is with these fogs that the dews

descend; and deadly things they are. Well, the mist and

the darkness came upon us at once; we lost all reckoning,
and, after floundering on for an hour or so among the sand

hills, our captain called a halt, and bade us burrow as we

best might among the hollows. Hungry as we were we

were fain to leave our supper to begin the morning with,

and huddled all together into what seemed a deep, dry

ditch. We were at first surprised, master, to find an un

mense heap of stone under us, - we couldn't have lain

harder had we lain on a Scotch cairn,- and that, d'ye see,

is unusual in Egypt., where all the sand has been blown by

the hot winds from the desert, hundreds of miles away,

and where, in the course of a few days' journey, one

mayn't see a pebble larger than a )igcon's egg. There

were hard, round, bullet-like masses wider us, and others

of a more oblong shape, like pieces of wood that had been

cut for fuel; and, tired as we were, their sharp points, pro

truding through the sand, kept most of us from sleep. But

that was little, master, to what we felt afterwards. As we

began to take heat together, there broke out :unong us 1

most disagreeable stench,- bad at first, but unlike any

thing I had felt before, but at last altogether overpowering.

Some of us became dead sick, and some, to show how

much bolder they were than the rest, began to sing. One

half the party stole away, one by one, and lay down out

side. For my own part, master, I thought it was the

plague that was breaking out upon us from below, and lay
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