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?w the lofty mount- 

ains overlooking the 

richest valley of the 

Nile, and protecting 

desert, is a long 

range of tombs, the 

looking for a moment at the 

little Mahommedan burying ground, turns 

with wonder from the little city he has left, 

and asks, ‘‘ Where is the great city which 

had its graves in the sides of yonder moun- 

tains? Where are the people who devised for 

themselves tombs in the eternal granite ?” 

“The mountain is about as far from the 

city as the river, and the approach to it is 

by another strong causeway over the same 

beautiful plain. Leaving our donkeys at 

its foot, and following the nimble footsteps 

of my little Arab girl, we climbed by a 

steep ascent to the first range of tombs. 

They were the first I had seen, and are 

little visited by travellers; and though I 

afterwards saw all that were in Egypt, I 

still considered these well worth a visit. 

Of the first we entered, the entrance cham- 

ber was perhaps forty feet square, and ad- 

joining it in the same range were five or 

six others, of which the entrance chamber 

had about the same dimensions. The ceil- 

ings were covered with paintings, finished 

with exquisite taste and delicacy, and in 

some places fresh as if just executed ; and 

on the walls were hieroglyphics enough 

to fill volumes. Behind the principal 

chamber were five or six others nearly as 

large, with smaller ones on each side, and 

running backwards perhaps an hundred 

and fifty feet. The back chambers were 

so dark, and their atmosphere was so un- 
wholesome, that it was unpleasant, and 

perhaps unsafe, to explore them; if we 

went in far, there was a loud rushing noise, 
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and, as Paul suggested, their innermost 
recesses might now be the abode of wild 

beasts. 

But wishing to see what caused the 

noise, and at the same time to keep out of 
harm’s way, we stationed ourselves near 

the back-door of the entrance chamber, and 

I fired my gun within; a stream of fire 
lighted up the darkness of the sepulchral 
chamber, and the report went grumbling 

and roaring into the innermost recesses, 

rousing their occupants to frenzy. There 

was a noise like the rushing of a strong 

wind; the light was dashed from Paul’s 

hand; asoft skinny substance struck against 
my face; and thousands of bats, wild with 
fright, came whizzing forth from every part 

of the tomb to the only avenue of escape. 

We threw ourselves down and allowed the 
ugly frightened beasts to pass over us, and 

then hurried out ourselves. Foramoment I 

felt giddy ; the beastly creatures, driven to 
the light of day, were dazzled by the glorious 
sun, and flying and whirling blindly about, 

were dashing about against the rocky side 

of the mountain, and at length falling 

dead at its base. 
Cured of all wish to explore very deeply, 

but at the same time relieved from all fears, 

we continued going from tomb to tomb 

looking at the pictures on the walls, endea- 

vouring to make out the details, admiring 
the beauty and freshness of the colours, 

and speculating upon the mysterious hiero- 

glyphics which mocked our feeble know- 

ledge. We were in one of the last, when we 

were startled by a noise different from any 

we had yet heard, and from the door leading 

to the dark recesses within, foaming, roar- 

ing, and gnashing of teeth, out ran an enor- 

mous wolf; close upon his heels in hot 

pursuit came another, and growling fearfully, 

rolled over; again the first broke loose and 

fled ; another chase along the side of the 

mountain, another grapple, a fierce and


