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desperate struggle, and then they rolled 

over the side, and we lost sight of them. 

While-walking along the edge of the moun- 

tain, in spite of bats and beasts, still taking 

another and another look, my ears were 

suddenly struck with a loud voice of lament- 

ation coming from the valley below; and 

looking in the direction of the city, I saw 

approaching a long funeral procession, and 

the voice came from the mourners following 

the corpse. They were evidently coming 

to the Mahommedan burying-ground at the 

foot of the mountain, and I immediately 

left the tombs of the ancient Egyptians to 

see the burial of one who but yesterday was 

a dweller in the land. 

It approached with funeral banners and 

devices which I could not make out, but 

probably containing some precepts of the 

Koran. First in the strange procession 

came the beggars, or santons, men who 

are supposed to lead peculiarly pure and 

holy lives. Their beards were long, white, 

grizzly over their shoulders and breasts ; 

they wore a scanty covering of rags, fastened 

together with strings, and all with some 

regard to propriety. Over their shoulders 

were slung, by ropes, large jars of water, 

which for charity’s sweet sake, and for the 

love of the soul of the deceased, they 

carried to be distributed gratis at his grave. 

After them came a parcel of boys; then the 

sheiks and two officers of the town; then 

the corpse, tightly wrapped from head to 

foot in a red sash ona bier; then a proces- 

sion of men, and more than one hundred 

women in long cotton dresses covering 

their heads and drawn over their faces, so 

as to hide all except their eyes. 

Their tomb was square, with a round 

top, built of Nile mud and whitewashed ; 

two men were engaged in opening it, which 

was done simply by pulling away a few 

stones, and scooping out the sand with 

their hands. In front, but a few feet from   

the door, sat the old mother, so old as to 

be hardly conscious of what was passing 

around her, and probably long before this 

buried in the same grave ; near her was the 

widow of the deceased, dressed in silk, and 

sitting on the bare earth with an air of total 

abandonment ; her hands, her breast, the 

top of her head and her face plastered 

with thick coats of mud, and her eyes fixed 

upon the door of the tomb. A few stones 

remained to be moved away, and the door, 

or rather the hole, was opened; the two 

men crawled in, remained for a minute or 

two, came out and went for the corpse. 

The poor widow followed them with her 

eyes, and when they returned with the 

body, carefully and slowly dragged it with- 

in the tomb, and the feet and the body had 

disappeared, and the beloved head was 

about to be shut for ever from her eyes, 

she sprang up wildly, and passionately 

throwing her arms toward the tomb, broke 

forth in a perfect frenzy of grief :— 

‘Twenty years we have lived together ; 

we have always lived happily; you loved 

me, you were kind to me, you gave me 

bread. What shall I do now? I will never 

marry again. Every day I will come and 

weep at your tomb, my love, my life, my 

soul, my heart, my eyes! Remember me 

to my father, remember me to my brother,’ 

etc., etc. I do not remember half she said, 

but as Paul translated it to me, it seemed 

the very soul of pathos; and all the time 

she was walking distractedly before the 

door of the tomb, wringing her hands, and 

again and again plastering her face and 

breast with mud. The mourning women 

occasionally joined in chorus, santons 

ostentatiously crying out, ‘Water, for the 

love of God and Prophet, and the soul of 

the deceased ;’ and alittle girl, about seven 

or eight years old, was standing on the top 

of the tomb, naked as she was born, eating 

a piece of sugar-cane,”


