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    ANDSTORMS in the deserts of 
the East are not infrequent. 
These storms are not, as is 
commonly supposed, caused 
by an immense mass of sand 
blown violently across the 
country. On the contrary, 
the sand itself is hardly per- 
ceptible to the sight; but it 
is there nevertheless, and 

persons exposed to its influ- 
ence are liable to be suffo- 

cated by its balefulinfluence. Our engraving 
represents one of these visitations in the 
desert of El Bejudah. Says the narrator :— 

“We had arrived safely at our halting- 
place, the well of El Hejelig, and, overcome 
with thirst and fatigue, I was sitting quietly 
in the tent, and thinking of nought but the 
delicious shade and repose, when the cries 
of my servants, and an ominous noise in the 
air, made me rush quickly out. I was met 
by a staggering wind and a blinding shower 
of sand, which filled my mouth and eyes, 
causing excruciating pain. After the first 
shock I turned myself about, and saw two 
of my servants engaged in endeavouring to 
secure the tent, the pole of which, firmly 
fixed in the earth, had snapped like a reed. 
Ali, my personal attendant, was displaying 
unwonted agility in the pursuit of a sheet 
which he had thrown over our stores, and 
which was careering skyward at a tremend- 
ous pace. After a momentary struggle, the 
hold of my men upon the tent was given 
up, and it too disappeared, leaving us 
shelterless. Such are the inconveniences 
of desert life.” 

. Far more terrible than such a storm as 
this is the dread sirocco, the wind that has 
for ever continued to blow over the desert, 
carrying with it the fine particles of sand 
which, by the continued action of centuries, 

‘has buried the monuments, the temples, 
and the cities of Egypt; the sirocco, always 

: fallen into the same or a worse error.   
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disagreeable and dangerous, and sometimes 
awfully fatal. Stephens, the American tra- 
veller, was overtaken by a sirocco in the 
desert outside Cairo :— 

“Fortunately for me (he says) it was 
blowing upon my back; but still it was 
necessary to draw my Arab cloak close over 
my head; and even then the particles of sand 
found their way within, so that my eyes were 
soon filled with them, to my no small an- 
noyance. ‘This was very far from being one 
of the worst siroccos; but the sun was 
obscured, the atmosphere was a perfect 
cloud of sand, and the tracks were so com- 
pletely obliterated, that a little after midday 
we were obliged to stop and take shelter 
under the lee of a hillock of sand. Oc- 
casionally we had met caravans coming upon 
us through the thick clouds of sand, the 
Arabs riding with their heads sheltered by 
the heads of their camels, and their faces 
covered, so that not a feature could be seen. 

By the third morning the wind had some- 
what abated, but the sand had become so 
scattered that not a single track could be 
seen. I was forcibly reminded of a cir- 
cumstance related to me by Mr. Waghorn. 
A short time before I met him at Cairo, in 
making a hurried march from Suez, with an 
Arab unaccustomed to the desert, he en- 
camped about midday, and, starting two 
hours before daylight, continued travelling, 
half asleep, upon his dromedary, until it 
happened to strike him that the sun had 
risen in the wrong place, and was then 
shining in his face instead of warming his 
back: he had been more than three hours 
retracing his steps to Suez! If I had been 
alone this morning, I might very easily have 

The 
prospect before me was precisely the same, 
turn which way I would; and, if I had 
been left to myself, I might have wandered 
as long as the children of Israel in search 
cf the Promised Land.”


