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At present any new book on the East will
naturally be looked upon as got up in view of
the existing excitement on the subject of the
“Turkish Atrocities.” Hence a few lines of
preface may be necessary.

This book was originally written more than
a year ago, and was in the publishers’ hands
before the Bulgarian massacres were made
public; but I have since had time to add a
Chapter and several Notes still farther illustrating
Turkish character, as well as Mahomedan
domestic, religious, and political life.
I think that in the present crisis every little
fact and observation, even of an ordinary
Eastern tourist, may add to a knowledge of
what has I fear been too long—not intentionally,
but inadvertently—concealed from
the general reader.

Prominence is given to the inevitable results
of Moslem domestic life—the slavery and imprisonment
of women. Industry, art, and
patriotism have disappeared, as also national
probity, and even the fertility of the land!
Turkey has no Shakspeare, no Burns, no
Béranger, because the sentiment of tenderness,
in which all poetry has its root, is extinct.
Need we be very much surprised if such a
people should become fiendlike?

In view of the important events now transpiring
in Eastern Europe, I have not hesitated
to express an opinion of the Turkish Government
and the condition of that unhappy
country, but have been careful to avoid a
political tone. To act otherwise would, I
feel, be entirely out of place; and besides, I
think that either both political parties are to
blame for the present condition of Turkey, or
that neither party really is so.

Except the securing by Government open
navigation and the freedom of commerce, the
only duty that seems imposed upon Great
Britain now, is to fulfil her treaty obligation
of twenty years ago—namely, the seeing that
complete protection and religious liberty be
secured, not only to the Greek Church, but to
all sects alike—Christian and Jew. This may
prove no easy task, however, and requires
unanimity. There is very great danger that,
in befriending Turkey, Great Britain may
unintentionally strengthen her in evil, and this
it now appears was pointed out by the late
Prince Consort. It is remarkable that of all
our statesmen he was the one who some twenty
years ago foresaw and pointed out this danger;
and every new revelation we obtain of his life
shows more and more the enlightened character
of that great Prince, who seems to have lived
in advance of his age.

W. Y. M.

October 16th, 1876.
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The subject of my little book is
“The East”—one on which
more books have been written,
and more lectures given, than
any other perhaps which could be named.

Nothing therefore could be easier than to
write a lecture in the usual style out of such
an immense mass of material—to build, as it
were, a beautiful house, with stones already
shaped and polished. For that very reason,
however, I do not propose to lecture at all, in
the ordinary acceptation of that term, but to
give, in a number of personal recollections, the
impressions produced on my own mind by
what I saw and felt in the course of a recent
tour. They have no pretension to any merit
except that of genuineness; not a note was
written during my tour; and as it was entered
upon somewhat hastily, no book on the subject
was consulted, nor did I carry any with me,
for nothing was farther from my intention
than writing on this subject. Perhaps these
circumstances were not altogether disadvantageous;
for if my impressions be sometimes
at fault, they ought to be original and fresh,
because often obtained from a new stand-point.

I need not describe the journey South, which
is already familiar to all who travel. Leaving
Forfarshire in the beginning of January, with
snow falling and ice on the ground, we passed
through France in weather such as the French
are inclined to call “English.” It was raining
when we entered the Cenis Tunnel, and when
we emerged in Italy at the other end it was
snowing; and during the journey southwards,
and especially during our short stay in Turin
and Milan, the weather was very nearly as
cold as in Scotland—although certainly much
more bright. These two are fine models of
Western cities, and altogether, Northern Italy
showed ample signs of life and progress with
great agricultural wealth, but there was a
plethora of paper money and a sad scarcity of
coin everywhere evident.

It is unnecessary to detain the reader with
any attempted description of the art treasures
of Bologna and Florence and Rome, where
also the weather, although pleasant, was by
no means warm. Rome is not disappointing:
it is really grand. Its churches, with St.
Peter’s at their head, are extremely rich, and
beautified with all manner of precious stones,
and gold, and silver, and mosaics, and pictures
in abundance; but still its ancient ruins are
by far the grandest of all.

St. Peter’s, like every building I think which
is highly finished, is at first disappointing as
to size, and rendered still further so, perhaps,
by the wide-spreading base of the Vatican and
other buildings forming its approach. Its
vastness is however apparent when seen at a
distance, towering high above all the buildings
of the city. Inside St. Peter’s there is again
the same unconsciousness of its vast height.
Every part is so perfect in proportion and
finish that, as has been often remarked, it is
only realized by comparison with the height
of the human figures moving about on its
paved floor. Perhaps there is also an architectural
reason which in a large degree accounts
for this difference between apparent and actual
height. Thus in St. Paul’s, London—of a
style somewhat similar—I have felt it impossible
to realize its well-known great dimensions
of altitude. The horizontal lines of its
walls inside are so numerous and so strictly
carried along the entire fabric, that no single
pier, column, or upright line is left bold or unbroken
on which the eye can rest.


Of course I could not appreciate Michael
Angelo nor the merits of the “Grand Pictures,”
but a few of them did impress me as really
great. I may instance as such Guido’s
“Aurora,” a beautiful fresco painted upon the
ceiling of a gallery, and especially Leonardo’s
fresco of the “Last Supper,” painted upon the
wall of an old convent, at Milan, and which I
was surprised to find in a most deplorable state
of decay. But notwithstanding, nothing in
Art has impressed me so much with its greatness
as this work, except indeed the equally
defaced Sphinx of the Egyptian Pyramids.
Of the Paintings, I came to appreciate in some
measure “The Transfiguration,” “The St.
Agnes,” one of the “Madonnas,” and the
“Ecce Homo”—Guido’s I think. Of Sculpture
the Greek Statuary was, I thought, very
beautiful. In works of Art the wealth of Italy
is enormous.

Naples, where we stayed for a week, appeared
a much larger city than I had supposed—much
the largest in Italy—and for the first
time I was struck by the changed aspect of
everything around—mosquito netting for our
beds, a temperature which felt warm even in
January, and already everything beginning to
assume an Eastern aspect.

All are familiar with the surroundings of
Naples—Vesuvius, Pompeii, Herculaneum, the
celebrated Bay of Naples, Capri, Sorrento—altogether
a landscape which has excited the
rivalry of poets to describe. Of these, the
ruins of Pompeii are peculiarly interesting,
and the jealous care with which they are protected
from pilfering relic-seekers, by the
Italian soldiers in charge, is a model of watchfulness
as remarkable as it is rare.

The Neapolitans seem a pleasure-loving
and still somewhat a lawless people, especially
those living in the district south-west of
Vesuvius. We witnessed a visitation ceremonial
by the Archbishop, in the large
Cathedral—imposing for its show if not interesting
from its teachings. Its once famous,
or rather infamous, dungeons are no longer in
use for political offences. The Neapolitans
owe much to William Gladstone, as well as to
Garibaldi.

Our point of embarkation for the East
proper was Brindisi, a small ancient-looking
town near the heel of the “Boot,” with a good
pier and a new hotel, and amply supplied with
churches—old, dusty, and gloomy. Here
being joined by the Overland India passengers
and mails, we sailed for Egypt on the 1st
February, on board the P. & O. steamer, embarking
during a wonderful evening sky phenomenon,
prognosticating a storm.

The voyage to Alexandria is nearly 1000
miles. Our first morning at sea showed the
rocky coast of Greece on the left, and soon
afterwards the Island of Crete in the distance—all
barren, and white, and lifeless, as the
rocks in the Mediterranean seem to be. This
is occasioned partly by the nature of the
rock—which is (like almost all the mountains
we saw in the East) of limestone formation,
more or less pure—and by the fact that there
are no tides in the Mediterranean, and consequently
no marine vegetation except under the
surface. The voyage, which lasts three or
four days, was, except on the second one,
moderately pleasant. The Mediterranean is
by no means as smooth as a lake. Storms
somewhat violent arise suddenly, but rarely
last over a day or two.

Our first glimpse of Africa was far from
pleasing—nothing but dreary barren sand, or
rather mud-looking mounds, formed its frontier,
with very few traces of habitation except numerous
windmills on the hilltops—which are
of no great elevation. Vegetation there
appeared to be none. By-and-by, however,
we entered upon the magnificent Bay of Alexandria,
for shipping one of the largest and
finest in the world.

Here all is life, bustle, and excitement. A
hundred vessels—many of them steamers of
large size—crowded the bay—where they lay
at anchor for the purpose of unloading and
loading cargo. This is carried by lighters
betwixt them and the quays, along side of
which only small craft lie—I suppose in consequence
of the silting of the mud from the
many mouths of the Nile rendering the water
there insufficiently deep. In the bay, and
surrounding us on all sides, were steamers of
the five Maritime Powers who compete for the
navigation of the Mediterranean—viz., the
P. & O. (British), the Austrian Lloyd’s (perhaps
the most numerous, and all bearing names of
the heathen gods, from Jupiter down to Mercury),
the French, the Russian, and the
Egyptian. I have put them down in the
order of their merit, I think, although not of
their numbers. I understand, however, that
the French steamer service (Messageries Maritimes)
has very recently been greatly improved
in every respect, and that now the P. & O.
require to look to their laurels in the East
generally. The confusion of landing is, as
almost everywhere else, apt to end in a scramble,
and sometimes in a fight for possession of the
luggage by the porters of the hotels, or by
the Arabs on their own account for the sake of
“Bakshish”—a word we heard for the first
time, but which we were not allowed to
forget.

Viewed from the deck of the steamer the
appearance of Alexandria is fine. The grand
modern breakwater on the left forms its
northern boundary; the quays themselves are
immediately in front, and the shore or beach
of the city on the right side—forming nearly
a semicircle of great extent. The ancient
Pharos no longer exists. The buildings, which
appear more prominently in view, being regular
and of a whitish coloured stone or cement,
have a somewhat French appearance. Alexandria
is indeed the Liverpool of the Mediterranean,
and here are to be met with ships
and flags of all countries, and men of all
costumes. As everywhere else under Turkish
rule, the custom-house business is conducted
by the officers with a good deal of state and
formality. A boat from the shore with the
Egyptian flag, rowed by half a dozen or more
Arabs, and containing half as many Turks—sitting
in the stern seats, richly dressed, and
wearing the inevitable red fez cap—boarded
us. No communication whatever was allowed
to be held with any of the surrounding boats
until they had examined the ship’s papers, and
declared us to have a clean bill of health. I
was struck by the dignified appearance of these
Turks, who somewhat resembled Englishmen,
both in personal appearance and that dignified
reserve of which, with rare exceptions, the
Arabs are devoid.

Rain had fallen heavily for two days previous
to our landing, but now the sun shone
out brightly. We put up at Abbat’s Oriental
Hotel, one of, if not the largest in the city,
and found at the table-d’hôte an assembly of
travellers of all nations, of whom perhaps the
best-looking, and certainly the best-dressed,
were the Greeks. The inhabitants consist of
Turks, Arabs in great variety, Copts, Jews
and Greeks, and other Europeans. The Copts
claim to be the only Egyptians. One of them,
whom I found well read in Ancient History
and English Literature, told me so with
evident pride—the Arabs, he added, were there
only by conquest. The Copts are, however, a
small portion of the inhabitants—resembling,
I think, the gentle-looking Hindoos—somewhat
“sicklied o’er with the pale cast of
thought”—and physically inferior to the
Arabs. Their religion is a kind of mongrel
Christianity.

Some of the business parts of Alexandria
present a European appearance, but the other
parts are crowded, narrow, and decidedly
Eastern. The most remarkable feature in the
city is, I think, the number and excellence of
the donkeys—and the Egyptian donkey is
really an interesting and wonderful quadruped.
Their speed is excellent, and they are extremely
sure-footed; occasionally, however, some very
amusing scenes occur in the streets, in which
the English sailors, turned equestrians, form
prominent actors.

Pompey’s Pillar stands on the sand outside
the walls. It is a finely executed obelisk of red
granite, nearly one hundred feet high, on a
pedestal. It seemed about nine feet in
diameter, and is covered with hieroglyphics.
Cleopatra’s Needle lies flat upon the sand near
to the sea margin. It is similar to Pompey’s
Pillar, but seemed rather smaller, and is a painful
picture of fallen greatness utterly neglected.

There are some European open carriages,
but few or no carts or waggons, almost the
whole traffic, both equestrian and of goods,
being carried on the donkeys’ backs, of
which the number in the city must be
very large indeed. Passing along one of
the streets, I observed a train of donkeys
carrying corn in bags to the harbour for shipment.
Except a very narrow strip at one
edge, the street, being entirely formed of mud,
was, in consequence of the recent rains, a
perfect puddle. A large bag filled with corn
having fallen from the back of a donkey not
so big as itself, it so bespattered the poor
animal with mud right over one eye that it
presented a most ludicrous appearance to the
passers-by—standing stock-still beside the
bag, and quite beyond the reach of the boy
who always attends them. The next following
donkey and boy passed on, perfectly regardless
of the difficulty, and there the poor donkey
stood, nearly up to his nose in the slime, with
a scorching sun overhead, which quickly dried
the mud that bespattered its head to a white
colour just like a great plaster. I never witnessed,
even in a pantomime, a more comic
picture. The scene was entirely Egyptian,
where no one seems to consider it necessary to
help another in a difficulty; and how long the
poor donkey stood there I cannot tell. It
besides exhibited the extraordinary patience of
the Egyptians—donkeys and people. I may
here mention, once for all, that these Eastern
donkeys are worthy of a better name. They
are as much superior to the obstinate and
stupid donkeys of this country in breeding as
the celebrated Arab horse is to an English
dray one; and though smaller in size—at least
those of Egypt—they carry a much greater
burden without complaining. I am surprised
that these animals are not introduced into this
country. If acclimatized, they would be extremely
useful in carrying equestrians and
traffic generally on hilly roads, or equally well
where there are no roads at all. They are
generally of a light mouse colour, and the
boys who have charge of them pride themselves
in keeping their hair cut short and in curious
figured patterns, somewhat in imitation of
damask.

Here almost every article is to be had, in
the shops near the harbour, which an Englishman
can desire, not excepting “Bass’s Beer”
and “Scotch Whisky,” which I observed
nowhere else in the East except at Port Said.

The government of Egypt is thoroughly
despotic, and the Arabs, who form the great
bulk of the population, appear to hold a very
humble position—little above that of slavery.
All departments of the government seem to be
carried on by command, and in many of them
foreigners exercise control. There are no
newspapers, and no public opinion—with the
Moslem Arabs “whatever is, is right,” and
nothing seems to occasion resistance, complaint,
or even surprise. Their misfortunes
are by the will of Allah—it is vain to resist
fate.

There is a very good story told in the
hotels, which, whether true or not, illustrates
this submissive nature well. The railway is
much used by the Arabs and common people.
One afternoon a train, when on the eve of
starting from the Alexandria Station for Cairo,
was, to make way for a special train required
for some official purpose, temporarily shunted
out of the station into a waggon shed to clear
the line. There, out of sight, it was quickly
forgotten, in the bustle of the other station
business of the day. The poor Arabs, by no
means unaccustomed to treatment of this kind,
waited patiently till night fell without complaining,
and, submitting to their fate, after
duly performing their sunset devotions, composed
themselves to sleep as they best could
for the night—very likely without any supper.
Next morning they were discovered by the
railway officials, who meantime had received a
telegram from Cairo asking what had become
of that afternoon’s train! Can we imagine
such an absurdity occurring at an English
railway station? I suppose here the station-master
would have been made acquainted with
the oversight within as many minutes as the
poor Arabs waited hours, and that by a clamour
which he would never have forgotten. There,
such a thing might have happened and no one
but the poor passengers have known or
inquired, except perchance some stray traveller
in the hotel.

Alexandria has a good English Church, a
neat Presbyterian one, and several Protestant
schools. There is an excellent hospital for
sick sailors and others, under the protection of
Prussia, and conducted by the German Protestant
Sisters. One of these ladies (Sister
Gertrude) visited England and Scotland a few
years ago and made several friends. Having
an introduction forwarded to me from home,
I visited the house—a very good well-aired
building, about a mile out of the city. Sister
Gertrude had left for the well-known Fatherland
Head Institution, but I received a welcome
from the matron at the head of the establishment,
who assured me that her Sister had
spoken with pleasure of the reception she had
received. It was a warm day, and I enjoyed
the coolness of the hospital and its extreme
cleanliness after my dusty ride. Such a retreat
must be a real oasis in the desert to many a
sick and solitary stranger. I may here mention
that all the Prussian Consulates in the
East appear to foster schools as well as
hospitals.

The French influence is evidently suffering
an eclipse since the Franco-German war—perhaps
because heretofore too much asserted.
The young everywhere were, I was told, now
preferring to learn English instead of the
French language, which hitherto had been
taught in almost all classes of schools along
with the native language of the place. Indeed,
I saw many indications that our national
popularity in the East generally was steadily
rising—probably because England has always
shown the greatest deference and consideration
to the Turkish governments, or perhaps I
should rather say Turkish misrule.

In returning to our hotel I was addressed
(somewhat aside) by a middle-aged, sailor-looking
Arab. He spoke a few broken English
and French words, which I did not well
comprehend, nor he mine; but I understood
he wished me to engage as a servant for my
travels a young man about eighteen, with a
fine open face, very black, but not negro, who
stood a few paces off. He was dressed in a
blue cotton sailor’s jacket, but otherwise like
an Arab, and I think he was said to be from
Nubia. On mentioning this circumstance to
a gentleman at the hotel, he said the man was
a slave dealer from the south, who was trying
to sell me some of his stolen property! This
certainly had not occurred to me at the time,
but it is possible, because such things are, I
was told, still occasionally done—privately of
course.

By rail to Cairo, along the Nile Valley, is
130 miles—a most interesting journey. The
engines and plant are English or French make,
the fuel being artificial coal. The villages,
“highways,” and irrigation works are specially
novel. In the distance the former seem like
large-sized square huts clustered in groups.
They are built of sun-dried bricks, which are
quite as black as and not unlike Scotch peat.
This locality is thickly populated, and we saw
in the distance several considerable towns and
numerous villages.

In this delta the Nile is broken into numerous
branches. Standing north and south
is a beautiful long line of palms so remarkably
uniform as to give the idea of a
vast line of columns of singular architectural
merit. Seen from a distance the illusion was
in my eyes perfect, and I have no doubt the
famous Moorish Arch was originally suggested
by some such row of palm trees, not only in
its form, but even in its details.

Egypt gets drier and more healthy as we
travel inland. There no rain falls; the soil is
sandy, and the temperature so high that
vegetable or animal matters not devoured by
the dogs get so quickly dried up that putrefaction
or fermentation is rarely seen. Otherwise
the country would not enjoy the high hygienic
repute it does. The Nile water tastes pleasantly,
but after a time many travellers find it
necessary to drink it sparingly.

We stayed about a fortnight in the Grand
New Hotel, a very fine stone building, of great
size, and conducted quite in the Parisian style—cooking
somewhat inferior, as also the
viands—and here, at the large table-d’hôte, a
citizen of the world is quite at home. The only
other great hotel is Shepherd’s—equally well
known. In such a ménagerie of travellers, one
occasionally meets with most desirable company,
but caution and selection are needful, and in this
matter our party was fortunate. The dinner
table was too large for general conversation,
but it was carried on partially in groups; and
I noticed that while the adventures of the day—the
Nile, the Pyramids, the bazaars, the
opera, and the circus—were all freely discussed,
and the dishes of the table occasionally (but
with bated breath), politics, social questions,
and religion were carefully avoided. Just
recently the postal system in Egypt has been
made excellent, but then complaints were
many and loud.

“I thought I heard you say, sir, that the
mails were in this morning.”

“Yes, so they are, for I came from Brindisi
along with them.”

“Then we must go and ask for letters at the
Consul’s.”

“No,” a third would say, “you need not:
the Consul, or his Vice, or perhaps his
Cavasse, or somebody, has got a headache,
so the mail bags cannot be opened till he gets
better—I intend inquiring again to-morrow.”

“Any news going? What about Sir
Roger?”

“Oh, the case is in court, you know. But I
heard in Alexandria last night that the
Governor has resigned, and that the Ministry
will be out-voted.”

“Oh! indeed! Ah, well!—a bad job—a
telegram—but of course it won’t be true, you
know;” and so on.

Several gentlemen seemed to live there for
months spending the time in a state of
luxurious ease, subsisting, as it were, in a
“Castle of Indolence,” and breathing with
lazy enjoyment the balmy Egyptian air.
They were to be seen often sauntering under
the piazzas, or witnessing the trick of some
conjuror in the outer courtyard, or lounging on
cushions in the large vestibule of the hotel, or
listening to the brass band in the Viceroy’s
music garden opposite.

“I say, Jones, just close that curtain
another inch, will you? don’t you see the sun
is taking the shine out of me?”

“No, thank you, old boy; I am not lazy,
you know, but I was born ‘tired.’”

“Ah! just so, and I suppose you have now
got a bone in your arm too;” and so on, with
similar bits of small wit.

The very air of Egypt here suggests repose,
and some travellers—after “doing the Pyramids”
and climbing the citadel, where the finest
view of Cairo is to be had—often thus saunter
away day after day. Some lounge in the bazaars,
probably on a donkey or in an open carriage,
bargaining for half an hour over some purchase
of a few francs’ value, and when completed
all the cheapening is pretty sure to be
lost in getting small change for a sovereign.
Gold seems with these Easterns the one
supremely precious thing in the world; and
when you despair of obtaining any article at
your offer, the presentation of your purse of
gold coins will sometimes carry the day. To
change and exchange other coins for gold
seems a passion with all bankers, bazaar
keepers, dragomans, hotel people, and barbers,
as well as the money changers, who sit at
almost every street corner with their case of
coins of all nations freely displayed.

Of course we visited all the “Lions.” Of
these the chief are the Pyramids, which are at
first disappointing, as all great things appear
to be, especially when first seen from a distance.
But the nearer they are approached
and the longer looked at they seem to swell
in size, and with each new visit their vastness
more and more impresses the mind. There
are seventy Pyramids in all, but most of
them are of sun-burnt brick of inferior size
and considerably decayed. Seven are situated
at Ghizeh, some seven miles south-west
of Cairo on the west of the Nile. The finest
is that of Cheops, of sandstone or limestone,
and is evidently more destroyed by the builders
of Cairo than by time, notwithstanding its immense
age. Its height is 480 feet with a
square base line of 764 feet; its sides front
to the four cardinal points, and the opening is
on its north face, as indeed is the case with
all the Pyramids.[1]

The ascent of the great Pyramid is very
exciting and amusing, and by no means difficult.
I think it was our ladies who were first
on the top. The view from its summit is very
fine, especially southward, up the course of
that hitherto mysterious Nile as far as the eye
can reach—and that a very small part certainly
of its fifteen hundred miles of sparkling
water. The Nile river is unique; instead of
increasing in volume like other rivers as it
flows downward, it gradually decreases, because
it receives no additional streams, while—besides
its annual inundation—it constantly
enriches with its water all its thirsty banks,
and the hot atmosphere refreshes itself all
along that vast length with its evaporation.
On the east the Nile valley is bounded by the
white range of hills bordering the Red Sea,
and on the west is a similar range bordering
upon the great African desert of Sahara. In
the foreground of the vast panorama is Cairo,
and northward the Delta. How refreshing
the green verdure was to the eye beside the
rich warm tints of all else within its range!
The Sphinx, which stands below on the south
distant about 300 feet, is a colossal and very
wonderful piece of art, apparently rising out of
the sand, and standing sixty feet high. It should
if possible be seen at sundown when the stars
begin to peep out. The face, with an absorbed
mystic expression, gazes afar off up the Nile, and
notwithstanding that it is barbarously defaced
by violence, and effaced by forty centuries of
time, the expression of this prince of statues is
altogether most memorable—a singular personification
of oracular Wisdom, Majesty, and
Repose.[2]

The numerous mosques of Cairo are
interesting, but in general have an air of
dilapidation and decay I did not expect in
this great centre. They have a peculiar picturesque
appearance, from their exterior walls
being red and white in horizontal stripes,
about ten inches wide. Inside there is shade,
with quietude and repose well befitting the
tombs of royalty—richly gilded—which some
of them contain. Our guide Josef, reverentially
approaching a small pedestal, gently
moved aside a little faded silk curtain which
covered its sacred surface, and, kneeling down,
devoutly kissed it. This was a piece of rock
on which the great prophet had stood, and
he showed me the black mark of his foot,
which of course remains in proof of the fact.

When we got outside I only remarked that
Mahomet must have had a very large and very
hot foot! Josef, when I accused him of having
neglected both his noon and sunset prayers on
the previous day, explained that the priest told
him that when on duty in our service he might
postpone his devotions till next occasion, if he
then performed them in duplicate or triplicate,
which he seriously assured me he had since
done! Although a man approaching to forty,
and married, he had, along with the peculiar
cunning of his tribe, the apparent simplicity
and openness of a schoolboy.

The Egyptians are an abstemious people: a
pennyworth of rice, and a “joint” of sugar-cane
costing a halfpenny, with perhaps an
orange, and Nile water to drink, may suffice
for the day. There is a very superior orange,
somewhat costly, always supplied at the hotel
table, called “Loose Jacket.” It is similar
to, but not quite
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