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whichi we smelled be1Èore we saw it. It proved to be a perfect ari-
osity shop of everything aromatie. There wvas no attempt at
arr-angement; it ivas a mere medley of sandal.wood boxes and
roaries, incenýe -in every form, liquid perftimes and seented
powders, balsanis and spicy gunis.

The keen.eyed, sharp-faced old mnan who presided, hardly
deigned to look at us; he evidently did flot care to deal with
ccdogs of Christians."1 When we stated our wishes he rather
unwillingly produced a shabby box fi lied with grcasy cloths, from

whicb he drew a bottie haif full of yellow oil, and as he poured
this carefully into a tiny phial the ricli fragrance filled the room,
w ith almost oppressive sweetness. No other perfume is so volatile;

it vaprrates almost in the act of pouring, as we had already
diseovered to our cost. We understood the haste with whieh the old
man corked and wrapped, his bottie, whose contents, if lie eould
seli them in Anierica, would enable him. to retire from business.

To visit ail the bazaars of Damascus would fnrnish interesting
o3cupation for a month, and we bad flot quite tbree days for the

122


