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stood by signs, and pointing to my mouth with my
finger. They continued pouring water over my
face, arms, and bhands; at last I was able to swal-
low a small mouthful.  This enabled me to ask,
¢ Who are you? When they heard me speak, they
expressed their joy, and answered me, ¢Tear
nothing; farfrom being robbers, we are yourfriends?’
—and every one mentioned his name. They poured
again over me a still greater quantity of water—gave
me some to drink—flled some of my leathern bags,
and left me in haste, as every minute spent by themn
in this place was precious to them, and could not be
repaired.

“The attack of thirst is perceived all of a sud-
den, by an extreme gridity of the skin ; the eyes ap-
pear to be bloody ; the tongue and mouth, both in~
side and outside, are covered with a crust of the
thickness of a crown-piece: the crustis ofa dark
colour, ofan insipid taste, and of a consistence Jike
the soft wax from the bee-hive, A fuintness of lan-
guor takes away the power to move ; a kind of knot
1n the throat and diapiragm, attended with great
pain, interrupts respiration. Some windering tears
escape fram the eyes, and, at last, the sufferer drops
down to the earth, and in a few minutes loses all
consciousness. These are the symptoms which I
remarked in my unfortunate travellers, and which
I experienced myself.

« My Bedoucens, and my faithful Salem, were
gone in different directions to find out some water,
and two hours afterwards returned, one after ano-
ther, carrying along with them good or bad water
as they had been ;z?zle to find it.  Every one pre~
sented me part of what he had brought. I was
abliged to taste it, and drank twenty tiues; but as
soan as I swallowed it my morih became as dry ps



