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PREFACE.
..................

    PLACED IN AN AMPHITHEATRE OF boundless extent, and surrounded by an immense variety of objects, young persons are naturally inquisitive, and delighted with every new accession of knowledge; and as truth is no longer deemed incompatible with amusement, the most pleasing mode of conveying the former appears to be to be blend it with the latter.

    Influenced by such a motive, the compiler of this little volume is induced to place it in the Juvenile Library; and she is happy in having an opportunity of acknowledging her thanks to the enterprising traveller, who has politely given her his permission to do so.

    


FRUITS

OF
EENTERPRISE

    CHAP. I.
..................

    “The last—the very last pyramid! dear Laura,” exclaimed the little Bernard, as he climbed upon his sister’s chair, and surveyed a sketch that she was copying, from one in a large folio volume.

    “And now, when you have shaded the side of that pyramid, will you draw the wheel of my cart? I am quite, quite tired of your tombs, and your pillars, and your ruins, and your monuments, falling this way and that way:—I would much rather know how to draw the spokes of the wheels of my little cart:—it is impossible for me to finish my picture;—you see I have made my waggon turning down a shady lane,—it is evening—the lamps are lit on the posts—the moon is peeping behind the trees, and the smoke is rising from the chimnies of my carter’s cottage—but my poor cart has no wheels because I cannot draw spokes—and now, is that tiresome pyramid done, dear Laura?”

    “If you knew all that renders those pyramids so interesting to Laura, my love,” said Bernard’s mother, “you would not be in such great haste to see them finished; indeed I believe you would willingly give up the pleasure of seeing your own little picture completed, to watch your sister draw hers.”

    “Indeed, mamma!” exclaimed the lively boy,—“where are they, and why do you think that the account of them will amuse me so much?”

    “My story is a long one,” replied his mother, “so I will not begin it till after tea, and then we can go on without interruption.”

    “Oh, mother! that will be delightful! quite delightful! for we can have a settled evening; and as to my cart, Laura may put in the spokes to-morrow—the wheels will not signify for one night, will they, mamma?” exclaimed Bernard, and, without waiting for an answer, he jumped up, fetched his little straw-hat from its hook in the hall, and ran across the lawn, to tell Owen and Emily, who were busily engaged training a white clematis round one of the pillars of the alcove. They quickly returned together. Tea was dispatched, and the cheerful group repaired to the library. The maps were laid open on the library table. Laura seated herself between her two brothers, and Emily, whose blue eyes sparkled with joy, placed herself by the side of her mother.

    “And now, why did you think that Laura’s picture would please me so much, mamma?” said Bernard; “where are those pyramids?”

    “Think for a moment, my dear. Do you not know the name of the country so renowned for these famous mementos of ancient art?—you have often been told.”

    Bernard paused—“In Egypt, mamma,—in Egypt, an ancient kingdom of Africa.”

    “Can you give me any account of Egypt—do you know any thing respecting that country?”

    Bernard paused again, but Emily looked up wishfully and said,

    “May I tell you what I know, mamma?” Her mother nodded assent.

    “Egypt,” said Emily, “consists of a narrow vale on both sides of the Nile, bounded by ridges of mountains or hills. Nubia is on the south; on the west it joins the great sandy deserts; on the north it is washed by the Mediterranean; and on the east by the Red Sea, except where it is joined to Asia by the narrow neck of land called the Isthmus of Suez.”

    “I recollect more about Egypt, now that Emily mentions the Nile,” exclaimed her little brother; “I have often heard of the rushes that grew on the banks of that river—the people used to make their paper of them, and write all their books upon it—all that they wrote;—they placed the thin leaves of the stem one over the other, then flattened them, and platted them as Fanny plats her little paper mats; so that one leaf lay one way and another way, and then they were stuck together with the muddy water of the Nile, and the leaves were dried and pressed with heavy weights—and rubbed and pressed again a great many times.”

    “And,” said Owen, “papa has often told us that in Egypt there is very little rain, and that the Nile at certain periods overflows its banks, and carries with its waters a rich mud, which renders the soil fruitful, without that labour which the farmers in England are obliged to bestow, before the fields are fit to receive the grain. In Egypt, they have only to put the seeds into the ground.”

    “But if the Nile should not overflow, just when they expected it,” said Bernard, “what would they do then?”

    ‘“This sometimes happens,” said Laura, “but you will hear by and bye of the means which have been taken to prevent the famine which is generally occasioned by such a calamity, and of the mode which is used to supply the deficiency, if the river do not afford its usual assistance.”

    “Well, mamma,” said Owen, “now that we know where Egypt is—now for the pyramids:—whereabouts are they, and for what purpose were they erected?”

    “Not so fast, my love. Let us proceed gradually. I have not yet told you that Egypt is divided into Upper, Middle, and Lower; and that it is a country renowned in history, having been once the seat, if not the parent of the sciences. It is not only remarkable for those surprising monuments of antiquity, the famous pyramids, which baffle the researches of the deepest antiquary to fix upon their origin, but also for many other “glorious structures,” astonishing remains of ancient temples, pompous palaces, obelisks, columns, statues, and paintings. Thus is Egypt rendered so interesting; and it is at the present time peculiarly so to us, because a gentleman has lately, with indefatigable zeal, made many researches in that country, and his curious discoveries among the pyramids and temples have excited the public attention in no small degree. He has spent many years in this arduous employment, and is now amply compensated in knowing that they have not been spent in vain.”

    “Oh mamma!” exclaimed Emily, “tell me the name of this gentleman:—why did he go there? Was he fond of antiquities? How did he manage to enter the pyramids? and what did he find in them?”

    “I cannot give a reply to so many questions in a breath, my little girl; however I will answer one of them:—the name of the gentleman I mentioned is Belzoni.”

    “A native of England, mamma?” “No: a native of Padua.” “Padua, an ancient, large, and celebrated city of Italy,” said Laura, as she pointed to the map.

    “Is it all true that you are going to tell us, mother?” said Owen.

    “Perfectly true. The account I purpose giving you of Egypt and Nubia is taken from Belzoni’s own Travels, recently published; you may therefore rely on its correctness.

    “Unfortunate circumstances falling out in his native country, compelled Belzoni to leave it, and about twenty years ago he came to England. Here he married, and contrived to live on his own industry, and the knowledge he had acquired in various branches whilst at Rome, in which city he had spent many of his juvenile hours. He now turned his thoughts to hydraulics, a science to which he had before paid attention, and which in the end was the principal cause of his going to Egypt.”

    “I must interrupt you, dear mamma,” said Bernard, “will you tell me what is meant by hydraulics, and why Belzoni should go into Egypt on that account?”

    “The science which has for its object the motion of fluids is called hydraulics, and its principal object is to furnish us with the means of conducting water from one situation to another by canals or other means. Belzoni imagined that a hydraulic machine would be of great use in Egypt to irrigate the fields, which want water only to make them produce at any time of the year.”

    “Then the soil is fertile, and the climate warm, I suppose, mamma?” said Owen.

    “Yes: the soil of Egypt is particularly noted for the fertility occasioned by its wonderful river; and, while thinking of this, we are led to observe the two beautiful prospects which, owing to it, Egypt exhibits at two seasons of the year. During our summer the climate there is excessively warm, and it is impossible to describe a scene more delightful than that which the country presents at the first overflowing of the Nile; the spectator beholds a spacious sea, spotted with innumerable towns and villages, sometimes contrasted with groves of palm-trees, while a magnificent display of sylvan and mountainous scenery bounds the extensive prospect.

    On the contrary, if the view be taken when our gardens and fields are clothed in the robes of winter, the whole country there resembles one large meadow, covered with the finest verdure, and enamelled with the choicest flowers; the plains embellished with flocks and herds; the air, pure and salubrious, scented with orange and lemon blossoms, which blow in luxuriance.”

    “I should like to live in Egypt, mamma!” exclaimed Bernard.

    “But inconveniences are to be met with there, as well as every where else, my love. The heat is oppressive to all who are unused to it: indeed, the southerly winds are sometimes so sultry as to oblige the natives to immure themselves in vaults or caves; and not unfrequently these winds raise such clouds of sand as to obscure the light of the sun, and, even to those who are used to them, to be almost insupportable. The people call them poisonous winds, or winds of the Desert, and, during the three days that they generally last, the streets are forsaken; and in a melancholy condition is the unfortunate traveller, whom they surprise remote from shelter.”

    “I wonder,” exclaimed Emily, “whether Belzoni ever encountered them. Do you think he did, mamma?”

    “I will begin my account, and then you may hear a description of the various adventures he met with.”

    Mrs. A. then began to relate some circumstances of Belzoni’s Researches in Egypt and Nubia.

    “Some years after Mr. Belzoni had resided in England, he formed the resolution of going to the south of Europe; and, taking Mrs. Belzoni with him, he visited Portugal and Spain, and afterwards the small but important isle of Malta, which lies to the south of Sicily, and is celebrated for its fine port and for the strength of its fortifications, now belonging to Great Britain. Hence they embarked for Egypt, and arrived in safety at Alexandria.”

    Emily.—Here is Alexandria, mamma, on the sea-coast: I have found it marked on the map.

    Mrs. A.—On entering the harbour of this city, Belzoni was informed that the plague was there. To an European, who had never been in that country, this was alarming intelligence. Happily, however, it nearly ceased in a short time; and as his principal view was to go on to Cairo, he hired a boat, and they embarked with an English gentleman, who was going up the Nile.

    Bernard.—Here is Cairo, the capital of Egypt, mamma: to the south of Alexandria.

    Mrs. A.—This city is one hundred miles from the mouth of the Nile. Owing to contrary winds, it was some days before our travellers landed at Boolac, within a mile of it. At this place a bustling scene presented itself, and the majestic appearance of Turkish soldiers in various costumes, Arabs, of many tribes, boats, camels, horses, and asses, all in motion, formed a striking picture. Immediately after landing, they went to Cairo; but, as the holy fathers of the convent of Terrasanta could not receive women within their walls, they were accommodated in an old house at Boolac, belonging to a gentleman, the interpreter of Mahomed Ali, and director of all foreign affairs. He was a man of great acuteness of understanding, and well disposed towards strangers.

    Bernard.—Who is Mahomed Ali, mamma?

    Mrs. A.—The Turkish Viceroy, or Bashaw, by whom Egypt is governed.

    Owen.—I am glad that this interpreter was agreeably disposed towards strangers, as I suppose that Belzoni had to apply through his means to the Bashaw respecting his hydraulic machine, for which purpose he went to Egypt, you know.
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    Mrs. A.—Travellers are frequently obliged to submit to inconvenience, and so were ours. The house they inhabited was so old and out of repair, that it appeared every moment as though ready to fall on their heads: all the windows were shut up with broken wooden rails; the staircase was in so bad a condition, that scarcely a step was left entire; the door was merely fastened by a pole placed against it, having neither lock nor any thing else to secure the entrance. There were many rooms in the house, but the ceiling in all of them was in a most threatening state. The whole furniture consisted of a single mat, in one of the best rooms, which they considered as the drawing room.

    Bernard (laughing).—Oh! what a curious drawing-room! supposing ours had only a mat in it! But go on, dear mamma.

    Mrs. A.—No chairs are to be had in this country; so they sat on the ground, and a box and a trunk served as a table. Fortunately, they had a few plates, as well as knives and forks; and James, an Irish lad, whom they took with them, procured a set of culinary articles.

    Such were the accommodations our enterprising travellers met with at Boolac!

    Although Belzoni’s chief object was not to see antiquities at that time, yet he felt desirous of visiting the famous pyramids.

    Emily.—That was right, as he was so near them. I think I have heard you say, that they are at the foot of those mountains which separate Europe from Libya.

    Mrs. A.—The English gentleman who accompanied Belzoni up the Nile obtained an escort of soldiers from the Bashaw, and went with him to the pyramids one evening, intending to ascend one of them the following morning to see the sun rise. Accordingly, they were on the top long before the dawn of day. The scene they beheld delighted them, being grand and majestic beyond description. A mist over the wide sandy plains formed a veil which vanished gradually as the sun rose, and at length opened to their view that beautiful land, once the site of Memphis. The distant view of the smaller pyramids, on the south, marked the extension of that vast capital; while the solemn spectacle of the immense sandy desert on the west, stretching as far as the eye could reach, inspired sublime feelings. The fertile land on the north, with the winding course of the Nile descending towards the sea; the rich appearance of Cairo and its glittering minarets; the beautiful plain, which extends from the pyramids to that city; the thick groves of palm-trees in the midst of the fertile valley, altogether formed a scene Belzoni was well calculated to enjoy.

    Bernard.—Mamma, I do not understand how Belzoni mounted the Pyramid.

    Mrs. A.—There are steps on the outside, and by them he ascended it.

    Having gratified his admiration, he went with his friend round the next pyramid, examined several of the mausoleums, and returned to Cairo, highly delighted with having seen a wonder they had long desired, but never supposed they should have the pleasure of beholding.

    A few days after this time, a party was formed to go to Sacara by water. After visiting the pyramids at that place, they returned to Cairo, except Mr. Turner, the English gentleman, and Belzoni, who went on to Dajior, and examined the remains of many other pyramids there. When they came back to the Nile, it was quite night, and they had to pass several villages before they reached a place where they could embark for Cairo. Their road laid through a cluster of palm-trees, which, as the moon was just rising, had a solemn effect. Some of the Arabs were dancing to the usual tunes of their tambourines, and, forgetting their masters, the Turks, were happy for a time. At length, Belzoni and his friend took a small boat, and arrived in Cairo before morning. Two days after this time, the former was to be presented to the Bashaw on the subject of his hydraulic project.

    Emily.—I hope the Bashaw was pleased with it, after Belzoni had taken so much pains to promote the comfort of his people.

    Mrs. A.—But poor Belzoni met with an unfortunate accident, which detained him for some time. He received a violent blow on the leg, from a soldier who was passing on horseback, and was obliged to be taken to the convent of Terrasanta.

    Bernard.—It must have been very desolate to be laid up at such a place; and yet the convent was, perhaps, more comfortable than that shabby old house at Boolac. Did he soon recover, mamma? I think that cruel soldier had never heard your favourite sentence, “Do as you would be done by.”

    Mrs. A.—The common feelings of humanity were strangers to his bosom. Belzoni, however, was well enough in a few days to be presented to the Bashaw.

    Owen.—I do not like to interrupt you, mamma; but is the Bashaw in the place of a king? What sort of government is it in Egypt?

    Mrs. A.—The form of government in Egypt is called an aristocracy.

    Owen.—What is an aristocracy, mamma? I know that despotism implies the will of the monarch to be the law, and that a limited monarchy, as in England, indicates that the king has only a part of the supreme power in common with some of his subjects; but I do not understand what you mean by an aristocracy.

    Mrs. A.—An aristocracy is a republican state, wherein the supreme power is consigned to nobles and peers. Since Egypt has been under the dominion of the Turks, it has been governed by a Bashaw, who resides at Cairo, and who has under him inferior governors in several parts of the country.

    Emily.—I observed, mamma, when you were talking of the Arabs enjoying the moonlight under the palm-trees, and playing upon their tambourines, that you said they were forgetting their masters, the Turks. What have Turks to do in Egypt?

    Mrs. A.—The inhabitants of Egypt are composed of different races of people. The Turks, who think themselves entitled to be masters of the country, because the Arabs (who are another race) were conquered by them: then there are the Copts, who are descended from the first Egyptians; as well as many others, under different denominations.

    And now, having wandered from our subject, we will pursue it.

    Bernard.—Oh, mamma! I want to hear some of Belzoni’s adventures and escapes!

    Mrs. A.—Adventures are delightful things, provided an escape follows. But you must have patience, my boy.

    Belzoni made an arrangement with the Bashaw, and undertook to erect a machine which would raise as much water with one ox as the machines of the country with four.
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