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Travels are like dreamsé.they are lived through the mind, though the body is the vehicle. When the 

particular journey ends, the mind lives it over and over, and the real, and the thought, and the felt merge 

into a memory, and that fades and it seems the journey was a dream. So, I'll try to share the travels before 

the tactile sensations become too vague to recall. 

 

Seeing into the lives of the Bedouin was for me another long held desire. Many of us who are 

fascinated by Saluqis have also been fascinated by the peoples who have bred them and the adventures of 

those westerners who have traveled through the domains of the breed. Having read Lady Anne's 

Pilgrimage, accompanied by her husband, and "the desert 

queen", Gertrude Bell's story of marching with her retinue 

of servants, gowns, china, linens, armed with her rifle and 

pistols, the "romance" seeps into one's expectations. Then 

there is Raswan, Davenport, Dumas, Brown with their 

wonderful horse adventures. The only really grim stories I 

remembered were from Charles Doughty's Travels in Arabia 

Deserta; all the others were full of exhilaration and 

freedom! The Bedouin, all Bedouin, any Bedouin, had 

assumed mythical personage in my mind. I had to see real 

Bedouin in Sinai. 

 

Though Clinton Bailey had made many treks with 

the Bedouin of Sinai over the thirty-two years that he has 

been collecting material on the cultures, poetry, proverbs, 

and legal systems of the various tribes, the trip I 

accompanied him on was only a few days to clarify and 

elaborate on material for the book he is readying for 

publication. The data collection method used was 
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ethnographic research which demands long hours of discussion for the researcher to attempt to understand 

and accurately record the world view, the perspective and knowledge of the people being studied. Once 

every few months Dr. Bailey returns to the camps 

and houses of Bedouin "experts" in the areas he is 

studying, to review and refine his understanding 

and revise his material. 

 

I was the silent observer of this process. 

The only assertive gesture that I made was asking 

permission to take photographsé..which I did in 

every setting. In all settings, other than the meeting 

with Anez (who I had actually photographed upon 

our arrival, as part of the general oasis setting, 

without knowing who he was), people nodded 

assent. By accompanying Dr. Bailey I was walking 

into the real world of real Bedouin for a few 

moments of their real lives. Since I, too, am an 

ethnographer, though my work has been predominantly in American and Native American classrooms, in 

the area of language use and cross-cultural communication, my attention, what little I could focus, was 

naturally drawn to the personal interactions of the people around me. 

 

I quickly realized that wealth is its own 

calling card, among the Bedouin of the deserts as 

among westerners. Women travelers like Lady 

Anne and Gertrude Bell were treated "as men" for 

the most part. In all cultures there is a "society of 

women" and this is certainly the case in Bedouin 

culture. In Lady Anne's writing one glimpses into 

it because she often mentions leaving the men and 

going to visit with the wives and children, making 

it quite clear 

that they 

live separate 

lives, apart 

from the 

men. Gertrude Bell, on the other hand, dresses in her evening gown 

and dines with the Sheikhs. She must have been quite incredible. I, 

however, had been instructed to be unobtrusive so as not to disrupt 

the intense effort of concentration involved in the data collection 

process. I was left totally 

to my own thoughts. 

 

 Sinai, as I said, 

was pure emotion. In 

such vast barrenness, 

awesome in a primeval 

way, the human body, 

human existence is so 

clearly tenuous, so 

clearly dependant on 

water, on meager 


