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I WON’T STAY 
ANOTHER NIGHT IN 
THIS LOUSY DUMP!

We just spent  
a whole month 

in quarantine in the 
outskirts of Alexandria 
to escape the plague. 
Some home comforts 

would have  
been nice.

But we’re in Cairo now!
If Mr Baghos hadn’t done us the favor 
of lending us his house, we’d be out on 

the street.

It can’t be much worse than this.

The Pacha can’t be too fond of his 
interpreter if he lets him live in a 

place like this.

He said it was his second home.

I’m sure he lives here and he just 
took his family to go stay with his 

brother or his cousin. 

Look what
I found!

Oh, a little tea set, that’ll make us feel right  
at home!

That must have cost you a fortune!

Not at all, boss. I managed to 
haggle the price right down.
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Please,  
sir, can you 
spare some 
change?

Give me one good 
reason to give you 

money.

Just some 
change, sir!                             

Let go!
Sir, please!

James, give him something
and then we can go.

He should work if he wants to 
earn money.

One pound?

You should have haggled!
Now all the kids around 
here  are going to start 

harassing us.

It doesn’t matter, we’ll be at the pyramids, 
anyway.

Look, there’s a market!

Are you mad?
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Mmh, what
a lovely smell!

Hey!

Come on, the 
expedition

starts at 10.

I’ve had enough of run-down shacks 
and big cities and I don’t want to die 

before seeing the pyramids.

You don’t want to buy 
some tea, f irst?
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M
r. Turner, an English friend with whom we rented a boat to sail down the Nile from Alexandria, 

had been given an escort by the pasha to guide him around one of the Seven Wonders of the 

World: the pyramids. We decided to join him on this expedition and ended up meeting several 

other European characters along the way, all coming from the upper middle class.

No, I’m not their  
son, I’m their  

business partner. 
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Giambattista…

Giambattista…

Wake up, 
Giambattista, we  

have to go.

Are you sure ?  
I’m exhausted.

Come ooon.

The sunrise will  
be beautiful from  

up there.
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Wow! It’s even more 
impressive at night!

One, two…
three!

What on earth 
are you…?

I can’t climb in my dress.

But! Someone 
might see you!

I’m not worried, 
they’re all asleep.

Are you coming?
Last one to reach the 

top is Napoleon!



Le brouillard se dissipe. Au sud, de petites pyramides marquent 

l’étendue de l’ancienne cité de Memphis, tandis qu’à l’ouest, le 

désert s’étend à perte de vue. Le Nil serpente à travers les plaines 

fertiles qu’il arrose jusqu’à la mer. À l’est, Le Caire élève ses 

nombreux minarets au pied du mont Mokattam.
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About time!

The mist clears. To the south, smaller pyramids mark the limits of the 

ancient city of Memphis, while to the west, the desert stretches out 

into the distance. The Nile snakes it way through the fertile plains all 

the way to the sea. To the east, the minarets of Cairo stand proud at 

the foot of mount Mokattam.
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WE’RE NOT 
MOVING!

Your home is just as 
outstanding as your 

hospitality, Mr Baghos.

My second home.

Do you like it?
Oh yes, my wife is 
over the moon.

The little port of Boulaq is 
a little more tranquil than 

downtown Cairo.

I heard that it can take 
weeks to get an audience 

with the pasha.

We’re so lucky you mana-
ged to arrange a meeting 

for us so quickly.

Oh, it was easy. The pasha 
would never say no to his 

interpreter.



I am his gateway to the West.

…and the pasha is fascinated by 
the latest advances in technology…

AAAAH THAT HURT!
WHAT, IS HE CRAZY?  
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I
t was my first encounter with one of the pasha’s soldiers. His cane, like a 

shepherd’s crook, was so sharp it left me with a deep wound. I learned 

afterward that many soldiers were very angry at the fact that they were being 

forced into service like in Europe. They had to keep in line, train all day long and 

the first to complain would be thrown into a ditch. Seeing a well-dressed European 

was too tempting an opportunity for cowardly revenge…

Awaiting my recovery, I am currently cooped up in our Boulaq shack for a month. The 

pyramids haven’t got anything on the daily spectacle I see out my window. These 

people constantly putting up and taking down tents, walking around with their fami-

lies, sitting on the ground smoking, singing, praying while standing, kneeling, head 

to the ground, all in an indescribable cacophony of sound which never subsides, not 

even after nightfall.
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Whew! It’s so 
hot!

HELLOOO,
ANYBODY HOME?
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Can’t you smell this 
delicious lamb? That’s  

not lamb,
it’s chicken.

You moved, 
James.

I told you to 
stay still.

The guy told me “dujaj”,  
that means “lamb”.

“Dujaj” means chicken.

Hmm, there is a slight resemblance.                                    

Let’s see!

Oh. I look like my 
grandmother.

It’s not about resemblance. What matters in art 
is the elegance of the line.

Yeah but if you 
draw a sheep 

and it looks like 
a chicken, then 
something’s not 

right.

Alright, should 
we tuck in to this 

tagine?

It’s chicken. It smells 
like chicken.

Isn’t this 
mule meat?
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My hydraulic mechanism is capable,
with the aid of just one ox…

…to bring in as much water from 
the Nile as machines that currently 

require 4 oxen!

This guarantees a huge 
increase in…       
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If I may?
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It’s the pasha’s jester! He shaved his 
beard and borrowed clothes from the 

apothecary!

What a 
funny
joke!

Mr Belzoni, 
please 

continue.

Ah, um...
Yes…

As I was saying…
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…My hydraulic 
mechanism is capable 

of…

The pasha’s doctor…

He wasn’t able to put 
together an electric 
machine that was 
sent from England.

A birthday present 
from his majesty the 

King.

It must be an 
electrostatic machine.

Tell him I know 
how to put it 

together.
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He says that if you  
can do it, he’ll spare  

the doctor.

But if you fail, he’ll chop off both  
your heads.

My head is very high up.
The executioner would
have to reach it, f irst.


