The geologist

I see orange sand for miles, I hear the sound of hulks communicating to there friends. I feel soft silky sand, I smell flesh of eaten goats. “I think I’m lost” I said to my self. I’ve walked for miles with the sun blazing down on me. Suddenly the sound of life occurred to me, It was shouts of a tribe. I ran as fast as i could to get there, I finely got there. I thought if these people wasn’t here I could of died. I asked “Can I have some water”, I thought hope they speak English. They replied “Corse you can”, I asked them “what’s the time” They said “6:30”.   Then I asked “how far is the airport?”. They replied “At least six hours on foot. If you want to get there you will have to leave in the morning”.  

I started to tell them about me, I said “I am called Rick and I am 46 years old. I have got lost on a trip, the only thing I have is this suitcase and the things I have in it. I’m a geologist , I have goggles in the suitcase so I can brush the sand to find fossils. I have a broken compass that’s  the reason I got lost!.......      
