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wen. Mr, Hogarth, already known as an explover, and who'is
this season working in Asia Minor, Mr. Newberry, the archi-
tect, and My, Carter, the artist. These were all working
under the auspices of the Egyptian Exploration Fund, that
t(‘:'s\ alveady done such good work, that is such a monument
Miss Edward’s energy and perseverance.
Pecei\{tdwas Mr. N(:wbe}:ry whose guest we were and who
to theet us at the door of the house, and let us up the slope
emple that the great Hatasu cut out in the white
:ﬁz‘s‘?ti}l’{n side. What an original and heautiful thing it
Curvin”(we been—those great white terraces a,nd' colonades
ing o 2 up the 11’10u11t:n'1n with the avenues of sphinxs reach-
St':ea.rlrll 1t;ovvzu'ds .the river to face the one that across the
Y ead to mighty Karnak, )

daing] ethad seen before, the park open to the pubhc-—bh}e
eXpedig' inted frescoes that tell the; tale of the great queen’s
corol lon to the ]a',n(} of Punt. Frescoes that are here <‘le<
tiOnz{bl n}ot by Christian or Persian zeal, but by that Tuhl]ec~
seen tﬁ 1abit of this emphasising family quarrels. We had
ese, but it was a different matter to have the whole

Sa;lo()of the bl}ilding and of future excavation wor}{ explain-
and une; To see the ;scah‘t.ered stones of the unique altar
to e Pgbr terrace wln'ch 1115)w01‘k was then to r'ebul]dZ and
"‘Ummiz ‘lew_n their unique h}}d of Christian mummies—
isseups 68 with all the ‘points \vh}ch' should mark a con-
and in-ténu‘n%my of an inferior (lescrlptlol}, })ut still ‘smf_;u'lm'
Symbol, ‘restmg frox-n the mlxture'of Chmstlap and Egyptian
nees \:r?lll Annbis, the Egyptian god, painted above the
and \v,af e painted hands grasped the Christian Cl.l{LI.lCG
in &bhofr; But the true Egyptologistholds the early Christian
it mr‘(,nce. Lunch was merry over camp fare in the bm'e
toom eto-m that served the party as pantry, study, dining-
l‘a\v,inq ‘c. On shelves round the wall were pL:ms and
unci, \2:, pots of jam, and crgckery, and novels. But whs?n
iscui b"«-‘i AOVel‘ and our frle':nd produced two -lzu‘ge tin
loug blueOXL& and revealed their contents as shining, glor-
eming, and green scarabs and beads, what envy )s}mne in
it of 5 be‘yes. Here was a chessman, heve a child’s ball, a
toya 'r'l)(‘)ken necklace or network. _Here were  scatabs,
ong’s’ ﬁ’albiﬂj{, of all dynasties and periods. Oh, to plunge
enty intl(l( 3 l’l'lt() that shinning heap and smuggle the con-

nto one’s pocket.

thag ‘bt({;t ()1{ these treasures were dest‘ine.(,l for the museums
ales of ;}(,1)1 e to the f.und. T.t was amusing to hear some
Priating tl}(u‘(‘hihcult,y in_keeping the workers from appro-
p“"pﬂrﬁo 1ese ﬁn(l.\*: and t;hm'e 1% No (loulv)t tha‘t a curtun:
ShOpg. n always find their way to the Luxor “anteekah’

mol,e'll(:;)diy , instead of the hwnming <life of a .hundred or
every, il ers, there was the most Nabbath of calm over
AN b ng.  Workers and all were away at the Luxor

aSla,
just ggf}(;a"t\ a day that was ! What a ride back in she cool
comj re sunset! But I am speaking of Luxor without
g to the crown of all Tuxor memories—-the hours spent
arnak.  What memories those Karnak ones are!
JUXO(:'HQ? of afternoons when, after a long ride over the
eseng e}()izun to Medamot, or the Coptic cor}vent- on the
ity gmnit—,ge’ we all met at the foot of H.atasu S ()1‘)1]1:'\'1(, and
Spirig 1, © Plﬂtform we spre;mfl the tea—tlm_lgs, and ‘1)011(»(1 the
and ga.tel‘np' Men.lomes of rides around its outlying .pylons
the grea{?\memomes of sunset watched from the height of
Solitary ¢ pylon-—of, best of all, one such watch that I kept
Y from the roof of the great hall, and then when the

Othapcs -
Brs . - .
o 3 Joined me, we abjured theprospect of dinner, and waited
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all 0; the full moon shew through the pillars of the
egan columnsy —grindest work of man’s creation since time

thoué‘}il(t)w‘;l.btempt; to describe [\'_;Ll;ll;tl{. The pen and the
Weok tot Ruskin nngh'b do so. Who 'else could ? It takes
fUI‘lorn 0 undt'arstamd its plan and hlSt()I‘y,. to let 1b.s great
sion of 'teau.by impregnate pne’s he?:u't,,. to print th(?, impres-
ang 1ts f]lfferenb effects in morning joy and evening calm
Moonlight solemnity on one’s memory.
or odds and ends of time in Luxor there was no want
Upation, A half an hour spent in Luxor temple, at our
uxop 0(})11', {ilways supplied some fr‘es.h idea or fact—poor
olq Sai’ shut in by sordid houses, and \v1th that troublesome
v%tin:t. in his mosque on top of half of it, and forev'er pre-
h&lf0° lts excavation. Its noble statues lie half in and
consolut of the rubbish heap of ages, its pylon peers up dis-
ate at the door of the mosque.
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Then there is the endless interest of the “anteekah ”
shops.  Old Mohammed Mahassin in his green turban and
and with his reputation for honesty rather questioned by his
wily, watchful eye. A capitalist is he, and thinks nothing
of selling a hundred pounds or so of goods in one day during
the season.

jreat was the excitement last winter when he sold the
famous Hathor necklace, for which the British museum had
been in treaty, to the wife of a London business magnate.

Against the advice of her friends she decided not to
declare it at the Cairo museum and obtain permission to take
it out of the country, but to try and smuggle it.

The secret was whispered here and there with the re-
sult that a young man to whom the parcel was entrusted
was stopped at Suez and gave it up. A French anonymous
letter had been written from Luxor, where the ‘“anteekah ”
business has many wheels within wheels.

After many negotiations the necklace was restored to
the lady, who, let us trust, was ashamed of the poor part she
had played.

‘And so with our own local interests and gossip the days
went on until at last the one came for leaving Luxor.

Jottings tfrom o Library.—IL
l”[ERE is quaintly swect George Herbert, and the page
A opens at one of his conceits, an anagram on “ Mary :”

How well her name an ““ Army ” doth present,

In whom the ¢“ Lord of Hosts” did pitch His tent.

He can be philosophie, too ; witness the following :—

My God, I heard this day.

That none doth build a stately habitation,
But he that means to dwell therein.
What house more stately hath there been,

Or can be, than is man ¥ to whose creation

All things are in decay.

We would fain tarry, but the shelves are awaiting their
charge. Ah! but erratic William Blake must be peeped
into -—

Love seeketh not itself to please,
Nor for itself hath any care,
But for another gives its ease,
And builds a heaven in hell’s despadr.

Why did the strange genius spoil that love song by

finishing with the paradox :
Love sceketh only se// to please,
To bind another to its delight,
Joy in another’s loss of ease,
And builds 2 hell in heaven’s despite.
And burly, eynical, stately Samuel Johnson, strange
. g .y’ . - . . . J (=]

mixture of childish simplicity, boorishness, and stern inde-
pendence, standing in the market place of his native town
during a drenching shower doing penance for a word hastily
spoken, sending a guinea to the impecunious Goldsmith in
distress (who, with his landlady pressing for rent, broke
the guines on a bottle of madeira), and hurrying after to
continue the service; penning to the Courtly Chesterfield
those lines of classic beauty and insulted dignity. “T
hope it is no very cynical asperity mnot to confess
obligations where 1o benefit .has been received, or
to be unwilling that the public should consider me as owing
that to a patron which Providence has enabled me to do for
mvself.” Intensely honest and genuine in heart we can
afford to smile at his strong Tory and High Church prejudices
which even appear in his dictionary definitions, e.g. (remem-
bering that Walpole and a Whig Ministry were in power),
«ixcise—a hateful tax levied upon commodities, and adjudg-
ed, not by the common judges of property but wretches hired
by those to whom th? excise is paid.” By the way, is there
an original Johnson’s Dictionary in the library of the
Opposition at Ottawa? Campaign literature might be
enriched thereby.

Oliver Goldsmith, too, with his charming ¢ Vicar of
Wakefield,” have our modern novels supplanted such ? Tf so,
we are the losers thereby. In the “Man in Black,” who comes
before us in the Citizen of the World,” may we not trace
the personal experience-of the author and the character of
the father? The country c!ergygna.n, “ passing rich on forty
r,” ever exceeding his possibilities, readily impos-
gave ere charity began,” so much so
ed to present a claim for payment,

pounds a year, €Ve
ed upon, “his Pity
that « when justice call

R R A




