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WTIIAT EGYPT CAN TEA'.:CL US.

[W THE EDITOR.

TIIE aýtlmosphIeriC Cifeets On the Nile are a never-ending source
of delighlt: The dawn seems to corne ont of the sky with a rush,
brightening quicklv into broad dayligit. The rnornings are
(lghitfully clear and cool, the air so transparent that the many
grrottues and tombs in the clifl's are seen %vith great distictness.
Tow'ards noon the glîire is intenise, shiniing on the vellow cliff's
ani on the deep greeii of the hean and clover fielIds; but ox'er-
head the blue vauit of the sky' reveals a, fathomnless depth of
spaee. As the day wvanes, the colour of the cliffs deepenis to a
lovelv rose pink, w'ith deep purple shadows, the river becomes a,
rich Nwine colour, or as if smitten again into blood. A% it refiects
t.he level rays of the sun, it becomnes, like the aipocalyýptie sea o?
glass mingled %vithi fire. A strange afterg'olowv suffuqes the skv,
iike that whicli I have seen in California and the highl Alps. It
is (lestribed cas " like the teniporary comiing back of liflé to a
corpse." At night, in this dry atmiospbere, the stars shine like
lambent lainps, Venus and Jupiter throwing- bright reflections
upon the waves, and the w~hite lighit o? the inoon bathes the
whole land and water scape in a wondrous sheen, and touches
with silver now thc feathery foliage o? a palni, now the wh-.Iite
dome and minaret o? a-. mosque, and now transfigurés into ala-
bastei' the mud hut of a fellah.

"The Nie," says Mr. Weymouth. "is eniphaticaliy the riverof the dead.
It is a river of tombs and temples. The miscrable Arab towns and villages
alotig its banks have no more to say to it than thc fungi upoXI the trunk of

fallen tree have to do wvith its past vigour. The least imaginative traveller
cannot fail to be touched by the romnance of the great river. From source
to niouth it is enveloped in mystery. It riscs iii the heart of the Dark
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