
CHAPTER V

AN EVENING IN THE DESERT
Father Gregorv put out the candles which wereburmng on the altar in the Uttle chapel, wherrheand some of his friends had just read together theevening office; and coming^ut into the white!walled garden he stood for awhile in the semi-

?rS^ce.
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He was very proud of this little plantation; for

the group of hardy date palms, was scarcely to bfdistinguished from the barren desert around^ where

h^/fi"l k"-,.''!^'^^
°^ ^^^ *=°'^d exist. When hehad first built his settlement he had marked out theprospective flower beds in orderly squares, and haddug away the gravel and lifeless%oil froik each to

fill h'' ?1
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filled up these excavations with rich earth broughtup from the Nile bank by a string of camels-3mto each bed a little brick gutter had l^en Ir^ctedleading from the well in the outer courtyard Anhours work each evening sufficed to irrigate the

buckef % ^"i ^
''^"f

'" t""^ ^t the rope andbucket. Now, as he stood musing in the peaceful

^^Unl'.r^"^}'- ""' <=°''W hear the'^walergurghng along the ducts, and could see beyond thearchway the dim form of the man who happened
to be taking his turn at the well-a black-be£ded,M


