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desert of Zin, and the later seer and singer, she

who had her judgment-seat under the palm tree of

Dehorah.

Withal, however, the monk was uncomfortable.

The words of his Hegumen pursued him. Should he
tell the Princess ? Assailed by doubts, he followed

her to the lookout on the edge of the promontory.

Seating herself, she glanced over the wide field

of water below; from the vessels there, she gazed

across to Asia ; then up at the sky, full to its bluest

depth with the glory of day. At length she asked

:

" Have you heard from Father Hilarion ?

"

"Not yet," Sergius replied.

"I was thinking of him," she continued, "He
used to tell me of the primitive church—the Church
of the Disciples. One of his lessons returns to me.

He seems to be standing where you are. I hear his

voice. I see his countenance. I remember his words

:

* The brethren while of one faith, because the creed

was too simple for division, were of two classes, as

they now are and will always be '—ay, Sergius, as

they will always be!—'But,' he said, 'it is worthy
remembrance, my dear child, unlike the present

habit, the rich held their riches with the under-

standing that the brethren all had shares in them.

The owner was more than owner; he was a trus-

tee charged with the safe-keeping of his property,

and with farming it to the best advantage, that he

might be in condition to help the greatest number of

the Christian brotherhood according to their neces-

sities.' . I wondered greatly at the time, but not now.

The delight I have to-day confirms the Father; for

it is not in my palace and garden, nor in my gold,

but in the power I derive from them to give respite

from the grind of poverty to so many less fortunate


