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two or three books before her. One of them 
was open and to it from time to time she 
dropped her eyes. She raised them soon 
again to look straight into the air, as if she 
saw beyond walls into the reality where he 
was. There was no trouble in her eyes, nor 
sorrow, nor anxiety. In every feature there 
was peace, with the look of expectation.

He did not try at once to enter into com
munication with her. It was enough for 
him to study the pure face with its expression 
of repose. But he followed her thought as 
her eyes fell to the page of the book again. It 
was as if he were reading the words himself :

“And if Christ be not raised, your faith is vain; ye 
are yet in your sms. ... If in this life only we have 
hope in Christ, we are of all men most miserable. But 
now is Christ risen from the dead, and become the 
first fruits of them that slept. For since by man came 
death, by man came also the resurrection of the dead.”

She lifted her eyes and reflected on that. 
He drew nearer, bending over and about her. 

“Molly, I’m here.”
He saw her expression brighten. It was 

almost as if she had said, “Yes, I know.”
“I want you to know, darling, that I’m 

not coming home.”
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