THE MOR

“ My husband,” faltered Slﬂ};mnah, “but
he is dead.”

It would appear that her words tallied
with some conclusion he had been drawing
concerning her, for without further parley

Susannah found herself being led in a formal -

manner down the companion-way. The brief
report which she had given of herself had. pre-
ceded her through the boat: She heard the
passengers whom she left on the deck making
sentimental remarks. Two coloured girls
who were washing dishes in .a pantry came
to its door and gasped with emotion as they
stared at her. In the saloon the coloured
. waiters gaped.

At the farther end of the saloon a stout
and magnificent lady in silk and diamonds
- was seated before innumerable viands which

were spread in circles around her plate. She -

stopped eating while her husband -presented
Susannah. She alone of all upon the boat
seemed~to be overburdened by no surge .of
. sentiment or curiosity. .She was a most com-
fortable person. '
Seated in safety beside her,Susannah could
indulge the pent-up indignation of Her out-
raged spirit in silent musings upon Smith’s
degradation and,_the certain downfall of all
rigliteousness under the new tyranny. And
yet—and yet—the -shock of the last few days,
forcibly as it vibrated through all her nature,
could not eradicate the sympathy of years—
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the memories of Hiram and Kirtland, Haun’s
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