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winding over hill and dale, lay the long white
road which led to the hill of Smith’s early vis-
ions—the road on which Susannah had set
forth with Angel Halsey on her wedding -
journey.

“You are a-weary, wife, to-night,” said
Ephraim. He smoothed the hair upon her
.brow. “You have exhausted yourself with
long weeping, and yet: 7

He did not say, “ Have you reason to be-
moan this man’s tragic end?” for he knew
that more sacred memories had caused the
tears; of these some faint jealousy rose in his
breast and kindness sealed his lips:

She told him the truth in very simple
words such as loving women use.

“To-day I seemed to see” (she laid her

- hand across her knit brows) “all the passion

of it again, the wrong, the right, the misery
—from the day that Angel and I went out .
with such young passionate desire to divide
the right from the wrong. I could see Angel
and my baby shot béfore my eyes as Joseph
Smith was shot. It is terrible to see death
come that way. But they are all three lying
now in the perfect peace of death.” She put
her hand in his. “ Then,.dear, my mind came *
back from the rage and terror of war. I
thought of their peace and of you—how God
~has healed my life by your love, and given me
such joy. Is he not able to prov1de for the
healmg of the nations? ”

'THE END. .
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