GOING WEST

Whatever was passing through her mind,
she nodded, though no shade fell on her bright
face.

“I'm well,” he continued. ‘“You must
think of me as happy and as taken care of.”

Again there was that nod, as if she assented
to something she had heard. Presently she
began to read again:

“Then cometh the end, when he shall have deliv-
ered up the kingdom to God, even the Father; when
he shall have put down all rule and all authority and
power. For he must reign, till he hath put all enemies
under his feet. The last enemy that shall be de-
stroyed is death.”

“That enemy is destroyed, Molly. I've
proved it. There’s no death; there’s nothing
but life. There’s not even a shock, or a min-
ute of unhappiness. There’s nothing but
life, and then more life, and then life again.
I was never so alive as I am at this instant,
or so capable of doing things. Except for
you, Molly, sweet one, and the baby that’s
coming, and the family, I wouldn’t go
back.”

If her eyes grew grave it was with thought
and not with foreboding. She returned once

more to her book:
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