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310 PIERRE AND HIS PEOPLE.

But outside the line of vision there sat a man in a
- prairie hut, whose eyes traveled over the valley of
blue sky stretching away beyond the morning, whose
face was pale and cold. For hours he sat unmoving,
and when, at last, some one gently touched him on the
shoulder, he only shook his head, and went on think-
ing. .

He was busy with the grim ledger of his ¥fe.

THE END, .
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