414 MENDEL

with a frightful wrench all that was dead in him-
self was torn away, and he was left prostrate upon
the fringes of his life. . . . He became conscious
to find himself leaning over Logan, gazing at his
lips, with his own lips near them, waiting for the
breath that would come no more.

It was finished. Logan had made an end.

Turning away, Mendel saw through the window
the lovely grey-blue sky, fleecy with mauve-grey
clouds heaped up by the driving wind—beautiful,
beautiful. .
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