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The City of Numbered Days
"By Jove I wouldn't that give you a fit of

the creepies?-this far from civilization and a dy-
namo?" '

"It wasn't an electric," returned Brouillard
thoughtfully, apparently talcing Grislow's sugges-
tion literally. "It was an acetylene."
"Supposing it was-what's the difference?

Aren t we just as far from a carbide shop as we
are from the dynamo ? What are you calling it ?

"

Your guess is as good as mine," was the half-
absent reply. Brouillard was still staring fixedly
at the distant gulf of blackness where the myste-
nous light had appeared and disappeared.
"Then I'll make it and go to bed," said the

hydrographer, rising and stretching his arms over
h;s head. "If it had come a couple of : ours ago
we should have called it the 'spot-light,' turned
on to mark the end of your fourth act and the
beginning, auspicious or otherwise, of the fifth
Maybe it is, anyway; maybe the property-man
was asleep or drunk and forgot to turn it on at
the spectacular instant. How will that do ?

"

Brouillard had got upon his feet and was but-
toning his many-pocketed shooting-coat.

"It will do to put yon into the Balaam saddle-
beast class, Grizzy," he said, almost morosely.
Ihen he added: "I'm going to take a little hike


