
The Heptaderm

dawnings the number seven began to have a curi-
ous significance for me. From my earliest recol-
lections things have been constantly associating
themselves with seven or some multiple of it.

You don't believe it, of course; but it is true."
"Which means that you have been sitting i*^^

and taking notice when the coincidences hit, arif,
have forgotten the millions of times when they
didn't," scoffed the listener

"Probably," was the ready admission. "We
all do that. But there is one set of 'coincidences,'
as you call them, that can't be so easily turned
down. Back in the pin-feather time that I men-
tioned somebody handed me a fact—the discovery
of the physiologists about the waste and replace-
ment that goes on in the human organism, bring-
ing around a complete cellular change about once
in every seven years. Are you asleep.?"

"Not yet; go on," said the hydrographer.
"It was a long time ago, and I was only a little

tad; but I surrounded the idea and took it in
hterally, in the sense of a sudden and sort of
magical change coming at the end of each seven-
year period and bound to occur at those particular
fixed times. The notion stuck to me like a cockle-
bur, and sometimes I wonder if it isn't still stick-
ing."


