
The City of Numbered Days.
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'""'"« '^' '''''««« f««s ofthe human polygon up to the light; and if thefacets chose to turn themselves of their own ac!cord. „.„ Brouillard's case. why. so much the

"As you were saying?" he prompted, stretching
h.mself luxuno..sly upon the fragrant banting of

baze and h.s hands locked under his head. He
f.lt hat Brou,llard was merely responding to the

rather than a sympathet.c listener. The hundred-odd men of the pioneer party, relaxing after thed y- ong marc ov.r the mountains, wer'e smolci gyarn.ng. or playmg cards around the dozen omore camp-fires. The evening, with a half-gro^

wh.ch seemed to shut down, lid-like, upon themountam „m of the high-wailed v,„ey,J ,;, Jingly ench.ntmg; and. to add the final touch, th re-as comrade y isolation, Anson, Griffith, and LeZngton the three other members of the engineering
staff, havmg gone to burn candles ir- the head
quarters tent over blue-prints and field-notes.

1 was saying that the present-day world slants sanely skeptical-as it should bef CmZ
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