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The City of Numbered Days

bankers in Chicago? It was years ago, at a time
when he was interested in floating a bond issue

for some growing industry down on the Wabash.
And to think that away out here in this howling
wilderness, a thousand miles from nowhere, as
you might say, I should meet his son!"

Brouillard laughed and fell headlong into the
pit of triteness.

"The world isn't so very big when you come
to surround it properly, Mr. Cortwright," he as-

serted.

"That's a fact; and we're doing our level best
nowadays to make and keep it little," buzzed the
portly man cheerfully, with a wave of one pudgy
arm toward the automobile. "It's about a hun-
dred and twenty miles from this to El Gato, on
the Grand Canyon, isn't it, Mr. Brouillard .? Well,
we did it in five hours yesterday afternoon, and we
could have cut an hour out of that if Rickert
hadn't mistaken the way across the Buckskin.
Not that it made any special difFer<;nce. We ex-
pected to spend one night out and came pre-
pared."

Brouillard admitted that the touring feat kept
even pace with the quickening spirit of the age;

but he did not add that the motive for the feat

was not quite so apparent as it might be. This
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