
The Heptaderm

"No; it struck four. I didn't imagine it, Mur-
ray; I counted

:
one—r.vo—three—four."

"Well?" was the bantering comment. "You
couldn't conjure an omen out of that, could you?
You say there was a light in the tent-I suppose
Anson was there tinkering with his little tin god
of a timepiece. It's a habit of his."

"That was the natural inference; but I was cu-
rious enough to go and look. When I lifted the
flap the tent was empty. The clock was ticking
away on Anson's soap-box dressing-case, with a
lighted candle beside it. and for a crazy half sec-
ond I had a shock, Murray-the minute-hand was
pointing to four and the hour-hand to seven!"

"Still I don't see the miraculous significance,"
said the hydrographer.

"Don't you? It was only another of the co-
incidences, of course. While I stood staring at
the clock Anson came in with Griffith's tool kit.
I ve got to tinker her again,' he said. 'She's got
so she keeps Pacific time with one hand and
Eastern with the other.' Then I understood that
he had been tinkering it and had merely gone
°^er to Griffith's tent for the tools."

"Well," said Grislow again, "what of it? The
clock struck seven, you say; but it also struck
four.
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