
The Heptaderm

down yonder for investigative purposes. Want
to come along?"

But the mapper of watersheds was yawning
sleepily. "Not on your tintype," he refused.

"I'm going to 'cork it orf in me 'ammick.' Wake
me up when you come back and tell me what the
fifth act is going to do to you. The more I thmk
of it the more I'm convinced that it was the spot-
light, a little overdue, after all." And he turned
away chuckling.

It was only a short mile from the camp on the
inward slopes of the eastern fcot-hills to the mouth
of the outlet gorge, across which Brouillard could
already see, in mental prevision, the great gray wall
of the projected Niquoia dam—his future work

—

curving majestically from the broken shoulder of
Chigringo to the opposing steeps of Jack's Moun-
tain. The half-grown moon, tilting now toward
the sky-line of the western barrier, was leaving the
canyon portal in deepest gloom. As Biouillard
swung along he kept a watchful eye upon the gorge
shadows, half expecting a return of the mysterious
apparition. But when he finally reached the can-
yon portal and began to seek for the trail which
roughly paralleled the left bank of the stream the
mystery was still unexplained.

From its upper portal in the valley's throat to
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