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tor left the room with the weight of a crime

on his conscience. For Graehme Stewart

had been innocent of any wrong toward

him or his bride.

Such was the story Galen Albret saw in

the little silver match-box. That was the

one flaw in his consciousness of righteous-

ness ; the one instance in a long career

when his ruthless acts of punishment or re-

prisal had not rested on rigid justice, and

by the irony of fate the one instance had

touched him very near. Now here before

him was his enemy's son—he wondered that

he had not discovered the resemblance be-

fore—and he was about to visit on him the

severest punishment in his power. Was not

this an opportunity vouchsafed him to re-

pair his ancient fault, to cleanse his con-

science of the one sin of the kind it would

acknowledge ?
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