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Conjurors House

But then over him swept the same blur

of jealousy that had resulted in Graehme

Stewart's undoing. This youth wooed his

daughter; he had won her affections away.

Strangely enough Galen Albret confused

the new and the old ; again youth cleaved

to youtli, leaving age apart. Age felt

fiercely the desire to maintain its own. The

Factor crushed the silver match-box be-

tween his great palms and looked up. His

daughter lay before him, still, lifeless. De-

liberately he rested his chin on his hands

and contemplated her.

The room, as always, was full of con-

trast ; shafts of light, dust-moted, bewilder-

ing, crossed from the embrasured windows,

throwing high-lights into prominence and

shadows into impenetrable darkness. They

rendered the gray-clad figure of th'. jirl

vague and ethereal, like a mist above a
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