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encircling her shoulders, came to a loose knot

and fell to her feet in a sanguine line. It was

a striking effect which perplexed the eye, and

threw in bold relief the waves of her black hair

and the rather high color of her complexion;

but emphasized in the general voluptuousness

the surprising contrast of the eyes which, gray

with a slight blue tinge, were cold, without

passion or enticement.

Intrigued at the contrast of her indifference

with her first agitation, Bofinger was careful

not to open the conversation, knowing that

it is easier to penetrate the hypocrisy of an

enforced question than to discover truth in a

guarded answer.

Mrs. Fargus, seeing at last that the situation

compelled her to speak, rested her chin on her

palm and said as though to herself:

**So Fargus is dead!"

"Eh, eh!" the lawyer cried instantiy, shoot-

ing a sharp look, "a moment ago that over-

whelmed you. But you are reconciled already,

I suppose."
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