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surrounded by her usual satellites, including of
course, the local notables and special guests of
distinction. She had been discussin<r. I think
the existence of glaciers on Mount Shasta with a
spectacled geologist, and had participated with
charming frankness in a conversation on anatomy
with the local doctor and a learned professor,
when she was asked to take a seat at the piano.
She played with remarkable skill and wonderful
precision, but coldly and brilliantly. As she sit
there in her subdued but perfectly fitting evening
dress, her regular profile and short but slender
neck firmly set upon her high shoulders, exhaling
an atmosphere of refined puntanism and provo-
cative intelligence, the utter incongruity of Enri-
quez- extravagant attenti. .IS if ironical, and their
equal hopelessness if not, seemed to me plainer
than ever. What had this well-poised, coldly
observant spinster to do with that quaintly ironic
ruffler, that romantic cynic, that rowdy Don
Quixote, that impossible Enriquez .? Presently
she ceased playing. Her slim, narrow slipper
revealing her thin ankle, remained upon the ped=>1
her delicate fingers were resting idly on the keys
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her head was slightly thrown back, and her
narrow eyebrows prettily knit toward the ceiling
in an effort of memory.
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