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an almost absolute safety to horse and rider
I never saw a horse gored

; although unskilfulnders were sometimes thrown in wheding qui dyo avo,d the bu I's charge, theygenerally^e'gai edtheiran.mals without injury.

The Plaza de Toros was reached through thed ayed and t.le-strewn outskirts of an ol.l Spanishvdage. It was a rudely built, oval amphitheatre
w.th crumbling, whitewashed adobe walls Idroo ed only over portions of the gallery reserved

a few shopkeepers and their wives, with a sprinkI-ng of American travellers and ranchmen. The.mpalpable adobe-dust of the arena was bein'
wh.rled mto the air by the strong onset of theafternoon trade-winds, which haj'pily, howeverhelped also to dissipate a reek of garl c. anTl theacnd fumes of cheap tobacco rollecl in orn-L skcgarettes. I was leaning over the second barr erwamng for the meagre and circus-like process on

^ enter w.th the keys of the bull-pen.'when mjattention was attracted to a movement in thereserved gallery. A lady and gentleman o aquahty that was evidently unfamit to the rest ohe aud.ence were picking their way along thenckety benches to a front seat. I recognised thegeo og,st w,th some surprise, and the lady he waleadmg w.th still greater astonishment. Fori
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