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126 THE PRETTY SISTER OF JOS^^

little black head with the rose burning in its

hair, stood out among the faces of those

about her.

And he looked up and saw her, and their

eyes met ; and without knowing she started

to her feet

No one knew, no one but herself saw, how

it happened: even she did not understand

until all was past. Their eyes met, as they

had done on the day a year before. No, not

as they had doio then, but with a strange

new look. Sebastiano started; the arena

swam before him; there was a second—

a

fatal second in which he saw only a small

face without color and the red rose which

was the color of blood. Then there was a

roar near him—a 'roar among the people

—

a wild shriek from the women. The bull

was upon him ; he made a misstep, and was

caught, amid the shrieks and bellows, and

flung inert far out upon the hoof-trodden

dust with the blood pouring from his side.


