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very middle of the arena. It was a leaf fr.

bu tardy ,re. He .danced at it with^Zl'
: !"'f

;y-' he .s,.orted at it with vague
';

troubled fury Whether he detected his oCpresentment in Miss Mannersleys sketch T'whether he recognised it as an unknown .nun a„.,,ar treachery in his surrounding"T counot conjecture
;
for the next moment th^e matadoakmg advantage of the bulls concentration, wth

iowarlr"' n
""' ^"'^'--- ^^vkncedtoward the paper. But at that instant a youn.rman cleared the barrier into the arena w.th ^s.ngie bound, shoved the matador to one s.decaught up the paper, turned toward the balcTnvand M,ss Mannersley, with a gesture of apl

"'

dropped ga,ly before the bull, knelt downCSh.m w.th an exaggerated humility, and held up thedrawmg as .f for his inspection. A roar ofappTa sebroke from the audience, a cry of warning andexasperat,on from the attendants, as the gLded
bull suddenly charged the stranger. Lt hesprang to one side with great dexterity, made acourteous gesture to the matador as if passingthe bull over to hm, and. still holding the paper I


