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walking costume-a monotone of sober colouramong the party-coloured audience
However. I was perhaps less surprised thanthe audience, for I was not only becoming asaccustomed to the young girl's vagaries as I^a"
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;

'-t I was also
satisfied that her uncle might have given herpermission to come, as a recognition of the Sunday
concession of the management, as well as t

,

conciliate his supposed Catholic friends. Iwatched her sitting there until the first bull hadentered, and. after a rather brief play with thep.cadors and banderilleros. was despatched A^the moment when the matador approached the
bull with his lethal weapon I was not sorry for anexcuse to glanceat Miss Mannersley. He'rhandswere in her lap. her head slightly bent forward
over her knees. I fancied that she. too. haddropped her eyes before the brutal situation

; tomy horror I saw that she had a drawing-book inher hand, and was actually sketching it. I turnedmy eyes in preference to the dying bull
The second animal led out for this ingenious

slaughter was. however, more sullen, uncertain
and discomposing to his butchers. He accepted
the irony of a trial with gloomy, suspicious eyes


