
THE HERITAGE OF THE SIOUX
he csonvinced her that he would not go up and coax
her to come. Ramon had known many girls who
were given to sulking over what he considered their

imaginary wrongs, and he was very sure that he
knew women hetter than they knew themselves.

She would come, give her time enough, and she

could not fling at him then any taunt that he had
been over-eager. Certainly she would come—
she was a woman I

But the shadow of the pines lengthened until

they lay like long fingers across the eaxth; and
still she did not come. Bill Holmes and Luis,

secure in the knowledge that Ramon was on guard
against any unlooked-for visitors, slept heavily on
the crude bunks in the cabin. Birds began twit-

tering animatedly as the heat of the day cooled

and they came forth from their shady retreats—
and still Annie-Many-Ponies sat on the little hill-

top, with'n easy calling distance of the cabin, and
never once looked down that way. Still the little

black dog dried at her feet and slept. For all

the movement these two made, they might have
been of stone; the pine above was more unquiet

than they.
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