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future, and delude ourselves with the fancy that we
can have much to do with .ts shaping.

Life ran smoothly in the Moreno household,—
smoothly to the eye. Nothing could be more peace-
ful, fairer to see, than the routine of its days, with the
simple pleasures, light tasks, and easy diligence of all.

Summer and winter were alike sunny, and had each
Its own joys. There was not an antagonistic or jar-
ring element

; and, flitting back and forth, from ve-
randa to veranda, garden to garden, room to room,
equally at home and equally welcome everx-where,
there went perpetually, running, frisking, laughing,
rejoicing, the little child that had so strangely drifted
into this happy shelter, — the little Ramona. As im-
conscious of aught sad or fateful in her destiny as the
blossoms with which it was her delight to play, she
sometimes seemed to her mother to have been from
the first in some mysterious way disconnected from it,

removed, set free from all that coulu ever by any
possibility link her to sorrow.

Ramona herself bore no impress of sorrow; rather
her face had now an added radiance. There had

i-n a period, soon after her return, when she felt

tnat she for the first time waked to the realization of
her bereavement; when every sight, sound, and place
seemed to cry out, mocking her with the name and
the memory of Alessandro. But she wrestled with this

absorbing grief as with a sin ; setting her will stead-
fastly to the purposes of each day's duty, and, most
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