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By HLLEN JACKSON.
CHAPTER V1L —(Coxtminvenn.)

On the second evening, the first
after tho shearers had loft, Alessandro,
sesing Ramona in the veranda, went to
the foot of the steps, and said, * Senor
its, would Sconor Felipe like to have
me play on the violin to him to-vight ™

* W hy, whose violin have you got 1"
exclaimed Rawons, astonished.

“ My own, Senorita.”

“Your own! I thought you said
you did not bring it.”

“Yes, Senorita, that is true; but I
gent for it last night, and it is here.”

“Sent to Temecula and back al
ready !" cried Ramona.

#®Yes, Senorita. Our ponies are
swift and strong. Thoy can go a hun-
dred miles in a day, and not suffer.
It was Jose brought it, and he is at
the Ortega’s by this time.”

Ramona’s eyes glistaned. * I wish
1 could have thonked him,” sahe said.
‘“You should have let me know. He
ought to have been paid for going ”

* I paid him, Senorita ; he went for
me ;" said Alessandro, with a shade of
wounded pride in the tone, which
Ramona should have perceived, but
did not, and went on hurting the
lover's heart still more.

¢ But it was for us that you sent for
it, Alessandro; the Senora would
rather pay the messenger herself.”

¢ Xt ia paid, Senorita. It is nothing,
If the Senor Felipe wishes to bear the
violin, I will play;” and Alessandro
walked slowly away.

Rawmona gazed after him. For the
first time she looked at him with no
thought of his being an Iadian—a
thought there had surely been no veed
of her having, since his skin was not a
shade darker than Felipe's; but so
strcag was the race fecling that never
till that moment had she forgotten it.

* \WWhat a superb head, and what a
walkl"” she thought. Then, looking
more observantly, she said: '*He
walks as if he were offended. He did
not like my offering to pay for the
messenger. He wanted to do it for
dear Felipe. I will tell Felipe, and
we will give him some present whoa
he goes away.”

“Isn’t he splendid, Senorital” came
in s light laoghing tone from Margari-
ta's lips close to her car, in the fond
freedom of their relstion. ¢ Isn’t be
splendid?  And, ob, Senorita, yon
can't think bow he dances? Last year
I danced with him overy night; he
has wings on his feat, for all bo is tall
snd big.”

There was a coqguettish- consciousness
in the girl's tone that was suddealy,
for some unexplained reason, cxceod-
ingly displessing to Ramons. Dr w-
ing herself away, she spoke to Me .a
rita io a tone she had never before in
her lifo used. It is not fitting o
speak liko that about young men.
The Senora would bo displeased if she
heard you,” she said, aud walked
swiftly away, leaving poor Margarita
ae astounded as if she had got a box
on the car.

She looked after Ramona's retreating
figare, thou after Alessandro’s. Sho
had heard them talking together just
before she camo up. Thorougbly be
wildered and puzzled, sbe stood motion-
lesa for soveral seconds, reflecting;
then, shaking her head, sho ran away,
trying to dismiss tho barsh speech from
her mind. % Alessandro must have

voxed the Senorits,” she thought, “ to
wako her apoak like that to me.” But
tho incident was not 80 casily dismissed
from Margarita’s thoughts. Many
times in tho day it recurred to her,
still o bowilderment and a puzzlo, as
far frow solution as ever. It waaas
tiny sced, whoso name ahe did not
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dream of ; but it was dropped in soil
whore it would grow some day—~fore.
ing-house soil, and a bitter seed ; and
whon it blosgomed, Ramona would
have an enomy.

All unconscious, equally of Margari-
ta's heart and her own, Ramona pro-
ceeded to Felipo's room Felipe was
sleoping, the Senora sitting by his
side, as sho bad sat for duys snd nights
— her dark face looking thinner and
more drawn each day, her hair look-
ing oven whiter, if that could be, and
hor voice growing hollow from faint-
ness and sorrow.

* Dear Senora,” whispored Ramiona,
“do go out for a few moments while
he slecps, and let mo watch—just on
the walk in front of the veranda. The
sun is still lying theore, bright and
warm. You will beill if you do not
bave air.”

The Senora shook her head. ** My
place is here,” sho anawered, speaking
in a dry, hard tone, Sympathy was
bateful to the Senora Bloreno: she
wished neither to give it nor take it
* I shall not leave him, I do not noed
the air.”

Ramona had a cloth-of-gold rose in
her hand. The veranda eaves were
now shaded with them, hanging down
like a thick fringe of golden tassels.
It was the ross Felips loved best.
Stooping, she laid it on the bed, near
Folipo's hesd. * He will like to see it
when hie wakes,” she said.

The 3enora seized it, and flung it
far out in the room, * Take it away !
Flowers are poison when one is il),»
she said, coldly. ‘' HaveI never tald
you that §"

“*No, Senora,” replied Ramonas,
meekly ; and she glanced involunterily
at the saucer of musk which the Senora
kept on the teble close to Felipe's
pillow.

¢ Musk is different,” said the Senora,
seeing the glance.  ** Musk is a medi-
cine ; it rovives.”

Ramona knew, but she would have
never dared to eay that Felipe hated
musk. Dlany times he had said to her
how he hated the odour; bat his
mother was 50 fond of it that it must
always be that the veranda and the
bouse would be full of it. Ramona
bated it, too. At times it made her
faint, with a deadly falotness. But
neither abe nor Felipe would have con-
fessed as much to the S:nora ; and if
they bad she would bhave thought it all
s fancy.

«“Shall I stay?” asked Ramons,
gently.

“ As you pleaso,” replied the Senora.
The siwple presence of Ramona irked
her now with a feeling she did not pre-
tend to aoalyse, and would havo been
torrified at if she had. She would not
have dared to say to herself, in plain
words : * Why is that girl well and
strong, and my Felipe lying here like
to die? If Felipe dies I cannot bear
the sight of her. \Vhat ig she, to bo
preserved of the sainta!”

But that, or something like it, was
what she felt whenover Ramona cater-
ed the room : still more, whenever she
assisted in ministering to Felipe, If
it had Leen possible, the Senora would
have had no bands but her own do
aught for her boy. Even tears from
Ramona sometimes irritated her.
What does she know about loving
Felipet He is nothing to hor!"
thought the Senora, strangely mis-
{ taken, strangely blind, strangely for-
gotting how feeblo ia the tie of blood
in tho veins Ly the sido of love 1n the
heart.

1f into this ficry soul of the Senora's
could bave been dropped one second’s
knowledge of tho relative position she
and Ramona already occupied in
Felipe’s heart., she would, on the spat,
have either died berself or bave slain
Rawona, cne or the othor. But no
such knowledge was possiblo, no such
idea could bave found entrance into
tho Senora’s wind. A rovelation from
heavon of it counld hardly bave reached
even hor esrs—so impenetrable ase

the veils which, fortunatoly for ue all,
aro forever held by viewless hauds
botween us and tho noarest and olosest
of our daily companions,

At twilight of this day Felipe was
restices and foverish sgain. He had
dozed at intervala all day long, but had
bad no rofreshing sleep.

“Send for Alessandro,” he said.
“ Let him como and sing to me.”

“He has his violin now; he can
play, if you would like that better,”
said Ramona; and she related whut
Alessandro had told her of the mes
senger's baving ridden to Tomsoula
and back in @ night and half a day to
bring it.

“I wanted to pay the man,” she
said ; * I know of course your mother
would wish to reward him, But I
fancy Alessandro was offended. He
answered mo shortly that it was paid,
snd it was notbing.”

“ You couldn't bave offended him
more,” said Felipa. ¢ What a pity !
He is as proud as Lucifer himsslf, that
Alessandro. You know his father bas
alwaya been the head of their band ; in
fact ho has authority over several
bands ; General, they call it now, since
they got the title from the Americans;
they used to call it Chief, and until
Fether Poyri left San Luis Rey, Pablo
was in charge of all the sheep, and
goneral steward and paymaster. Father
Peyri truated him with everything;
I've heard be wonld leave boxes fall of
uncounted gold in Pablo’s charge to
pay off the Indians. Pablo reads and
writes, and ia very well off ; he hases
many sheep as we have, I fanoy 1"

* What !” exclaimed Ramona, aston-
ished. ¢ They alllook as if they were
poor.”

“ Oh, well, g0 they are,” replied
Felipe, * compared with us ; but one
reason is, they shore evergthing with
each other. 0Old Pablo feeds and sup-
ports half his village, they say. So
long as he hag anything he will never
see onv of bis Indiaus hungry.”

* How generous!” warmly exclaimed
Ramona ; “ I think they are better
than we are, Felipe 1”

1 think so too,” said Falipe.
“ That's what I bave always said.
The Indians are the most generous
people in the world. Of course they
have learned it partly frowm us; but
they were very much so when the
Fathers first came here. You ask
Father Salvierderra some day. He
has read all Father Junipero’s and
Father Crospi’s diaries, and he says it
is wonderful how the wild savages gave
food to every one who came.”

“Felipe! you are talking too
muchb,” said the Senora's voice, in the
doorwuy ; and as she epoke she looked
reproachfully at Ramona, If she bad
said in words, ** Ses how unfit you are
to be trusted with Felipe. No wonder
I do not leave the room except when I
must " ber meaning could not have
been plainer. Ramona felt it keenly,
and not without some misgiviog that
it was deserved.

# Ob, dear Felipe, bas it hurt you 27
she said timidly ; and to the Senora,
“ Indeed, Senora, he has been spesking
but a very few moments, very low.”

* Go call Alessandro, Ramona, will
you ?” eaid Felipe. * Tell him to
bring his violin. I think I will go to
sleep if he plays.”

A long search Ramona had for Alas-
sandro. Everybudy had seen him a
fow minutes ago, but nobody knew
where be was now. Kitchens, sheep-
folds, vineyards, orchards, Juan Can's
bedchamber—Ramons gearched tham
all in vain. At Iagt standing at the
foot of the veranda cteps, and looking
down the garden, she thought abe saw
figurea moving under the willows by
ths washing-stones.

*Can he bo there!" she said.
¢ What can he be doing there ? Who
is it. with him 1 And sho walked down
the path, calling, * Alessandro! Ales-
sandro !”

At the first sound Alessandro spran
from the side of his companion,:an
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almost bofore the sccond syllables had
teen ssid was standing faco to faco
with Ramona,

“ [lero I am, Sonorita, Does Senor
Felipo want mo ? I bave my violin
here, I thought perhaps ho would
like to have me play to him in the
twilight.”

“ Yes,"" mplied Ramons, **ho wishes
to hear you, I have beea looking
everywhere for you.” As sho spoke,
sho was half unconsciouely peoring
boyond into the dusk, to sce whoso
figore it was, slowly moving by tha
brook.

Nothing escapod Alessaudro's notico
whero Knmona was concernod.  * Itis
Margarita,” he said instantly. *‘Does
the Senorita want her? Shall I ron
and call her 3"

# No.” said Ramona, again dis-
pleased ; * no, 1 was not looking for
hor. \Vhat is she doing there 3"

# She is washing,” replied Ales-
sandro, innocently.

* Washing at this time of day 1"
thought Ramons, seversly. **A mere
pretext, I shall watch Margarita.
The Senora would never allow thissort
of thing.” Aud as she walked back to
the house by Alessandro’s side, she
meoditated whether or not she would
berself speak to Margarita on the sub.
ject in the morning.

Margarits, in the meantime, was also
having her geason of reflections, not the
pleasantest. As she soused her aproas
up-and down in the water, she said to
berself : ¢ L may as well finish them
now I am here. How provoking ! I've
nu more than got a word with bim,
than she must come, calling him awsay.
And he fieg as if be was shot on an
arrow at the first word. I'd like to
know what’s come over the mau, to be
so different. I€ I could ever get a
good half bour with him alone 1'd soon
find out. Ob, but his eyes go through
me, through and through me! I know
he's au Indian, but what do L vare for
that. He's a million times handsomer
than Senor Felips. And Juan Jose
said the other day he'd make a much
better head shepherd than old Juan
Oan, if Senor Felipe'd only ses it ; and
why shouldn’t he get to see it, if Ales-
saudro’'s here all summer?’ And
befoze the aprons were done Margarita
had a fine air castle up: herself and
Alessandro married, a nice little houss,
cbildron playing in the sunshine bolow
the artichoke patch, she berself still
working for tbe Senora. * And the
Senorita will perhaps marry Secor
Felipe,” she added, hor thoughts mov-
ing more hesitatingly. ¢ He worships
the ground she walks on. Anybody
with quarter of a blind eye can see
that; but maybethe Senora would not
let him. Anyhow, Senor Felipe is sure
to have o wife, and 50 and 80.” It was
an innocent, girlish caetle, built of
sweet and natural longings, for which
no majden, high or low, need blush;
bat its foundations were laid in sand,
on which would presently beat such
winds aud floods as poor little Marga-
rita never dreamed of.

The next day Ms-garita and Rawona
both went about their day's business
with a gsocret purpose in their hearts.
Margarita hed made up her miand that
befors night sko would, by fair means
or foul, have a good long talk with
Alessandro.  © He was fond enough of
mn last year, I koow,” she said to her-
selt, recalling some of the dances and
the goodnight leave-takings at that
time, ** It's becauss heis so put upon
by overybody vow. What with Juan
Can in one bed sending for him to
prate to bim about ths sheep, and
Senor Folipe in another scnding for him
to fiddle him to sleep, and all the care
of the sheep, it's a wonder he's not out
of his mind altogether. But I'll find
2 chance, or make one, beforoe this day’s
sun sote. X I can once get & half hour
with him, I'm not afraid after that ; I
know the way it is with mon " said
the confident Marparits, who, truth

baing told, it must bo sdmitted did
indeed kmow s great deal about tha



