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CHAPTER IX.

When the Senora came back to the
veranda she found Felipe asleop, Alea-
gandro standing at the foot of the bed,
with his arms croszed on his breast,
watching him. As the Senora drew
noar, Alessandro felt again the same
gense of dawning hatred which had
geized bimm at her harsh speech to
Ramona. He lowered " his eyes and
waited to be dismissed.

“You can go now, Alessandro,” eaid
the Senora. ¢ 1 will sit hera. You
are quite sure that it will bo safe for
Senor Felipe to slecp here all night "

#It will cure him before many
nights,” replied Alessandro, still with.
out raising his eyes, and turning to go.

“Stay,” said the Senora. Alessan-
dro paused. ¢ It will not do for him
to be alone here in the night, Alessan-
dro.”

Alessandro had thought of this, and
had remembered that if he lay on the
veranda floor by Senor Felipe's side,
he would aleo lie under the Senorita’s
window. .

“ No, Senora,” he replied. [ will
lie here by his side. That was what I
had thought, if the Senora is willing.”

“Thank you, Alessandro*” said the
Swenors, in a tone which would have
surprised poor Ramona, still sitting
alone in her room, with sad eyes. She
did not know the Senora could speak
thus sweetly to any one but Felipe.
« Thank you! You are kind. I will
bave a bed made for you.”

«Oh no" cried Alessandro; «if
the Senora will excusoe me, I could not
lie on a bed A raw-hide like Senor
Felipe's and my blanket are all I want.
1 could not lie on any bed.”

«To be sure,” thought che Senora;
- what was I thinking ol! How the
boy makes one forget he is an Indian!
But the floor is harder than the ground,
Alessandro,” she said, kiadly.

“No, Senors,” he said, it is all
oue ; and to-night I will not sleep. I
will wasch Senor Felipe, in case there
should be a wind, or ho should wake
and need something.”

«Y will watch him myself till mid-
night,” said the Semors. “I should
feel easier to see how he sleeps at first.”

It was the bzlwmiest of summer
nights, and us still as if no living thiog
wore on the earth. There was a full
moon, which shone on the garden, and
on the white front of tbe little chapel
among the trees. Ramons, from her
window, saw Alessandro pacing up and
down the walk. She had seen him
spread down the raw hide by Felipo's
bed, and bad seen the Senora take her
place in one of the big carved chairs.
Sne wondered if they were both going
to watch; she woandered why tht
Senora would never let her sit up anc
watch with Felipe.

“] am not of any usc to anybody,”
she thoughs, sadly. She dared not go
out and ask any questions about the
arrapgeu:ents for thenight. At supper
the Senora had spoken to her only in
the samo cold and distant mauner,
which always made her dumb aud
afraid. Sho had not once scon Felipe
alone during she day. Margarita,

who, in the former times—ab, bow far
away those former times looked now!
—had beon a greater comfort to
Ramona than she realized—Margarita
pow wag sulky and silent, nover came
juto Ramona's presence if she could
help it, and looked at her sometimes
with an expression which made Ramona
trsmblo, and say to herself, * She bates
me. Shoe has always hated mo since
that morning.”

It had been & long, sad day to
Ramonsa; and as she sat in her window
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leaning her head against the sash, and
looked at Alesssadro pacing up and
down, she folt for the first timo, aud
did not shrink from it nor in anywise
disavow or disguise it to hersolf, that
gho was glad ho loved her. More than
this she did not think ; beyond this she
did not go. Her mind was not like
Margarita’s, full of fancies bred of
frcedow in intercourse with men. But
distinctly. tendorly glad that Alessan-
dro loved her, and distinctly, tenderly
aware how well ho loved hor, she was,
as sho sat at her window this night,
looking out into the moonlit garden;
after she had gone to_ bed she could
still hear his slow, regular steps on tho
garden walk, and tho last thought she
had, as she fell acleep, was that she
was glad Alessandro loved her.

The moon bkad been sst, and the
garden, chapel-front, trees, vines, were
all wrapped in impenetable darkness,
when Ramona awoke, sat up in her
bed, and listened. All was so still that
the sound of Felipe's low, regular
breathing came in through her open
window. After hearkening to it for o
fow moments, she rose noiselessly from
her bed, and creeping to the window
parted the curtains and looked out;
noiselessly she thought ; but it was not
noiselessly enough to escape Alessan-
dro's quick ear; without a sound he
sprang to his feet, and stood looking at
Ramona’s window.

« 1 an here, Senorita,” he whispered.
Do you want anything %"

“Has he slept all night like this?"
she whispered back.

* Yes, Senorita.
noved.”

“ How good !” said Ramona. ‘' How
good !

Then she stood still ; she wanted to
speak again to Alessandro. to hear him
speak agaip, but she could think of no
more to say. Because she could not,
she gave a little sigh.

Alessandro took one swift step
towards the window. * May the saints
bless you, Senorita,” he whispered
fervently.

“ Thank you, Alessandro,” iur-
mured Ramons, and glided back to her
bed, but not to slesp. It lacked not
much of dawn ; as the first faint light
filtered through the darkness Ramnona
heard the Senora’s window open.

“ Surely she will not strike up the
hymn and wake Folipe,” thought
Ramona ; and she sprang again to the
window to listen. A few low words
between the Senora and Alessandro,
and then the Senora’s window closed
again, and all was still. .

« T thought she would not have the
heart to wake him, said Ramona to
herself. “ The Virgin would have had
no pleasure in our song, I am sure;
bat I will say a prayer to her instead ;"
and she sank on her knees at the head
of her bed, and began saying & whisper-
ed prayer. The footfall of a spider in
Ramona’s room hed not been light
enough to escape the ear of that watch-
ing lover outside, Again Alessandro’s
tall figure arose from the floor, turning
towards Ramona’s window; and now

He has not once

: the darkness was so far sofiencd to

dusk that the outline of his form could
be scen. Ramona felt it rather than
saw it, and stopped praying. Ales-
sandro was sure he had heard her
voice.

* Did tbe Senorita speak ¥’ he
whispered, his face close at the curtain.
Rawons, startled, dropped her rosary,
which rattled as it fell on the wooden
floor.

« No, 10, Aleseandro,” she said, * I
did not speak.” And she trembled she
knew not why. The sound of the boads
on the floor oxplained to Alessandro
what had bcen the whispered words ho
hesard.

«“She was at her prayers,” he
thought, ashamed and sorry. ** Forgive
me,” he whispered ; “ 1 thought you
called ;” and he stepped back to the
outer edge of tho veranda. and scated

bimself on the railing. He would lie
dowa no more. Ramonaremained on

hor knoes, gazing at the window.
Through thotransparent muslin curtain
the dawning light camoslowly, steadily,
till at last sho could soo Alessandro
distinctly. Forgetful of all elso, she
knelt, gazing at him. The rosary lay
on the floor, forgotten. Rawmuna would
not finish that prayer that day., But
her heart was full of thanksgiving and
gratitude, and the Madonna had a
botter prayor than any in the book.

The sun was up, and the canaries,
finches, and linnets had make the
veranda ring with joyous racket before
Feolipe opened his oyes, The Senora
had come and gone and come again,
looking at him anxiously, but he stirred
not. Ramona had stolen timidly out,
glancing at Alessandro only long
enough to give him one quick smile,
and bent over Ielipe’s bed, holding
her breath, he lay so still.

“ Qught he to sleep so long " she
whispered.

“ Till the noon it may be,” auswered
Alessandro ; “and when he wakes you
will seo by his eyo that he is another
man,”

It was indeed 8o, \When Felipe firat
looked about him he laughed outright
with pure pleasure. Then catching
sight of Alessandro at ths steps, he
called, in a stronger voice than had.
yet been heard from him, ¢ Alessandro,
you are a famous physician. Why
couldn’t that fool from Ventura have
known as much? With all his learn-
ing, he had bad me in the next world
before many days except for you.
Now, Alessandro. breakfast! I am
bhungry. I had forgotten what the
thought of food was like to a hungry
stomach. And plenty! plenty!? he
called, as Alessandro ran toward the
kitchen. * Bring all they have.”

When the Senorasaw Felipe Lolster-
ed up in the bed, his eye bright, his
colour good, his voice clear, eating
heartily like his old self, she stood like
a statute in the middle of the veranda
for a moment; then turning to Ales-
sandro, she -said, chokingly, ¢ May
hesven reward you!" and disappeared
abruptly in her own room. When she
came out her eyes were red. All day
she moved and spoke with a softness
unwonted, indeed inconceivable, She
even spoke kindly and without con-
straint to Ramona. She felt like one
brought back from the dead.

After this a new sort of life began
for them all. Felipe's bed on the ver-
anda was the rallying point for every-
thing and everybody. The servants
came to look up at him, and wish him
well, from the garden-walk below.
Juan Oan, when he first hobbled out
on the stout crutches Alessandro had
made him of mapzanitta wood, dragged
himself all the way round the house to
have a look at Senor Felipe and a word
with him. The Senora sat there, in
the big carved chair, looking like a
sibyl with her black silk banded head-
dress severely straight across her brow,
and her large dork eyes gazing out,
past TFelipe, into the far south sky.
Ramona lived there too, with her em-
broidery or her book, sitting on
cushions on the floor in a corner, or at
the foot of Felipo’s bed, always so

placed, however — if anybody hed

noticed, but nobody did—so placed
that she could look at Felipe without
looking full at Senora's chair, even if
the Stnora were not in it.

Hero also came Alessandro many
times a Jday—sometimes sent for, some.
times of his ownaccord. He was freely
welcome. When he played or sang, he
sat on the upper step of the stairs lead-
ing down to the garden. Ho also bad
a secrot, which he thought all hie own,
in regard to the positions he chose.
He sat always, when Ramona was
thero, in the spot which best: com.
manded 4 view of her faco. The gecret
waa not all hisown. Felipe knew it.
Nothing wa3 cscaping Folipe in these
days. A bombshell exploding at their
feot wonld not have more astonisned
the difforent memberr f this circle, the
Senora, Ramona, Alessandro, then it

would to have been made suddenly
awaro of the thoughts which were
going on in Felipe's mind now, from
day to day, as he lay thore placidly
looking at them all,

It is probable that if Felipe had boon
in full health and strength whon the
revelation suddenly cawmo to him that
Alessandro loved Ramona, and that
Rowona wight love Alcssandro, he
would have been instantly filled with
jealous antagonism, But at the time
whon this revelation came he was pros-
trate, feeble, thinking mauny times a
day that he must goon die ; it did not
.geem to Felipo that a mon could be so
weak as he was, and ever again be
strong and well. Side by side with
thege forebodings of his own death -
slways came the thought of Ramona,
What would become of her if he were
gone? Only too well he knew that the
girl’s heart would be broken ; that she
could not live on alone with her
mother. Felipe adored his mother;
but he understood her feolings about
Rsamona,

With this feebleness had also come
to Telipe, as is often the case in long
illnesses, a greater clearness of percep.
tion. Ramona had ceased to puzzle
him. He no longer asked himself what
her long steady look into his eyes
meant, He know. He saw it meant
that as @ sister she loved him, had
always loved him, and could love him
in no other way. Ho wondered a little
at bimself that this gave him no more
pain; only a sort of sweet mournful
tenderness towards her. It must be
because he was 8o soon going out of the
world. he thought. Presently be began
to be aware that a new quality was
coming into his love for her. He him-
self was returning to the brother love
which he had had for her when they
were children together, and in which
he had folt no change until he became
aman and Ramona & woman. It was
strange what a peace fell upon Felipe
when this was finally clear and settled
in his mind. No doubt he had had
more misgiving and fear about his
mother in the matter than he had ever
admitted to himself ; perhaps also the
crnaciousness of Ramona’s unfortunate
birth had rankled at times ; but all this
was past now. Ramona was his sister.
He was ber brother. What course
should he pursue in the crisis which
he saw drawing pear ! How could he
best help Ramona What would be
beat for both her and Alessandro$
Long before ke thought of any possible
union bstween himself and Ramona
had entered into Alessandro’s mind,
still longer before it had entered into
Ramona’s to think of Alessandro as a
husband, Felipe had spent hours in
forecasting, plotting, and plunning for
them. For the first timein his life he
falt himeelf in the dark as to his
mother's probable action. That any
concern as to Ramona’s personal happi-
ness or welfare would influence her he
koew Detter than to think for a
moment. So far as that was concerned,
Ramona wight wander out the next
hour, wife of a homeless beggar, and
bis mother would feel no regret. But
Ramonn bad been the adopted daughter
of the Senora Ortegna, bore the
Ortegoa nawe, and had- lived ss foster-
child in the house of tho Aorenos.
Would the Senora permit such a one
to marry an Indiant

Ielipe doubted. The longer he
thought the more he doubted. The
more he watched the more he saw that
the question might soon have to be
decided. Auy hour might precipitate
it. He made plan after plan for fore-
stalling trouble; for proparing his
mother ; but Felipe wag by unature
judelent, aud now he was, in addition,
feeble. Day after day slipped by. It
was oxceedingly pleasant on the ver-
anda. Rawona was usually with him ;
his mother was gentler, less sad, than
he had ever seen her. Alessandro was
always at haud, ready for any service

—in tho fisld, in the houso ; his music
a delight, bis strength and fidelity a



