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THE CATHOLIC REGISTER.

RAMONA.
B Story.

By HELEN JACKSON.

CHAPTER X,—(Coxtinurp.)

%I do not understand, Senorita,” he
said, “\Vhat do you moan by *aftor-
ward ' 2"

“] mean,” replied Ramona, * that
the Senora never saya she wishes any-
thing ; she says sho leaves everything
to Felipo to deoide, or to I'ather Sal-
viorderra, But I think it is always
decided as she wishes to have it after
all. The Senora is wonderful, Ales.
sandro ; don’t you think so 1"

“She loves Senor Felipe very much,”
was Alessandro’s evasive reply.

“Oh, yes,” exclaimed Ramona.
“ You do not begin to know how much.
She does not love any other human
being. He takes it all. She hasn't
any left. If he had.died she would
buve died too. That is the reason she
likes you so much; she thinks you
gaved Folipe's life. I mean, that is
one reason,”” added Ramons, smiling,
and looked up coufidingly at Alessan-
dro, who smiled back, not in vanity,
but honest gratitude that the Senorita
wag pleased to intimate that he was
not unworthy 6f the Senora’s regard.

1 do not think she likes me,” he
said. “I cannot tell why; but I do
not think she likes any oue in the
world. She is not like any one I ever
saw, Senorita.”

“No,” replied Ramona, thoughtfully.
¢ She is not. I am, oh, so afraid of
her, Alesgandro! I have always been,
ever since I was a little girl. I used
to think she hated me; but now I
think she does not care one way or the
other if I keep out of her way.”

While Remona spoke thezs words
her eyes were fixed on the rauning
water at her feot. If she had looked
up, and seen the expression in Ales-
sandro’s eyes as he listened, ths thing
which was drawing near wcald have
drawn near faster, would have arrived
at that moment ; but she did not lock
up. She went on, little dreaming how
hard she was making it for Alessandro.

“ Many's the time I've come down
here, at night, to this brook, aud look-
od at it, and wished it was a big river,
so I could throw mysalf in, and be
carried away to the sea, dead. But it
is a fearful sin, Father Salvierderra
says, to take one’'s own life; and
always the nmext wmorning, when the
sun came out, and the birds sang, I've
been glad enough I had not done it
Were you ever so unhappy as that,
Alessandro 1"

 No, Senorita, never,” replied Ales-
sandro; “and it is thought a great
disgrace among us to Lill one's self. 1
think I could never do it. But, oh,
Senorita, it is a grief to tbink of yonr
beipg unhappy. Will you always be
807 Must you always stay here ¢

+- Oh,but I om not always unhappy !
said Remona, with her sunny little
laugh. ¢ Indeed, I am gonerally very
happy. Father Salvierderra says that
if one does no sin one will be .always
bappy, and that it is a sin not to
rejoica overy hour of the day in the
sun atd the sty and the work there is
to do; and therois always plenty of
tkat.” Then ber face clouding, she
conticued : “ I suppose I shall always
stay here. 1bavo noother home; you
kuow I was the Senoru's sister’s adopt-
ed child. She died when [ was little,
and the Sencra kiadly took me.
Father Salvierderra says I must never
forget to bo grateful to her for all sho
.has done for me, and I try not to.”

Alessandro ‘eyed her closoly. The
whole story, as Juon Can had told it
to him, of the girl's birth, was burning
in his thopghts. How ho longed to
cry out, “O my lovéd one, they.have
mode you homeless. in your home.

They dospise you. The blood of my
race is in your veins; como to me;
como to mel bo asurrounded with
love!” But he dared not. How could
ho dare?

Some strango spell acomed to have
unloozed Ramona’s tongue to-night.
She had nover before spoken to Ales-
sandro of her own personal history or
burdens ; but gho went on: * The
worat thing is, Alessandro, that she
will not telF me who my mothor was;
and 1 do not know if she is alive or not,
or anything about her. Once I asked
the Sonora, but she forbade me over
to ask her again. Shesaid sho herself
would te!l me when it was proper for
me to know. But she never has” '

How the secret trembled on Ales.
sandro's lips now. Rawona kad never
seemed 80 near, 80 intimate, so trast-
ing. What would happen if he were
to tell hor the truth! 1Vould the
sudden knowledge draw her oloser to
him, to repel her?

“Have you never asked her again {”
he said.

Ramona looked up astonished. ¢ No
one ever disobeyed the Senors,” she
said, quickly.

“T would I” exclaimed Alessandro.

‘ Yon may think 80,” gaid Ramons,
“ but you couldn't. I did ask [Father
Salvierderra once.”

¢ What did he say?’ asked Ales-
sandro, breathless.

* The same thing. He said I must
not ask ; I was notold enough. \When
the time came I wounld be told,”
answered Ramons, sadly. I don't
ses what they can mean by the time'’s
coming. What do you suppose they
meant?” -

“1 do not know the ways of any
people but my own, Senorita, replied
Alessandro. “ Many things that your
people do, and still more that these
Americans do, are to me so strange, [
know nothing what they mean. Per-
haps they do not know who was your
mother.”

“J am sure they do,” answered
Ramons, in aJow tone, as if the words
were wrung from her. ¢ But let us
talk about something else, Alessandro ;
not about sad things, about pleasant
thinga Let us talk about your stay-
ing here.”

“ Would it be traly a pleasure to
the Sénorita Ramona, if I stayed ?”
asid Alessandro.

“ You know it would,” answered
Ramona, frankly, yet with a trexor in
her voice, which Alessandro felt. «I
do not ses what we counld any of us do
without you. Felipe says he shall not
let you ga.”

Alesssndro’s face glowed. ¢ It wust
be as my father says, Senorits,” he
said. “A messenger came from hin
yesterday, and 1 sent him back with a
letter telling him what the Senor
Felipe had proposed to me, and asking
him what I should do. 3y father is
very old, Senorits, and I do not see
bow he can well spare me. I am his
only child, and my mother died years
ago. We live alone together in our
house, and when I am away he is very
. uely, Bat he would like to have me
+ .rn the wages, I know, and I bope he
will think it best for me to stay. There
are many things we want to do for the
village ; most of our people are poor,
and can do little more than get what
they need to eat day by day, and my
fathor wishes to sco them botter off
before he dies. Now that the Ame-
ricans sre coming in all around us he
is ofraid and anxious sll the time, He
wants to get a big fence build around
our land, so a8 to show where it is;
but the people cannot take much time
to work on the fence; they need all
their time to- wwork for themselves and
their familics. Indians have a hard
time to live now, Senorita. Wers you
everin Temccula ?”

 No,” said Ramona. * Is it a large
town ?”

Alessandro sighed. * Dear Senorita,

it i3 not a town; it is only & little.

village not more than twenty bouses in

all, and some of those aro huilt only of
tale. Thore is a chapgl and a grave.
yard, Ve built an adobe wall around
tho graveyard last year. That my
fathor said we would do before we
built the fence avound the village.”

** Hov many people arc thero in tho
village ?" asked Ramona.

“Nearly two hundred, when they
are all there; but many of them aro
away most of the time. Thoy must go
where they can get work; they are
hired by the farmers, er do work on
tho great ditches, or to g =3 shephords;
ond somoe of them take thwr wives and
children with them. T do not believe
the Benorita has ever .cen any very
poor people.”

“Oh yes, I have, Alessandro, at
Santa Barbarn, There were many
poor people thero, and tho Sisters used
to give them food every week.”

¢ Indiaus {” said Alessandro.

Ramona coloured. * Yes,” sho said,
*gome of them woere, but not like your
men, Alesgsandro, They were very
different; miserable looking; they
could not read nor write, and they
seemed to have no ambition.”

“That is the trouble,” said Alessan-
dro, *“ with so many of them; it is
with my father's people too. They
say, * What is the use? MMy fathor
gets in despair with them because they
will not learn better. He gives them
a groat deal, but they do not seem to
be any better off for it. There is only
one other man in our village who can
read and write besides my fathor and
me, Senorita ; and yet iy father is all
the time begging them to come to his
house and learn of him. But they say
they have no time; and, indeed, there
is much truth in that, Senorita. You
see everybody has troubles, Senorita."”

Ramona had boen listening with
sorrowful face. All this was new to
her. Until to-night neither she nor
Alegsandro had spoken of private and
personal matters.

*“Ah, but_thess are real troubles,”
she said. .-*1 do not think mine were
real troubles at all. I wish I could do
something for your peoplo, Alessandro.
1f the village were only near by, 1
could teach them, conld I natt I
could teach them to read. The Sisters
slways said that to teach the ignorant
and the poor was the noblest work one
could do. I wish I could teach your
people. Have you any relatives there
besides your fatherj Is there any one
in the village that you—love, Alessan-
dro ?”

Alessandro was too much absorbed
in thoughts of his people to observe
the hesitating cmpbasis with which
Ramona asked this question.

#Yes, Senorita, I love them all.
They ars like my brothers and sisters,
all of my father's peopls,” he said:
“and I am unhappy about them all
the time.”

Daring the whole of this conversa-
tion Remona had an undercurrent of
thought going on, which was making
ber uueasy. The more Alessandro
said sbont his father and his people
the more she reslized that he was held
to Temeocula by bonds that would be
hard to break, the more sho feared his
father would not lot him remain away
from bome any leagth of time, At
the thought of his going away her very
heart sickened. Takiog a sudden stop
towards him, he said, abruptly, ¢ Ales.
sandro, I amn afraid your father will not
give his consent to your staying here.”

“8o am I, Senorits,” he replied,
sadly.

« And you ‘would not stay if he did
not approve of it, of course,” she said.

« How could I, Senorita |

“XNo,” she said, “it would not be
right;” but as she said theso words
the tears filled her eyes.

Aléssandro sow them. The world
changed in that second. * Senorita !
Senorita Ramona I he cried, * tears
have come in your eyes! O Senorits,
then you will not be angry if I cay

that I love you!” and Alessandro
trembled with tho terror and delight
of having said the words,

Hardly did he truet his palpitating
senges to be telling him truo the words
that followed, quick, firm, though only
in o whisper—‘' I know that you love
me, Alessandro, and I am glad of it I*
Yes, this was what thu Senorita
Ramona was eaying! And when he
stammered, “But you, Sonorita, you
do not—you could not ——" * Yes,
Alessandro, I do—I love you!” in the
samo olear, firm whisper; and the
next winute Alestandro’s arms were
around Ramono, and he had kissed
her, sobbiug rather than saying, “O
Senorits, do you mean that you wiil
go with me? that you are mine? Oh
no, beloved Senorita, you cannot mean
that!I"” DBut he was kissing her, He
knew ghe did mean it; and Ramona,
whispering, “Yes, Alessandro, I do
mean it; I will go with you,” clung
to him with her hands, and kissed him,
and repeated it, I will go with you, I
love you.” And then, just then, came
tho Senora’s stop, and her sharp cry of
amazemont, and there she stood, no
more than an arm’s length away, look-
ing at them with her indignant, terrible
eyes.

What an hour this for Alessandro to
be living over and over, as he crouched
in the darkness, watching! But the
bewilderment of bis emotions did not
dull his senses, As if stalking deer in
a forest, he listened for sounds from
the house. It sesmed strangely still.
As the darkness deepened, it soemed
still stranger that no lamps were. lit,
Darkness in‘the Senora’s roow, in the
Scnorita’s ; a faiut light in the dining-
room, soon put out—evidently no
supper going on there. Only from
under Felipe's door streamed a faint
radiance; and, creeping close to the
veranda, Alessandro heard voices fit-
fully talking—theSenora’s and Felipe's;
no word from Ramona. Piteously he
fixed his eyes on her window; it was
open, but the curtains tight drawe ;
vo stir, no gsound. Where was she?
‘What had been done to hig lovet
Only the tireless caution and infinite
patience of his Indian.blood kept Ales-
sandro from going to her window.
Bat he would imperil nothing by act-
ing on his own responsibility. He
would wait, if it were till daylight, till
his love made a sign.  Certainly before
long Senor Felipe would come to-his
veranda bed, and then he could venture
to apeak to him. But it was near
midnight when the door of Felipss
room opened, and he and his mother
came out, still speaking in iow tones.
Felipe lay down on his couch ; Lis
mother, bending over, kissed him, bade
bim good night, and went into ber own
room,

It had been some time now since
Alessandro had left off sleeping on the
veranda floor by Felipe’s side, Felipe
was go well it was not needful. Bat
Felipe felt sure he would come to-night,
and was not surprised wheo, a fow
minutes after the Senora’s door closed,
he heard a low voice through the
vines, “ Senor Felipe 1"

*““Hush, Alssandro,” whispered
Felipe. ¢ Do not make a sound. To-
morrow morning early I will sse you,
behind the'little sheepfold. It is not
safe to talk here.”

¢ Where ig the Senorits ?” Alessan.
dro breathed rather than said.

« In her room,” answered Felipe.

«Well ¥ said .Alessandro,

“Yes,” said Felipe, hoping he waz
not lying ; and this was all Alessandro
hed to comfort himself with through
his long night of watching. No, not
all; one other thing comforted him—
the notes of two wocd-doves, that at
intervals he heard;, cooing to each
other ; just the two notes, the call and
the angwer, “Lovef ¢ Here.”
“Xove?’ Here"—and long intervals
of silence between. Plain asif written
on n page.was the thing they told,

“That is what my Ramona is like,”
thought he, *‘the gentle wood-dove.
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