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CHAPTER VI.—{Coxrtistvip.)

“Is it sure that Sonor Felipe will
get well 1 asked Alessandro.

+ I think 8o0,” replied Futher Salvier-
derra. *“These relapses are slways
worse than the first attack , but I have
never known one to dio after he had the
natural sweat to break from the ekin
and got good slecp. I doubt not ho
will be in his bed, though, for many
days, and there will be much to be
seen to. It was an ill luck to have
Juan Can laid up, too, just at this
time. I must go and see him; I hoar
he is in most rebellious frame of mind,
and blasphemes impiously.”

“That does he!"” said Alessandro.
“He swears the saints gave him over
to the fiends to push bim off the plank,
and ho'll bave none of them from this
out! Itold him to beware, or they
might bring him to worse things yet if
he did not mend his speech of them.”

Sighing deeply as thoy walked along,
the monk said: “Itis but a sign of
of the times. Blasphemers are on the
highway. The people are being cor-
rupted. Ieeps your father the wor-
ship in the chapel still, and does a
priest come often to the village 2"

“ Oaly twice a year,” replied Ales:
sandro; and sometimes for a funeral,
if there is money enough to pay for
the Mass. DBut my father has the
chape! open, and each Sunday we sing
what we know of the Mass; and the
people are often thero praying.”

**Ay,ay! Ever for money !” groan-
ed Father Salvierderra, not beeding
the latter part of the sentence. * Ever
for money! Itis ashame. Rut that
it were suro to be held as a trespass |
would go myself to Teinecula once in
three months; but I may not. The
priests do not love our order.”

 Qb, if you could, Father,” exclaim-
ed Alessandro, **it would make my
father very glad! He speaks often to
me of the difference he sees between
the words of the Courch now and in
the days of the Alission. lle is very
sad, Father, and in great fvar about
our village. They say the Americans,
when they buy the Mexicans' lands,
drive the Indians away as if they were
dogs ; they say we have no right to
our lands. Do you think that can be
50, Father, when we have always lived
on them and the owaers promised them
to us for ever?!’

Father Salvierderra was silent a
long time befora replyiog, and Alessau-
dro watched bis face anxiously. He
sesmed to be hesitating for words to
convey his meaning. At last he said -
“Got your father auny notice, at any
time sinco the Awericans took the
country—notice to appear before a
court, or anything about a title to the
land?’

*No, Futher,” replied Alessandro.

“There has to be some auch paper,
a3 | uaderstand their laws,” continued
the monk ; ¢ some notice, before any
steps can be taken to remove Indians
from an estate. 1t wust be done
according to the law, in the courts,
If you bave had no such notice you are
not in danger.”

* But, Father,” persisted Alessandro,
‘““how could there be a luw to take
away from us the land which the Senor
Valdez gave us for over?”

“Gave be to you any paper, any
writing to show it ?”

“ No, no paper ; but it is marked in
r~d lices on the msp. It was warked
off by Jose Rsmirez, of Los Angeles,
when they merked all the bouundaries
of Senor Valdez's cstate. They had

many iostruments of brass aud wood
to mossure with, and a long chain,
vory heavy, which I helped them
carry. I myself saw it marked on the

map. They all slept in my father'’s
house—Senor Valdez, and Ramireg,
and the man who made the measures,
Ho hired one of our men to carry his
instruments, and I went to help, for I
wished to seo how it was dono; but I
could understand nothing, aocd Jose
told me a man must study muny years
to learn the way of it. It seemed to
mo our way, oy the stones, was much
botter. But I know it is all marked
on the map, for it was with a red line;
aud oy father understood it, and Jose
Rawirez and Senor Valdez both point-
ed to it with their finger, and they
said, *All this here is your land,
Pablo, always.” I do not think my
fatber need fear, do you ¢"

“T hope not.” replied I'ather Sal-
vierderra, cautiously ; * but since the
way that all the lands of the Missions
have been taken away, I have small
faich in the honesty of the Americans.
I think they will take all that they
can, The O urch has suffered terrible
loss at their hands.”

“That is what my father says,”
replied Alessandro. ‘“ He says, ¢ Look
at San Luis Rey! Nothing but the
gurden and orchard left, of all their
vast lands where they used to pastyre
thirty thousand sheep. If the Church
aud the Fathera could not keep their
lunds, what can we Indians do? ‘That
is what my father says.”

* True, true !" said the monk, as he
turned into the door of the room where
Jusn Can lay on his narrow bed,
longing vet fearing to sece Father Sal-
vierderra’s face coming in. ** We are
all alike helpless in their bands, Ales.
sandro. They possess the country and
can make what laws they please. We
can only say, ‘ God’s will bo done;'”
and be crossed himself devoutly, re-
peating the words twice,

Alesiandro did the same, und with a
truly davout spirit, for he was full of
veneration for the Fathers and their
teachings ; but as ho walked on towards
tho sbearing-shed he thought : * l'ben,
again, how can it be God's will that
wrong bodone? It cannot be God's
will that one man should steal frow
another all he has. That would make
God no better than a thief, it looke to
mo. But how can it happen, if itis
not God’s will §*

It does not need that one be edu-
cated to see the logic of this formula,
Gunerations of tho oppressed and
deepoiled, before Alessandro, had
groppled with the problem in one
shape or another.

At the shearing-shed Alessandro
found bis men in confusion and ill-
bumour. The shearing had been over
snd done by ten in the worning, and
why wore they not on their way to the
Ortega’'s! \Waiting all day—it was
now near sunset—with nothing to do,
and, still worse, with not much of
anything to eat, had wade them all
cross; and no wonder. The economical
Juan Cay, finding that the work would
be done by ten, and supposing they
would be off before noon, had ordered
only two sheep to be killed for them
the day before, and the mutton was all
gone ; und old Marda, gettiog her cuo
from Juan, had cooked no more frijoles
than the family needed themselves ; so
the poor shearers had indeed had a sorry
day of it, in no wise alleviated either by
the reports brought from ticse to time
that their captuin was lying on the
ground, fuce down, under Senor Folipe's
window, and must not be spnken to.

It was not a propirious moment for
Ajessandro tc make the snuouncement
of his purpose to leave the band; but
he made a clean breast of itin fow
words, and diplomatically diverted all
resentuent from himself by setting
them immediately to voting for a new
captain to take his placs for the
romainder of the season,

*Very well!” they said hotly;
“captain for this year, captain for
next too !” Tt wasn’c so easy to step
out and in again of the captaincy of
tho shearers!

“ Al right,” said  Alessandro;
please yourselves! It ig all the same

to me. But boro I am going to stay
for the present, Father Salviardorra
wishos it.”

« Oh, if the Father wishes it, that is
different {” ** Ab, that altors the case 1"
** Alessandro is right )’ cameo up in con-
fusod murmur from the appeased orowd.
They were all good Catholics, every
ono of the Temecula men, and would
never think of going against tho
Fathor's orders. But when they under-
atood that Alessandro’s intention was
to remain until J uan Qanito’s leg should
be well enough for him to go about
again, fresh grumblings began. That
would not do. Tt would be nll surnmer,
Aleggandro must bo at homo for the
Saint Juan's Day fete, in midsumwmer
—no doing anything without Ales.
sandro then. What was he thinkiog
of ? Not of the midsummer fete, that
wag certain, when he promised to stay
as long as the Sendrita Ramona should
peed him. Alessandro had remem-
bered nothing except tho Senorita's
voice whilo she was speaking to him.
If he had had a hundred engagoments
for the summer he would have for-
gotten them all. Now that he was
reminded of the midsummes fate,it must
be confessed he was for a moment dis-
mayed at the recollection ; for that
was a time when, as he well know, hig
fatber could not do without his help.
There were somsatimes a thousand
Indians ot this fete, and disorderly
whites took advantage of the occasion
to sell whiskey and encourage all gorts
of license and disturbance. Yes, Ales-
randro’s clear path of duty lay at
Tomecula when that fete came off.
That way certain.

« T will manage to be at home then,”
he said. ¢ If I am not through here
by that time I will at least come for
the fete. That you may depend on.”

The voting for the new captain did
not take long. There was, in fact, but
one man io the baud fit for the office.
That was Fernando, the only old man
in the band ;"all the rest were young
men under thirty, or boys. Fernando
had been captain for several years, but
had himself begged, two years ago, that
the band would elect Alessandro in bis
placa He was gettiug old, 2nd he did
not like to bave to sit up and walk
about the first half of overy night to
see that the shearers were not gambl-
ing away all their monoy at cards; he
preferred to roll himself up in his
blankot at sunaet and sleep till dawn
the next morning. But just for these
fow romaining woeks he had noobjec-
tion to taking the office again. And
Alessandro was rigkt. entirely right, in
rewaining ; they oughtall to see that,
Fornando said ; and his word bad great
weight with the wmen.

Tae S:nora AMloreno, he reminded
ther, had always been a good feiond
of theirs, and had said that so long es
she had sheep to shear, the Temecula
shearers should do it ; and it would be
very ungrateful now if they did not do
all they could to help ler in her need.

The blankets were rolled up, the
saddles collected, the pooies caught
and driven up to the shed, when
Ramona and Margarita were seen com
ing at full speed from the house

« Alessandro! Alcssaudro!” cried
Ramona out of breath, “1I bave only
just now heard that the men have had
no dinner to-day. I am ashamed; but
you know it would not have happened
«xcept for the sickness in the house.
Everybedy thought thay wers going
away in the morning. Now they must
havo a good supper before they go. It
ig already cooking.. Teil thom to wait.”

Those of the men who uaderstood
the Spanish langusge, in which Ramona
spoke, traunslated it to those who did
not, aud thers was a cordial outhurst
of thanke to the Seoorita from all lips.
All woro only too ready to wait for the
supper. Their haste to begin on the
Ortega shoep-shearing had suddenly
faded from thoir winds. Only Ales.
sandro hesitated.

“Jt is a good six hours’ ride to
Ortega's,” ho gaid to the men. “You'll
be lats in, if you do not start now.”

* Supper will bo ready in an hour,”
said Ramona. * Please let thom atay;
ouno hour can’t make any differonce,”

Alessandro smiled. * It will take
nearor two, Senorita, beforo they are
off,” he scid ; **but it shall be as you
wish, and many thaoixs to you, Seno-
rita, for thinking of it.”

«“QOb, I did not think of it myself,”
snid Ramona. “It was Margarita
here, who oame and told me. She
knew wo would be ashamed to have
tho shearers go away hungry. Iam
ofraid they are very hungry indeed,”
she added ruefully. * It must bo
dreadful to go a wholo day without
anythiog to oat ; they had their break-
fast soon after sunrise, did they not 1"

* Yes, Sonorita,” answered Ales-
sandro, * but that is not long ; one can
do without food very well for one day.
I often do.”

4 Often 1" exclaimed Ramona ; “but
why should you do that ¥* Thea sud-
denly bethinking herself, she said in
her heart, *Oh, what a thoughtless
queation ! QOan it be they are so poor
asthat!” And toeave Alessandro from
roplying, she set off on a run for the
house, saying, * Come, come, Mar-
gorita, we must go and help at the
supper.”

« Will the Senorita let mo help
too,” asked Alessandro, wondering at
his own boldness—* if there is any-
thing I can do ¥

“ Oh, no,” she cried * thare is not.
Yes, there is, too. You caa help to
carry the things down to the booth :
for wo are short of hands now,.with
Juan Can ia bed, and Luigo goune to
Veatura for the doctor. You and
some of your men might carry all the
supper over ['Ml call you when we are
ready.”

The mon sat down in a group and
waited contentedly, smoking, chatting,
and laughing. Alessandro walked up
and down between the kitchen and the
shed. te could hear the sounds of
rattling dishes, jingling spoous, frying,
pouring water. Savoury smells began
to be wafted out. Evidentlyold Marda
meant to atono for the shortcoming of
the noon. Juan Oan, in bis bed, also
heard aund smelled what was going on.
« May the tiends get me,” he growled,
“if that wastefal old hussy isn’t
getting up a feast for those heasts of
Indians! There’s.mutton and owions,
and peppers stawing, and potatoes I'll
Lbe bound, and God knows what else,
for beggars that are only too thankful
to get a handful of roasted wheat or a
bowl of acorn porridge at homa, Well,
thoy'll bave to say they wero well
feasted at the Moreno's—that’s one
comfort. I wonder if Margarita'll
think I am worthy of tasting that
stew | Sao Jose ! but it smells well !
Margarita ! Margarita 1” he called at
top of his lungs ; but Mrgarita did
not hear. She was absorbed in her
duties in the kitchen; and having
already taken Juan at sundowan a bowl
of the good broth which the doctor had
said was the only sort of food he must
eat for two weeks, she had dismissed
bim from her mind for the night.
Moreover, 2Ma-garita waa absent.
minded to night. She was more than
half in love with the handscme Ales.
sandro, who, when he had been on the
ranch theyear before, had danced with
her, and said many a light pleatact
word to her, evenings, b8 a young man
may ; and what ailed bim now, that he
sesmed, when he saw her, as if she
were no more than o trauepavent
shade, through waich he stareq at the
sky behiud ber, zbe did not know.
Senor Felipe's illzess, sho thought, and
tho general misery and confusioo, had
perbops put everything elso out of bis
head ; but now he was going to stay,
and it would bo good fun huaving him
there, if only Scoora Felipe got well,
which be sremed like to do. And as
Margarita flew about here, there, and
everywhere, sho cast frequent glances
at tho tall straight figuro pacing up
and down in the dusk outside.

Alegsandro did not gee her. He did
not see saything. He was looking off



