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CHAPTER XIII.

The Senora Moreno had nover before
been so discomfited as in this matter
of Ramona and Alessandro, It chafed
hor to think over her c.nversation
with Felipo; to recall how far the
thing she finally attained was from the
thing she hed in view when she began.
To have Ramona sent to the convent,
Alessandro kept as overseer of the
place, aud the Ortegna jowels turned
into the treasury of the Charch—this
was the plan sho hud determined on in
her mind. Ina‘ead of this Alessandro
wes not to be overseer on the place;
Ramona would not go to the convent ;
she would be married to Alessandro,
ond they would go away together ; and
the Ortegua jewels——well, that was a
thing to be decided in the future; that
skould be left to Father Salvierderra
to decide. Bold as the Senora wes,
she had not quite the courage requisite
to take that question wholly into ber
own hands.

One thing was clesr, Felipe must
not be consulted in regard to ther.
ile bad never known of them, and
need not now. Felipe was far ¢ o
much in sympathy with Ramona to
teke a just view of the situation. He
would be sure to have a quixotic idea
of Ramona's right of ownership. It
was not impossible that Father Salvier
dorra might have the same feeling. If
g0, she muset yield ; but that would go
barder with her than all the rest.
Almost the Senora wounld have been
ready to keop the whole thing a secret
from the Father, if he bad not been at
the time of the Senora Ortegna’s deatk
fully informed of all the particulars of
her bequest to her adopted child. At
any rate, it would be nearly a year
before the Father came again, ard in
the meantime she wounld not risk
writing abont it. The treasure was as
safe in Saint Catharine’s keeping as it
had been ali thess fourtsen years; it
should still lie hidden there. When
Ramona went away with Alessandro
she would write to Father Salviarderra,
simply steting the facts in her own
way, and telling him that all further
questions must wait for decision until
they met.

Aud so she plotted and planned, and
mapped ount the future in her tircless
weaviog brain, till she was somewhat
soothed for the partial failare of her
plans.

There is nothing so skilful in its
own defence as imperious pride. It
has st ingenious systom of its own, of
roprisals—a system so ingenious that
the defeat must be sore indeed, after
which it cannot still find some booty
to bring off! And even greater than
this ingenuity at reprisalsisits capacity
for self-deception. In ths regard 1t
outdoea vanity 8  thousandfold.
Wounded vanity knows when it is
mortally hurt , and limps off the field,
piteous, all disguises thrown away.
Lut pnde carries its banver to the
st , and fast as it i3 driven from one
tield unfurls it in another, never
sdmitting that there is a shade less
honour in the second field than in the
Arst, or in tho third than in the second ;
acd so on till deatk. It is impossible
not to have a certain sort of adwmiraticn
for this kind of pride. Cruel, those
who have it, are to all who come in
their way ; but they are equally crael
to tuomselves when pride demands the
sacrifice. Such pride as this has led
mauy s forlora hope on the eurth,
when all other motives have died nut
of men's breasts; bas won msanv a
crown, which has not been called by
its true name.

Before the afternoon was over the
Sepora had her plan, her chart of the
fature, as it were, all reconstructed;

the sting of hor discomfiture soothed ;
the plecid quiet of hor mauner rostored ;
ber habitual occupations also, and
littlo ways, oll resumed. Bhe waz
going to do *“ nothing” in regard to
Ramone, Only sho hersolf know how
much that meant; how bitterly much |
She wished she were surc that Felipe
also would do ! notling;’ but her
miod still misgave her about Folipe.
Unpityingly she had led hiwm on, and
entangled him in his own words, atep
by stop, till she had brought him to
the position she wished him to take.
Ostensibly, his position and hers were
one, their action a unit; all the snme,
she did not deceive herself as to his
real feoling about the aflair. He loved
Ramona. He liked Alessandro. Bar-
ring the question of family pride,
which be had kavdly thought of till she
suggested it, and which he would not
dwell on apart from her continuing to
press it—barring this, he would bave
liked to Lave Alessandro warry Ra-
mona and remain on the place. All
this would coms uppermost in Felipe's
wind sgain when he was removed from
the pressure of her influence. Never-
theless she did not intend 8o speak
with him on the subject again, or to
permit him to speak to her. Her
ends would be best attained by tuking
and keeping the ground that the ques-
tion of their non-interference having
heen settled once for all, the painful
topic shonld never be ronewed be-
tween them. In patient silence they
must await Romona’s action; must
besr whatever of disgrace and pain she
chose to inflict on the family which
had sheltered her from ber infancy till
now. '

The details of the “nothing” she
proposed to do, slowly arranged them-
selves in her mind. There should be
no apparent change in Ramona's posi-
tion in the house. She should come
and go as freely as ever ; no wdtch on
her movements ; she shounld eat, sleep,
rise up and sit down with them, as
before ; there skould be not a word, or
act, that Felipe’s sympathetic sensitive-
ness could construe into any provoca-
tion to Ramona to ran away. Never-
theless, Ramona should be made to
feel every moment of every honr, that
she wa” in disgrace; that she was with
them, but not of them ; that she had
chosen an alien’s position, and must
abide by it. How this was to be done
the Senora did not put in words to
berself, but she knew very well. 1
anything would bring the girl to her
senses this would. There might still
be a hope, the Senora believed, so little
did she knox Rawona's nature, or the
depth of her affection, for Alessandro,
that she might be in this manuer
brought to see the enormity of tho
offence she would &ommit if she per-
sisted in ber purpose. And if sho did
perceive this, confess her wrong, and
give up the marriage—the Senora grew
almost gencrous and tolerant in har
thoaghts as she contemplated this con-
tingency—if she did thus humble her-
self, and return to her rightfnl alle-
guance 1n the Moreno house, the Senora
would forgive her, and wounld do more
for her than she had ever htherto
done. She would take her to Los
Angelos and to Honterey; would show
her a little more of the world ; and 1t
was by no means unlikely that there
might thus come aboat for her a satis-
factory sud honorable marrisge. Felipe
shonld see that she was not disposed to
deal unfairly by Remona in any way.
if Ramona herself would behave pro-
perly.

Ramona’s surprise, when the Senora
entered ber room just before supper,
and, in her ordinary tone, asked =
question about the chili which was
drying on the 7eranda, was go grest,
that sho could not avoid showing it
both in her voice and Jook.

The Senora recogunised this im-
mediately, but gave no sign of baving
done so, continuing what sho had to
say about tha chili, tho hot sun, the
turning of the grapes, efc., precisoly

o8 she would have spoken to Ramona
8 weok provious, At least this was
what Ramona at firat thought ; but be-
foro tho sontences were finished she
bad dotected in the Senora’s eye and
tono the weapons which were to be
employed agoinst her, Thoe emotion
of half-grateful wonder with which she
had heard the first words ohanged
quickly to heart-aick misery before
they were concluded ; and she said to
berself : **That's the way ahe is going
to break me down, she thinks! Bat
she can’t do it. I can bear anything
for four days ; and the minute Alessan-
dro comos I will go away with him.”
This train of thought in Ramona's
mind was reflected in her face. The
Senora saw it, and hardened herself
still more. It was to be war then.
No hope of surrender. Very well
Tho girl bad made her choice.

Margarita was now the most puzzled
person in the household. She had
overheurd snatches of the converaation
between Felipe and his mother and
Ramons, haviag let her curiosity get
go far the better of her discretion as to
creep to the door and listen. In fact,
she narrowly escaped being caught,
baving bad baraly time to begin her
feint of sweeping the passnge-way,
when Ramons, flinging the door wide
open, came out, after her final reply to
the Senora, the words of which Mar-
garita had distinclty heard : « God
will punish you.” -

*“ Holy Virgin! how dare she say
that to the Senora{’ ejaculated Mar-
garita, under her breath ; and the next

-gecond Ramona rushed by, not even

seeing her. But the Senora’s vigilant
eyes, following Ramons, saw her ;- and
the Senora’s voice had a ring of
suspicion in it, as she called, * How
comes it you are swecping the passage-
way at this hour of the day, Margarita§”’

It was surely the devil himself that
put into Margarita’s head the quick lie
which ghe instantaneously told.
“There was carly breakfast, Senora, to
be cooked for Alessandro, who was
setting off in haste, and my mother
was no' up, 80 I had it to cook.”

As Margarita said this, Felipe fixed
his eyes steadily upon her. She
changed colour. Felipe knew this
was & lie. He had seen Margaits peer-
ing about among the willows while he
was talking with Alessandro at the
sheepfold ; he had seen Alessandro
halt for a moment and speak to her as
he rode past,—only for a moment;
then, pricking his horse sharply, he had
galloped off down the valleyroad. No
breakiast had Alessandro had at Mar-
garita’s bands, or any othar's, that
worning. What could have been Mar-
garita’s motive for telling this lie $

But Felipe ha too many serions
cares on his mind to busy hiwself long
with any thought of Margarita or her
fbs. She had said the first thing
which came into her head, most likely,
to shelter herself from the Senora's
displeasare: which was indeed very
near the truth, only there was added
a gpice of walice against Aleszandro.
A slight undercurrent of jealons an-
tagonism towards him had begun to
grow up among the servants of lato;
fostered, if not originated, by Mar
garita’s sharp sayinge as to his being
sdmitted to such strange intimacy with
the family.

TWhile Felips continued ill, and was
30 soothed to rest by his music, thers
was 1o room for cavil. 1t was natural
that Alessandro came and went as a
pbysician might. But after Felips
had rocovered, why shouid this freedom
and intimacy continue?! More thsa
onco there bad been sollen mnttterings
of this kind on the north verands,
when all the labourers and eervants
weza gathered there of an evening,
Alessandro alone being absent from the
group, and the sounds of his voice ar
his violin cominyg from tho south ver-
anda, where thoe family sat.

“ It would be a good thing if we too
had a bit of music now and then,”
Juen Canito would grumble ; * but the

lad's chary enough of his bow on this
side tha house.”

“Ho! we're not good enough for
bhim to play to!” Margarita would
reply ; **Liko master, like servant,' is
8 good proverb sometimes, but not
always. But thoro's o deal going o,
on tho veranda yonder, besides fiddl-
ingI" and Margarita's lips would purse
themeelves up in an expression of
concontrated mystory and secrot know-
ledgo, well fitted to draw from ovory-
body a fire of questions, none of whioh,
however, would sheanswer. She knew
better than to slander the Senorita
Ramona, or to say a word even reflect-
ing upon her unfavourably. Not a
man or o woman there would have
borne it. They all had loved Ramona
ever since she came among them as a
toddling baby. Thoy pettud ber then,
and idolised her now. Not one of
them whom she had not done good
offices for—nursed them, cheered tlom,
rememtbxred their birthdeys and their
sainte’-days. To no ome but her
mother had Margarita unbosomed what
she knew and what suspected ; and old
Marda, frightened at the bare pro-
nouncing of such words, bad terrified
Margarita into the solemnest of pro-
mises, never, under any circamstances
whatever, to say such things to any
other member of the family. Marda
did not believe them. She could not.
She believed that Margarita’s jealousy
had imagined all.

“ And the Senors; ste'd ssnd you
packing off this place in an hour, and
me too, long’s I've lived here, if ever
she was to know of your blackening
the Senorita. Aun Indian, too! You
must be mad, Margarita 1”

When Margarita, in triumpb, had
flown to tell her that the Senora had

- just dragged the Senorita Ramona up

the garden-walk, and shoved her into
her room and locked the door, and
that it was because she had canght her
with Alessandro at the washing-stones,
Marda first crossed herself in sheer
mechanical fashion at the shack of the
story, and then cuffed Margarita's ears
for telling her.

“T'l] take the head off your aneck, if
yon eay that alond again!  \Whatever’s
come to the Senora! Forty years I've
lived under this roof, and I never saw
ber lift a hand to s living creatare yet.
You're out of your senses, child 1" she
said, all the time gazing fearfully
towards the room.

“You'll see whether I am out of my
senses or not,’” rstorted Margarita,
and ran back to the dining room. And
after tho dining-room door was shut,
and the unbappy pretence of a supper
bad begun, old Marda had . herself
crept softly to the Senorita’s door and
listened, and heard Ramona sobbing as
if ber heart would break. Then she
know that what Margarita had said
must be true, and her faithfal soul
was in sore straits what to think.
The Senorita misdemean herself !
Never! Whatever happened, it was not
that! Therewas some terrible mistake
somewhere. Kneeling at the keyhols,
she had called cauticusly to Ramons,
**Ob, my lamb, what is it§" Bat
Ramona had not heard her, and the
danger was too great of remaining ; so,
scraombling up with difficulty from her
rheumatic knees, the old woman had
hobbled back to the kilchen as much
in the dark as befcre, and, by a cari-
ously illogical consequence, crosser
than ever to her daughter. All the
next day she watched for herself, and
conld not but seo that all appearances
bors out Margarita's statoments. .Ales-
aandro’s sudden departure bad been a
tremendous corroboration of the story.
Not one of the men had had an inkling
of it; Juan Caaito, Luigo, both alike
astonished ; no word left, no message
sont ; only Senor Folipe had s1id care-
lessly to Juan Can, after breskfast:
¢*You'll have to look after things your-
self for a fow days, Juan. Alessandro
bas gone to Temocnls.”

“For s few days!” exclaimed Mar-
garita, sarcastically, when this was



