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CHAPTER XVI, —(CosTINurn.)

‘The Agent coloured. Auut Ri was
a privileged charactor, but hor logical
method of yuestioning was inconvon-
iont.

“T only mean that they ore under
wy charge,” ho said. ¢ Idon’t mean
that they belong to us in any way.”

“ Wall, I allow nct,” retorted Aunt
Ri, *“enny more 'n I dew, Thoy air
airnin’ thoir livin’ gech 's 't is, of yer
kio call ita livin’. I've ben 'mongst
'em, naow, this hyar last tew weeks,
'n' I allow I've hed my oyes opened
ter some things. What's thet docter
er yourn, him thet they call the
Agency docter—what's he got tor dot”

“To attend to the Indians of this
Agency when they are sick,” replied
the Agent promptly.

« Wall, thet's vhat I heern ; thot's
what's yeow sed afore, 'n’ thot's why
Alessandro, the Injun thet wuz mur
dered—thet's why be put his name
down 'n yeour books, though 't went
agin him orful ter do it. He wuz
high-spereted, 'n’ 'd allers took care er
hisself ; but he'd ben druv out er fust
one place 'n’ then another tell he'd
goue clor down. 'n’ pore; 'n’ he jest
begged thot docter er yourn to go to
seo his little gal, 'n’ the doctor wouldn't;
'n’ more ’n thet, he laughed at him fur
askin’. ‘N’ they set the little thing
en the hoss ter bring hor here, 'n’ she
died afore they’d come a mile with her;
n’ 't wuz thet, on top er all the rest,
druv Alessandro crazy. He never hed
pone er them wandrin’ spells till arter
thet. Noow I allow thet wa'n't right
er thet docter. 1 wouldn’t hev no
sech docter's thet rasund my Agency,
eof I wuz yeow. I'raps yer never
heered uv thet. I told Ramony I
didn't bleeve yer knowed it, or ye'd
hev m=de him go.”

© No, Aunt Ri,” said the Agent;
«J] could not have done that; he is
only required to doctor such Indians
a8 come here.”

¢ allow, then, thar ain't any gret
use on hevin’ him at all,” said Aunt
Ri; *’pears like thar ain't more 'n &
barndful uv Injuns raound here. I
expect he gits well paid1” and she
paused for an answer. Nome came.
The Agent did not feel himself obliged
to reveal to Aunt Ri what salary the
Government paid the San Bernardino
doctor for sending haphazard prescrip-
tions to Indians he never saw.

After a psuse Aunt Ri resumed:
« 1t it ain't enny cffence ter yeow, I
allow I'd like ter koow jest what 't is
veow air here ter dew fur these Injuns.
T've grot my fezlin's considdable stirred
up, bein’ smong ’em, 'n’ knowing this
hysr ony, thet's ben murdered. Hev
ye got enny power fo give 'em enny-
thing—food, or sech 1 They air pow-
erful pore, most on 'em.”

] have had a little fund for buying
supplies for them in times of special
suffering” o very little; and the De
partment has appropriated some money
for waggons and ploughs ; not enough,
however, to supply every village!
jou seo theso Indiaus are in the main
sclf supporsing.” .

“Thet's jest it,” persisted Aunt Ri.
« Thet's what 1'vo ben soein’; 'n’ thet's
why I want 50 bad ter git at what 't is
the Guvurnmunt means ter hev yeow
dew fur 'em. 1 allow ef yoow ain’t
ter feed 'em, an’ ef yer can’t put folks
jnter jail fur robbin’, 'n’ cheatin’ ’em,
not %er say killin’ cm—ef yer can’t
dow conythin’ moro 'n keep 'em keep
‘em from gettin' whisky, wall, I'm free
ter say Aunt Ri paused; she
did not wish to scem to reflect on the
Agent’s usefulness, and 8o conclnded
her sentence very differently from her
first impulso—"1'm free ter say I
shouldn't like ter stan’ in yer shoes.”

“You may woll say that, Aunt Ri,”
laughod tho Agent, complacently, * It
ie the most troublesome Aganocy iu the
wholo list, and the least aatisfactory.”

“ Well, I allow it wought be the
least satisfyin',” rejoined the indefati.
goblo Aunt Ri; “but I donno whar
the trouble cowmes in, of so bo s thar's
no more kin be done than yor wuz or
tollin’” And she looked honestly
puzzled.

“ Look there, Aunt Ri!” said he,
triumphantly, poiating to a pile of
books and papers. ‘*All those to be
gone through with, aud a report to be
made out every month, and a voucher
to bo sent for every lead-pencil I buy.
1 toll you I work harder then 1 ever
did in my life before, and for less pay.”

“I ollow yer hev hed easy times
afore, then,” retorted Aunt Ri, good-
neturedly satirical, * ef yrow air plum
tired doin’ thet!” And sho took her
leave, not a whit clearer in her wmind
as to the real nature and function of
the Indian Agency than she was in
the beginning.

Through all of Ramona's journey
home she seemed to herself to be in a
dream. Her baby in her arms; the
faithful creatures, Baba and Benito,
gaily trotting along at a pace 8o swift
that the carriage seemed gliding;
Felipe by her side—the dear Felipe—
his eyea wearing the same bright and
loving look as of old—what strange
thing was it which had bappened to
her to make it all seem unreal? Even
the little one in her arms—shs, too,
seomed unreal! Ramona did not know
it, but her nerves were still partially
peralyzed. INatore sends merciful
ana:sthetics in the shocks which aimost
kill us. In the very sharpness of the
blow sometimes lies its own first
healing. It would be long before
Remona would fully realize that Ales-
sandro was dead. Her worst apguish
was yet to come.

Felipe did not know and could not
understand this; and it was with a
warvelling gratitude that he saw Ra-
mons, duy after day, placid, always
ready with a smile when he spoke to
her. Her gratitude for each thought-
fulness of his smote him like a re-
proach ; all the more that he knew her
gentle heart had never held a thought
of reproach in it towards him. ** Grate-
ful to me!” he thought. *“To me, who
might have spared her all this wos if
I bad been strong !’

Never would Folipe forgive himself,
—no, not to the day of his death. His
whole life sheuld be devoted to her
and her child ; but what a pitifal thing
was that to render !

As they drew npear home he saw
Rawmona often try to conceal from him
that she bad shed tears. At lest he
said to her: * Dearest Ramona, do
not fear to weep before me. I would
not be any coostraint on you. It is
better for you to let the tears come
freely, my sister. They are healing to
wounda.”

I do not think so, Felipo,” roplied
Bamona. ¢ Tears are only selfish and
w. . They arelike a cry because we
are nurt. It is not possible always to
keep them back; but I am sshamed
when I bave wopt, and think also that
I have sinned, because I bave given a
sad sight to others. Father Salvier
derrs always said that it was a duty
to look happy, no matter how much we
wight be suffering.”

**That iz more than human power
can do ! eaid Felipe.

« I think not,” replied Ramona, * If
it were, Father Salvierderra would not
have commanded it. And do you not
recollect, Felips, what a smilo his face
always wore! and his beart had been
broken for many, many years before
ke died. Along, in the night, when be
prayed, he used to woep, from the
great wrestling he had with God, he
told mo; but we never saw him oxcept
with a smile. Whenono thinksin the
wildorness, alone. Felips, many things
becomo clear. I bavo been learning,
sll these yoars in tho wilderness, as if

I bad had a teacher. Sometimes I
almost thought that tho epirit of
Father 8slvicrderra was by my side
Eutt.iug thoughts into my wind. I

opo I cap toll them to my child when
she is old enough. She will underatsind
them quicker than [ did, for sho has
Alossandro’s scal ; you can sco that by
hor oyes. And all these things of
which I speak were in his heart from
his childhood. They belong to the air
and tho sky and tho sun, and all troes
know them.”

When Ramona spoko thus of Ales
sandro, Folips marvelled in silence.
He himself bad been ofraid to montion
Alessandro’s name ; but Ramona spoke
it as if he woro yot by her side. Felipe
could not fathom this. Thoere were to
bo many things yet which IFelipe could
not fathom in this lovely, sorrowing,
sunny sistor of his,

When they reached the house, the
gervantg, who had been on the watch
for days, were all gathored in the
courtyard, old Marda and Juan Can
heading the group; only two absent—
Margorita and Luigo. Thoy had been
married some months before, and were
living at tho Ortegas ranch, where
Luigo, to Juan Can’s scornful amuse-
ment, had been made head shepherd.

On all sides were beaming faces,
siniles, and glad criea of greeting.
Undorneath these were affectionate
hearts guaking with fear lest the home-
comiog be but a sad one after all
Vaguely they knew a little of what
their dear Senorita had been through
sinco ghe left them ; it seemed that she
must be sadly altered by so much
sorrow, and that it would be terrible to
her to come back to the place so full of
painfal associations. ** And the Senora
gone, too,” said one of the outdoor
hands, as they were talking it over;
“ it's not the same place at all that it
was when the Senora was here.”

“Humph "’ muttered Juan Can,
more consequential and overbearing
taan ever for this year of absolute con-
trol of the cstate. * Humph! that’s
all you konow. A gond thing the
Senora died when she did, I can tell
you! We'd never have seen the Sen-
orita back bere else; I can tell you
that, my man! And for my part, I'd
much rather be under Senor Felipe
and the Senorita than under the
Senora, peace to her ashes! 8he had
herday. They can have theizs now.”

When theso loving and excited re-
tainers saw Remona-—pale, but with
her own old smile on her fsce—coming
towards them with-her babe in her
arms, they broke into wild cheering,
and there was not a dry uye in the

group.

Singling out old Marda by a glance,
Ramone held out the baby towards
her, and said in her old gentle, affec-
tionats voice, * I am sure you will love
wy, baby, Marda !”

Senorita! Senorita! God bless you,
Senorita !” they cried ; and closed up
their ranks aroand the baby, touching
ber, praising her, handing her from
one to avother.

Ramona stood for a fow seconds
watching them ; then she said, ¢ Give
her to me, Marda. I will myself carry
her into the house;” and sho moved
toward the inner doer.

«This way, dear ; this way,” cried
Folips. “ It is Father Salvierderra’s
room I ordored to bo prepared for you,
becauge it i3 so sunny for the baby !’

«‘Phanks, kind Felipe!” cried Ra-
mous, and her eyecs said morethan her
words, She knew he had divined the
one thing she had most dreaded in re-
turning—the crossing again tho thres-
hold of her own rocom. It would bo
long now before sho would enter that
room. Perhaps sbe would never enter
it. How tender ani wise of Felipe.

Yes ; Felipe was both tender and
wisg, now. How long would the
wisdom hold the tenderness in leash,
as he day after day looked upon the
face of this beautiful woman—so much
more beautiful now th.n she had been
before bor marriage, that Felipe somo-

limes, ns ho gared at her, thought hor
changed even in feature ! But in this
vory change lay a spell which would
for a long timo surround her, and st
hor as apart frow lover's thoughts &8 if
she woro guarded by a cordon of viow-
leas spirite. Thero was a =apt look of
hioly communion on her face, which
mado itaelf folc by the dullest percep.
tion, and sometimes overawed oven
whoro it attracted. It was tho same
thing which Aunt Iti had felt and for-
mulated in ber own humorou. fashion.
But old Marda put it better, when, one
doy, in reply to a half-terrified, low-
whispered suggeation of Juan Can, to
the cTect that it was ‘* a great pity the
Senor Felipe hadn't married the Sen

orits years ago—what if ho were to do
it yot 1" sho gaid, also under her breath,
“It is my opinion he'd as soon think
of Saint Cathorine herself ! Not but
that it would be a great thing if it
could bo !"

And now the thing that the Senora
had imagined to herself so often had
come about—tho presenco of a little
child in her house, on the verands, in
the garden, overywhoro; the sunny,
Jjoyous, blest presence. But how differ-
ently bad it come! Not Felipu's child,
ag she proudly bad pictured, but the
ohild of Ramona ; the friendless, ban.
ished Ramona returned now into full
honour and peace =8 the daughter of
the house-—Ramona, widow of .les-
sandro. If the child had been Felipe's
own ho could not bave folt for it a
groater love. From the firat, the little
thing had clung to him as only second
to ber mother. She slept hours iu his
arms, one little hand hid in his dark
beard, close to his lips, and kissed
agoin and again when no one saw.
Next to Ramona herself in Velipes
beart came Ramona’s child; and on
the cbild he could lavish the fondness
he felt that he could never dare to
show to tho mother. Month by month
it grew clearer to Felipe that the main-
springs of Rawona's life were no Jonger
of thig earth : that she walked as one in
copstant fellowship with one unseen.
Her frequent and calm mention of
Alessandre did pot deceive him. It
did nco mean a lessening gricf: it
weant an unchanged relation.

One thing weighed heavily on
Felipe's mind—the concealed treasuro.
A sense of humiliation withbeld him,
day sfter day, from spenking of it.
Bat he could have no peace until Ra-
mona knew it. Each hour that heo
delayed the revelation he felt him. 'If
almost 8s guilty as he hed held his
mother to be. At last he spoke. 1o
had not said many words before Ra-
mona interrupted him. *“Qh yes!™
she gaid. “ I knew about those things :
your mother told me. When we wero
in snch trouble I used to wish some-
times we could have had a few cf the
jowela. Bat thoy were all given to tho
Church. That was what the Senora
Ortegna said must boe done with them
if 1 married against your riother's
wishea.”

It was with a shawe stricken voice
that Felipe replied : ** Dear Ramona,
they were not givento the Ohurch.
You know Iather Salvierderra died ;
and I supposo my mother did not know
what to do with them. She told me
about them just as she was dying.”

“ But why did you not give thom to
the Church, dear ?’ asked Ramona
simply.

“ Why ¥ cried Felipe. “ Because 1
hold them to be yours, and yours only.
I would never have given thom to the
Church until I had sure proof that you
were dead and had left no children,”

Romona’s oyes wero fixed earaestly
on Felipe’s face. * Yon have not read
the Scnora Ortegna’s lottar 1’ she
said.
“Yes, I have,” he replicd, “ every
word of it.”

“ But that gaid I was not to have
any of the things if I married against
the Senora Moreno's will."”

Felipe groaned. Had his mother
fied? *No, dear,” he said, * that was



