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R A M O N A hostility would rotnrn, 1t was but a | and slower aho walked for & fow paces, | mean to leave me to think you wero
. dubious sort of ally, after all, that | then turned agoin, The manreturned | dead, Alessandro §”
_— Ramonn had so unoxpectedly secured

A Story.
By HELEN JACKSON.

CHAPTER XIV.—(CostiNvurp.)

“ Ay,” asid old Marde, who had
scen aoll this for days back, *ay, she
has wasted away this last weck like
ono in a fover, sure encugh; I have
seon it. It inust be she is starving
hersolf to death.”

¢t Indeed, she has not eaten for ten
doys—hardly since that day;” and
Margarita and her mother oxchanged
looks. ft was not necegsary to further
define tho day.

«“ Juan Can says ho thinke ho will
never be seen hore again,” continued
Margarita.

« The saints grant it, then,” said
Marda hotly, ¢ if it is he hag cost the
Sonorita all this! Iam that turced
about in my bead with it all that I've
no thoughts to think ; but plain enough
it is he is mixed up with whatever 't
is has gone wrong.”

« T could tell what it is,” said Mar-
gerita, her old pertness coming upper-
most for a moment ; * but I've got no
more to say, now the Senorita’s lying
on her bed, with the face she's got.
It's enough to break your heart to look
at her. I could just go down on my
knee3 to her for all I've said; and I
will, and to Saint Francis too! She's
going to be with him before long; 1
know she is.”

« No,” said the wiser, older Marda.
“She is not so il as you think. She
is young. It’s the beart s gone out of
her, that's all. I've been that way
myself  People are, when they're
young.”

«I'm young,'. retorted Margarita.
“I've never been that way.”

¢ Thero's many & mile to the end of
tho road, my girl,” said Marda, signifi.
cantly; “and ‘It’s ill boasting the
first day out,’ was a proverb when I
wag your age!”

Marda had never beea mach more
than hali-way fond of this own child
of hers. Their natures wero antagon-
jstic. Traits which, in Margarita's
father, had embittered many a day of
Marda's early life, ‘were perpetually
cropping out in Margarita, making
botween the mother and daughter a
barrier which even parental love was
not always strong enough to surmount.
And, ss wasinevitable, this antagonism
was constantly leading to things which
scemed to Mergarita, and in fact were,
upjust and unfounded.

« Shes always flinging ont a% mo
whatever 1 do,” thought Margurita-
«] konow one thing; I'll never tell
her what the Senorita's told me; never
—not till after she’s gone.”

A sudden suspicion flashed into
Margarita’s mind. Sho seated herself
on the bench outside the kitchea door,
to wrestle with it. What if it were
not to a convent at all, but to Ales-
sandro, that tho Senorita meaxt to ge |
No ; that was preposterons. If it ba
been that, she would have gono witu
him in the outset. Nobody who was
plotting to run away with o lover ever
wore such a look as the Senorita wore
now. Margarits dismissed thethought;
yet it left its trace. She wounld bo
more observant for baving had it : her
resuscuated affection for her young
mistress was not yet 8o strong that it
wounld resist the assanlts of jealousy,
if that passion were tobe sgain aroused
in ber fiery soul Though she had
nover been decply in love with Ales-
sandro hersclf, she bad been enough
so, and she remembered him vividly
enougb, to feel yet a sharp omotion of
displeasure at the recollection of his
dovotion to the Senorita. Now that
the Senorita seemed to be desorted,
unhappy, prostrated, she had no room
for anything but pity for her ; but lot
Alessandro come on the stage again,
ond sll would be changed. The old

in Margarita. She might prove the
sharpest of brokoen recds. *

It was sunsot of tho eighteenth day
aince Alessandro's departure. Romona
had lain for four days well nigh
motionless on the bed. She herself
began to think sho must be going to
die. Her mind seomed to bo vacant
of all thought. She did not oven sor-
row for Alessandro's death ; sho
seemeod torpid, body and soul. Such
prostrations as these are Nature's
enforced resta. It is often only by
by help of *hem that our bodies tide
over orises, strains, in whicd, if we
continued to batitle, wo should be slain.

As Ramona lay half unconscious—
neither awake nor yet asleep—on this
evening, she was suddenly aware of a
vivid impression produced apon her;
it was not sound, it was not sight.
She was alone ; tha house was still as
death ; the warm September twilight
silonce reigned outside. She sat up
in her bed, intent—balf alarmed—balf
glad—bewildered—slive. What had
happened 1  Still there was no sound,
no stir. The twilight was fast de¢pen-
ing; not a breath of air moving.
Gradusally her bewildored senses and
facuities awoke from their long.dor-
mant condition; she looked around
the room ; even the walls seemed re-
vivified ; she clasped her hands, and
leaped from the bed. * Alessandro is
not dead ! she said aloud ; and she
laughed hysterically. “He is not
dead ¥’ she repeated. * He is not
dead! He is somewhere near "

With quivering bands she dressed
and stole out of the house. After the
first few seconds she found herself
strangely strong ; she did not tremble;
her feet trod firm on the und.
“Ob, miracle!” she thought, as she
hastened down the garden walk; «1
am well again! Alessandro is near!”
So vivid was the impression that when
she reached the willows and found the
spot silent, vacant, as when she had
last sat there, hopeless, broken-hearted,
she exparienced & revulsion of disap-
pointment. ‘¢ Not here !” she cried ;
“not here! and a swift fear shook
her. “Am I mad? Is it this way,
perhaps, people lose their senses, whea
they are as I have been !”

Bat the young strong blood was run.
ning swift in her veins. No! this was
no madness; rather a newly discovered
power ; a fulness of sense, a revelation.
Alessandro was near.

Swiftly she walked down the river
road. The farther she went the keener
grew her expectation, her sense of
Alessandro's nearaess. Inher present
mood she would have walked cn and
op, evan tc Tomecula itself, sure that
she was at each step drawing nearer to
Alessandro. As she approached the
second willow copse, which lay perhaps
a quarter of a mile west of the first,
she saw the figure of a man, standing,
loaning against one of the trees. She
halted. It could not be Alessandro,
He would not pause for a momont so
near the bouse where he was to find
her. She was afraid to go on. It
was late to meet & stranger in this
lonely spot. The figure wes strangely
still; so still that, as she peecred
through the dusk, she half fancied it
might be an optical illusion. She
advanced a fow steps, hesitatingly, then
stopped. Ag be came out from the
shadows of the trees sho saw that he
was of 2 Alessandro's height.  She
quickencd her steps, thea suddonly
stopped sgain. What did this mean
It conld not be Alessandro. Ramona
wrung her hands in sgony of suspense.
An almost unconquerable instinet arged
her forward; but terror held her back.
After standing irresolute for somo
minutes she turned to walk back to
tho houss, saying, “I must not run
the risk of its being a stranger.
If it is Alessandro he will come.”

But ber feet seemod to rofuse to
move in the opposite direction. Slower

to his former placo, and stood asab
first, leaning against the tree.

“ It may be & messenger from him,
sho said ; **a meesenger wio lLias been
told not to como to tho houso until
after dark.”

Hor mind was made up, She
quickened her pace ton run. A few
moments more brought ber 8o near that
sho could see distinctly. It was—jyes,
it was Alessandro. He did not sce
hor. His face was turned partially
away, bis head vesting against tho
troe; he must be ill. Ramona flew,
rather than ran. In a moment more
Alessandro had heard the light steps,
turned, saw Ramons, and, with a cry,
bounded forward, and they were clasp-
ed in each others arms before they had
looked in each other's faces. Ramona
spoke first. Disongaging hereelf gently,
and looking up, she began: “Ales-
sandro— -" But at the firet sight of
his face she shrieked. @ Was this
Alessandro, this haggard, emaciated,
specchless man, who gazed at her with
hollow eyes, full of misery, and nojoy !
* 0 God,” cried Ramona, * you have
been ill! You are ill! My God,
Alessandro, what is it 1"

Alessandro passed his hand slowly
over bis forchead, as if trying to
collect his thoaghts before speaking, all
the while keeping his eves fixed on
Ramona, with the same anguished
look, conclusively holdiug both her
hands in his.

* Senorita,” he said, * my Senorita "
Then he stopped. His tongue seemed
to refuse him utterance; and bhis
voice,—this strange, hard, unresonant
voice,—~whogse voice was it7 Not
Alessandro's.

“ My Senorits,” he began again. « I
could not go without one sight of your
face ; but when I was here I had not
courage to go near the house. If ycu
bad not cowce I should have gone back
without seeing you.”

Ramona heard these words in fast-
deepening terror. What did they
mean ? Her look seemed to suggest s
new thought to Alessandro. .

‘Heavens, Senorital” he cried,
“have you not heard? Do you not
know what has happened ?”

« Y know nothing, love,” answered
Rowmona. “I have heard nothing since
you went away. For tendays I have
been sure you were dead ; but to-night
something told me that you were near
and I came to meet you.”

At the first words of Ramona’s
septence, Allesandro threw his arms
around her again. As she said * love,”
his whole freme shook with emotivn,

* My Senorita!” ho whispered, * my
Senorita! how shall I tell vou! How
shall I tell you!”

¢t What is there to tell, Alessandro §"
shosaid. **I am afraid of nothing,
now that yon are here, and not dead,
as I thought.”

But Alessandro did not speak. It
scemed impossible. At last, etraining
her closer to his breast, he cried :
“ Dearest Senorita! [ feel as if I
shounid die when I tell you—I have no
home; wy father is dead; my people
are driven out of their village. I am
only & beggar now, Senorita ; like those
you used to feed and pity in Los
Angeles convent " Ag he spoke the
last words ho rcaled, and, supporting
himself against the treq, added . “I am
not stroog, Senorita, wo have been
starving.”

Ramonn’s faco did not reassure him.
Even in the dusk bo could see its
look of incredalous borror. Ho mis-
read it.

“I only came to look at you ouce
worg,” bo continued. “ I will gonow.
. Muy the saints bless you, my Senorits,
alweys. I think the Virgin sent you
to we to-night I should never have
scon your face if yor had not come.”

While he was speaking, Ramona
bod buried her “ce in his bosom.

Lifting it now, sho caid, “Did you

I thought that the nows about our
village wust have roached you,” he
said, “and that you would kuow I had
no home, and could not come to seem
to romind you of what you had said.
O, Senorita, it was little enough I had
before to give you! I don't know
how I dared to believe that you could
como to bo with mo; but I loved you
80 much, I had thoyght of many things
I could do; and "—lowering his voice
ond speaking almost sullenly—*'it is
the saints, I believe, who have punish-
ed me thus for having resolved to leave
my people, and take all I had for my-
solf and you. Now they bave left me
notbing ; ” and he groaned.

“Who1” cried Ramona.
there a battle}
killed 37
horror.

¢ No," answered Alessandro. “Thore
was no battle. There would have
bean, if [ had had my way; but my
father implored me not to resist. He
aaid it would only make it worse for
us in the end. The sheriff, too, he
begged of me %o let it all go on peace-
ably, and help him keep the people
quiet. He felt terribly to have to do
it. It was Mr. Rothsaker, from San
Diego. We had often worked for him
on his ranck. He knew all about us.
Don‘t you recollect, Senorita, I told
you about him, how fair he always
was, and kind too ? He has the biggest
wheat ranch in Oajon ; we've harvested
miles and miles of wheat for him. He
said he would have rather died, almest,
tban bave had it to do; buatif we re-
sisted he would bave to order his men
to shoot. He had twenty men with
bhim. They thought there would be
trouble ; and well they might—turning
a whole village full of men and women
and children oat of their houses, and
driving them off like foxes. If it had
been any man but Mr. Rothseker, I
would have shot him dead, if I had
bung for it ; but I knew if he thought
we must go, there was no help for us.”

‘ But, Alessandro,” interrupted Ra-
mona, “ I can't understand. Whe was
1t made Mr. Rothsakerdo it Who
has the land now ¥”

“I don’t know who they are,”
Alessandro replied, his voico full of
anger and gcorn. * They’re Americans
—eight or ten of them. They all got
together and brought a suit, they call
it, up in San Francisco; and it was
decided in the court that they own all
ourland. That was all Mr Rothsaker
could tell about it. It was the law, he
said, and nobody could go against the
law.”

“Oh,” said Ramona, ¢ that’s the
way the Americans toock so much of
the Senora’s 1anG away from her. It
was in the conrt up in San Francisco ;
and they decided that miles and miles
of her land, which the General had
always had, was not hersat all. They
suid it belonged to the United States
Government.”

“They are s pack of thisves and
liars, every one of ther !” cried Ales-
sandro. “They are going to steal all
the lend in this country ; we might all
just ag well throw ourselves into the
sea and let them bave it. My father
has been telling me thie for years. He
saw it coming ; but I did not believe
hin. I did cot think men could be so
wicked : bat he was right. Iam glad
heis dead. That is the only thing 1
have to be thankful for now. One
day I thought he was going to get well,
and I prayed to the Virgin not to let
bhim. I did not want bhim to live.
He never knew anything clear after
they took him out of his bouse. That
was beforo I got there. I found him
gitting on the ground outside. They
said it was tho sun that had turned
him crazy ; but it was not. {t was his
heart breaking in his besom. He
would not come out of his house, and
the men lifted him up and carried him
out by force, and threw him on tho
ground ; ond then thoy threw out all

“ Was
Was your father
She was trembling with



