
The Crimson Rambler

on hers, an altogether new touch, warm and com-
pellmg. There was the gay trooping down the

centre of the bam in fours,— some one by her

side who had never been there before,— and a

sensation entirely new and intoxicating, that

whenever she met the glance of her partner's

merry dark eyes she found herself at the bottom
of them.

Was she a child when she heard Osh Popham
cry: "Take your partners for The Tempest!"
and was she awoman when he called: "All prom-
enade to seats!'* She hardly knew. Beulah was
a dream; the Yellow House was a dream, the

dance was a dream, the partner was a dream. At
one moment she was a child helping her father to

plant the crimson rambler, at another she was a

woman pulling a rose from the topmost branch

and giving it to some one who steadied her hand
on the trellis; some one who said "Thank you'*

and "Good-night** diflFerently from the rest of

the world.

Who was the young stranger? Was he the

Knight of Beulah Castle, the Overlord of the Yel-

low House, washe the Yellow Peril, was he a good

bird towhom Mother Carey's chicken had shown
the way home? Still the dream went on in bewil-

dering circles, and Nancy kept hearing mysteri-

ous phrases spoken with a new meaning,— "Will
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