
The Crimson Ram ler

" Cume. my beloved, hute aw«y,

Cut short toe hours of thy delay.

Fly like • youthful hart or roe

Over the hills where spices grow."

At length the strains of the favorite old tune

faded on the ears of the delighted audience. Then
they had The Portland Fancy and The ^rish

Washerwoman and The College Hornpipe, and
at last the clock in the carriage house struck mid-

night and the guests departed in groups of two^:

and threes and fours, their cheerful voic ound-

ing far down the villagr .treet.

Osh Popham stayed behind to cover the piano»

put out the lanterns, close the doors and windows,
and lock the bam, while Mrs. Carey and the Ad-

miral strolled slowly along the greensward to the

side door of the house.

*' Good-night," Osh called happily as he passed

them a few minutes later. "1 guess Beulah neve
see a party such as oum was, this evenin*! I

guess if the truth was known, the State o' Maine
never did, neither! Good-night, all! Mebbe if I

hurry along I can ketch up with Maria!"
His quick steps brushing the grassy pathway

could be heard for some minutes in the clear still

air, and presently the sound of his mellow tenor

came floating back:—
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