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backbone of a codfish. She brushed and curled

her hair till she took all the curl out of it, and

washed all the paint off her cheeks in the zeal

of motherly ablutions.

In fact nobody suspected that Dolly was not

the happiest of children, as she certainly was one

of the busiest and healthiest, and when that even-

ing her two brothers came in from the Academy,

noisy and breezy, and tossed her up in their long

arms, her laugh rung gay and loud, as if there

were no such thing as disappointment in the

world.

She pursed her mouth very tight for fear that

she should let out something on the forbidden

subject at the supper-table. But it was evident

that nothing could be farther from the mind of

her papa, who, at intervals, was expounding to

his wife the difference between natural and moral

inability as drawn out in a pamphlet he was

preparing to read at the next ministers* meeting

—remarks somewhat interrupted by reproof to

the boys for giggling at table and surreptitiously

feeding Spring, the dog, in contravention of fam-

ily rules.

It is not to be supposed that Will and Tom
Gushing, though they were minister's boys, were

not au courant in all that was going on note-

worthy in the parish. In fact, they were fully

verseJ in all the details of the projected cere-


