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the clock and make other movements to show

that the conversation had come to an end.

Poor little Dolly stood still, looking wistful

and bewildered. The tangle of brown and golden

curls on the outside of her little head was not

more snarled than the conflicting ideas in the

inside. This great and wonderful idea of Christ-

mas, and all this confusion of images, of gold

stars and green wreaths and illuminated windows

and singing and music—all done because Christ

was born, and yet something that her papa did

not approve of—it was a hopeless puzzle. After

standing thinking for a minute or two she re-

sumed :

"But, Nabby, why don't my papa like it? and

why don't we have a lumination in our meeting-

house ?"

" Bless your heart, child, they never does them

things to Presbyterian meetin's. Folks* ways is

different, and them air is 'Piscopal ways. For

my part I'm glad father signed off to the 'Pisco-

palians, for it's a great deal jollier."

"Oh, dear! my papa won't ever sign off,"

said Dolly, mournfully.

"To be sure he won't. Why, what nonsense

that is!" said Nabby, with that briskness with

which grown people shake off the griefs of chil-

dren. "Of course he won't when he's a min-

ister, so what's the use of worryin'? You jest


