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don't weigh much 'longside o' Parson Cushmg.

He's got a good voice, and reads well ; but come

to a sermon—wal, ain't no gret heft in't."

" Want to know," said his auditor.

*' Yis," said Hiel, *' but Sim 's almighty plucky.

You'd think now, comin' into this 'ere little bit of

a church, right opposite Parson Cushing's great

mectin'-house, and with the biggest part of folks

goin' to meetin', that he'd sing small at fust ; but

he don't. Lordy massy, no ! He comes right out

with it that Parson Gushing ain't no minister,

and hain't got no right to preach, nor administer

sacraments, nor nothin'—nor nobody else but him

and his 'Piscopal folks, that's been ordained by

bishops. He gives it to 'em, hip and thigh, 1 tell

you."

" That air don't look reasonable," said Job, after

a few minutes of profound reflection.

" Wal, Siin says this 'ere thing has come
right stret down from the 'Postles—one ordainin*

another in a steady string all the way down till it

come to him. And Parson Gushing, he's out in

the cold, 'cause there hain't no bishop ordained

him."
'-' Wal, I declare !" said the other. ** I think that

air *s cheek."

"Ain't it now?" said Hiel. "Now, for my
part, I go for the man that does his work best.

Here's all our ministers round a savin' sinners and


