
DISSOLVING VIEWS. IX
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" Oh, land o* Goshen ! no, child
;
you mustn't

think on 't. I couldn't do that noways. Your
pa never would hear of it, nor Mis' Gushing

neither. You see, your pa don't b'lieve in

Ghristmas."

" What is Ghristmas, Nabby ?"

" Why, it's the day Ghrist was bom—that's

Ghristmas."

" Why, my papa believes Ghrist was born,"

said Dolly, with an injured air; "you needn't

tell me that he don't. I've heard him read all

about it in the Testament."

" I didn't say he didn't, did I ?" said Nabby

;

"but your papa ain't a 'Piscopal, and he don't

believe in keeping none of them air prayer-

book days—Ghristmas, nor Easter, nor nothin',"

said Nabby, with a generous profusion of nega-

tives. " Up to the 'Piscopal church they keep

Ghristmas, and they don't keep it down to your

meetin' house ; that's the long and short on 't,"

and Nabby turned her batch of dough over with

a final flounce, as if to emphasize the statement,

and, giving one last poke in the middle of the

fair, white' cushion, she proceeded to rub the

paste from her hands and to cover her completed

batch with a clean white towel and then with a

neat comforter of quilted cotton. Then, estab-

lishing it m the warmest corner of the fireplace,

she proceeded to wash lier hands and look at


