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THE ILLUMINATION.

" Wal, what 's his father think of his bein*

here?"

"Parson Gushing! Lordy massy, he don't

know nothin' where they be. Met him and Mis'

Gushing jinglin' over to the Friday evenin'

prayer-meetin' to North Poganuc."

"Wal, now," said his neighbor, "ef there ain't

Lucius Jenks down there and Mis' Jenks, and

all his folks."

"Yis—yis, jes* so. They say Lucius is think-

in* of signin* off to the 'Piscopais to get the trade.

He 's jest sot up store, and Deacon Dickenson 's

got all the ground ; but there 's the Lewises and

the Gopleys and the Danforths goes to the 'Pis-

copals, and they 's folks that lives well and uses

lots of groceries. I should n't wonder ef Lucius

should make a good thing on 't. Jenks ain't one

that cares much which church he goes to, and,

like enough, it don't make much difference to

some folks."

" You know this 'ere minister they've got

here?" asked Job.

" Know him ? Guess so !" said Hiel, with a

superior smile. " I've known Sim Goan ever

since he wore short jackets. Sim comes from

over by East Poganuc. His gran'ther was old

Gineral Goan, a gret Tory he was, in the war

times. Sim's ben to college, and he's putty

smart and chipper. Gome to heft him, tho', he


