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THE ILLUMINATION, 31

"Oh, lands! he ain't no more 'Piscopal than

I be, Zeph Higgins ain't : he's nothin' but a mad

Presbyterian, like a good many o* the rest on

'em," said Hiel.

" Why, what's he mad about ?"

" Laws, it's nothin' but that air old business

about them potatoes that Zeph traded to Deacon

Dickenson a year ago. Come to settle up, there

was about five and sixpence that they couldn't

'gree 'bout. Zeph, he said the deacon cheated

him, and the deacon stood to it he was right;

and they had it back and forth, and the deacon

wouldn't give in, and Zeph wouldn't. And
there they stood with their horns locked like

two bulls in a pastur' lot. Wal, they had

'em up 'fore the church, and they was labored

with—both sides. The deacon said, finally, he'd

pay the money for peace' sake, if Zeph would

take back what he said 'bout his bein' a cheat

and a liar; and Zeph he said he wouldn't take

nothin' back; and then the church they sus-

pended Zeph; and Zeph he '^ned off to the

'Piscopals."

"I want to know, now," said Job, with a sat-

isfied air of dawning comprehension.

**Yis, sir, that air's the hull on't. But I tell

you, Zeph's led the old deacon a dance. Zeph,

ye see, is one o' them ropy, stringy fellers, jest

like touch-wood—once get 'em a burnin' and


