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ured roughness of the voices in the choir, rose

and filled the green arches with a solemn and

plaintive sound, affecting many a heart that scarce

could give a reason why. It was in truth a very

sweet and beautiful service, and one calculated to

make a thoughtful person regret that the Church

of England had ever expelled the Puritan leaders

from an inheritance of such lovely possibilities.

When the minister's sermon appeared, however,

it proved to be a spirited discourse on the obliga-

tion of keeping Christmas, to which Hiel list-

ened with pricked-up ears, evidently bristling

with combativeness.

" Parson Cushing could knock that air all to

flinders
;
you see if he can't," said Hiel, the mo-

ment the concluding services allowed him space

to speak his mind. "Wal, did ye see old Zeph

a-gettin' up and a-settin' down in the wrong place,

and tryin* to manage his prayer-book?" he said.

" It's worse than the militia drill—he never hits

right. I hed to laugh to see him. HuUoa! if

there ain't little Dolly down there in the corner,

under them cedars. How come she out this time

o' night? Guess Parson Cushing 'II hev to look

out for this 'ere I"
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