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The Heat of Battle.
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*No, no, we must show a Christian spirit.”
Then the good man delved again into the mysteriot e t t}
black books on the table which’ told of creeds and othe
things found in sermons. When her husband turned to hi
bouoks, the little woman knew that the interview was

Next to the abominable
kitchen she dreaded the black books. But somehow th

end. Always it was the same

time she hardly gave them a thought, so intent was she o1 ’ 5
the entertainment she had suggested. During the succeed
ing days her busy intellect fairly teemed wi

for the diversion of her prospetive. guests

h clever

the trustees of th
Millyille Presbyterian Church
I'he members of that body were

vited to dinner at the manse I'hey believed that

vastly pleased tc

cordiality indicated that the minister's dvife bore no ill-wi
toward them on account ‘of their refisal f
proposition.  Mr

entertain
Crowles, the leader of the oppositios
was so intensely gratified that he arrived hiteen minute

advance of the other guests. He and the mir

entered into an’ earnest discussion of the conditi

church, leaving the mistress 1o her own device the
kitchen
In that region things were reeking hot I'he table, w !

ol necessity stood near the stove that wa

best to raise the temperature still higher, was sprea th
snowy cloth, each crease of which told of feminine energ
on ironing day Fhe silver glistened in the lamplight
dully lf”!!;&’(llig the vivid red of a spreading center piece Pr
For once in her life the minister’s wife was happy indeed 14
Her face was flushed with excitement and with the fierce X u
external heat, A tasteful white apron protected the front !
of her gown and she smiled to herself,—a grim, c@tente Lo
smile,

as she glanced at the windows w reeking witl
the condensed humidity of the room inist I

“There now, everything is ready,” she murmured
a last deft touch to the apartments
hod she dumped into the stove a liberal

Ihen lifting the
g

supply of f
carefully distributing it with the poker. Her entrance t
the parlor carried with it the smell of savory dishes, and

the men recognizing it as a goodly favored omen, arose with
alacrity, prepared to do full justice to the t
“You will please take this place, Mr

sweetly, when they had followed her: into the seven-f

suntiful spread
Crowles,”" she said

heated furnace. The chair she indicated was scarcely

feet away from the roaring stove. Mr. Sawyer was de

ed hard by, while young Mr. Cummings was conducted to

a place on the opposite side of the table. The ministe

his wife occupied either end of the board.

“We thought of serving dinner in the sitting room

plained the little woman, “but that blessed h
mine was late getting home this afternoon, a
couldn’t drag this heavy table alone. It 18 a heavy tasl
for two. We always have our meals here, and I hope 3

don't mind, do you It is our only dining room, you

know."”

“No, mom, we don't mind,” responded Mr. Crowl

hitching his chair nearer the table
It is snug and home-like here,” explained the mi

beaming upon his guests

Right pleasant place,” commented Mr. Sawyer
whom the kettle hummed and sang as it gave
clowd of hot steam

Young Mr. Cummings began to te!l of a new

who had recently come to town and who promised to be
value to the choir, but Crowles and Sawyer found it difl

cult to maintain a show of interest

The minister poked at the platter of fried chicken

“Will you have light or dark meat, Mr
asked

“Oh, anything, anything.” Mr, Crowles settled ‘in hi

Crowle

chair and threw open his coat, theréby freeing the garnment
from its clinging proximity to his back

She cau sing clear up where there aren’t any more not
continued Mr. Cummings, “and if we get her the Methodists
won't be anywhere near it."

o

“My dear, isn’t it just a trifle—?"" began the minister, but
the inquiry died away in the sprightly voice of his wife

“And what is her name, Mr. Cummings? Of course we
must secure her, if such a thing is possible

occasion with a
Don't you
JANNEr Was

think so, Mr. Crowles ? Good singers are so difficult to | !
find and so necessary to the church. We must call on her M. % L’j“ when
soon, Percy.” e ‘ ‘,H
“Yes, yes,” feturned Percy. “What do you think of it giagind ool il :
Mr. Crowles ; shall we ask her to sing in our church?”
“Eh?” asked Mr. Crowles, whose face was now moist and

very red. 'The lamplight shone upon dozens of tiny gli

tening drops on his forehead

“Eh ?" he asked again An Aral i

1 was speaking of the new soprano;” the revesend host vhich 1 ed f
explained. application the

“Oh, yes—well, yes, better get her if possible. 1 may be I'here
wrong about it, but it seems to mesthe room is very warn Persian the 1

“Why, is it ?" inquired the sweet little woman in surprise mfortable ta
“Perbaps you had better open a window, Percy Are you upon the gl g1
uncomfortable, Mr. Cummings " y she said this, thec was a man of wealt! H
spirator looked straight into the eyes of the junior trustee. plentifully, and he had 1
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