
The He»t of Battle. “No, no, we must show a Christian spirit."
Then the good man delved again into the mysterious 

black books on the table which* told of creeds and other 
things found in sermons. When her husband turned to his 
books, the little woman knew that the interview was at an 
end. Always it was the same. Next to the abominable 
kitchen she dreaded the black books. Rut somehow this 
time she hardly gave them a thought, so intent wa< she on 
the entertainment.she had suggested. 1 luring the succeed 
mg days her busy intellect fairly teemed with clever plans 
for the diversion of her prospetive.guests, the trustees of the 
Millville Presbyterian Church 

I he members of that body 
vited .to dinner at the 
cordiality indicated that the minister's wife bore no ill-will 
toward them on account of their refusal to entertain hei

He thought lie detected a ghost of .1 wink in lier gaze, and 
immediately arose to the occasion.

"X.*, Ii- answered . "on the « ontiary, I was #sure l felt a 
draught from that window and I was sotiiewhat concerned, ! 
-I take cold so msils

“Nevei mind," hastily "interjected Mr. Crowles "‘I am j 
perhaps dr- stted a little too warm for the season.

this room as a dining room nil the year 
round ?" inquired Mt Sawyer, fidgeting in his chair.

"Yes. all the year through," returned the minister. 
"Won t уоц let me І» Ір vou to more peas '

"No, thank you."

"Do let me give, yon 'untie hot coffee," purred the sweet 
woman.

M vinnnsti kit-'li. ii. Іич'fluse i( undertook to serve too 
■пік .1 qualified success. As a dining-many purpose;.

m-чи T, U gltt tc r jt<> the eyes of the mistress of the 
Because" it kicked a sink .Arid several other con-

: і г і *■ r , a kitchen w.o ih.no .wise brilliant.UllllIKV . I-
Sonietim. - the ie * . wife mumble,I strange things as

the dining-table and the "Do-he skillfully dodged i-etwen

.. wnrd, skittish temper that onShe }• - c- -.'d Çinpiji
• •«.iasioKs flashed, up 4 I! aimer calculated to inspire 

,'fut soul of her husband. Itin л.ЬІ uniform h
iuse.1 hi>u ’ v w-aidri no isily іolfeeruing her spiritual 

,, however, was confined mainly 
'iiibmatioii гскчі.і where cooking 

■ K see 11 Vet 1 tv і lash. Thecongre-

were vastly pleased to be in­
itialise They believed that such

і ■ 4ЦІІ1 l< і».
"No, thunk \vU. not lung in. ii. .ml Mi Sawyer, casting 

an uiir.i-x glance i: tiw stoxr which w.is as fervent as a 
summer sun Thé him-, of moisture- cut the window' panes 
were In. .iking m place mto tieaky rivulet-- indicating the 

The water m the kettle bubbled 
and splashed in. its activity. Xu uncertain hazy vapor 
arose f11 «in sundry pots and pan- <ut the back of the stove. 

I lie mniisi^i's 'dug. winch had been snoozing at one side • -f 
the furnace-; shambled sleepily to his feet . then lie went to 
the door a«d xvhmed 1 >iirmg pauses hi the conversation 
the low .steady luiniming of the lire
stove lids could be heard. Every dauqiei was open. 
Vreseplly.ariciil.il |..|i ut on tin stally air Very much

.tv Ml. [** : pi-,,' Vn • ' ' ': 
Well .'lid ■' 

g i t n -ii 'fu
proposition. Mr. Crowles, the leader of the opposition, 
was so intensely gratified that he arrived fifteen minutes in 
advance of the other guests. He and the minister atmu r 
entered into an earnest discussion of the condition of flu■ departure of the омч flow

etdcfjs and deacons, remained in bappy
і i. indignat ion vhich sometimesigmii.ii U- r

, i„,' . d in .the region of culinary mysteries.
, ,i it he- 'minister's wi«v had conducted

і ! і ; imd*r л bannei bearing this dr
> . v th л re ! I \ uhV truly sink "

jv, tin 1-іniic. had gi ledciwa in humiliation
I k- і sun of tl.v и'пі! . .stecs who stood 

pellet! the minister and 
laend the confines of

- church, leaving the mistress to her own devices in the 
kitchen. *■

In that region things were peeking hot. The table, whic h 
of necessity stood near the stove that was doing its level 
best to raise the temjieiature still higher, was spread with .. 
snowy cloth, each crease of which told of feminine energx 
on ironing day. The silver glistened m the lamplight, 
dully reflecting the vivid red of a spreading center piece.

For once in her life the minister's wife was happy indeed.
Her face was flushed with excitement and with the fierce
external heat. A tasteful white apron protected*the front Mr. k fowl •* drew forth his handkercjiief and mopped bis

brow Ills associate, Mr. Sawyer, siiufîtid and looked about 
him, bre tilling dec pix Then xvitli a startled look the

aiÙtdéf-
liing heneâth tinga.o.l і 

fin fan 
l ilt fi< ii • V I k l> ■ steam from theI hijie . illHu

; :ha.klay -avilv upon the like the burning of a lag it. was, and with it a dim sugges 
tioii of incinerated

k.Miv,
! *tr І і -1 v| . f 1І1Є M
MS fry і

па c hurch munch-
. h ., ittle rjlh •' p< uiration coursed 

nd і moti-ria matomy. 
iiii'.v umistird that a manse with three 

' і tl . і .aid fqtir on the second, furnished 
j. !,,! ii I i modern defender of the ortho-

И *4» і !" jiroplirit 1 ІІ|;ІІІ. they said, had Ollly ОІ1Є
lit tie -p

'

of her gown and she smiled to herself,- a grim, cdhtented 
smile,—as she glanced at. the windows now reeking with 
the condensed humidity of the room.

■
minister's wife sprang up. e.vl timing

“Mercy ! my bisc uits ate binning!"
She hurried to the oven door and flung it wide open, 

ladeti with smoke swept full 
against the" unprotected back of Mr, Crowles. A reserve 
detachment swo. і|нчі aside and e nveloped Mr. Sawyer. In 
ail-instant a thin veil of smoke enveloped the table.

"Oh. dear !" і.une the voice of the little woman as shv

"There now, everything is ready," she murmured,, giving 
a last deft touch to the apartments. Then lifting the coal 
hod she dumped into the stove a littoral supply of Fuel,

Her entrance to

w .11 In vain the little woman with An infernal draught of hot
1 ir.t m convince them that when the

MU.H ..ml .he living carefully distributing It with .he pill<«r'
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 bountiful spread.

“You will please take this place, Mr. Crowles," she said 
sweetly, when they had followed her into the seven-fold 
heated furnace. The chair she indicated was scarcely two 

r feet away from the-roaring stove. Mr. Sawyer was deposit­
ed hard by, while young Mr. Cummings was conducted to

*** , • .uni the kitchen as dining-room,
-, і pi- xitv .ind Jim ; uifort Jtoyond a reasonable 

She reminded them alsot Ini ti n ie ignatnui
Îh.tj I xc ma ! h Jem d With the rares of a family in

.-a the wail With the aid of a

clawed ami clutched frantically at something within the 
oven, “they're .ruined "

. A blacken». I mass slid "from b»*r hand to the floor, ami 
with it was a sm.ill чцілп smoking tiling that -h.id ome 
done duty a:, an iron holdci.

"1 must have forgotten and li ft it in the oven when 1 
turned the hist mts,she managed to explain.

Mi Crowles coughed .md pi • ed hi-- hand over his drip­
ping forehead The upper. buttons of Ins waistcoat were 
unfastened. Hr was very warm indeed

“Shall I open tiir window ?■ In* asked, liàlf rising.
"Oh, no, pietist- sit still ; 1 і an <jpen it easily." she hn-c 

swércd. But I "'fort,1 lining s- - 8u- stirred* the tire into one 
final rffoit Her fat e was a study of sweetm-ss and peace 
as s|n- again seated herself at the table

When tlie meal was ended, the minister and his guests 
executed an almost |*»-lb ell retreat into tile елоГ living 
room. Both Mr. Croxx h and Mr Sawyer bore evidence of 
the radiating |i'-"xx« і "! tin |i usuii - stn\r. The pride had 
forsaken Mr. Crowles* collar, .whi.di now hung dejectedly 
about his neck. Mr Saxx ver s celluloid survived the torrid 
atmosphere shining .md placid, but his • nils were sadly 
wilted anil his linen bosom ll.it ami flabby. ’

Mr. Cummings opened the,front door and peered lojig 
and earnestly into the great cool outside world, while he 
whistled softly, "There'll be a hot time in the old town 
to-night."

The following Sabbath morning the minister made this 
announcement to his congregation :

“The board of trustees authorize me to state that certain 
improvements are to be made in tin- manse, including flic 
erection of a kitchen. This addition has long been needed 
and will bo greatly appreciated by your pastor and Ins 
family. And—"

■oBut the minister's wife heard no more. She glanced 
across the church at Mr. Cummings. He thought he de­
tected the ghost of a wink in her right eye, and rose to the 
occasion with a squint, of his left. The little woman's 
banner was floating high and triumphant. She laughed 
like a girl when she told the good news to the frying'pan, 
and declared “There is nothing better than baked trustee 
except a trustee that needs no baking. The Interior.

fii*. hunted 4it.ii m
, і , , \ egg"! utility, she exhibited a

j l.rxi Jr 1i;tiîe- iiviiie sbl- t buid fashion, if they
apartment to serve as a kitchen 

. !• :t: their .ways. They listened to 
g,.-I 1 ■' mill .1 .1 little, but refused even to

•> XCungMr. Cu-nimings,
!" ih, .aIk ml body, finally undertook to 
! v ijj.iinlv lie tuM* he was young, his 

• I mt attiTitiom Then the mis-

a place on the opposite side of the table. The minister and 
his wife occupied either end of the board.

"We thought of serving dinner in .the sitting room" ex­
plained the little woman, "but that blessed husband of 
mine was late getting home this afternoon, and really I 
couldn't drag this heavy table alone. It is a heavy task 
for two. We always have our meals here, and I hope you 
don't mind,.do you? It is our only dining room, you

Buv ib. ti

n-m>ly
t hr

о-.'I i! !" ih- kitchen ai>d sputtered.
сі і jryyig pan just what she 

|| fi kl if '1-І :■ ,
i hei last dvfejil She was con- 

,11 ,.i 11 mg a wedding anniversary
о ii in,n'. In i heart sink. "Oh, I just 

ІН I". 1 < 'I lUHÎer fin bre.lt II “This ter- 
iVhij і nerxpti'. and his people always 

M.tmefiifit. VII just li t the day 
.4 until І і .ui have things half-way

! Î) < ttl'l41» t

"No, mom, we don’t mind," resjxmded Mr. Crowles, 
hitching his chair nearer the table.

"It is snug and home like here," explained the minister,
Itoammg upon his guests.

"Right pleasant place," commented Mr. Sawyer behind 
whom the kettle hummed and sang as it gave off a steady 
vloifti of hot steam.

Young Mr. Cummings began to te!l of a new soprano 
who had recently come to town and who promised to be of 
value to the choir, but Crowles and Sawyer found it diffi­
cult to maintain a show of interest.

The minister poked at the platter of fried chicken.
"Will you have light or dark meat, Mr. Crowles," he 

asked
“Oh, anything, anything." Mr. Crowles settled in his 

chair and threw open his coat, thereby freeing the garment 
from its clinging proximity to his back.
. She can sing clear up where there aren't any more notes," 
continued Mr. Cummings, "and if we get her the Methodists 
won't be anywhere near it."

“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. Don't you 
think so, Mr. Crowles ? Good singers are.,so difficult to 
find and so necessary to the church. We must call on her 
soon, Percy."

“Yes, yes," returned Percy. “What do you think of it, 
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 glis­
tening drops on his forehead.

“Eh ?" he asked again.

A\'-h T
:

.
,k>.k-.ii 1

d 1 th md hung it oil à line 
-11 ■ rf -*f tin- uu»ni. Then she dipped 

water to remove all trace

still
h dishes had been wai 
"i i, but the place xias

1 ould .stand " she 
In 1 dripping lingers Suspend­

it,. m

I

:
and a bit of a smile ap- 

. ii, ’h Perhaps it was five 
: u ! lit-'1* d I-. i _husband's study.

!.' • .11 їх : "II tile seventeenth"
I in , !. nr ill, ’, unlit",ited surprise at the

I firИ- VX

Те
Ь il

l ! -ig'bt .-I having mother and some, of ourN

*iv ■ . iiinueui ed
ІИ siting differetlt this yea і Wc 

■ mbei Do you think Mr. Cum- 
. V»-, -, would і an- t<> come r We 

.• ..fieu, and jicrhajis it would 
І і Inig m the church if we did 

it.lining li.m prepare a good dinner

, ut man agreed "Certainly, 
aid the efih next time Have

"a lull- >!»<•■ 1 11

.

at flu: ■ 1 imV ■ T 

- t Hi V , ll )
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■ 1

lum on tiiat amzunL*

The Curse of Discontent.
An Arabian guide once told an American traveler a story, 

"1 was.speaking of the new soprano,'" the reverend host which, in condensed form, is related in an exchange, lis
explained.

“Oh, yes -well, yes, Itotter get her if possible. I may In­
application the reader can readily make

There lived on the banks of the Indus river an ancien^ 
wrong about it, but it seems to menthe room is very warm." Persian by the name of I-1 Ha fed l-fom bis beautiful and 

"Why, is it?" inquired theswert little woman in surprise. comfortable cottage on the hillside, he could look down
*'‘Perhape you had better open a window, Percy. Are you upon the gleaming river, find over the glorious sea. He 

,UII.. , but wp xgpit't slight uncomfortable, Mr Cummings?" As she said this,the<11- was a man of wealth .11 is fields and orchards yielded 
•pustor looked straight into the eyas of the junior trustee plentifully, and he had money at interest A beautiful.

M
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10 'tmg tlie- тем Be surf to have 
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