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,had doubled M* pce and bis dark eyes
snapped beneath bssag brows.

"I suppose you think I'e fot to take
anyarnount of 'lip' frorn you, ' be roared,
"but 1 want you to undersand tbat 1 can
flue you just as quick as tbern 'durgins'
that were gettig $2 a day."

Bert clencbed his lists fiercely; an angry
flusbhrnounted to bis face, and with the
pent up restraint of a lifetirne, be flung
discretion to the breeze.

"And I want y ou to understand that 1
arn just as willing to go," be retorted
hotly.

Denton took a furious step forward and
then checked biniseif.

1"Go then, quick," b. shouted.

brief New Brunswick sum-cloe, nd it was "diggin'
unme u d down the St.

ohn aen.Potatoe were
urigot one hundred barrels to the

acre with haif a ton of fertilizer; the
declolers were paying "a d8lIar out of the
field," and an air of genial pence, prosper-
ity and contentment seerned to bover
&bout the old-fashioned "hornesteada."

The Denton "place" was, apparently,
agenerous partaker Of the prevafling

bouty but on this particular forenoon
Bor ntonn wglked in fromn the potato
field witb an agtated look on bis round,
boyigh face, and headed for the verandah
of the old farin house snuggled beneath
th big elms, where bis mother and siter
'ver preparing for the usual ridday
meal.

isorneting's gone wrong i the field
agaýinI'n afraid," declared Mrs. Denton,
Snhiousy.

"I suppose father's been flnding f nuit
with hini again," said Eva. 11 don't
want to flnd fault, but really it's getting
Wmiost impossible to get along with bum
at al.-"

Mrs. Denton ighed uneasily, and
glanced at the approathing Bert with
motherly pride.

"'Yes, but it'is only bis way, and ho bas
a lot of thingu to worry lui," she said
gently, "and see what a fine wedding be's
providing for you and Harry."

"I know. that," agrd Eva "but every
tirne Harry cornes I ardly care breathe
for fear father will make one of bis usuial
scenes, and Harry's parents are 8o mild
and get along so peaccably."

Bert hurried up tbe verandah steps,
flung birnself mnto a chair witb a despond-
ent thud, and srnasbed bis battered "cows-
breakfast" bat on tbe floor.

"What brougbt you borne to dinner s0
early?" queried Mrs. Denton.

Bert leaned against the verandah witb
thIe dee p despondency of youth. C

"Fatber's in one of bis bald-beaded
rages again," ble declared, "and rny

pencin tbe field is not very welcome.
"WbaeIct' s wrong now?" asked bis rnotber

and Eva i unison.
"Oh, one of the niencouldn't nake the

digger work just rigbt," replied Bert, "so
father flew ito one of bis usuel tantrunis.
The other men took it ýip, and father dis-

charged the whole crowd of tbern, and
they'e baîf way to town by tbis.tume."

Tbemoher llwed bier parrng knif e
to clatter to the floor and raised bier
bandai the ortbodox gesture of despair.

"'Discbard tbem rigbt in the digging
season, and men worth their weigbt in
gold," exclairned Mrs. Denton. "Wbat
could your pa bave been thinking about?"

"Oh, father neyer stops to thik about
anythig like that," averred Bert bitterly.
"He's getting to be the biggest crank in
Lecarnot County."

"Yes, and the biggest potato farmer,
too," defended the mild Mrs. Denton,
"and he always thinks better of these
tbingsthe next day."

That may bc," retorted Bert, "and
then it's generally too late. Now, I don't
suppose we can pick up a diggmng crew
again in less.than a week or ten days."

A tati young man sauntered up the path,
* and the manner i whicb Eva sprang to

meet him showed plainly enough that he
would be the other principal in the wedding
to which the mother had refcrred, and thal
it wà% Eva's intention to lure hirn away
fromn this scene of domestic inflicity.

"What are you doing at the bouse ai
this hour of the day?" bantered Harry
Escott, the newcomer. "Potatoes won'1
hold u to a dollar for more than a week.'

Before Bert hiati time to reply, hiF
father hurried in from the field. 11e waE
a big bluff man, and his weather beaten
face was flushed fromn his recent encounte,
with the digging crew.

"Put 'Bcss' in tbe 'buggy," hie ordered
b wiýjkly. ,Ive got to drive to Hartvil<
an' hire a new crew, and there's no timn<

Bert braced stubbornly against the ver-
andali post, and made no move to obey
Eva winced as she sensed the comini
storm.

"There'I be some time lost before yot
get another crew that wiIl do the worl
of the on(,., ou ju.,t dis(-harged," repliec
licrt sulkily, in spite of his mother's warn.
ing glanve.

Denton whirled as if potato pto-phiat

"«Pissas, pease"Y)eadMrs. Denton..
"INeither of yo'evper 'vownt that far ho-
fore.?.)

Hlarry Esot broke from Eva's dtaWs
ing hsnd a concliating emile on his honeat
face, sni a deeP desire to pour the tra-
ditionai oil on the taoublod waves. "Cre,
Mr. Doatoii," h. remonstrated , "YOU
don't really mean that, You know.",

"D1on't 1," suneered Dlenton. "We'Il -e
about that, buttin' ito matters that
don't concera you, go *hile I'm about it,
l'il give you notice rlght now that it's
ail off between you afid.EB«, anid if I
catch yu around herea~i l'Il horsewhlp
you. ÇIi ides. cf my =gter marrylg
an Escot, aniyway."

"But, papa, you can't mean th4t"
Eva faltered, "and the wedding aimounced
for July."p

"Don't I?" declared, Denton. "Weil,
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