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0N the day be ore te Stanley fai, Rufus StoneQstood ini his f athet's barn viewing with satisfac-
tion bis new Bangor buggy. Rufus had cleaned

and polished the vehlicle with the tenderest care and the
most zealous inspection. Hie expected to drive the

School ma'am to the faîr, and that buggy hadl to be the
best looking one on the rond.

Rufus expected to take the School ma'am, but s0 f ar
the School ma'am hadl not consentedl to go.

"Yon see, Mr. Stone," she lad explained, when hie
asked lier, III have already lost several days whicb have
to be muade up by keeping scbool on Saturdays, and I

date not take another day. The trustees are so strict."
Rufus knew tbat hier excuse was valid. Hie knew that

tlie New Brunswick district school teacher may recovet
lost time by keeping school on Saturdays and holidays,
but there mnust not be six school days in any two con-
secutive weeks. H1e kuew, too, that the country trustee
looks well to the ways of bis I'deestrict," and a frivolous
teacher is not to be tolerated.

"Why doesn't she sbut up the datned old sbop and
let the kids and the trustees ail go to grass ?" lie

growled. "It's a beastly shame wben a girl bas to be

tied down to a pack of kids ail the tîme! " Rufus seized
a chamois and polished an imaginaty spot on the Bangor
witb vigour, every rub niaking it more impossible for
hlm to relinquish bis scbeme of drîving to the Pait and
taking the pretty brown haited teacher, who could talk
to him. and make himi talk as no other'girl bad ever
been able to do.

Rufus well knew that lie sbould not take a day off

himself just now, in the beight of the flU work. but
Rufus was an optîistîc young mnan who believed evety_

thing would turn out for the best.
"Psbaw!" hie said to himiself. "What's a day 1 ll

work a lot harder to-day and the day after to make up

for it." So hie poked the chamois back in the box, and,
seizing bis digging fork, statted for the field, where his
father and three other men were digging potatoes.

"About time for you to show up," saîd lis father, as
hie leaned on bis fotk for a monment. "R-ufus, bow are

we to get these potatoes in the cellar ? Guess we 'l
have to knock off digging and set the wbole crowd to
pickmng up."1

"'Seems a pity to do that!" put in Marven Joues
fromn the next row. "IWhen we git in the mood for
diggin' that we've got into to-day it's a pity to shunt
us off on sonietbing else. We mnuet a' turned out nigh
onto a hundred barrels to-day, and it's only two o'clock
nlow. " H1e looked back over the straiglit white rows
with satisfaction. "'We can easy finish this piece to-day
and pick 'em up to-morrow."1

1 Oh1, but there's the Sandy ill fleld to start to-
morrow," said Mr. Stone. "And d'ye spose it would be
safe to leave these out over nigit ; no danger of frost,
d'ye thlnk ?"

Marven took great bonour unto hunisel as aý weather
prophet.

"Prost ! No, 1 should say not!1" lie cried, "Why, it's

mild ez a~ day in June. We won't get frost fer to hurt
fer a good two weeks yet, you'Il see. That nipper we
had a montb back was cale'lated to last us fer awhile,
an' that'er tliundetstoti a few niglits ago was a sure
sign of an open fal. Frost ! Sho 1"1

"Well, ye needn't a' he scart now that the prophet's
spoke," said Samn West. "They wou't be no frost tor-

niglit, that's sure, ef lie says so. What Marven don't
know about the weather ain't ini the almanick."1

Old Dennis, from the fat row, straightened hiniseif np

and drew the back of bis hand across bis tobacco stained
mouth. Dennis disdained new-fangled ideas la fotks and
diggers and stuck obstinately to his, boe. Hie was the
vetetan and champion digger of the neigbbourbood, bav-
ing a record, made ini bis prime, of flfty-one bartels in a
day. [He shifted hie quid of black jackr and wbined out,

with his usual nasal notes: I'They ain' no one now-a-
days knows how to manage their diggin' like people
used to. They used to have about *fourteen boys a-
foilerin' after the hoes a-pickin' up. Then ye cleaned the
piece off ez ye went aiong. That's the only way to, git
any satumifaction out o' diggin'."

Rufus' blood gave a sudden jump that left him. slight-
ly, dizzy. Old Dennis' words cailed back a remark of

the teacher's made the night before, III have fourteen
sinail boys at school as ful of misehief as the[l eau
hold." And like lightning came remembrance o lier
other words : "Lena Jolinston has asked ail the girls to
a birthday picnic on Wednesday. The boys were flot in-.

vited, and 1 just know the littie monkeys will be up to
some tricks."

Rufus could have thrown up his hat with delight. lHe
had a scheme which he believed would work, and lie saw
the pretty t.eacher by his side in the shiny Bangor buggy.
H1e smelled the wayside flowers, he saw the windixxg
river, hie even f elt the occasional bumps of the country
road as his Young roadster Jerry pulled them along. lie
spoke up suddenly.

'lYes, dad, Vi'n sure the potatoes voilI be ail right on
the ground. Let's finish the piece to-niglit and get thein
picked up to-xuorrow."

"IAil right," agreed Mr. Stone. 11 guess they'll be
safe enough if the cattie don't get in at them. We'il try
it anyhow."

That niglit after supper Mrs. Stone took a littie stroli
across the fields, and there in a corner of the Une fence
she saw Rufus talking with the three Jones boys, and
the Jones boys were giving undivided attention to Rufus
and his subjeet. Mrs. Stone was puzzled. Such atten-
tion from Rufus to the Jones boys was certainly un-
usual 1

Late in the evening Rufus rattled into the yard with
Jerry and the old rond wagon. Then hie came into the
kitchen where bis mother was setting the bread for to-
rnorrow's baking.

I'How's that for a roast of beef, mother ?" he said.
Mrs. Stone stood in ainazement and surveyed the

huge joint.
"F~or the land's sake, Rufus Stone," she said, "1what.

do we want witli a toast the size of that ? Whenever
will we eat it ?"

11Husli, mnother," be whispered, "don't talk so loud,
but coule in here till I tell you."

She foilowed hini into the pantry, rubbiug littie bails
of dough from ber fingers as she went. A mystery was
a-foot, sometbing dear to Mrs. Stone's heart, and this
was no tinie to bother washing bands.

"Wbat is it, R-ufus," she whispered excitedly, 11wbat
in the world's going on?1

Rufus told bis story witb flattering« littie words and
pats bere and there throughout, and mÏuch imploring for
secrecy, tbough this was wholly unnecessary, for Mrs.
Stone bad 'neyer been known to spoil a joke or give
away a secret in her lýfe.

Next niorning the boys ail went early for a gaine of
bail before school. The diamond was deserted, however,
and eleven boys were gathered about the three Joneses
in tbe far corner of the school yard. Biily Jones was
talking fast and convincingly.

"He'll give every one of us fifty cents, mÎnd ye!1 anl'
the most I ever got was tbirty-flve ail thetimne I worked
last fail," he finished.

"Let's go, boys," said Tom Grant, "lWe can bave
buily fun afterwards witb fifty cents apiece."

"Yes," said Biily, "and they're goin' to have toast
beef, an' pluin puddin' Iln=d ye; an' everytbin'."1

"lCorne on, in goin'1"$ yeled another, and started on
the rua. The others followed, like sheep after their
leader. Over the fence and tbrough the woods, dowtt
tbey came, a yelling borde, on the potato field.
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