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snugly around his panting guest. “ This 
’coon hunt’s over. This little chap’s 
coming home to live with me ! ”

The farmer stared, and then laughed 
good-naturedly.

"Jest as you say,” said he. “ Reckon 
ye’ve ’arned the right to have a say in 
the matter. But ye’ll find ’coons is 
mighty mischeevous ’round a house. 
Fetch the karkisses, Jake. Reckon 
we’ve done pretty well for one night’s 
huntin’, an’ there ain’t goin’ to be no 
more coons messin’ in the corn this 
summer! ’’

In a few minutes the procession was 
again plodding, Indian file, through the 
still, dew-fragrant, midnight woods. The 
little raccoon, its heart now beating 
quietly, nestled in secure contentment 
under the young schoolmaster’s arm, un
troubled even by the solemn and deep- 
toned menace of a horned-owl’s cry from


