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vividly barred witb black. Its dainty, fine-
ed, bandlikc feet were briglit black. But the

striking tbing about it was its face, wbicb
very liglit grey, witli a large black patch around

eye like an exaggerated pair of spectacles.
eyes tbemselves were extraordinarily large,
:and lustrous, and glowed witb a startling,

)st impisb intelligence.
'be raccoon was flot given, as a rule, to day-

prowlings, bis preference being for moonliglit
er than sunlight. Nor, usually, was lie given
auntiniz the siffister recesses of Black Swamp.
hie was a wanderer, and capricions as ahI vaga-

Is, and lie bad somebow discovered that there
ý cra-fisli in the brook where it flowed tbrougb
swamp. He was an ardent fisherman, deft and
'ring witb bis handlike claws. But to-day bis
ng9 was uinsucccssful, for neyer a crawfishy was
:onsiderate as to corne bis way. He saw the
:ers and trout gatbered at the middeeps of the
s~, but lie was too impatient, or not realhy bungry
1g11, to wait for tliem to corne near shore. Wbulc
"las wvatcbing beside the big pool wberein the

b ad rccently fislied witli sucb success a wood
[se unwarily came out of its bole just at bis
and was captured before it bad time to sec its
I.This prize contentcd the raccoon. Having

îled bardly the baîf -of it, lic ran up the hank.
2r a Pause lie turned aimhcssly into the still
tiOil of the trunks and roots. As the luck of
wild would bave it bis erratic progress brouglit
Presently to one of the great buttressing roots

lie tree Of the liornets. He mounted it, of course,
1ýved it ncarly to the base of the trunk, and
,ped abruptly at siglit of the bear.
l'le hear, wbo had but rccently finisbed bis meal

ý,,was lying baîf aslecp on tbe dry tamarack
'les betwcen the roots. He bad well caten, but
Sting in bis moutb still fretted bim, and bis
)Was ug9ly. Hiîs great bead was moving sullen-

Ponderouishy, from- side to side. Oininous, and
k, and ilI shiapenl, be looked strangely like a por-
1 of the swamp corne ahive. The raccoon scruti-

ýd him witb eyes of briglit, mischievous disdain.
Sbear, lookin up caugbt siglit of bim, and
ca treaclierous hlow ait bim witb bis tremief-

8, armied forepaw. Ligbt as a feather tbe rac-
~I aoided him. It was as if tbe very wind of

fthe blow had swept hirn from the place of danger.
The bear grunted at his failure, ýand, f eli to licking
bis paw. The raccoon, who had slipped around the
tree, mountcd another root and gazed at bis rude
assailant impishly. Then , glancing upward, his
liquid eyes detected the pendant grey globe of the
hornets' nest, palèý in the gloom.

The raccoon knew that inside of every bornets'
nest or wasps' nest, at this time of year, was a mass
of peculiarly succulent larvoe and immature insects.
If this grey globe had been a wasps' nest hie miglit,
perhaps, have attacked it at once, his long hair,
thick skin, and skill in protecting bis eyes enabling
Iiim to brave, without too great cost, the stings of
the ordinary "yellow jacket." But he noted well
the formidable insects which humrned about this
nest; lie knew the powers of the black-and-white
borne. Having stared at the nest for several
minutes lie seemed to come to some decision. There-
upon lie tripped off delicately over the tree roots to
the brbok to restiue bis brunt for crawflsb.

T was by this time getting far along in the after-
noon. As the gloomn deepencd at the approacli

of twilight the bear went to sleep. The daiýkness
fell thicker and tbicker tili bis breathing bulk could
no longer be distinguished from the trunk beside it.
Then, fromn narrow openinigs in the far-off trce tops,
felI bere and there a ray of white moonliglit, glassy
clear but delusive. Under thetoucb of these scant
rays every shirouided m-ystery of the swamp took on
a sort of malignant life.

About this time tbe raccoon camne back. In that
pbantomi illumination, more treacberous than the
dark, bis wide eyes, necarly ahl pupil, saw as clearly
as in the dayligbt. They gleamned elfishly as tbey
took note of the sleeping bear. Tben they glanced
upward toward the bornets' niest, where it bung
Just crossed by one ebili white pencil of a moon ray.
Softly their owner ran up the tree. At the base of
the slim brancb-bardly more than a twig, but alive
and tougb-wbich field the nest of the bornets the
raccoon stopped. He wanted tbe contents of tbat
nest. But be did not want to test the prowess of
its guardians, whicb were now, as be well knew,
alI within, too beavy witb sleep to fly but as compe-
vent as ever to sting. After some moments of de-ý
liberation be bit tbe twig tbrough and let the nest

faîl. Tlien lie scrambled bastily down the tree as
if cager to sec wbat would bappen.

His purpose, perbaps, in dropping tlie nest was
simnply a wanton impulse to dcstroy wbat lie desircd
but could not bave. Perbaps hie thouglit the nest
would roll into a sliallow pool at tbe, otber side of
the trec, and so drown its occupants, after wbicb
lie miglit rifle it ait bis own convenience. Or, possi-
lily, lie calculated tbat that would happen wbicb
presently did. The nest felI, not into the water, but
between the upcurled forepaws, and very close to
the nose, of the slumbering bear.

Tbe bear, awakened and startled by its liglit faîl,
growled, and bit angrîly at the intruding nest. At
the saine, time, witb an instinctive clutcli lie ripped
it open, not realising just wliat it was. Tbe next
instant be knew. Witli a woof of rage lie tried to
crush it and alI its envenomed populace within. But
lie was too late. The great bornets were already
swarming over bim, craWling, burrowing deep into
the fur about bis face and neck and belly. 'Furious-
ly tbey plunged and replunged tlieir long, flame-
like stings. Clawing, striking, snappîng, grunting,
whimperîng, lie rolled oiver and over in desperate
effort to rid birnself of the all-pervasive -attack.
But the focs be crushcd bad already left bebind
their poison in bis veins. For a fcw moments bis
mionstrous contortions wcnt on, wbile in a glassy
patch of wbite ligbt, on the trunk above, clung tbe
raccoon, gazing down upon bim witb liquid, elflsb
eyes. At lengtb, quite beside bituscif with the tor-
ment, bie reared upon bis bindquarters, battling in
tbe air. Tben be plungcd forward and went
scrambling beadlong over tbc slippcry black jumble
of roots.

T HE great lieast's first impulse, one may guess,
was simply tbat of fligbt, of mad effort ta

escape from focs wbom be could flot cope witb,
Having no beed of bis direction tbe blind guidance
of trunk and root led bim around in a rough'circle
till be came almost back to the tree of bis fate.
Between bim. and the tree, bowever, lay a spacious
patcb' of morass, fairly firm on the surface, but.
underneatb, a slougb of viscous mud. His eyes
almost closcd by tbe stings, tbe bear plungcd
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I'LoT WIT*{IN A PLiOT.
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hilîs. J dropped into a ravine as if a sbot biad been
E D . M . W H 1 T E the end of me. My friend followed and pretenided

to put a couple more buffets into myv carcase, and

bands upon you. And 1 could bave wcn1t baek witb tbe news that I was flnisbed. H-ow
easily a little time aga. Any excuse 1 got here, Heaven only knows. If 1 could do any-

n sufficient. And 110W-" tbing, if 1 could lay down my 1f e.-"
'oke and~ he was silent. There werc 'Dear friend, there is no need," the queen said
s as lie held the queen's band to bis softlY. "I bave seeni ail this coming. My great
ît. Her sm-ile was brave and steady. drawback was that I did flot know wben. And,
it mnatter," she asked, "so that wve s9oth to say, I did flot care. It seemied ta me that

,ain? Believe me when Il say that I had hast more thau life already. But I was going
lest moment I have known since we ta give my liege a chance. By a strange coincidence
ly a year ago. , My mistake was in1 our focs have fixed upon to-morrow niglit. The

was born ta b>e a queen, in think- dramatic performance hiere~ was no0 mere chance,
Lge was the samne as life itself. But for I havye been planning my -scheme for weeks.

ay- The great trouble was that I could nat sec my way
It ta go-now. If I cçauld ony ta getting aIl our enemies together in ane spot. They
CI; is it posbl- have been good enougli ta save us aIl that anxiety.

nta that,' Florizel went on. "The Fritz, is the yacht ready ?"
1 thread& The king started at the inconsequence of the
Bu~t whren is it goîug ta fall? Can question.

tt?" "The yacht is always ready, dear," he said. "The
here for the pups.It was be- mnischief is that 1 am not allowed ta use it."
igt JI kew too much that they kid- "You ar e quite certain that you can rely on your

too meint te moluntains. I bad crew?
st them, or it would have gone liard "You need not worry about that, Nita. My cap-
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