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the deep hole in the sycamore. The old 
male, who was rather solitary and moody 
in his habits at this season, had followed 
the flight of the clan for only a short 
distance ; and suddenly, to their doubt­
ful joy and complete surprise, the two 
dogs, who were far ahead of the hunters, 
overtook him. After a moment’s wise 
hesitation, the black and white mongrel 
joined battle, while the setter contributed 
a great deal of noisy encouragement. 
By the time the hunters came up the 
mongrel had drawn off, bleeding and 
badly worsted ; and the angry raccoon, 
backed up against a tree, glared at the 
newcomers with fierce eyes and half­
open mouth, as if minded to rush upon 
them.

The odds, however, were much too 
great for even so dauntless a soul as 
his ; and when the enemy were within 
some ten or twelve paces, he turned and


