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and his lips watered. One small bunch, swinging
low down on a vagrant shoot of vine, he sampled.
[t was all that he had fancied it might be. But
the rest of the bursting, purple clusters hung out
of reach. Leap as he might, straight up in the
air, with tense muscles and eagerly snapping jaws,
he could reach not a single grape. Around and
around the masses of vine he circled, looking for
a point of attack ['hen he attempted climbing,
but in vain. His efforts in this direction were as
futile as his jumping; and the grapes remained
inviolate

Red Fox was resourceful and persistent; but
there are occasions when resourcefulness and per-
sistence prove a snare. He sat down on his
haunches and carefully thought out the situation.
At one place he had found that, owing to the twists
of the great vine around its supporting tree, he
could scale the trunk for a distance of five or six
feet. This seemed useless, however, as there were
no grapes within reach at that point; but he ob-
served at length a spot that he might jump to after
climbing as high as he could,—a spot where a
tangle of vines might afford him foothold, and
where the luscious bunches would hang all about

his head. He lost no more time in considering, but




