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over its little falls and shcals. But where had been
the round, dark door of his home was now a gap-
ing gash of raw, red earth. The den had been
dug out to its very bottom. Being something of
a philosopher in his young way, and quite untrou-
bled by sentiment, Red Fox resumed possession of
the bank. For the present he made his lair under
the bush on top of the bank, where his father had
been wont (0 sleep. He knew the bank was a good
place for a fox to inhabit, being warm, dry, se-
cluded, and easy to dig. Well under the shelter of
another juniper, at the extreme lower end of the
bank and quite out of sight of the old den, he started
another burrow to serve him for winter quarters.
Engrossed in the pursuit of experience and prov-
ender, Red Fox had no time for loneliness. Every
hour of the day or night that he could spare from
sleep was full of interest for him. The summer
had been a benignant one, favourable to all the wild
kindreds, and now the red and saffron autumn
woods were swarming with furtive life.  With a
flicker of white fluffy tails, like diminutive powder-
puffs, the brown rabbits were bounding through the
underbrush on all sides. The dainty wood-mice,
delicate-footed as shadows, darted and squeaked
among the brown tree roots, while in every grassy




