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I reckon maybe he can fling quills as fur as you can
fling stones!”

Convinced by this latter argument, the boy gave
up his design, and suffered his wise sister to lead
him away from so perilous a neighbourhood. The
two little figures vanished amid the green glooms
beyond the clearing, and the porcupine was left
untroubled in his sovereignty.

IL.

That autumn, late one moonlight night, the por-
cupine was down by a little forest lake feasting on
lily pads. He occupied a post of great advantage,
a long, narrow ledge of rock jutting out into the
midst of the lilies, and rising but an inch or two
above the water. Presently, to his great indigna-
tion, he heard a dry rustling of quills behind him,
and saw another porcupine crawl out upon his rock.
He faced about, bristling angrily and gnashing his
teeth, and advanced to repel the intruder.

The intruder hesitated, then came on again with
confidence, but making no hostile demonstrations
whatever. When the two met, the expected con-
flict was by some sudden agreement omitted. They
touched blunt noses, squeaked and grunted together
for awhile till a perfect understanding was estab-




