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guided as to bring his teeth together within a couple
of inches of the armed but quiescent tail. This was
the instant for which the porcupine had been wait-
ing. The tail flicked smartly. The big dog jumped,
gave a succession of yelping cries, pawed wildly
at his nose, then tucked his tail between his legs,
scrambled over the fence, and fled away to his mas-
ter. The porcupine unrolled himself, and crawled
into an inviting hole in the old stone wall.

About ten minutes later a very angry man, armed
with a fence-stake, appeared at the edge of the

clearing with a cowed dog at his heels. He wanted
to find the porcupine which had stuck those quills
into his dog’s nose. Mercifully merciless, he had
held the howling dog in a grip of iron while he
pulled out the quills with his teeth; and now he
was after vengeance. Knowing a little, but not
everything, about porcupines, he searched every
tree in the immediate neighbourhood, judging that
the porcupine, after such an encounter, would make
all haste to his natural retreat. But he never looked
in the hole in the wall; and the yellow dog, who
had come to doubt the advisability of finding por-
cupines, refused firmly to assist in the search. In a
little while, when his anger began to cool, he gave
over the hunt in disgust, threw away the fence-



