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him careless. He calmly tucked his head under 
his breast, set his quills in battle array, and awaited 
the event with composure.

Had he discovered the porcupine in the free 
woods, the yellow dog would have let him severely 
alone. But in his master's oat-field, that was a dif
ferent matter. Moreover, the knowledge that his 
master was coming added to his zeal and rashness ; 
and he had long cherished the ambition to kill a 
porcupine. He sprang forward, open-jawed, — 
and stopped short when his fangs were just within 
an inch or two of those bristling and defiant points. 
Caution had come to his rescue just in time.

For perhaps half a minute he ran, whining and 
baffled, around the not-to-be daunted ball of spines. 
Then he sat down upon his haunches, lifted up his 
muzzle, and howled for his master to come and 
help him.

As his master failed to appear within three sec
onds, his impatience got the better of him, and he 
again began running around the porcupine, snapping 
fiercely, but never coming within two or three inches 
of the militant points. For a few moments these 
two or three inches proved to be a safe distance. 
Such a distance from the shoulders, back, and sides 
was all well enough. But suddenly, he was so mis-


