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belly reached a vital part. He faltered, fell, stretched 
his legs out weakly, and died. Then a red squirrel, 
who had been watching him in a quiver of fear 
and hate, shot from his hiding-place, ran wildly up 
and down his tree, and made the woods ring with 
his sharp, barking chatter of triurr h over the death 
of the universal enemy.

In the midst of the squirrel’s shrill rejoicings the 
porcupine emerged from his den. He seemed to 
hesitate, which is not the way of a porcupine. He 
looked at his mate, still foraging in the top of her 
poplar, happily unaware for the present of how her 
little world had changed. He seemed to realise that 
the time of partings had come, the time when he 
must resume his so' ude. He turned and looked 
at his den, — he v uld never find another like it! 
Then he crawled f through the cool, wet woods, 
where the siler seemed to throb sweetly with the 
stir and fulness of the sap. And in a hollow log, 
not far from the bee-tree on the knoll, he found 
himself a new home, small and solitary.

THE END.


