
Thé Western Home mfonthi y
"HIow iu it, dad," hie queried, "that therd
aren't any pordupinea 'whére we live, et

!ocpne Creek 1"
Thê pold man filled bie pipe and rammed

dowa, the tobacce with hie thumb. Then
lie lay -back luxuriously, and stared
upwards at the stars. "There doubtie sa
were at one tîme, sonny," lie explained,
"but eaeh year, yon see, hundreds and
thousands of porcupines are killed by
the forest fires. They can't get away
liki the hures and deer, and haven't sense
enoggh te try.

"That la, why we find porkies in so me
forests and not in others. They can't
travel fast, and it takes themn years to
find, their way back into a country that
-a« been acourged by fire."

"You ' told me once," saàid the - boy
tboughtfuily, "that no living man or
beant in the world lu without its
enemien, and ean afford. to make mis-
t4beu Wbat about the pordupincp ?"

Th;. old man rubbed hie stubbly chin,
andl jerked his bat over bis eyes. "Even
the »pôrkiew make mistakes semetimes,"
ho, said presentiy,, «And I suppose tbey
baYe their enemies toe. I remember once
watching a bear cub frisking round one
of them. The eub hadn't learnt what
yeu icarut this afternoon, and I guess
hoe thoughit the , porky- looked fool
enough for anything.-

"Weil, the cub *got ail that hie asked
for, and more. I'shall neyer forget tlie
way the littie fellow ran up and down
the valiey, whimpering and sobbing.Presently bis mother came out and
cuffed. lhnm, but wben she smelt the
blood , h e tee began te whimper and
sob.

"A day or two later whcn I passed
that place I 'found the cub lying dcad
among the leavea where his mother had
tried te bury him. Some of the quills
had entered bis neck, and bad worked
in, as they always do, tili tiîey entered
the jugular.

"A littie further on 1 found the
porcupine Iying dead at the foot of a
pepiar trec. Ail round the trec, about
fouir feet from the ground, a number of
quille were. sticking into the bark.
."It was the menther bear that had done

it. She bad dashed the porky against
the tree, time after time, tiil the- life
was gone out of him."

"Geel" said the boy., "That porky
made a mistake."

A Man's Job
By Samuel Dikze Hooper

SEWALL Pope, hlm breath coming fstfrein healthiul exertion, paused and
iltened intently. Net an animate

Sound broke the monotonous stillness of
the great Oregon forest. The incessant
dripdrp-dfip of water frein every brush

aptwi~a only varied by the pat of
larger drps failing upon his aready
saturated bat frein the furs that towered
abeve hlm. Then a8 he listened there
came te hlm distinctiy the deep-toned,
menaciùg roar ef the swoilen river.

It was a "Chinook" i the mountalhs
The deep, wlnter snews, harried by the,
warm broath of the strangei -tropical 'lvind,
filled every draw and ravine with frething
snew-water, and ever more loudly pro-
testing, the streama took up the fugitive
burden.

"And as for enemies," the old man
pursuod, "the porkies% have only one
enemy that I know &f-the flsher. The
fiuber is the oniy' animal that kilîs and
eat. percupines as a regular thing. The
wolf or lynx or bear that gets porcupine
quille inte its fàce, la likely te die a
terrible and ingering doatb. The quille
work inwards tili they reaeh a vital
part, and once I saw an 'oid bear
staggering biindly through the forest,
the deadly quills having worked into bis
eyeB.

"Btnature bas se made the fisher
that tbe quille do not barm him. They
penetra.te bis bide, ail right, but they NOUio to te
do net work into bis vitale. Thoy just
lie flat under I*1e akin, without e%"" Wtarco maineteldpse
causing irritation, and trappers often 'taraofipinchedusd
catch old fishers that are chock full of cii scanming the trail searchingiy for the
quille, yet are as liveiy and iîealthy as~pcla o-ae atr ntes
spruce bugs." oarth which ho had been following. The

The eid mtan shfted bis position, thoen roar of the river grew, louder as he pro-
et up. The moon was slîining ovr a tressed. The, very atmosphere of the

distnt idge ilumintin theastforest was oppressive. Presentiy ho broke
chsasto wds ailun aters the at from the forest's covor at the river bank,
chaos fwosadwaes.a a and a smile of satisfaction lighted bis

"Sonny," saýd the -mn thoughtfuily,fae
"wbe îauremad tiise ood ho Knee,-deep in the back-water of the

didenn'tre madech. tc snay ave mademurky flood stood a lad who rnight bave
dith oruiea fool, teI onchaemad boonbis own age. The icy watcr filcdththe ounpwoodsman's bootsIanncesurard
a say-ing about angeis stcpping in wbere "eyoug wosa' oos n uge

fooi9-"about bis knces unhceded. Floating be-,
Hle pauscd, and looked at the boy for side hlm was a good sîzed cedar raft te

ncw nspraton. But be oy vaswhich he had evidently just applicd the
fixnishing" touches. With bis keen, double-

solcrnnlv contemplating bis injpirc<ifoot.bitdxeh sdctysaigontig
"Dad," lic said presently, 'Iftirat porky vry liko an oar from a toughi, lei fir

lradrr't seemed sisncb a blamed,'foOl hl.e sapling. These tbings Seivall noteti in
woula'tbav caulîtme aîrj~g.~ his.frst, smuift, comprehending glance.

Good Roason

Father. "I wonder why it is se difficult
for artists te paint the Pkies?"

Son (agcd four). 'ýTIicv can't papa, bc-
cause the paint would drop ali over tht
people.,?

"Hedllo, I'eto. Gorng foV. a sui"' he i
calîcti, checri]y.

"Yotibet! Want.te corne long?," AndE
Nvithout even glancing up the yowug ship-(
buder continuedt t shavo the blade of his

"IIow did vou know 1 was huvre?"y
qurerict ev.I witb' a trace of disappoint-
ment -,t bis failitre to efi'cct a surprise by

what ho bad bel : ývqclte be a (,-ever bit of
scouting.

"The dog, saw you, and wagged hi$
tail. I knew ail the mcn were bus y down
belew, feUing feot-logs. What do you
thlnk of myraft?"

Sea Luhed hlm way through the
drenchaing fronds of the ferns te the water's

ede nd looked the craf t over with the
critical ye of i& sailor.0

"«It's a dandy!" hé exclaimed, in genu-'
ie admiration. "But what are you going
te de with it? You surely can't use it
'tiil the force of this freshet is spent."
And ho glanced apprehensively at the
angry racing water iittered with 'forest ,
drift which showed that the streaim was
atml rising at its source. "Why, "- he
added, "the men can't even make afoot-

eil bu t puPPY

log stick. They must have felled a dozen
immense firs to-day, andi the river snaps
thoriglit eut. Whèn they know they
can't make a troc hoid I shouldti tink
they'd give it up until the water recedes.
I told Ned se, too."

"Andi what did your brother say?"' asked
Pote, interestedly.

"Ho said it wasn't that the squatter's
family on the othor side nc.eded foodi se
badly, but that tbey wero ail out of miik
for the baby, andi as long as there was the
faintest hope of fclling a troc that would
bolti, thvy ought te keep on trying."

"iHo is rigbt." Pote spoko quietly,
earnestly. "That baby must'have milk
to-day. That's wby I bulit tbis raft."

Sewail gaspeti in utter amazemont.
"IWhy Peto Sims, you rnst hc crazy!
Surely you aren't scriously thinIking of
trylng to ride that raf t in this river whilc
it is on the ramipage? Wr- and bore
Sewall besitateti for sheer lack of m-ords te
express bis opinion of the foolhardincss of
such an undertaking, "-i t's nothirig short
of ýuicide!" ho concludeti.

Pete stooti unmoved ut bis friend's ouY,
burst. "I bave figured it out '" sait hc,

qutly, "and I tink tere's a chance-
uit a chance." And he coinprssc(l is

lips, in dcterrnination.

:Und if oC fi to make the other i3ide?"
"The falis ivecônsidered that too."I
"But," persisfted SewaIl impatiently, "it

would be different if a man were in dan-

1 'H'ow different?" lashed Pote, lowering
his uprawmed axe.,

"Why-why, I don't know, exactly,"
stammered Sewail, somewhat coifused at
the manner of the ueetion., "But of
course, a fellow WOUldùt take quite the
saine chances for a littie bah y that hie
would for aman who could think and feel.
That ia, feel with his mind-"

"Stop! Stop right where you are!"pcidte young woodsman, driving his axe
savagely into the raft, and plunging te-
wsrd the bank. "You've said jùst a bout
enough. Yes too much?" And with a
.plM. ig rusii he g' ed the bank, and

confronted Sewail, hlm blue eyes blazing.
"So that's how you feel about iViMi?" hie;
demanded, his face working pâiàinate1y.
"Why you--you cowardly tenderfoot-
yeu arex't fit te, touch a littie baby."

"Don't cali me a coward," eut in Sewall,
hie temper rismg.

"You're pretty husky," contïîiued Pete,
disregarding the interruption, and "you're
a good shot, and we've beard a lot about
yeur football gamecs, but ever sinýce you
came here to vinit you have made it pain
that you feit above washing dishes and
clotlhes, cooking, ortaking care of a baby.
They think these things are girls' work
back where you camne from, I suppose."

"Well, they'are girls' work, aren't
they?" SewaIl retorted, flushing angrily.

"Indians think s0."
There fiashed across Sewall's mind a

picture hie had seen through the car window
ctossing the plaine that had thrown hlm
into a fury of indignation at the time.
Pramed in rusty green sage brush and
jagged1 yellow mesas, it came back to him
in ail its detail. Again he saw the pom-
pous Indian astride hlm scrawny Cayuae
pony, his head proudly erect, bead-em-
broidered chest thrown out. Behlnd hlm,
on foot, toiled bis squaw, a cruelly heavy
pack lashed to hier poor; misý-shapen
shoulders, from the back of which 'waa
slung a copper-faced papoose. Was* it
then to suc h a beast of a mnan that Pete
was perhaps truly likening hlm? ýIis
flush of anger deepened te one of sh4ýae.

Pete, also, was thinking of somethig
afar off. "Mayrbe I shouldn't have said
that " he relented. There was nothing
but Lindness ini bis eyes now. "You d'on't
mean to be unfeeling. It's just that 'ou
don't understand. You neyer had a
chance. Ever since T could walk I have
taken some care of. a baby. When you
feel one of the sweet, heipless littie -thffigs
lean its head against your shoulder, and

FEED CHILDREN
On Properiy Selected Food. It Pays* Big

Dividends

If parents wiil just give a littie initelli-
Dgent thlouglit to tihe feeding of their

lilidren tIre differeuce la the, boalth of
tire littie folks 1il p1ar, many tines
over, for the sm&li troiffile.

A mothor writcs: "Our eilidren arXe
Al se, much better and stronger than
thcy evor wcre beforo vc made a change
in the character of the food. We have
quit using potatoos tbiree times a day
with coffee andti se mucli moeat.

"Now we give the little foiks some
fruit, cither fresli, stewed, or canned,
some Grape-Nuts Nvith cream, occasion-
ally some soft boiled eggs, and soel
Postum for breakfast and suppee. Then.
for dinner tir. y ave some moat andi
vegotabies. 4V

"It would bholiard te fully describe tire
change ln tihe chljdron, tliîy bave growa
se sturdy and strong, andi we attribute
this change te tire food elernents that I
ý[ understand, exist in Grape-Nuts anrd
Postu m.

"A short timie flgo inyv baby was
teetlîing anti irut a great deai of stoiU-
-tel and bowr1 t rouble. Notiring seemeti
to qgree with ixa until 1 tried Grape-
Nuts softenecl andJ ixed -with rich miik
adlire iru1rroved rapidly anrd got sturdy

'TIre's a Reason."
*Naine given by. Canadian Postum Co.,

Windsor, Ont.
lEver read the above letter? A flew

ene appears frorn timie te time. They
isre genuine, truc, and ful of human
Interest.
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