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ting teeth. At the same time he knew that the
weasel was desperate and deadly. Therefore he
held his head low, shielding his tender throat.
When he reached the wider part of the den, he
suddenly swung sidewise, thus keeping the exit
still blocked.

Seeing now that there was no escape, the weasel
gathered his forces for one last fight. Like light-
ning he sprang, and struck; and being, for speed,
quite matchless among the wild folk, he secured
a deadly hold on the porcupine’s jaw. The porcu
pine squeaked furiously and tried to shake his ad-
versary off. With a sweep of his powerful neck,
he threw the weasel to one side, and then into the
air over his head.

The next instant the weasel came down, sprawl-
ing widely, full upon the stiffly erected spears of the
porcupine’s back. They pierced deep into his tender
belly. With a shrill cry he relaxed his hold on the
avenger’s jaw, shrank together in anguish, fell to
the ground, and darted to the exit. As he passed
he got a heavy slap from the porcupine’s tail, which
filled his face and neck with piercing barbs. Then
he escaped from the den and fled away toward his
own lair, carrying his death with him. Before he
had gone a hundred yards one of the quills in his




