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ABOUT THIS ﬂoon

-

Moose Calf heard a great“pine cpash. He
found himself running—ntt wet his mother,
but with a half-grown Gear!

A puppy expects to find food in a dish. Thf:l'ﬁ
was no dish in the wilderness. There was no
food. And so Spud chg®ed on his green rub-
ber bone. . . . :
Bear Cub smelled a SMELL—a Tomething-
good-to-eat smell. Why did Bear Mother spank
him and send him up a tree?

New Fawn liked to bounce all around the camp-
ground. But, oh, how quickly he turned into
a spotted shadow when he saw a bear! But then,
one day, New Fawn ‘had to face a bear. . . .
The lessons animal babies must learn are hard

—to “answer when spoken to,” to melt into
the shadows, to move silently, to look and
listen and hide and run—and to eat and not
be eaten. In this exciting group of wilderness
tales, sillall isimals learn these many lessons
so that they may live as Nature intended them

to live—wild and free?
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Moose Calf’s legs looked like four long white
stockings stuffet! full of sticks and stones. His ears
were long. His hair was rough. He had almost no
tail at all. He lay on a cool bed of pine needles
* beside a shallow northern lake.

His mother, the cow moose, fed on water lilies
in the lake. While she ate she talked to Moose Calf.
When she grunted and coughed she wanted an an-
SWET. Modsc.ciﬁf answered. He tried to grunt and
cough, too, but he just sqai'awked.

11
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This was Moosg#Calf’s nap time, but he could
not sleep. Somctifng was different from other days.

Moose Calf could ,h-.,dr the grinding of strong
teeth, He km:w the beavers were pulling the bark
from thg trees* in strips or cutting the wood into
sticks they could carry.

Blue kingfishers screarhed. They dived for fish.

The witellaugh of loons came from the rushes.

Tree squirrels raced Htadfirst down a huge pine.
They stopped on a bare limb to argue.

Young skunks fought over the food their mother
brought.

Everything sounded just right in Mm:-;e Calf’s
part of the forest. But somathing whs wrong.

What was it?

The air stung Moose Calf’s nose. Something made
his eyes water. While he tried to figure out what "
was wrong, he forgot to “speak when spoken to.”

At once his mother raised her voice. She rushed
out of the lake. .

She weighed one thousand pﬂun:i'a and stood six
feet tall at the shoulder. She looked like something

12
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Moose Gal 1

put together from leftovers: bison’s hunched

5 L] »
shoulders, a bear's shaggy coat, a°mule’s long nose,
[} a? -

a rabbit's ears, a horse's legs, and a goat’s whiskers, * -
. :

Moose Calf thought she was beautiful. He was so
glad to see her he told her so*with ]i'ttlc' squawks.”

The cow coughed a warning. Then her ears went
forward. Moose Calf wobbled to his feet. He looked
about. He was so new to the world he had=not learhed
much about trouble. But his mother's ears pointed to
danger.

Since the day of Moose Calf's birth there had
been a strange blackness in the sky. Now that dark
cloud began to roll and spread. It moved closer.

After a whilé Moose €alf heard a crackling sound.
Then began a steady roar. He felt heat. He tasted
smoke for the first time.

Other animals began to search for water: porcu-
pines, skunks, a bear and her cubs, a coyote pup,
a bobcat, squirrels, and chipmunks. The air was
filled with the bedfling wings of owls, jays, waxwings,
and swalldws by the hundreds. Even natural enemies
paid no attention to each gther. Uneasily they sniffed

13
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the air. Then lhcvzm'ricd down the narrow trails
which were the, lighways of the forest.
** At first the moose cow herded Moose Calf into the
= water. The smoke and ﬁre' came closer. She led him
out of the wateY and bumped him along a trail with
her big head.
The moose cow grunted’ She coughed. She argued.
Shé scolded.She even nipped her child’s bony rump
P with her big yellow teeth when he tried to rest.

It became so dark Moose Calf could not tell night

from day. He coughed and sneezed. Still his mother
pushed him forward. s

The moose cow and calf came to a sharp curve
in the trail. Yellow and oramge fangs of fire darted
out to sting and burn their brown hair.

Each way he turned Moose Calf faced the angry
fire. It burned needles and bark off pines and firs. It 3
raced on to burn the leaf trees, shrubs, and thick

wild grass.

Moose Calf heard a great piné® Srash. He found
himself running, not with his*mothes but with a
half-grown bear. The bear bellowed with pain. It

14






<1 o1 S -
ST
- {':L IMAL BABIES
paid no attention {4 the frightened baby moose.

Lnrgcr. amimqé rap through the fire. But Moose
Calf was small enough to_run under the moving fire.

He ran and ran. . . .

" Finally Modse Calf could run no more. He came

to a stone ledge. He could not leap over it. He
was too tired to try to éo around it. He just lay
down. " .

Night came. While Moose Calf lay under the
ledge, it began to rain. Once in a while he lifted his
head. He cried for his mother.

There was no answering grunt or cough to make
him feel safe and happy. There was no warm milk to
fill his empty stomach. » -

It rained all night, and then all day. The forest
fire burned itself out. Thousands of black tree trunks_
stood like burned matches in a sandbox. Homeless,
hungry animals fought with each other. They moved
on to find new homes.

Moose Calf stayed under the Ygdge. He was too
weak and hungry to stand up, Yoo frighténed to try.

Another night passed. ,

16
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Suddenly Moose Calf ;w}rkuncd_ Something
touched his head. ‘ : ;
“This little fellow is almosi;.u gc-n;r," a voice said. » .
Moose Calf had never seen a man. He did not
know he had been found by a forest ragger. He
did know the voice was kind and the hands gentle.
A second voice said, “We'd better leave him alone
to see if the mother claims him. It’s the law, you
krow.” *
The men went away. Many hours later they came
back.
“He’s an orphan, for sure,” one man said.
The sgccmd said, “Lucky he wasn’t picked up by a
cat or a coyote"We'd better take him to camp.”
Moose Calf. felt the gentle hands lift him to his
feet. He tried to stand on his thin, white legs. They
-fﬂldecl.
“Let me carry him, Tom.”
“Sure, Bill. It isn’t far to the jeep. Think you can
make it?” =
Bill answered, “He’s just a bundle of legs, ears,
head, and ribs, poor little guy.”

17
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. T ANINAL BABIES
Moose Calf rode fn something that grumbled and
smelled like the frightening fire. Then he was lifted

to earth again. -

This time smaller hands touched Moose Calf. A ™
sweeter, softer. voice said, “Oh, the poor, starved
baby. Let me give him a bottle.”

Bill's wife tried to put something in Moose Calf’s
mouth. He closed his black, leathery lips. He rolled
his head. .

The woman coaxed, “My baby loves this formula.

Honey, when you taste it you'll like it.”

But Moose Calf would not drink from the bottle.
The ranger said, “Let me take the nipple off and see
if he'll lick my finger.” % .

Again something touched Moose Calf’s black lips.
He was hungry. He smelled milk, but he did not
know how to get it into his mouth. "

Bill, the man who had carried Moose Calf, was

wearing leather gloves. He held Moose Calf's head

while Tom offered a milky finger..
Moose Calf smelled the wild o&pr of-earth and
amimals on the leather., He felt the smoothness.

20
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Weakly he opened his lips. He nipped Bill's gloved
thumb. . * '

‘ “Take off your glove, B_iil," the woman said. « .

“Tom, may I use your knife, please? I have an idea.”

She cut a very small hole,in the. th'umb of the
love. Then she poked the bottle inside the glove.
e thumb made a nipple. Again she offered *the

ottle. e

“Poor, starving forest baby,” she said softly. “Just
try. Please?”

Moose Calf's black lips opened. The woman
pushed the glove-nipple into his mouth. She tipped
the bottle. Milk ran into his mouth. She told Bill,
“Rub his throa® so he won't choke.”

Bill rubbed Moose Calf’s throat. Moose Calf had
to swallow. Once. Twice. Three times.

Suddenly Moose Calf knew this was milk. His
tongue curved around the glove-nipple. He began
to suck—weakly, but with enough strength to empty
the bottle.

Each tim-:hc_:vas fed, Moose Calf became strong-
er. By the seventh day he drank four quarts of milk

21
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in twenty-four hours. But he was restless. He wanted
to go home. No one m]Lcd to him. No one ordered
- * him to “speak whr:n hE. was spoken to.”

Moose Calf’s lonely little squawks told his new
friends he was not happy.

The woman worried. She asked, “What'll we do
with him?" %

“That day at dusk her question was answered. Out

of the woods came a grtat brown animal. She was
so thin her ribs showed. A raw, new scar stood out
on one hip.

“She must have been trapped in the fire,” Bill
said. :

“It's a miracle,” Tom said. “Ho% did that cow
moose ever find her way here?”

As Moose Calf trotted to meet the cow moose,
the ranger's wife said softly, “Mothers find a wa}r.”-

With happy little grunts and squawks Moose Calf
“spoke when he was spoken to.” Those big yellow
teeth did not have to nip his bony rump to send *
him down the forest trail. . ... i

Moaose Calf went willingly.

24
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On top of the great rock the golden eagles nested.
Under the slide at the fdbt of the rock was a village
of small animals. This animal was called pika,
Jwhistling hare, cony, little chief hare, rock rabbit, or
haymaker. Both eagles and pikas lived above the
timberline on a mountain in Idaho.

Spring came late on the peak. The mountain
wore its cap of icg and snow till the middle of June.
But grass grew ifi the bare spots by May Day.

When frost no longer snapped the stones, the

25
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pikas pecked out to see if spring had come. Their
leader wujs Lil,l].t:' Chief, the noisiest, liveliest pika
in the village. .

Little Chief’s ears were shaped like tulip petals.

They swod up straight while he looked out at the
sky. He twitched long eyebrows and whiskers. He
blinked round black e};es‘.

“On the*skyline a herd of mountain goats walked
single file. They moved Slowly, enjoying the spring
sun. This told Little Chief no big cat was on the
prowl.

And no shadow of eagle wings touched the rock-
slide!

Little Chief's whistle mesnt, “Safe!”

Behind Little Chief other pikas cried, *“Safe!
Safe! Safe!”

Soon dozens and dozens of tiny pikas ran over

the rocks. After nine months underground they

hopped and raced. They bleated like lambs.

Only six inches long, they logked like guinea
pigs, but they had no tails. THeir gofe fur was just

the color of the lichens that grew on the stones.

26
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Little Chief chewed the cool, damp leaves of a
butte.'rcup.-He Iiﬂéned_m ice water drip over stones.
The water fell in a thﬁuiand small waterfalls. He
felt spring wind ripple his soft, fine fur.

Suddealy a shadow touched a flat stone. Danger!

Little Chief gave a cry so shrill an echo bounced.
Oui'cker than the eye can 'see. the pikas hid. Little
Chief moved «o the edge of the hole he had found.
High above the peak sailed a golden eagle. This
was the ancient enemy of all pikas. Little Chief
watched the eagle.

When the great bird sailed away into the north
sky, Little Chief whistled again.

The pikas came out of hidtng. Like children play-
ing “Statue,” they froze. Each must see for himself
that the sky was empty. Then they stuffed them-
selves with new grass.

Each day the grass grew taller and the pikas grew
bolder. They even dared to sleep in the sun. They
were not much bothered by the eaglg.

Then one day a second eagle Appeared in the sky.
This shadow was even bigger than the first. Little

28




Little Chief Hare
Chief knew the female had joined her mate.

Almost at once the eagles mende,d their nest of
sticks and brambles. Sun shoqe on the red- gold tips
of their dark brown feathers.

While the female eagle nested, the ice ::ap_meltcd.
It flowed into brooks. Night and day the fierce bird
glared down on the pikas’ When an eagle lifted a
gopher, a hare, or even a young fawn inte the sky,
Little Chief felt better. Thtt eagle was not eating
pika meat.

By the dozens the female pikas brought their
babies into the sunlight. At the same time eggshells
were kick;:d out of the eagles’ nest. Now the parent
eagles must feed two new eaglets.

Early and late two hunters sailed the sky. Many
times each day an eagle snatched a pika and carried
'it up to the noisy eaglets.

Little Chief shivered for the safety of his own
family. “Watch me,” he ordered. “Do as I do.”

Now Little Chief was there, now he was gone.
He popped” up a-n another rock, looking as if he
had never moved.

29
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Little Chief taught his young ones never to move
until they km,w €x dLl]_}" where they could hide.
He showed thum h{_\w to sit quietly. They looked
.

like lumps of stone.

He mugiﬂ them #he pika “bleat.” This was a
strange, lost sound. It seemed to come from some
spot far away from the plka’s own throat.

*Little Ghigf taught his young ones well. Each day
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‘XhmmL BABIES

the eagles killed other pikas. But Little Chief’s
family lived.

Soon the young ones were old enough to feed
alone. This gave Little Chief time to hunt for the
best grass on the mountain. At first light each day
he raced from grass patch to grass patch. He chose
his ¥hay fields” and checked up on them every day.

Fikas arge yegetable eaters. Wild grass is their
bread. Like farmers, they take care of tiny fields,
then cut and dry the grass for winter’s use. They do
not sleep through winter. Much grass is needed.

Little Chief was a good father and a good farmer.
He chose the best grass and took care of it.

When not working, Little Chief rested on a warm
rock. He watched wind move the tops of pines in
the valley. He saw fall’s red and gold on bushes and
vines. On cool evenings he saw swallows flock to-
gether. Summer was short on the peak. So was play-
time. It was time to cut the hay.

The little animals cut their hay with sharp teeth.
They spread the grass on flat war?;n stones. They
dried it in the sun. Each hour of every day the pikas

32




Little Chief H‘Jm’
ran over the rocks. They used their tiny paws as
farmers use pitchforks to turn the hay.

Up on the rock the two ::_Etglcts- grew feathers.
They left the nest. Just as'Little Chief had trained
his young, so did the eagles train their eaglets. The
young birds dive-bombed every unlucky or care-
less pika in sight. B .

A hundred times each day Little Chief bleated.
His warning meant, “Be careful! Eagles! But work!”

At last Little Chief and all the small haymakers
had dried enough food for the long winter in the
den. That very day the sky filled with black clouds.

A gc-:::d' farmer watches the weather, and Little
Chief was a goed farmer. He worked so hard and
fast, and bleated so shrilly, he seemed to be shout-
ing, “Hurry! Our harvest will be ruined!”

Out of the dens and tunnels and hiding places ran
the six-inch farmers. With tiny, handlike paws they
bundled the dry grass. Away they ran, taking the
grass to the dry dens.

Wind whipped..the.peak. It lifted dry grass. With
nervous shrills and bleats, the pikas worked.
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Eagles glared down from the big rock. They dived
at the littte farmers. Rain fell. Still the pikas worked.

It grew so dark thﬁ.cuglus no longer hunted. Still
the pikas raked and bundled. They carried their
hay to l_hciF dens. .

Lightning flashed. Thunder clapped near the peak.
Tite rain poured. As in spring, water ran in a thou-
sand small waterfalls. The pikas worked under the
ledges. They tried to save every blade of dry grass.

Little Chief worked hardest of all. At last he gave
the order to stop work.

Into their dens crowded the pikas. They shook
themselves till raindrops flew. They wi;;er.l faces.
They smoothed each hair on tired, wet, small bodies.

Little Chief stood guard. He could hear the storm,
but he rested.

He knew that other sunny days would come. He
must rest to be ready for a second late harvest before
snow fell. He had escaped the eagles. He had
trained his young ones. He had saved his harvest

[ ]
from the storm. . .

- L]

Life was good.
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Up on the pass through the mountains a sign
read: MooN PAss, ELE¥ATION 5050. A young bear

sharpened his claws on the signpost. Then he

waddled into a patch of ripe huckleberries. Yellow
L]

jackets buzzed over hundreds and hundreds of acres
of juicy berries. This was bear heaven, but Bear

Cub was not happy.

He smelled a smell—such a teasing, come-and-
[ ]
get-me smell, hie meuth watered! It came from the

camp near the signpost. .Bear Cub hurried toward
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that wonderful, tempting smell.

Bear Mother caught up with him. She slapped
- his ears. Then she heagled him into the huckleberry
patch which lay downhill from the camp. Her growls
told him, “There’s a dog in camp. He isn’t afraid
of me. What do you think he’d do to you?”

By the time Bear Mofher had fattened up for
hef winters sleep, she would weigh almost three
hundred pounds. Bear C(ub weighed forty pounds.
If Bear Mother was afraid of the dog, Bear Cub
had sense enough to be afraid, too. But he could
still smell that SMELL.

Bear Cub tried to turn back toward camp-. Mother
Bear stepped in front of him, solid®as a rock pile.

Bear Cub tried to go around her. He squealed.
He threw a bear-cub tantrum. It got him exactly
no place. Bear Mother smacked his rump. She sent
him up a pine tree to cool off.

For a few minutes Bear Cub “sassed” Bear
Mother.

She paid no attention. She st -kept On stuffing
huckleberries into her mr::'l:lth,

36
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Bear Cub had to do something or burst. Since
he knew bett;r'lhag to try to leave the tree, he
climbed higher. To kis surprise and glee he could
look down into the camp.

Andk oh, he could smell that smell. It rose from
a frying pan on a campfire.

"Bear Cub listened to ‘the sizz-zz-le.

* He smelled the smell.

He could almost tast® that bacon. Like a human
baby thumb-sucker, Bear Cub gulped and chewed
air. He made begging, singing sounds. He scratched
the tree till pieces of bark fell to the ground.

Big, black Bear Mother wandered far down the
mountain. Bear Cub bawled. It was a sound he
could make for hours at a time. He sounded so lost
and lonely, Bear Mother came back up the moun;
tain. At the foot of the tree she talked to him in low
grunts and squeaks.

Eagerly Bear Cub backed down the tree trunk.
Bear Mother pushed her long nosg into his soft baby
fur. Then she lay down on thd pifte needles to feed
him.

38
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While he sucked warm milk, Bear Cub rolled his
eyes. He flicked his ears to keep track of what was
going on at that camp. . .'

When Bear Cub could not drink another drop
of milk, Bear Mother licked the top of his broad
head. She washed his milky mouth and the backs of
his ears. ; i

A long row of ants marched across the Rard, bare
path. With one swish of hér tongue, Bear Mother
licked up at least fifty ants. Then she found the ant-
hill and dug it open. When she ate she grunted
happily. ,

Bear Cub tasted the ants. One lively ant landed in
the hairs around his lip8. He slapped his own face
to get rid of the ant’s wiggly legs.

After a while Bear Mother moved into the air
current which passed through the camp. Again Bear
Cub smelled that smell.

Bear Cub knew that his mother was a loving but
stern parent. He ¢id not choose to be spanked again
and sent up'a tred. THough he cried a little about the
bacon, he did nothing to ypset Bear Mother.

39
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He trotted at her heels while'::hc turned over logs.
He nibbled at gray-green lichens.,

Bear Mother found the larwae of® yellow jackets.

She took a nip of the fuicy inner bark of a fir

tree. : )

She clawed up some bulbs of wild flowers.

She found the place where squirrels were storing
their winter's food. She stole their pine and fir seeds.
She even uncovered a nest gf mice and 'guilped them
down. It took a lot of food to keep big, black Bear
Mother going. Summer was short in the high coun-
try. She must store fat for her winter’s sleep. :

Bear Cub knew nothing of winter. He barely re-
membered yestgrday. He knew only the right-this-
minute in time when the sun shone warmly on his
back. He was curious about one leaf that twirled in

*the wind, a twig that snapped, and a pine snake
that slid under a stump.

He sorted out the odors the wind carried. He
learned where campers were picking purple huckle-
berries. His nose_‘mId: him where the camp dog was
digging out a.gmund squirrel.
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All of this sniffing and looking and trotting, dig-
ging and wiggling and gulping made Bear Cub
sleepy. He began to yawn. He yawned so many times,
Bear Mother began o ydwn, too. She fed more and
more slowly. ,At lasf she waddled off toward the
spring,-Her sleepy grunt meant, “Come along.”

sBear Cub obeyed. .

- While Bear Mother drank thirstily, Bear Cub dis-
covered Eha: the spring gvas near camp.

That good smell still clung to the things men had
_ brought into the forest. Greedily Bear Cub tried
to taste that smell. He was not hungry for milk. He
was hungry for food he could chew. He took exactly
four short steps toward cqmp. Then Bear Mother
grunted. Bear Cub turned around.

Bear Mother bedded down in tall ferns. Bear Cub
lay beside her. Soon she slept so soundly her muscles’
did not twitch.

Bear Cub did not sleep. He stood up—oh . . . so
. + - Quietly.

In her bed in the tall ft:ms,E::é'; Mother did not
waken.
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Bear Cub walked away—oh . . . so . . . quietly.

Then he ran!

The camp was empty whefi Bedr Cub got there. .

His nose told him the dof had been gone for some
time. He sniffed the wooden {able agd benches. He
sniffed the stone fireplace. He sniffed the fr;ing pan.
THERE WAS THE GOOD SMELL—but the frying
pan was empty. . .

W here was that bacon?, g

It might be in any one of a dozen places. Baskets

and boxes and jars and cans and packages of food

were stored on the picnic table and in the tents.

Bear Cub ripped open the baskets. He broke the
boxes. He smashed thg jars on stones. He threw
the cans. He ripped the packages. He smelled the
bacon, but he could not find it.

To comfort himself, Bear Cub lapped up spilled
honey and cornflakes. He ate raisins and brown
sugar and milk. While he ate, he sniffed this way
and he sniffed that way.

Then he sgw Ihc bacon! It was hanging from the

branch of a pine tree.
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Bear Cub stood on the picnic table. He reached,
but he was too short.

Then he climbed the tree. He walked out on the
limb as far as he dared. Still he could not reach
the bacon.”

Eh;ar“I Cub threw a bear-cub tantrum. He cried.
He squealed. He bawled..

. Everytptn.g began to happen at once. Into camp
raced the dog. Right bghind him ran two men and
a tall boy.

Behind them ran Bear Mother! Her ears were
back and she was coming fast. She did not even
bother to growl. She just coughed. i

A coughing bear means pusiness The men knew
it. The tall boy knew it. And Bear Cub knew it.

He slid out of that tree so fast pieces of bark tore
from the trunk. Down the trail he ran. 3

Bear Mother growled. Then she ran down the
trail right behind Bear Cub. The dog followed at her
heels.

On and on ran Bear Cub, Beaf, Mother, and the

dog. Every few feet Bear Mother turned to growl
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and slap at the dog. He managed fo staysclear of

her claws.

A long way from r::an"ip the dog barked a Tlast

warning. He trotted back up the trail. *

Bear Mother caught dp with Bear Cub. She
spanked him soundly. She sent him up a pine tree.
That slap meant “Stay there!” Then she lay down*®
to finishher nap.

This time Bear Cub did not throw a bear-cub
tantrum. Smoke rose ifito the sky. Then that good
smell drifted down from camp. Bear Cub paid no
attention. He was back where he belonged, and he
was glad to be there.




“Hurry, hurry, a storm is coming!” Mts. Smith
shouted. As fast as she could pick up food and
dishes she packed the picnic basket.

Mr. Smith ran to the car with the water jug,
blankets, and camera. He raced back to carry the*
heavy basket.

Bill and Sue filled their arms with toys and pil-
lows. They ran!

Just as the great pines began tﬂ bend, and bow,
Mr, Smith slammed the car door. The station wagon
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sped away from the forest can:p_ Left behind was a

small brown and white puppy. The tag on.his collar

said his name was Spud. The bone®he guarded was
a green rubber toy. P

Spud dropped his rubber bone. He ran down the
road. His long ears flapped. His puppy tai['wagged
happily. Spud was used fo lively games. As lgng
as he could see the car, he played a kind of tag
game. But he could not tag those pe-:;plé he loved
no matter how hard he ran.

When Spud could no longer see the car, he sat
in the road. He looked east, west, north, and south.
Any minute now he knew that car would come
back. He was rgady to run to meet it.

But the car did not came back.

Spud was alone in high country.

* Wind dumped black clouds of dust picked up in
the wheatland which lay west and north of this high
forest.

Spud whimpered. He scrubbed his eyes and nose.
Then he lay dowh in the dry grass. He put his head
on his paws. g

-
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Each time a tree groaned and squeaked as it bent

in the strong wind, Spud jerked .up his -head. He

twitched his ears. He was used to fhe street sounds o

of motors and tires. Therd was no street.

Then the first rain spattered. The fdrdps were big
and dirty. Spud sat up. His back humpcd.and his
ears dragged into the weads. He cried. But no ene
opened a door. There was no door to open. .

Down came the rain, hgrder and h.zlrder. Water

cut little rivers in the pine needles.

Spud sat close to a big pine. The branches were

high above him. There was not much protection for
a puppy on the ground.
Lightning flashed. Thunder boomed out of the

dark, rolling clouds.
Spud cried. He barked. He had never been out of

* doors in a storm. He wanted his basket with its soft

folded blanket.
After a while Spud wanted something else almost

as much as he wanted his basket. He wanted food.
The smsm_tur_ﬁed_into a steady rain. Head down,
tail drooping, Spud trotted back to the table. This
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was where he had lu;t had something to eat.

He foynd a sandwich under the table. He ate it.
Then he gnawed on. his green rubber bone for a
while. And then he weat to sleep in a clump of
grass under the table.

Spud‘ was used to the sounds made by doors,
dighes, water taps, refrigerators, vacuum cleaners,
television, radio, cars, and toys. He was used to
petting h;nas and friendly voices. But after the
storm was over, Spud heard strange sounds which
raised the hair on his back.

He heard cat screams, coyote barks, porcupine
chatters, deer snorts, and bear grumbles.*He heard
owl hoots and nighthawk slari{-:ks, Squeals, swishes,
rustlings, and wild, musky odors worried him.
Nothing was familiar. Everything was to be feared.

At last morning came. Spud waited for loving®
hands to give him food, to wipe and comb his dirty
fur. Nothing happened. Hungry and lonely, he
smelled food in the trash can by the table. He was
too small to reach the food scrabs. Spnd chewed
grass while his hair dried in the wt;d.'WhE.n a stick
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snapped, he looked hopefully toward the road.

Finally Spud picked up his rubber toy and started
down the road. He was not very old.*He soon curled
up in the sun to sleep. He #woke when a car passed.
He knew the sound of the motor ang yelped with
joy. ;

Spud raced back toward.camp. Along the way he
met several animals prowling for food after the
storm. Spud knew about kittens, gc-]dﬁ;h, canaries,
and people. He did not know about these spiny por-
cupines, striped skunks, and hungry-looking coyotes.
Spud hid.

The car® passed the spot where Spud hid. The car
had disappeared before the storm. It disappeared
again.

Spud did not know what to do, but he was so
hungry he had to do something. He sniffed and
pawed pine needles with the idea that he might find
food. A housebroken puppy expects to find food in
a dish. There was no dish.

For three days Spud wandered, hungry and dirty.
He ate grass and a few insects. Hungrily he looked
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at the meadow mice and birds. He had no idea how
to catch them. A wild baby is taught how- to hunt.
Spud had been taught to love aand Be loved.

Each day Spud came badk to the park. Each time
his owners hunted for him, Spud was ip séme hidden
spot, too weak from hunger to make muc}: noise.
After the storm, visitors stayed away from the forast.
It was September, too late for picnics, too, early for
hunters. L :

On his fifth day in the high country, Spud lay
down between two fallen logs. The light grew
evening dim. Spud heard the sounds which told him
other animals were feeding. He cried and gulped
air, but he was éoo weak to stand up.

Suddenly great wings swished out of the sky.
Sharp claws stretched wide. A strong beak opened.

Just as Spud saw his danger, a large gray animal
leaped to meet the bird. There was a short, fierce
battle. Then the owl flew to the top of a pine. Broken
feathers fell.

The animal wl;ﬁch stood over Spud was a timber

wolf. Spud could not know this. But he did sense
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something familiar u?.am:t this animal which is a dog's
true brother. Sppd tried to stand. He fell back in
terror. Slanted *yellow eyes glowed hungrily. Fangs
bared in a snarl. Long, frarrow jaws opened.

Those jaws closed without killing Spud. This wolf
was \r::;},r old, the grandmother of her pack. She had
nqt given birth to pups for a long time—Dbut some
djm m:.nmr}r stirred. Quietly she sat on the log and
looked at Spud She examined him with her nose.
She smelled his hunger and helplessness. Then she
went away.

In a few minutes she came back. She dropped a
limp mouse beside Spud’s nose. i

Spud sensed that this strange foqd was meant for
him. He ate. As the night passed, the old wolf
brought scraps of food to Spud. She seemed to know
he must not overeat after near starvation. When shé
had finished her own feeding, she lay beside Spud.

Toward morning a hungry cat found Spud’s
hiding place. The old she-wolf's howl brought a
pack of gray wolves out of the rfight, The cat did
not attack.
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After the cat went away, Spud found himself in
great danger. The wolves had protected himl because
of the she-wolf’s call for hcl‘{‘ﬁ_ Now some of the
younger wolves decided Sf"}ud must be a meal cap-
tured by the she-wolf. They leaped fﬂnﬁard‘ ready
for the kill.

They were met by the old she-wolf. Fiercely she
stood guard, ready to give her life to protect Spud.
Some unspoken message was understood by the wolf
pack. One by one they came to the spot where Spud
lay. They looked at him. They studied him with
their noses. Then they stepped back.

The wolf pack adopted Spud.

In the first light of Spud’s sixth day in the forest,
he was carried back to the pack’'s den. He had lost

much weight, but the she-wolf was old. It was not
L]

-an easy journey. In his own jaws Spud carried his

green rubber bone.

Few true wolves remain in Idaho. Ranches,
cities, lumber mills and mines, railroads and high-
ways have"pushe.d the wolf packs deep into the
forests where they can still find food. Spud’s new
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home was a large, dry cave in a great tumble of
boulders.” Each rock was as big as a truck.

At first Spa'u.i just"atu and slept. The she-wolf
stayed with him. Food v:ns brought by her mate, a
thin, :u[ung: wolf so old his hair looked rusted.

As Spud grew strong again, he played with the
wdlf pups. When he wa% happy, he barked. This
sound startlgd the silent wolves. Even the pups
watched him with unwisking, slanted yellow eyes.
When he grew too noisy, Spud was punished by the
she-wolf. Often he heard the choking, barking cry
of the coyote. A lonely, echoing howl was the only
sound the wolves made. Soon Spud icarr'lcd to be
silent. . v

Spud was put in the training class with the wolf
pups. He learned to hunt. With the she-wolf he
chased a rabbit. They ran in wide circles. The she-.
wolf rested while Spud ran. Spud rested while his
new mother ran. Spud snapped the rabbit’s spine and
carried the meat to the she-wolf. She licked Spud’s
face. They shared the meat. . '. e

But after killing the rabbit, Spud dug up his green
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rubber bone. While he chewed, he remembered
sights and sounds not seen and hedrd in tlle forest.

As Spud grew, his collar became too tight. When
he clawed at it, the she—wu?f chewed the strap until
it broke. Spud left the collar where it fll. But he
fought fierce battles with the pups who tried to
steal his toy bone. X "

But for his color and long ears, Spudscame fo
look like a wolf. The wild meat he ate, the running,
and the fighting turned him from a cuddly house
pet into a lean, strong-legged wild animal. With
the pack he hunted with much skill. He learned to
kill deer.

In winter gathe was «&carce. Spud ate what he
could find. With the pack, he killed cattle and sheep
down in the ranch country. He learned to steal bait
;'mm traps by taking the meat from below the jaws
of the trap. With the other wolves he learned to
pull up the fishing lines men set in holes in ice.
Spud ate the fish which dangled there.

He learnéd and'abayf:d pack laws. No more than
thirty animals, all of them related and friendly,
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hunted together. Each wolf had a special job and did
it very well. Never did they kill without reason. They
killed for food.

As the months p::.:;sz::!. Spud became as cunning
as a ujralif_' In one way he puzzled the wolves as
much as they puzzled him. In hunting camps, on
roads, on ranches, or wherever man left the human
odor, the, wolves were afraid. Spud was not.

By the time summes came again, the she-wolf
was too old to hunt. Her mate lost his place in the
pack. Spud killed and carried food to her. Since
a wolf feeds on anything from a mouse to a moose,
Spud found lots of food. The forest v:as full of
}ro.ung animals. ThAE SR

Spud did not need to raid the trash cans in the
forest camp. But every few days he made the trip
from the cave to the camp. Fearlessly he tore c-pcr:
food boxes. He grabbed toys from children. He
went into tents.

Spud was not afraid of people, but they were
afraid of him. They threw rocks, or Mt him with
sticks. Spud forgot all of his wolf training when this
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happened. He snarled and barked. Word went out
that a wild dog was a danger in that camp.

Even though driven aws: "ly Spud always ‘went back
to the camp. One angry Lampcr baited a loaded gun,
hoping to do away with the wild dog.

Wolves understand traps and baits. Spud had
been well trained. He bit ©ff the cord close to the
gun’s trigger. He ate the bait. Then he walked baek
into the center of the camp.

As silent as a wolf, he stopped at each stone fire-
place. He sniffed tent flaps. He walked around
tables. Just outside the circle of firelight in a camp-
ing area, he sat to watch a group of people. His nose
sorted out odore which grade him whine.

Bill Smith turned from the table to ask, “What
was that?”

* His sister answered, “It’s a dog. He's been watch-
ing us for a long time. He's spotted and has long
ears just like—"

“Spud!” Bill yelled.

Spud had fprg;:tlen his name. The shout startled

him. With a wolf's skill, he faded into the dark. But
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Bill followed him with a flashlight.

“Come back Nere, son,” Mr. Smith called. “That
may be the wild dog we were warned about.”

“It's Spud. I know it is. This is where we lost
him.” .- .

Spud had been moving away. When Bill's hand
tofiched his back, he sndpped. He left tooth marks,
btit he did not break the skin of that reaching hand.
Some memory left frome puppyhood kept him from
hurting Bill.

“Where's his collar?’ Sue asked eagerly.

“He'd have lost it by this time,” Mr. Smith said.
He joined Bill and Sue. They watched .‘Spud who
stood in the dim light between the *firelight and the
night. “You could be right,” he said. “This might be
Spud. Let’s see if he will take food.” .

Bill brought a hamburger from the table. Spud
eyed it hungrily. He did not take it from Bill's hand.
Bill put down the meat. When Bill was not looking,
the meat disappeared and so did. Spud.

Each day Spud went back to the camp, and each
day the children gave him food. On the last day
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of the family's stay in the high country, Bill dropped
a leash around -Spud’s neck while he ate. Spud
snarled amd snapped at the leash, but Bill held fast.
“Now we can take S‘i}ud back home where he

belongs;” sia'aid.ﬂill.
“I don’t know—" Mr. Smith said. “He’s lived in
the forest for a whole year. He might be dangerous.”
«“Let mg tame him,” Bill begged. “He used to like
me. He will again.” =

“Okay,” Mr. Smith agreed. “If he’ll let you put

him 1in the car, we'll take him home.”
When the car was loaded, Bill coaxed and pulled
Spud into the backseat. ;
Spud shivered and pawed at the deor when it shut.
When the motor started, he went wild. He leaped.
He snarled. He bit his leash. Then Spud howled.
The sound was so wild and wolflike, Mr, Smith
stopped the car. He jerked open the back door.
“Please, Dad, you promised!” Bill begged.
“Take off the leash and let him make up his own 3

mind,” Mr. Smith said. .

L] - L]

With tears running down his cheeks, Bill obeyed.
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Spud leaped away into the tall grass. He ran as a
wolf runs, stretched long, with head hanging low
and tongue dangling. i FE
“He'll come back,” Bill sald ‘Let’s wait for him."”
“Well, okay,” Mr. Smith said. A
The family waited.

About an hour later, Spud went back to the camp.

Closer and closer to the car he crept. Hg wagged s
long, bushy tail. Then he sat, silent and watchful.

Back in the woods, the wolves called.

Spud answered. For a long moment he walked a
nervous circle. Then he dropped something and ran.

Bill pici(ed up Spud’s green rubber bone.

“I'm sorry, son,” Mr. Smith said. “Spud won't be
back. He has kept this toy for a year, and he’s giving
zt to you. This is his way of telling you he's sorry.”

Wild and free as his brothers, the wolves, Spud
disappeared into the forests of the high country. This
was his home.
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Screech—clang—clunk! )

“Ecee!” Mouse Mama squeaked. She ran up a
tall weed stem. She hung there like"an acrobat. She
twitched her ears and sniffed the air.

What was that sound? Thunder? Surely not, for
the sky above the hillside was blue. What caused
that smoky odor? There had been no storm. Light-
ning had not struck a dead tree.

Mouse Mama was too tiny to_see the bulldozer
climb the hill. The blade of the bulldozer was cut-

ting a sled run for the children in the neighborhood.
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Mouse Mama did not know this. She knew only
that she must hurry-hurry-hurry and scurry-scurry-
scurry. In her nest lay five naked bai:ries,'and they
were hungry. 3

Eight days ago the five babies put-toé&thﬁ:r had
weighed no more than half a teaspoonful of butter.
Now their eyes were open."They were cutting their
first teeth. Just to stay alive a mouse rpust eat tire
equal of its weight in food ewery day of its life. The
babies could not feed themselves. That was Mouse
Mama’'s job.

Mouse Mama had no time to waste in being
scared. ShE swung from the weed stem to a bunch
of dry grass. T® keep up her strength, she filled
her mouth with grass seeds.

She chewed as she ran. As usual, she must feed
]'.lt'-[' babies, then eat her lunch, then feed her babies,
then eat a snack, then feed her babies, then eat—
oh, my!

Mouse Mama’s nest was hidden in a knothole in
a fallen log &t :he-'flc:c-t- of the hill. Down the smooth
path she ran. Hurry, hurry, scurry!
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When she squeaked the sound meant, “I'm com-

ing, I'm *toming:” That big noise was now such
* B

* a roar it made Mousé Mama dizzy.
LR |

Just as Mouse Mama reached her woven grass
nest in ;hr:_.knethr::lc. WHOOSH! The ground lifted.
It tumbled. Suddenly grass roots stuck up in the air
like the branches of tiny tfees. The fallen log jumped
into the adr..It stood on end as if it had begun to
grow again. Then it fells nest and all.

Mouse Mama squeaked. She skittered and she

.scuttled as the ground under her feet humped higher

and higher, like a mountain that is growin

g
All around her was that sound: screech-clang,
clunk! Lumps of damp earth rolled In strange ways.

Along with three black beetles, she ran. She

hunted for the one piece of earth which might feel

solid under her feet.

Suddenly the earth no longer shook. The sound
did not stop, but it seemed to move away.

There was much dust in the air. Mouse Mama
could not see the sky. She could not find the path.
She could not find her nest.
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Mouse Mama knew she must find her babies soon
or they would starve. £

Over the grass roots, rocks, dirt, and broken wood
she ran.

Through wild strawberry plants, unde'r leaves of
dandelion she ran. Around a fallen pine cone and
over a pile of red and yellow leaves she ran. 3

Back and forth, up and down, around. and arouid
she ran. .

Where, oh, where was her nest?

Mouse Mama's world was strangely changed. She ,
found the big flat stone where she sipped dew in
the early morning. The stone had rolled against the
roots of a gianf pine tsee. The mole’s tunnel was
supposed to be under the rock.

Why was Mr. Mole himself outside his tunnel
in daylight?

His old tunnel had been across the path from
Mouse Mama’s home in the log. Now there was
no path. He began to dig a new tunnel.

Mouse Mama =wiggled her whiskers. She moved
her ears. She hurried and scurried. She scampered
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and skittered. Her tiny heart pounded with fright.

She was rrrc-wi'né, hungrier by the minute. She had
missed at“least three Snack times. But she dared not
stop to eat, even whtn she found an apple core. She
must fged ﬁer—hungry babies.

Mouse Mama found herself in the garden at the
foet of the hill. She did not belong here. Here lived
asgreat, furry cat with long claws, a thumping tail,
and two shiny green eyes. More than once Mouse
Mama had met the cat at night when he was on the
prowl. Then she had been able to hide. Now it was
daylight!

Mouse Mama listened. Then she heard it. Pad.
Pad. Pad. Where was that,cat? -+

Mouse Mama peeped around the dry, rattling
stem of a bean plant. The cat pounced. She RAN!

She hid, but she knew she had been seen. Tht:
cat pat-patted the dry leaves. He barely missed
Mouse Mama’s three-inch body.

Mouse Mama shivered. But she listened to the
rhythm of those pats, like a marc?:er getting in step
in a parade. At just exactly the right second, when
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the cat's pnw was neither up nor down, Mouse Mama
darted. *

But this time she ran up against a cement wall,
sightning-swift, she turn-::d She stood on her hind
feet. She j:-ared her teeth at the surprised cat. The
cat flattened. He quivered. He sprang.

* Mouse Mama had one chance to escape. She took
it. She ran_straight toward the surprised cat, and
not away as he had expacted. The cat touched Mouse
Mama’s long, bare tail. But before a claw could dig
in, Mouse Mama RAN.

She went straight up a hollyhock stalk the cat
could not climb. Up there above the cat’s head, she
leaped, and swung, and clygnbed, and skittered, like
an acrobat in a circus.

Mouse Mama reached the fence. She ran along
the top board. She found a stick which ]eane:i
against a post. Down the stick she ran. She ran into
the dried grasses and weeds at the foot of the hill.

Safe!

By this time Mouse Mama \:r.as So0° hungry she
simply had to snatch a few grass seeds. She was so
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tired her small legs trembled. Then she saw a log.

She touched it. It felt like her lﬂg 5

Then she sniffed. It smelled like ]1n:r log:

She ran up its round srde. She hurried over tie
broken bark. And there it was—HER ENC:)TH(JLE!
“Babies, I'm home,"” Mouse Mama said gladly.

While she fed her small, bare babies, Mouke
Mama rested. She looked around at her nest. Over
and under, in and out, she had woven the grass. No
loose ends stuck out. She had used coarse grass on
the outside. The inside was lined with bits of the
softest, clcgncst grass she could find.

The nest was stormproof. It had one round little
hole for a door. *This she closed each time she left
the nest. Not even a bulldozer-earthquake had
broken the grass nest.

: Outside the knothole the air was filled with dust
and strange sounds. But inside the knothole in the
fallen log Mouse Mama washed her babies’ faces.

When she was sure her babies were safe, Mouse
Mama would eat-that- apple core she had found.
Mouse Mama was hungry!
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It was late fall in Idaho, hunting season in the
forests. .

When the first gun sounded, the elk herd moved
up and over the mountain like autumn leaves
pushed by a strong wind. The elk twins ran with
their mother.

When she fell, one of the young elks stayed with _
her. He pawed at the ground. He tiptoed forward. '{
He nosed her body. He leaped a;idc.in' terror when
she did not rise.
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Twin, the muzmd young or.u:: stopped just long
enough to see what had happenegd. Ovey, on the
ridge, smoke puffed. The smgke wes followed at
once by those sharp sound$ wWhich brought death.

Bang! Boom! Bang! yuLy

Twin saw a great buck reach the top of ‘the ‘moun-
tain. For a moment the lqrd of the forest lookgd
like a scrap of bark blown against the cold, clear
sky. Then he dropped to his front kneas-. He did
not rise. y

Bang! Bang! Bang!

Would the sounds never stop? Twin’s enemies
seemed to be all around him.

He could not stay. But where could he go?

The elk, second larges.t of the whole deer family,
is a wise animal. Twin was young, but he had the
Will to live. He had the wits to protect himself from
an enemy he could see. He could see a man. The
man stood in the shadow of a very large stone.

Twin knew nothing of guns. But Twin saw sun-
light flash fmry tj'!e I::arrel of a gun. It was that

long stick that caused death with a loud bang.
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The elk’s cnl'c-ring is }reltuwiish-bmwn. On the
mountain, bushes and grasses were .I::mwn,.._red, and
yellow. The aspen trees glowed dke gold. The
tamarack’s needles had tumed rust-colored.

Very slowly Twin moved from bush te bush. F:t
last he reached a grove of aspens. Then He sfopped.
His own color became a part of the golden leaves,
the shadowed trunks, and the tall, dry grass.

Twin stayed all day. Deerﬁms stung. He dared
not flip his tail. He had seen more men and more
guns.

Once some jays came into the aspen grove. They
made much noise because he was there. Twin moved
uneasily. Then he heard a bang. He saw smoke. A
bullet whistled so close it cut leaves from the
aspens. Twin did not run. There was no second
ghot.

Toward evening it began to snow. In the dim
light Twin moved down the mountain. At the spot
where he had last seen his mother and twin, he saw
a great splcrt_ch on ﬂ'te gmund He smelled death.

Twin made a gruntmg, crying sound. He turned
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away. He had ncw:.r spent a nigh; alone. But now
it was night.

And he was tlone,

. In summer, elk fedd it the high country. The first
snow drives Ehcm down into the valleys. They fol-
low the sahe trails, year after year. Now the hunters
had scattered the herd, The elk were not on the
trails.

Twin T‘Lad never made the trip to the valley. His
nose and sharp eyes to.ld him where other elk had
been. They did not tell him where the elk herd was
going.

Twin was on his own. Snow crunched under his
hooves. Ice froze around his nostrils, lips, and eyes.
But he went up the mountain again. Up—and over.

It snowed for three days and nights. During the
storm Twin moved on and on. Several times ht
found himself in the camps of hunters. He saw the
campfires which melted holes in the snow. He went
around the tents fastened down for the night with
snowshoes. Twin made a wic‘ie :_!'rclv.:: when he saw

or smelled man.
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Often while i;f: fed, otters ;;'la}fn:d in the snow.
They left a crisscross of tracks. : e

Canada geese dropped down to® rest and feed.
They rose again to point a grelt, live arrow through
the snow clouds. .

Twin's huge cousins, the moose, p'asséd nearby.
At this time of the year thgy fed on the tips of wil-
lows. Ere

Day and night Twin listened for the elk’s call. It
is really a whistle, but munas like a bugle. It starts
low, then rises wild and free, to end with several
grunts. Often he heard the bugle in the distance.
At last he heard it nearby. Gladly Twin waded
through the deep snow. He was sure he would be
able to find his herd.

Suddenly Twin found himself on the edge of an
fcy cliff. Snowbanks rose like white walls on three
sides. Panting, he stood there, trying to figure the
way out of the snow trap.

A great golden eagle swooped down. It struck
Twin’s head wit® huge wings. Talons as sharp
as knives cut l;is Eack..
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If Twin got excited, he would fall to the rocks
below the cliff. Common sense told him the eagle
wanted tl'us to -h.lppm

Instead, Twin rose s his hind legs. With his
b:ﬂ.ck to the snow wall, he fought with his fore-
feet. Again ‘and again the eagle dived. Twin's
hooves were sharp. His muscles were powerful. The
ea_lgfe gave up and rose into the cold sky.

T-ire:dl;r Twin licked his wounds. He heard the
elk bugle again. Then he heard that familiar sound.
Bang! Bang! Bang!

Twin did not try again to find the herd. He just
worked to stay alive. .

On Christmas Eve Twin found his way to a ranch.
He joined a herd of cattle faEding ar::-und a haystack.
By this time Twin was so hungry and thin he did
not run from the smell of man. .

A man and two boys stopped a pickup truck
to look at the herd. The man said, “The herd is
wintering well.”

“Most of them,” a boy agreede“There’s a skinny

one.
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“That's an elk!” his brother said. “Do you sup-
pose Santa lost part of his team?”

The mgn and boys laughed. They moved on.

 Twin had no idea* what had been said, but he
did not smell danger. He did not hear guns. He
stayed “with the cattle. They accepted him. Twin
chewed a cud to digest the hay, just as they did.

Jime passed. Twin's legs grew longer. He gained
weight. He tried to play with the cows, for he was
still an animal child. But the cows would not play.

They were winter lazy.

One day the rancher’s oldest son offered Twin
an apple. Twin was afraid to take it frone the boy's
hand. The boy left the apple in the snow and drove
away in the pickup. Then Twin ate the fruit.

The next time the boy came, Twin took the apple
from the boy’s fingers. By spring he followed the boy#
his friend. He pushed his nose into the boy's pockets
to find his apple.

A warm Chinook wind moved in from the Pacific.

Almost overnight the snow melted. Grags began to

grow in the valleys and in the I1i‘gh.-::ountry. The
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rancher drove his cattle herd back into the hills.
Twin went with them. : o

On the summer range, Twin heard no glk bugle.
He was lonely for the boy whd had been his winter
playmate. He went back to the valley. «

He heard no boys' voices at the ranch. He did
not know the children were,still in school. .

Twin leaped fences and found himself .in an_or-
chard. He ate the leaves from young cherry trees
and listened for the boy.

In a garden he ate a whole row of tomato plants.
These tasted so good that he tried the cabbage
plants. He*wandered, lonely but well fed.

Wanting something he did not have, Twin visited
other ranches. At each stop he cleaned out the
garden.

* At a school on a highway, Twin saw children
playing. One of them was his friend, the rancher’s
son.

“Hey, fellow!” the boy shouted. “How did you
get here?” |, .

Twin was used to the smell of gasoline, oil, and
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rubber. He crossed the highwﬂ}:. When he met the
boy he pushed his nose into his friend’s pockets,
hunting for an apple. Excited u:hiidrcn_.fcd him
sandwiches and cookies. * *

Twin had such a good time, he wenk to schu};:rl
every day. He played tag. He ran races. Sonfetimes
he played too roughly. When excited he struck with
his sharp hooves, or bunted with his bony head. e

One day he gave black eyes to three boys. The
teacher scolded, “That elk has to go! This i5 a
school, not a zoo. I'm going to call the Fish and
Game Department!”

The next day Twin visited the school again. A
horse trailer sat in the schoolyard. The boy who
was Twin’s friend led him up the ramp and into the
trailer. He gave Twin an apple and scratched his
gars.

“Good-bye, pal,” the boy said softly. “The next
time I see you, you will be as tall as a horse and
you'll weigh a thousand pounds. Be careful back
there in the foress”

While Twin ate his. apple the trailer door closed.
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Twin did not Iik:: the noise nnd‘nmvenmnl of the
truck which pulled the trailer, but it did not scare
him too muche He had grown used to the ranch
pickup and the hightvay,

After along ride the truck stopped. The ramp
was put in ;';-laca. Twin was set free at a forest
ranger’s station. A
__I:nr a_while he stayed close to the road. Then
he grew restless. He moved off into the forest.

Several hours later 'Twin found himself in an
upland meadow. It was bright with wild flowers
and deep with wild hay. The grass was cut into a
giant checkerboard by fresh elk trails. *

Memory stirred. .

Twin sniffed the air. He grunted and snorted
with excitement. Then he began to trot. He had come

home. -
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New Fawn was born in May in a campground in
one of Idaho's national forests. Mother Deer licked
every hair on his small' body. She even licked his
tiny hooves. In his nest of tall, clean grass, New
Fawn felt loved and safe.

L eaf shadows made dots and spots on the ground.
New Fawn's bright coat was spotted, too.

A golden eagle swooped down. It picked up a
field mouse, It diff not see New Fawn. He looked
like the dots ;nd' spots on the ground.
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Mother Deer stayed nearby to watch for danger.
SGII]L‘[iI‘I‘f:_ZS New Fawn heard the little snick-click
of sound she made. He knew when she pulled twigs,
leaves, and grasses inte her mouth. He liked the
smell of the grass. But when he was hungry, New
Fawn *wanted milk.

,Each half hour Mother Deer came back to New
Fawn. Sometimes he wanted to feed longer than
tgtwn minutes she allowed. But Mother Deer said,
“No.” She licked his Tace with her long tongue.
New Fawn curled in a ball to sleep. Soon New Fawn
® grew strong enough to stand on his wobbly, thin
legs. When Mother Deer knew it was safe, he
bounced all over the campgmunci, He wanted to
see what his world was like.

He saw the beaver kits slide down the bank. He
heard them splash when they hit the water. They
were young and playful. They would not harm him.

He saw the coyote pad across the campground. It
kept its nose to the ground. Its ears flicked. Its eyes
were watchful. The coyote was arenemy. New Fawn
had no body odor. The CG}'OEE could not smell him
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while New Fawh was so ycufg. New Fawn still

New Fawn

wore his spots. The coyote did not see New Fawn. .

Red-winged blackbirds worked ‘gn nests along

h the river. Kingfishers div::-:i_fm; fish. The birds were *

cheerful neighbors. New Fawn watched them.

But, oh, how quickly New Fawn turpedeinto a
spotted shadow when he saw a bear!

New Fawn saw this same bear every day. Each
time he shook with fear. . )

The bear was keeping tratk of a woodchuck den
under a pile of stones. Mother Woodchuck pushed
those fat babies back into the den the minute she .

smelled thg bear.
The bear tore up a log. It ate the larvae of wasps
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which nested there. Then it stole ;;im: seeds from a
squirrel. Finally it went down to the river to fish.

Until New Fawn learned to leap and run, the
bear was his enemy. He*was glad when the bear left
the campground.

One day :1 great red monster roared by New
Fawn’s nest in the grass. It kicked pebbles out of
the ruts in the road. In its trail it left a bad-smelling
blue cloud.

New Fawn wanted to bleat. But he had learned
his lesson well. He did not make a sound. He just
shook and shivered.

As quiet as a moth, Mother Deer came back to
New Fawn. She touched him with her black nose.
Then she licked his shak;ng sides with a loving
tongue.

Was the red monster a friend or an enemy?
Mother stood so still, New Fawn thought it must be
an enemy. Yet Mother Deer did not flatten down the
white flag of her tail. She did this when she could

not run from danger. 2

-
- - -

The red monster came back. It stopped. People
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climbed out. New Fawn saw that this did not alarm
Mother Deer. Neither did it please her..She just

watched. . -

New Fawn was curious. He sensed that these werg
beings not usually found in the forest. Buf here they
were, and New Fawn wanted to know more about
them. . .

He stood up on wobbly legs. He peeped through
the leafy bushes. He saw that some of the people
were taller than the bear. Some were very small
Some had big voices. Some were quiet. Some moved
slowly. Others ran.

In his short life New Fawn had watched the
animals who lived in the campground. He knew
nest-building when he saw it. With big, bright eyes
he watched a man set up a tent. Then a woman
made a soft bed in the tent. She put the baby to
bed. New Fawn liked the happy sounds coming
from the tent.

At last the woman tiptoed quietly away from the
baby. She went doWn to the river. The man carried
things from the red truck. Once in a while the man

97









-

*« = » ANIMAL BABIES
looked into the tent to check on the baby.

After a while New Fawn could not see the man.
New Fawn could hear him whistling, someplace
near the truck. He could hear the woman and older
children, wo. He knew they were on the riverbank.

While New Fawn watched the people, Mother
Deer slipped away to fged in some far part of the
campground. New Fawn was not hungry, so he
knew she would be gone for quite a while. At the
same time, he knew that a squeal of fright from
him would bring her back on the run. She was
never too far away to hear him, nor did she ever
skip a feeding time. .

Knowing these things abciut his mother made New
Fawn feel safe. Safe—but curious! That baby in
the tent was now part of New Fawn's world. New
Fawn wanted to see him. =

New Fawn peeped through the bushes again, He
sniffed. He did not smell danger. With a happy
bounce, he left his hiding place in the buckbrush.
He walked to the tent. Once more he Jistened and
sniffed. He smelled the baby sr.m:II .Df \;arm milk.

100




"

New Fawn . . .

He stepped L‘]f;SCf. Step. Sl.:tpj Step.

New Fawn put his head in the tent, his right
front foot. His left hind foo{ canm forward, his
left front foot, his small spotied body. New Fawn
found himself inside a small, warm caves

Just for a moment he shook with i:eat'. Then he
pushed his nose against the baby’s blanket. He
smelled the milk. He listened to the soft breathing.

New Fawn was a baby, too. In the w;:rm_, dim
light he began to nod. He Eirc:ppr:d to his knobby
knees. He curled up to sleep. Any forest baby
listens while he sleeps. New Fawn knew he would
hear the baby’s mother when she came up the path.

And he did.

New Fawn was baclz in his own leafy hiding
place when the woman went in the tent. He did not
understand the words, but he knew she was puzzled.
She called to the man, “Did you move the baby,
dear?”

“No. Anything wrong?”

“Not really. Buethere's a round little nest in the
blankets."” G
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In the days that ;nlluwctL New Fawn watched
the bahy. The baby toddled around the camp-
ground. New Fawn. stood just beyond the baby’s
fat, waving hands. He®stayed out of sight among
the dots a@nd spots of the leaf shadows.

That is how New Fawn happened to be so near
the baby when the bear waddled into camp.
oAt th-:u moment the parents and older children
were sitting at the pic.nic table. The baby was on
the ground. He waved his arms while he toddled.
He giggled.

New Fawn both smelled and heard the bear. He
knew the bear was angry. Grumbling, muttering
sounds came from the plam'a where,the garbage cans
were kept. Swinging its heavy head, the bear
walked toward the picnic table.

The baby was in the bear's path to the food on
the table. The bear raised one great, clawed paw.

Just as close to the bear was the fawn.

Danger had come close, but never quite so close
in all of New Fawn’s short life® He squeaked and
bleated. He shot out of the buckbrush. He bumped
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into the fat baby. The baby rolled.

Down came the bear’s paw. The bear missed both
baby and fawn by a small part of an inch.

The woman screamed. Shé snatched up the baby.
The man grabbed an ax. He stood befween the
bear and his family. e

The older children put their arms around each
other. They were too scared to make a sound. .

Out of the buckbrush leaped Mother Deer. She
whistled through her nostrils. She stood on her hind
feet. She pawed air in front of the bear’s nose. Those
hooves were as sharp as the man’s ax. The bear
dodged, snarling.

Bleating with terror, New Fawn bumped into the
man with the ax. He bumped into the children.
He did not know what to do with his long, thin
legs. But, oh, he knew he must use them!

New Fawn stumbled. He fell to his front knees.
He dug at the ground with his tiny hind hooves, but
his feet were too far apart.

Both Motheg Déer and the bear stood on their
hind legs like dancing partners. They stamped a
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circle around the man. The bear dropped to its
four feet, confused by the tangle of people and

2 [ R - 4

For a split secohd®there was no way to know
which way the bear would charge.

Mothér Deer whistled loudly. That sound meant,
Run!” x

New Fawn got up from his knees. He ran! He
heard the crash and crackle of brush as the bear
left the picnic table. ;-[e heard Mother Deer’s final
whistle. He did not understand the words, but he
heard the gladness in the voices of the people.

“That fawn saved our baby’s life,”*the woman
said. “l wonder if he knows?”

Mother Deer overtook I“:Iew Fawn. She pushed her
nose against his skull and ribs and knobby knees.
Then she licked his spots with a loving tongue. *

New Fawn wriggled and bounced. He was ready
to look into all the secret places of the forest. He
was no longer afraid of the bear.

New Fawn did not even neeti hi_s $pots.

For New Fawn could RUN! .
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Raccoons hunt all night. They sleep all day.

But one* day Mrs. Coon was awakened at noon
by a lot of noise down on the ground. She lived in
the limb of a hollow tr:ae which stood in a camp-
ground. Sleepily she peeked out. She watched a
than and two long-legged boys unload a pickup
truck. They set up a tent beside her home tree.

Mrs. Coon was three years old. She was used to
people. She had helped herself to campers’ food all
SUMmmer. Greed.ilyishc Jonkcd at the boxes and bags

on the picnic table. She smelled fruit!
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She did not sleep well that afternoon. She kept
waking .up and chewing air. Chirr-rr. That fruit
smelled good. * .

. At last the shadows %illed the spaces among the
bushes arfd young trees. Mrs. Coon left her tree,

Soﬁ'ty she padded around the tent. She watched
the man at the campfire. She sniffed the food.

. One of the boys was eating an apple. The black
tip of Mrs. Coon's white nose wiggled with greed.

The firelight winked on the boy’s belt buckle.
Mrs. Coon liked that. She liked shiny things almost
as much as she liked food.

Softly and sweetly she trilled while she waited
for the chance to steal that apple and that buckle.

“Do you hear something?” the boy asked.

“Probably a night bird,” the man told him.

The boy took another big bite. “Oh, sure,” he
said.

Mrs. Coon's grayish-brown fur was the color of
the shadow where she sat. Wide black and white
stripes went around her bushy tall. Herfoxlike face

wore a black Halloween mask. A white band across
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her forehead looked like a bandit’s handkerchief. If
the boy had looked her way, he might have, thought
her white stripes were dead stieks aifd twigs among
the shadows. i 2

But he did not look. %

L]
The man said, “Put some wood on the fire,

- - -

please, Dick.” . .
Dick laid his apple on the log where he sat. He

stood up. The minute his back was turned, Mrs.

Coon darted. She snatched the apple. She slid back
into the shadows.

“Hey, Pete, what happened to my apple?” Dick
wanted to know.

*You ate it,” Pete sai_d,

“No, I just put it down and—"

Mrs. Coon heard no anger in the boys™ voices.
Still, she made no noise in her getaway. She went
straight to the brook which ran through the camp-
ground. In the darkness she washed the apple. Then
she ate it. even the seeds.

It took more tflan half an apple to feed Mrs.
Coon. Singing to herself, she padded along the
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brook. She 1-:11-.:1.1.;.jus:l where td find the mice, insects,
and fish she needed for her supper. She washed each
bite of food, using her forepaws lika h:md§j
When it grew black-dawk *in the woods, Mrs.
Coon felt that all was right in the world..She was.a
night hunter, quite at home with the bats® which

swooped after mosquitoes, She was careful when
-

the great hawks and owls dived. She hid when the

cougar screamed. She went up a tree when a coyote
trotted down a deer trail.

While Mrs. Coon hid from the coyote, the wind
carried a wisp of smoke to her nose. She remem-
bered the campfire and the apple. The minute the
coyote went over the hill, Mrs. Coon climbed out
of the tree. Quickly she' went back to the camp.

She could hear sleeping sounds in the tent. She
felt the warmth of the banked campfire. And she
smelled apples!

These people were used to camping. Their meat
hung from the limbs of a tree. Most of their food
was in tin cans. Bat Mrs. Coon’s nose told her there

were apples ir; that kﬁapsa{:k.
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The knapsack w:'1s'tighll}f stmp;;cd and buckled.
Mrs. Coon loved a puzzle. In no time at all she
opened the kmapsack and helped herself to the
apples she found thert. ®ne by one she carried them
down to 4¢he brook. Her sweet, chirruping call
brought alf n:f her children out of the black night.
They sat in a row to wash and eat the apples.

. When she had eaten, Mrs. Coon played. She
tried to catch the moonbeams in the brook. Then
she bounced about in .paitchcs of starshine on the
ground. At last she decided it was bedtime.

When she reached the camp, she sat by the ashes
of the cooking fire. She was puzzled by the warmth
on the ground. Then she shd into the tent.

She poked her nose into ihe pile of clothing the
boys had left beside their bedrolls. Eagerly she
emptied their pockets. She carried away theif
treasures,

When the campers woke up, Mrs. Coon was
sound asleep in the hollow limb above the tent.

“Hey! Who took my sack of peanuts?” Dick
grumbled. ek
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His father sai::L “Look nr:m;m for tracks. We
may have had a porcupine in camp last night.”

“Do porcupines use knives]" Pete asked. “My
scout knife is missing.” * ° 2

Later the campers got ready to fish in the brook.
The older boy found the open knapsacR. He saw
that the apples were gone, “Hey!" Dick shouted.
“Some guy has been here snitchin’ stuff. Animals
don’t know how to use buckles!” -

“Or scout knives,” Pete 5dded.

“Be reasonable,” their father said cheerfully. “Do
you see any human footprints?”

In the middle of the afternoon Mrs, Coon looked
down on the picnic table. She winked and blinked
at what she saw. Sever;l spoons lay on the table,
They seemed to hold little pools of light.

* Mrs. Coon climbed down the inside of the tree.
She came out into the campground through a hole
just below the ground. Her tunnel was well hidden
by huckleberry bushes, bear grass, and purple asters.
When she, was _ﬁjrf:.the campers were away, she

played with the shiny spoons. She hid them in her
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tunnel along with the scout knife. Then she finished
her nap.

At suppertime Digk said, “What's going on here? :
[ can’t find the spoorss!™s f

“We'll hunt for them later,” his father said. “We
don’t heed 51;:3{1115 for corn on the cob.”

, When the corn began to boil, Mrs. Coon woke

up. The corn smelled like something in a raccoon’s
dream. She snapped her sharp teeth. She chewed air.
Greedily she opened and shut her fingerlike toes.

That smell was more than Mrs. Coon could stand.
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Out of the hollow tree she climbed. She ran around
the tent. She hid among the fishing tacklg, She sat

as near the pot of boiling cqrn as she gould get

& L
L]

without being seen.

At the table the campers spread butter on the

corn. They began to eat.

Mrs. Coon stood on her hind legs. She made sgft

little begging sounds. She even took a few steps
= -

toward the table.
L]
One of the boys turned his head. She moved back

into shadow,
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When she thought she could not wait another
minute, Dick yelled, “Ow, that’s hot!” He dropped
an ear ofecorn 8n the.ground.

. Mrs. Coon shot und@r that table. She sniffed the
corn, patted it, sniffed again. It was still almost
too hot to handle. But she clamped her jaws on the
jyicy ear of corn and hugried off to the brook.

. 1 saw something,” Pete said. '

“Me, .mc:,“ Dick tcLEd him. “Hey! That ear of
corn is gone!™

Mrs. Coon had always lived in the forest. She
had never tasted corn. But, oh! how she liked it.
She gnawed the cob as long as she could taste a drop
of corn juice. % -

After her night hunt for meadow mice, Mrs. Coon
visited the tent again. This time she stole a real
treasure—something jingly as well as shiny. -

Again she was in her hollow tree fast asleep when
the campers ate breakfast. She barely heard voices,
walking feet, slamming, banging. She moved, but
she did not awaken. Words mednt nothing to her.

How could she know the campers were loading the

116




: Mrs. Coon -
pickup truck to leave the forest?
Dick shouted, “What’s holding up the. parade,
Dad? Pete and I are ready to go.” ° .
“So am I, Dick,” the mah shouted back. “But ]

can't find my car keys, i

“Look in your pockets,” Pete called.
“What do you think I've.been doing?” asked the

man. “Come help me look for them.” .
™

All morning the three campers hunted for the
missing car keys. They unpacked the truck. They
opened bags, boxes, and knapsacks. They shook
out blankets and clothing.

“No luck. fellows,” their father said at noon. “We
might just as well eat lupch. Then we'll try again.”

Sleepily Mrs. Coon turned over when she smelled
the coffee. She did not wake up.

* All afternoon the man and boys searched the
ground where they had camped.

“What are these tracks, Dad?” Dick asked, after
he had seen the same track many times.

“I'm no expgrt,”his father said, “but my guess is

raccoon. No wonder we've missed so much stuff.
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They're as bad as crows for taking shiny things.”
“Maybe there’s a den around here,” Pete said
eagerly. . L . ;
“If you go messifg &round a coon’s den, be sure
the owner is out,” his father warned. “A raccoon can
kill a*dog’”
. What'll we do?” Dick asked. “We can't sit around
here till we grow beards.” :

“We'll try making a lure,” his father said. “Where's
the honey jar?” 3

Pete found the jar of honey in the food locker.
The boys watched their father pour a cupful of honey
on a large flat stone in the sun. Bees and deerflies
came to it almost at ﬂnce._Thcy bggan to feed.

The man laid the shiny jar lid beside the pool of
honey. The warm, sweet smell of the honey made
both Pete and Dick lick their lips. %

“We'll wait in the truck,” their father said.

It was late afternoon. Night wind was creeping
into the campground when Dick saw movement
among the bushes at the f?r:,-t Bf tpa.hnllow tree.

“Ssh,” he whispered. “I think we have a visitor.”
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There was a long x'-:ait. Then a small animal about
the size pf a badger stepped out of the purple asters,
It was Mrs. Cdon. .

L]
« After another wait $he trotted across the open

space to the flat stone. There she tried to scoop up
the sti.cky'hc:nc}f. When that did not work, she sat
down and licked her farepaws. When she finished,
she chirred happily. :

Then she picked up the shiny jar lid. She danced.
She pranced. She tossed and caught the lid. She hid it
from herself, then ran on tiptoe to find it again.
At last she tired of the game, She started toward the
brook.

Just as Dick muttered, “Nuts!” gshe came back to
the jar lid. She picked it up and trotted to her tree.

“Look!” Dick whispered. “She came out of those
asters, She's going back the same way.” %

“I should have guessed,” his father said. “Rac-
coons nest in hollow trees. That old tree is as hollow
as a drum.”

Almost at once Mrs. Coon trotfed across the clear-

ing again. She did not carry the jar lid with her, It
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was safely hidden. She was goi n:g to the brook.

It did not take long for the campers to find the
tunnel to Mrs. Coon’s nest. But it took®both sime and
work to dig out the treasures'shé had hidden, It was,
so dark Pete held a flashlight while his father dug.

“There’s my scout knife!” Pete said gladly ‘when
Dad dug under the tree. . -
_ “The spoons,” Dick added. 3 .

“And the car keys!” their father said, with a
whistle of relief.

“Let’s leave the jar lid,” said Pete. “I feel like a
thief, taking all her stuff.”

“Her stuff!” Dick said.

“Sure,” Pete said, grinning. “She wore the mask
and stole it first, didn’t she?”

The campers packed and left the campground.

"It was daylight before Mrs. Coon came back to
the hollow tree. She scolded about the pile of dirt
beside her tunnel. Then she saw the shiny jar lid.
She played a prancing, dancing, happy game with
the lid till the, first bird chirped a sleepy “Good

morning.” Then she climbed up the tree to bed.
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Porky Porcupine climbed the alder tree by the
brook because he was hungry. Whgn he found an old
scar on the bark, he grunted happily.

Teeth marks told him another porcupine had fed
there. As all porcupines do, he climbed a little higher.
He sank his big, yellow teeth into the sweet inner
bark. Busily he chipped, gnawed, and chewed.

When he had fed on the sugar in the tree, Porky
turned on the branch. He dug fn with the claws on

his forepaws. He had gone up headfirst. He started

122




- ' -
i \ .
Porky Porcuping w» . #
down the tree the same way, headfirst,
It did not work! Almost at once his weight flipped
him backward. He fell all the wiy to the grqund.
Porky slapped the ground with his thick tail. He
chattered his big teeth. Then he whined, “Uhn, uhn,

L

a3 -

uhn.

He was a baby “quill pig,” less than a month old
but already weaned. He was born knowing where
"and how to find food. And he could climb up. He
had to find out for himself how to get out of a tree
without falling.

Porky grumbled while he waddled along. He did
not see the coyote on the trail until they met face to
face. The coyote pulled back his lips.

Porky Porcupine whirfed like a ballet dancer. Baby
though he was, he raised his stubby tail. Let that
¢oyote move one inch too near. He would get thou-
sands of sharp little fishhook quills in his mouth
and nose!

The coyote took the warning. He trotted on.

When Porky grew thgry, he climbed again. And

again he fell out of the tree!
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The third time ]u. climbed, Porky hunted for a
limb that sloped down,

Within a few days Porky learned to climb down
as well as up. He feathed to go down backward.

Porky was always hungry. When grown he would
weigh abdut twenty pounds. This was his growing
time. He must eat, eat, gat,

Wlm.n the wild strawberries ripened in the high
country, Pnrk}f ate T.|]L tiny red berries. Then he
ate the leaves. Porky u.f:nt from one open spot in the
forest to another. He ate every strawberry he could
find.

And still he was hungry! He ate twigs. He gnawed
some old horns shed by a deer. Hg ate dandelions.
But he was hungry, always hungry.

Then one day Porky found a taste treat. A camper
had dropped an ax in the forest, The handle wds
smooth from many years of use, The salt of human
perspiration stayed in the wood. Porky Porcupine ate
that ax handle right down to its rusty blade.

Having tasted salt, any porcupine must find more.
Porky sniffed and nibbled. He tasted and gnawed.
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But nm\.here did he find any salt.
Bristling with sharp quills, slow-pokey Porky
e =waddled up and over, a hill. He ate some fresh twigs.
= Then he went up anll dver another hill. All day he Y
wandereds But he found no salt.

-

In the late afternoon Porky rested on a limb of a
spruce tree. His four fegt dangled in the air. A por-
Qupine eats when he is hungry and sleeps when he
is tired. Whether itis light or dark, hot or cold, makes «{
little difference to him.' Young Porky was tired. He :
slept.

At dusk the doves began their lonely calls. Clumsy
as a sackful of sticks, Porky backed down the spruce
tree. He went up and over another, hill, hunting for
salt.

When he stepped, his quills clicked. Long guard
hairs grew among the quills. These stiff hairs waved
in the breeze. His heavy tail dragged through pine
needles, grass, weeds, and wild flowers.

He did not find salt.

The next morning Porky sgueé‘zed_under a fence.
He stepped into a hard-beaten path. There were
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places where the carth smelled like the ax handle.
“Uhn, uhn,” Porky sang in a tuneless kinﬁi of way.
: His big snout touched the ground. 4 —_
¥ Right in the middle ofethe path lay mnwlhigg 2
Porky had never seen in high country. Porky grunted. i
Then he squealed. Porky could not “kmow he had
found a potato chip, but he ate every crumb. .Hc-:
even licked the ground. {
; Porky made eager little squealy pig grunts. He
trotted down the path, kcr—?ump, ker-lump, looking

like a lost pincushion.

Suddenly he came face to face with an animal *
that looked like a coyote but was not a coyote.
Porky's eyesight was very poor, but he saw other
strange crcaturés. too. "

“*Guard!" a girl shouted. “Come back here. Don't
%ou know a porcupine when you see one?”

“Yeah!” a second girl said. “You'll get your face
full of stickers.”

The big dog named Guard barked several times.
Porky whirled. Wath his tail in the air, he waited to

strike.
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Guard was wise. "Several times he ran around

Porky. Then Guard snapped, close to the ground,

o~ swift as_snake fangs. He tried to flip Porky onto

his back. With his bare stomach turned up, Porky
:.vml]d be. helpless.

Potky was not a fighter. He moved away from
Guard When he reuclu:d a tree trunk, Porky hugged
1l He started to cllmb He knew he was safe. No
'msmal dares slap a porcupine’s back and tail.

Porky did not know he was in a girls’ camp. But
he did know he had found the salt he wanted! In the
days that followed, Porky gnawed the hitching rail
where the girls tied the horses. He ate on the top
fence rail. He chewed the gate Therc seemed to be
no end to the places human hands had left salt.

The girls left skin salt on doors, windowsills,
tools, swings, and teeter-totters. They dropped apple
cores and popcorn. The cook threw away table
scraps. Porky ate and ate and ATE! He became so
fat he could hardly waddle.

His problem was the dog Gward. Porky was no

more alert than other porcupmﬂb It was easy for
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Guard to hide and jump out at Porky. Most of the
time Porky was sleepy from overeating. It yyas hard
to keep away from Guard, . . .

When the girls or the do} came too near, Porky
climbed a tree, He felt safe in a tree. . *

But one day that feeling changed. Somg gir'Is and
Guard found the tree where, he was sleeping. Porky
lay on a limb in plain sight. i

“It's a porcupine!” a girl shouted. “Let's catch
him.”

“Sure,” another girl said. “The girls from Cabin
Three caught fish for the cookout tonight. We can
roast a porcupine!”

The girls shogk the tree. They threw rocks. They
hit the branches with long sticks.

One girl even climbed a nearby tree. She tried to
reach across to poke Porky out of the pine. When
that did not work, she tried to lasso him.

Girls giggled. Girls shouted.

Guard barked. He jumped and pranced on his

L]

hind legs. . !
Porky climbed higher and higher. He chattered
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his teeth at the noisy ;tirls and dog.
After,a while the girls went away. They told each
::'"'mlhu:r cheerfully, “We can always eat hot dogs.”
« Porky knew nothing %of their change of plan. But r
he knew they, took the dog with them, He backed his
lmuvy. body along a branch till he was hidden by
green pine needles. Then he finished his nap.
"»’»th Porky awoke, it was dusk. This was the
Emur wht:n he felt most active and alert. He backed

to the ground. Slowly hc left the safety of the tree.

He could not see Guard, but he could hear him. The
dog was near the cookhouse.

Porky wanted to raid the garbage pails, but they
were near the cookhouse, foo. Common sense told
him to move on to a new feeding ground.

It was dark by the time Porky reached the camp’s
stables. He chewed a leather strap. He gnawed the
edge of a manger. With the good taste of salt in his
mouth, he went back into the forest.

Porky was fat and lazy after his long stay in the
girls’ camp. When he found a deer trail that went

downhill, he took it. Once in a while he stopped to
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chew a dandelion leaf. He missed the taste of salt.
“Uhn, uhn, uhn,” he cried, all on one flat note.
Suddenly Porky raised his bjg sneut. Hg blinked =
-]

his nearsighted little eyes. S8médthing wonderful wag

floating in the air—the smell of fish and smoke and
SALT. <
With all his quills clickipg and clacking, Porky

_hugun to trot. He trotted right up to the door of a
j little shed. This was where the camp's caretaker
smoked fish for winter fomt.'Purk}r knew nothing of
caretakers and smoked fish—but he knew about salt.
He became quite dizzy, turning this way, that way.

Porky gnawed. He nibbled. He tasted.

He squeezed his fat body under the floorboards
of the shed. And there he found a treasure. Porky
found a lumpy, bumpy cloth sack. It was filled with
dirty salt the caretaker had thrown away.

Just looking at all that salt filled Porky with joy.

He swayed from side to side.

While Porky swished and rattled, Guard bounced
up to the dopr of the shed. He poked his nose into

the open space under the floor of the old shack. He
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whined eagerly. He dug at the dirt till pine needles

flew. %
Porky chattered hys big yellqw tecth. . -~
L]
3 Guard did not go away.® ° . .-

Porky looked at all that salt. Then she walked
straight toward Guard. He spun around! He lashed
his tail with all his force.,A full-grown porcupjne -,
_can nail a leather glove to a tree with one slap of Ijis
tail. Porky was now more than halthrE:wn. and
angry as well.
Guard was alert. He jumped, but not in time. Two

quills stabbed his tender nose. Guard yelped with ;

pain and rolled backward.

Porky followed. Again he lashed his tail.

Up the trail ran Guard, yelping for help and paw-
ing at the quills in his nose.

Porky chattered his teeth a few times at Guard.
He grumbled, “Uhn, uhn.” Then he went waddling
back to his salt.

No dog was going to keep Porky Porcupine from
staying as long a8 that salt lasted. And, when the

lumpy salt was gone, he could eat the shed!
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The first snow of winter caught Spike Bighorn and
his mother in the open valley, far, from the cliffs.
Spike was used to snow on the ground. He lived in
the highest part of the “high country.” Up there the
snow did not melt, even in August. ;

But Spike was not used to snow in the air. It
excited him.

He danced about like a lamb in daisies.

He licked snowflakes out of the air, .

He winked snow from his eyelashes.
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He tried to toss the flakes from the long hair

which grew at the roots of his new horns. ..

One day his horns would become great arches ob
bone. They would curve from his brow to illu top
of his brown shoulders. Now his horns barely reached
the tips of his ears. But they were sharp. Wood chips
flew when he hit the tree. 3 -

When he baa-ed it was a hgppy sound. He seemed
to ask, “See me? See what I did?”

“I saw,” might have been Mother Bighorn’s an-

swer. She talked with her mouth full. She was old

and wise. She knew that soon snow would cover the
green sweet meadow grass. And so she ate while she
could.

While she chewed, Mother Bighorn turned her
head this way, that way. Her golden-brown eyes
missed nothing that moved in the valley. Her solid-

looking ears stood out like the branches of a pine. She

sorted sounds. They came from the strip of forest
under the peak. A lake was hidden there.
The bighorn is a Rocky Mountain sheep. But
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this animal is not calm and stupid. A bighorn is

very hard to catch. Both hunters and meat-eating

« Bighorns have lun.rnc:j to take care of themselves.
The n‘mt'c' they are hunted, the more alert they be-
come.

« Mother Bighorn had spent a lifetime fighting with
er running from wolves, coyotes, cats, men, and,
eagles. Seldom did shg lose one of her lambs. She
did not choose to be hurt or to let Spike be hurt
today.

Her ears told her that wolves had cornered a

moose down at the end of the lake. If the wolves
made the kill, Mother Bighorn and Spike would be
safe—until another hungry meat-eater came along.
If the moose won, the wolves would be angry and
looking for a meal. It took no special n-:amnin.g

power to know this. In high country the strong,

wary, bold, and keen-eyed animal lives. The weak
and lazy animal dies.

Mother Bighorn did not worry ang fret. She just
ate, watched, and listened.
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Spike knew his mother was watching some spot

at the end of the valley. He felt safe. It was five miles
2 :

to the lake. . .
Spike could not be bothered by trouble so for
away. He leaped his highest leap. He bent E‘Ii.f back
like a bucking horse. When his feet came down, they
punched just one hole in thessnow. .

Suddenly Mother Bighorn stopped feeding. She
faced the lake. .

This frightened Spike. He moved close to his
mother. His shoulder bumped her shoulder. He, too,
looked at the trees which hid the water. Spike was
almost as tall as his mother. But he was only six
months old. He.needed, her protection. He baa-ed
nervously.

Very slowly Mother Bighorn stepped forward. She
I;fted her head, searching for the air current with the
most exact news of the battle of wolves and moose.
She heard great roars of rage and pain. These were
followed by a split second of silence. Then the wolves
sang their victory Ec-ng.

When thc_wclves had fed, the coyotes would move
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in for leftovers. Later, smaller animals and birds
would pick the bones. And after a while gnawing
animals would eat even the bones.
« Mother Bighorn knew these things, but she
steppvid aBouf nervously. She had a chance to protect
herself and her lamb from danger she could see,
hear, and smell. .
» One dangerous hunter was missing from the group.
of animals at the end gf the lake., That hunter was
the cat.

For several minutes Mother Bighorn stared at
the strip of forest. The trees were turning brown, but
trees do not move. Three or four miles away a shape
moved. It waited and moved again..

Mother Bighorn did not have to be told. That
was a mountain lion there near the trees, and it had
not fed. z

With a little shiver Spike watched and listened,
too. He gave a nervous whimper. It was both a gasp
of fright and a promise to obey the commands of his

wise, old mother, P

-

Mother Bighorn pretended to graze. With her head
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down she moved a few steps toward the cliffs. Then
she looked at the spot at the end of the vaitey. The
spot had moved. It was smaller? i :

Any wise animal knows [.h'.: habits of its enemy.
Mother Bighorn knew the mountain kon had seen
them. She knew he was pretending he did not
see them. This meant he whas planning his attack.
It gave her time to act. . =

Here among deep grass and bushes, the mountain
lion could make an easy kill. But in the peaks—up
there Mother Bighorn could outwit even a hungry
cat.

She knew, however, that she must not move quick-

ly. This would tell the mountain lion that she had
seen him,
, Several times she moved, stopped, moved, and
stopped again. Spike no longer pranced and leaped.
He followed his mother, as close as her own brand-
new footprint.

The mountain lion disappeared.

When Mother B'ighﬂrn missed him at the end of

the valley, she ran!
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Spike stayed so close to his mother’s ﬁ::'ing heels,
she kicked snow in his face. Even Spike kaew that
\t the huge cat planned to strike before the *bighorns
reached the cliffs. s :
“Baa!” he bleated in fright. o 2
Mother Bighorn led Spike toward the rocky slide
where no trees grew. A mountain sheep can run
.straight up a slide so steep other animals fall. Spike
panted as he drew near the sjippery rocks. There he
would be safe.
Suddenly Mother Bighorn turned.
With a frightened gasp, Spike followed. To his

surprise he did not feel the cut of the great cat’s

claws. a o

Then Spike saw a big coyote slip out from behind
a boulder.
] Mother Bighorn had seen the coyote, of course.
She circled the coyote. This gave Spike the chance to
run straight up the side of the mountain.

This was not the first time the coyote had hunted
mountain sheep. Fle paid no attention to Mother
Bighorn. He chased Spike.
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Spike heard the sound of air in the coyote’s open
mouth, He saw the dangling red tongue. Just as
Mother Bighorn had done, Spike turned to circle -
the coyote. Around and around raced Spike and his T
muthc.r. Theig cloven hooves held on the steep slope.

The coyote’s paws were padded. The coyote
slipped. Ice balls formed between his toes. Small

sfones rql led under his feet,

Mother Bighorn and Spike met as they ran in a
widening circle like children playing a snow game.
A quick look told Spike the coyote was falling be-
hind.

But what was Mother Bighorn going to do? When
the big coyote had surprised her, she had been run-
ning from the mountain lion.

Mother Bighorn stayed out in the open. She
stayed away from the boulders which might hide
the cat.

Spike, too, stayed on the rockslide.

At last the coyote gave up. He limped away. With
a glad little bleat, Spike let Mother .Brghorn know
he was safe,
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Mother Bighorn stared at bushes and boulders,
Then she crossed the slide. v

Spike went with her. Up, upsand {p they climbed
to the peaks where only the golni'cn eagle dares attack
a mountain sheep. e

Both knew they had outwitted the cat. They-hcard
his angry shriek, off to theyight and far down the
.mountain, : .

Tomorrow Mother Bighorp would lead Spike back
to the valley for food.

As soon as it began to snow, the sheep fed where

they could dig up grass.d The cat would be in the
valley, too. So would the wolves and coyotes. The
valley was their junting ground. Today’s escape was
a part of a dangerous game played every day. That
game was Life and Death.
: An animal lives in the here and now. The coyote
and cat were out of sight and beyond hearing. Spike
forgot about them. But he was a little wiser now, a
little more careful than he had been down in the
valley. P

By this time Spike and Mother Bighorn were
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walking a ledge. Thc:'smne path was narrow, The
ribs on Mother Bighorn's left side rubbed the stone
wall of the cliff. The ribs on her right side curved
qut into the space above the deep, storm-filled
canyon, *

The.lcdgc was split. Every few yards Spike and his
mether leaped across gggat gaps in the stone, They
lgnded again on the narrow, icy ledge. To protect
Spike, Niﬂther Bighc)rn_ walked behind him. Murcl
than once in his short life she had kept him from
falling.

As they climbed highel) the wind blew harder.
It threw bits of snow, sharp as tiny icicles.

Spike was used to cold. :

He was used to the snapping of rocks in the cold
air.

He was used to stones which lost their place on
the peak and rolled down, down, down.

Suddenly there was a new sound—a grinding,
sliding sound. A boulder tore loose from the moun-

tain. It started a rockslide. * .

Just as he started to jump over a hole in the
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path, Spike saw a black craék in the white snow.
He bleated in fear. 2

Spike felt a hard push on hisrump. For the flicker
of an eyelash three things Swere in the air—Spikg,
Mother Bighorn, and the boulder. Nothing but space
lay below them. =8

Mother Bighorn sprang mightily with her powgrs

ful leg muscles. One hoof even nicked the falling
boulder. She swayed. Her gibs bumped S-pikc and
pushed him against the stone wall. She landed above
Spike on the path.

For a time as short as ibraath she wobbled on the
very edge of the canyon. Then she found her balance.

She went on up the ledge,

Gladly Spike followed.

On a great windswept ledge Spike and Mother Big-
horn turned their faces into the storm. This was their
world—this high place of wind, ice, and snow, of
stone, sky, and silence.

This was where the herd slept. Each bighorn had
scraped a bed jn tfle rocky soil on the ledge.

Spike was tired. He went straight to his own bed.
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His thick fur was his warm sleeping bag.

Spike did not think of the mountain lion, the
coyote, and the sliding rock. Those dangers were
past.

Another day would come. He must do some grow-
ing in the night. He must be rgady for,the adventures
of that new day.
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* Every person makes up his own “high country” and thinks
-
how wgnderful 4t would be to live in that place where he
L]
is wise and strong enough to solve every problem. In that

g

coantry he dreams about, fpe is a kind of king and nothing

=5
ever goes Wrong. . '
Gladys Baker Bond lives §n her high country. The sky is
wide and clean. The mountains march in a long line from
Alaska to the tip of South America. The rivers are deep and -

+roll to the sea; men are stil§ finding new lakes. Deserts

stretch out as far as the eye caffsee, and then the mountains

become a misty blue smudge the skyline. Forests are
thick and silent. Little brooks bbble through moss and pine
needles. Snow falls, sun shines, or great storms whip the
sky-tall pines.

In this great land the animals—large, small, on hoofs or
on paws—live their secret lives. Mrs. Bond feels privileged
to live in this high country and wants to share it with young

readers who live in cities, but still dream. 4
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