


























membered that the shotgun was un-
loaded. As he reached behind him for
the gun, the cougar suddenly sprang.
Dan screamed and instinctively threw
up his hands in self-defense, sending
the lantern spinning to one side.

The cougar's charge was met head-
on by a coonhound that was willing to
fight to the death in defense of his mas-
ter. The momentum of the larger cat
bowled Buck over, and the two animals
tumbled into the shallow stream with
a splash, spitting and snarling. Dan
quickly grabbed the shotgun and
reached into his pocket for the buck-
shot with shaking hands. The cougar
summoned its waning strength and
smote the smaller coonhound a pow-
erful blow. With a yelp, Buck was
knocked out of the stream, rolled over
once or twice, and lay still. The en-
raged cat whirled around toward Dan
and started to leap. By that time the
shotgun was loaded and with one
squeeze of the trigger, Dan ended the
cougar's torment.

The echo of the blast still reverber-
ating up and down the hollow, Dan
jumped over the stream and knelt be-
side his bleeding dog. Buck raised his
head with a whimper, struggled to stand
up, but could not do so. "Easy, Buck,"
Dan said, gently stroking his dog's
heaving chest. He rose and looked to-
ward home. "l've got to go get help. I'll
be right back." Giving Buck a reas-
suring pat, Dan raced across the hol-
low and ran up the hill, leaping over
fallen logs and stumbling on the loose
rocks that were not detectable in the
moonlight.

Soon Dan and his father were back
in Moore Hollow, breathing hard from
their laborious hike. "Over there, Dad,"
Dan pointed. "By that big oak tree."
Dan was reassured when he saw Buck
standing shakily by the stream, laping
up the cold water.

Dan's father stopped by the dead
cougar's emaciated body and frowned,
shaking his head. "Son, all I can say
is you certainly had a close call. The
good Lord was surely with you to-
night." He looked across the stream at
Buck who was trying to lick his wounds.
"Come on, let's take a look at ol' Buck."

Setting the lantern down nearby,
Dan's father gently probed Buck's body
with his calloused hands. Buck trem-
bling, consented to the examination,
and would only whimper when a tender
place was touched. A hoot owl some-
where in the hollow was beginning to
sound its lonesome call.

Finally Dan's father turned to Dan
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and smiled. "l think he mainly just had
the wind knocked out of him. He may
have a cracked rib or two, and some
mean cuts, but nothing that some good
ointment and rest won't cure. He's
going to be fine."
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Dan started to let out a whoop of joy
when he suddenly remembered what
had started the night's events. He
picked up the lantern and scrutinized
the branches of the oak tree. The rac-
coon had escaped.

"Dad, Buck treed one of the biggest
raccoons I've ever seen in this tree to-
night," Dan said. He lowered the lan-
tern. "But he's gone now."

Dan's father chuckled, "Well, Buck's
in no shape to do any more hunting
tonight. We'll get that raccoon some

other night." Looking over at the fallen
cougar, Dan's father turned serious.
"Look, son, Buck's proved his worth
tonight. He's proved himself to be
brave, and looks like he's going to make
a good hunter yet."

Picking up the shotgun, Dan's father
said, "l believe Buck can make it back
by himself if we take it easy. lf he can't,
l'll carry him."

Dan felt tired and his eyelids were
growing heavy. The cold was begin-
ning to penetrate his clothing. He
yearned to be back in his warm bed,
nestled under the heavy blankets.

"Come on, boy," Dan softly called
back to Buck. "Let's go home."

The man, boy, and dog moved slowly
across the hollow and up the steep hill-
side, the dog limping slightly, but re-
sponding to the encouragement from
the man and boy as they made their
way around decaying logs and out-
cropping boulders. The trio eventually
disappeared over the top of the hill,
and Moore Hollow was quiet once
again except for the desolate call of
the hoot owl and a soft splashing in the
small stream as a large furry raccoon
slapped at an elusive crawdad. *
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Tex: "My uncle can shoot a
gun faster than any other man in
the West. He can even shoot
without removing the gun from
his holster."

Cal: "What do they call your
uncle?"

Tex: "Toeless Joe."

fflil.?1"#"
Tim: "What did the man say

when he was run over by a
steamroller?"

Jim: "Nothing, he just lay there
with a long face."

lflJIft.'"rT"
Spot: "How are dog catchers

paid?"
Rover: "By the pound."

Henry E. Leabo
Lancaster. CA

A man phoned a nurse and
asked her to take good care of
his wife, who was about to have
a baby.

She gently assured him and
then asked, "ls this her first
child?"

The man answered, "No, this
is her husband."

i:ffi:lth:1ffi"
Al: "Why is an empty purse al-

ways the same?"
Sal: "Because there's never

any change in it."

l;iJLilZt"
Daffynishion: Kindergarten

teacher: one who makes little
things count.

Henry E. Leabo
Lancaster, CA
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THAT'S A GOOD DEAL, RIG

OR IS IT
HT?

?

a ix free holes with a dozen dough-
\nuts" reads a sign outside a
tJdoughnut shop located on the by-
paSs'highway of Greenville, South
Carolina.

"Six free holes." Sounds funny,
doesnlt il? Of course, those who are
familiar with doughnuts know that sign

'refeis to the crisp balls of doughnut
dough cqt from the center when the
doughnuts were made. Doughnut lov-
ers, in fact, usually like them best!

But what are doughnuts made of?
Refined whiie flour, shortening, sugar,
and grease are the main ingiedieits.
Are they nutritious? Far from itl Are
they fattening? Yes! Are they good for

holes" and a dozen doughnuts in life
when they could have a juicy, tender
steak, fruits, and all kinds of delicious
spirit-building goodies.

What am I talking about? The "junk
food" which the world offeis us in con-
trast to the "milk and meat of the Word"
the Lord wants to give us. The world
and the devil offer things that appeal
to our fleshly appetites. These things
may look good and taste good-but
after we've tried them, we find they
leave us feeling empty inside. A steady
diet of that kind of "food" leads to de-
cay and malnutrition . . . which can be
fatal if carried far enough.

Haggai 1:6 says, "He that earneth
wages earneth wages to put it into a
bag with holes."

Former drug addicts frequently state
that they never dreamed they would
become addicts. But when they did,
every bit of money they could get hold
of, honestly or. dishonestly, went for
drugs, in itself an illegal activity.: No
one intends to get hooked like that.

One man got into the gambling habit
when he was a teenager. lt Was a lark:r
Now he takes the money meant to pay
bills and gambles it all away. His habit
causes him and his familyinothing bu!r
misery.

The Lord Jesus told about the pos-
sibility of a lile thal doesn't have:any
empty holes, though. He said, "sellthat

you have, and give alms; provide your-
selves bags which wax not old, a trea-
sure in the heavens that faileth not,
where no thief approacheth, neither
moth corrupteth. For where your trea-
sure is, there will your heart be also"
(Luke 12:33,34).

lf we set our affections on Heaven,
with eternity's priorities always in mind
rather than earth's, we can provide
ourselves with a treasure that will be
ours for eternity (Colossians 3:2,3).

But even here on earth there are re-
wards for those of us who don't go for
the "holes" the world offers. For one
thing, we'll never destroy our lives or
families if we put Christ first and follow
God's will for our lives. For another, by
living pleasing to the Lord, we will ex-
perience love, peace, joy, and help in
times of difficulty . . . the very qualities
ths.\/vsplcl searches foi in,the cheap., :,.,,
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hearts experience no empty feelings
when we;have Chri5tls f r:uit ih our iires,:. :"

It gives real meaning and purpose to
life.

Have you seen settling for "free
holes" when you could have God's
"nutrition-packed" gifts? The free holes
aren't really free-you pay for the
doughnuts-and their spiritual "flab."
But God's blessings are,ryduiS for:lhE:,:
asking alono with:'a' healthyl.:spiritual :rr
life. *
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Temptations from
the devil are a lot
like the junk food
which the world

offers us!

your body or your teeth? No! But they
do taste good when theylys in your
fiouth, 6]96,'t they? Most Americans
have an addiction to sugar thelt don:t
even realize and it keeps them eating
things they know_ to be bad for them.

_-U_nfortunately, most people in the
World have an addiction to sin they
know is bad for them, but they continue
lo:indulge in it" They settle for 'isix free
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