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Then the cat, divining his apprehensions, advanced 
slowly along the top of the fence, spitting explo­
sively and uttering the most malignant yowls. Red 
Fox stood his ground till the hideous apparition 
was within five or six feet of him. Then he turned 
and fled ignominiously ; and the cat, the instant he 
was gone, scurried wildly for the house as if a 
pack of fiends were after her.

Among the man creatures whom Red Fox 
amused himself by watching at this period, there 
were two who made a peculiar impression upon 
him, two whom he particularly differentiated from 
all the rest. One of these was the farmer-hunter, 
Jabe Smith, who owned the black and white 
mongrel, — he whose stray shot had caused the 
death of Red Fox’s father. This fact, of course, 
Red Fox did not know, — nor, indeed, one must 
confess, would he have greatly considered it had 
he known. Nevertheless, in some subtle way the 
young fox came to apprehend that this Jal>e Smith 
was, among all the man creatures of the settlement, 
particularly dangerous and implacable, — a man to 
be assiduously studied in order to be assiduously 
avoided. It was from Jabe Smith that the furry 
young investigator got his first idea of a gun. He 
saw the man come out of the house with a long


