72 Red Fox

numerous lookouts or watch-towers, he saw the
two excitedly mussing over one of his old, stale
trails — which siraggled all about the valley — his
thin, dark muzzle would wrinkle in vindictive scorn.
In his tenacious memory a grudge was growing
which might some day, if occasion offered, exact
sharp payment.

Among the animals associated in the young fox's
mind with man there was only one of which he
stood in awe. As he was stealing along one day
in the shadow of a garden fence, he heard just above
him a sharp, malevolent, spitting sound, verging
instantly into a most vindictive growl. Very much
startled, he jumped backward and looked up. There
on top of the fence crouched a small, grayish, dark
striped animal, with a round face, round, greenish,

laring eyes, long tail fluffed out, and high-arched
back. At the sound of that bitter voice, the glare
of those furious eyes, Red Fox's memory went hack
to the dreadful day when the lynx had pounced at
him from the thicket. This spitting, threatening
creature on the fence was, of course, nothing like
the lynx in size; and Red Fox felt sure that he
was much more than a match for it in fair fight.
He had no wish to try conclusions with it, however.
For some seconds he stood eying it nervously.




