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by Reed 

“I’M THE BEST


NOT LIKE THE REST


ALWAYS THE WINNER IN A CONTEST!”


“Hi, Fox,” said Jeremy Rabbit, as Fox finished his song.


Fox stopped strutting. He spun around and took a puff of his pipe. “What are you doing here, Long Ears?” he sneered. “I hear you’re trying to dig a new burrow over on East End Dirt road. I bet I can dig a bigger, better and deeper burrow than you can. Look at my claws, Bushy Tail.”


“I’ll make you a bet that you can’t,” challenged Jeremy Rabbit. “But if you can, you get to eat me.”


Fox started to pace. “I can cut the best roses,” he bragged. “I can climb the tallest mountain,” he added. “I can play with fire…And I can build a burrow bigger, better and deeper than a rabbit, and that means you!...Deal! See you tomorrow at 10 o’clock at East End Dirt Road.”


Next morning at 10, Jeremy stood waiting for Fox to arrive, but Fox was five minutes late.


“You’re late!” Jeremy snickered, mimicking Fox’s disparaging disposition.


“Well,” replied Fox, bluntly, “I was sharpening my claws and thinking about supper!” he continued, looking directly at Jeremy, licking his lips.


“They are pretty sharp,” Jeremy observed casually, seemingly unmoved by Fox’s impudence.


With little more to say, they each determined where they would start digging. Fox chose a craggy spot near an oak tree with thick, windy, long roots, while Jeremy chose a gentle clearing near a rippling brook with a calming setting that inspired a meditative state of self confidence. Jeremy’s self–doubt soon lifted and left his fearful emotions behind. As he was shaking out his thoughts, planning his digging strategy, Fox was shaking out his fur trying to look cool and confident, trying to disguise how anxious he was really feeling, and continued to admire his newly sharpened claws.


When Wally Warbler, who was just a few feet away, sounded his whistle, the two opponents got started. Fox dug frantically, but the rocks and tangled roots in the spot he had chosen began to slow him down and prevented him from digging too far.  Jeremy, on the other hand, worked carefully in the gentle clearing he had chosen, planning where each paw would go next and paying attention to the details of his hard work while taking occasional glances at Fox. His hole grew deeper and wider, as soil piled all around.

Fifteen minutes later…


Wally Warbler blew his whistle and boomed, “HALT! Race over!”


Jeremy hopped out and exclaimed, “Hey Fox, where are you? We’re not playing Hide’n -Go-Seek.”



An anxious voice cried, “HELP! GET ME OUT OF HERE!” 


Jeremy recognized the desperate cry and hopped over to his opponent’s hole. When he looked down, he found a frustrated fox covered in damp soil and tangled in thick, long roots. “By the looks of things,” said Jeremy, “maybe next time, you should think first before you get beaten by your big–headed boasts!”
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