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One 
 

 

J.D. Dawkins was awakened one morning by the sounds of sawing and hammering. This 

alarmed him because J.D. was a ground hog (or woodchuck, as he preferred to be called), and the 

racket he heard was the sort of racket only people can make. On top of that, it sounded perilously 

close to the entrance to his den. 

J.D. lived in a hole at the edge of an apple orchard. Beyond the orchard, which was rank and 

neglected, there was a vacant farmhouse – a dilapidated structure with broken windows and a 

rusting, wind-peeled tin roof. During all the years that J.D. had lived in the Orchard, the house 

had never had a tenant. The farm itself was abandoned. It was called Darby’s Folly, for some 

reason that J.D. did not know, and the fields, like the orchard, lay fallow and untended. 

For a long time the only inhabitants of Darby’s Folly had been J.D. Dawkins and the little 

creatures of the woods and thickets who were his friends. To them it was an idyllic place, remote 

from all human activity, and therefore tranquil and safe. But now that was about to change. 

Peering out from his burrow, J.D. was distressed to see two workmen clad in overalls 

repairing the roof of the house. A third was busy in the yard, cutting back the weeds and briars 

with a scythe. 

Emerging cautiously from his hole, J.D. waddled behind a hedgerow to keep out of sight, 

then headed straight for Greenwillow Pond. There he found his friend Longshot sunning himself 

on a log. Longshot was a turtle, a very old tortoise, who was called Longshot because of a 

famous race he’d won many years ago against a hare. 

“Longshot,” J.D. said breathlessly. J.D. often said things breathlessly, especially after 

waddling, because he did not take very good care of himself and was overweight. Besides, he 

was excited. “Longshot, I’ve got to move my hole!” he exclaimed. 

Longshot blinked his eyes and belched delicately before replying. He suffered a chronic 

indigestion from all the unpalatable things he ate. (Things like flies and gnats and mosquitoes.) 

But eventually he did reply. “Why must you move your hole, J.D.?” he asked. 

“Because people are coming back to the farm.” 

“What people?” 

“I don’t know what people,” J.D. said miserably. “Just people. They’re over there now, 

fixing up the house.” 

“I see,” said Longshot. Then after a moment’s pause he said, “No, I don’t see, either. What 

does this have to do with moving your hole?” 

Due to his great age and the many things that were on his mind, Longshot sometimes had 

difficulty following the thread of a conversation. 

“Dogs, Longshot,” J.D. said in an ominous tone. “People have dogs wherever they live, and 

my hole isn’t more than a hundred yards from the house. Can you imagine what it would be like 

trying to live there with dogs sniffing around, scratching and snarling and digging me out?” 

Longshot thought it over and nodded solemnly. “I’ll tell you what you must do, J.D.,” he 

said. “You must move your hole.” 
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“That’s what I’m telling you,” J.D. said with exasperation. “I already know I have to move 

my hole, but how am I going to do it? How on earth do you move a hole?” 

“Well, it isn’t easy,” Longshot said, putting on a very grave and philosophical expression. “In 

fact, a hole is one of the hardest things of all to move. I’m a hundred and four years old, and I 

can’t remember ever seeing anybody move a hole. You can move a nest, or a bed, or even a hive, 

I suppose. But a hole?” He shook his head. “Of course I’ve always preferred living in a mobile 

home myself, which is no trouble at all to move. It’s a little cramped at times, but anywhere you 

want to park it you’ve got a night’s lodging, right? Ha-ha.” 

“Don’t be funny, Longshot,” J.D. said. “This is serious and I’m in no mood for jokes.” 

At that moment there was a loud splash at the other side of the pond. Foghorn, the bullfrog, 

had just plugged in for his morning swim. The frog’s real name wasn’t Foghorn, of course, it was 

Clifford. But like most of the critters at Darby’s Folly, he was best known by his nickname. Only 

his wife called him Clifford. To everyone else he was Foghorn, because of his deep baritone 

voice. 

After a few laps around the pond, Foghorn climbed out of the water and sat beside Longshot, 

rolling his eyes and smiling amiably. Foghorn was a politician – a vocation for which he was 

especially well suited because of his voice and his amphibious nature. As a matter of fact, he was 

at that moment engaged in a heated campaign for the office of Mayor of Foggy Bottom, against 

Catfish Sam (and running well ahead, according to the polecats). Foggy Bottom comprised the 

southwest quadrant of the Darby farm, with Greenwillow Pond at its center. 

“Well, gentlemen,” said Foghorn in his most engaging manner, “splendid morning, isn’t it? 

Splendid morning!” 

“Sounds as though you’d like to take credit for it yourself,” Longshot said sarcastically. He 

was a Catfish Sam supporter. 

“No, quite the contrary, Longshot,” Foghorn replied. “Our friend Mister Dawkins deserves 

credit for the fine weather we’re having. Don’t you remember the forecast he released on 

February the second?” 

“What does February the second have to do with it?” Longshot inquired absently. 

“Groundhog Day!” Foghorn boomed in his big deep voice. “Having failed to see his shadow, 

J.D. proclaimed that spring was here, and there was great rejoicing. You surely remember that.” 

“Listen,” said Longshot, “I’ve seen a hundred springs come and go at Darby’s Folly, and 

now they’re beginning to run together in my mind. Besides, that’s a bunch of nonsense, in my 

opinion. With all due respect to Dawkins here, I can’t for the life of me see what somebody’s 

shadow has to do with the weather.”  

“Well, I only do it because it’s expected of me,” J.D. said petulantly. “I don’t even like doing 

it. And something else I don’t like is being called a groundhog. I’m not a groundhog, I’m a 

woodchuck, which sounds a lot better, and I don’t see why people can’t call me what I am.” 

“You’re absolutely right, J.D.,” said Foghorn, seeing an opportunity to make a little political 

hay. “It’s an abomination to be called a hog when you’re really a chuck. It’s racial 

discrimination, that’s what it is. And I want to tell you right now that when I’m elected mayor of 

Foggy Bottom I’ll put a stop to that type of thing. The first piece of legislation I intend to 

propose is a bill to change Groundhog Day to Woodchuck Day. And another thing,” Foghorn 

said, warming to his subject, “I intend to see that the cattails and lily pads are cleared from the 

south end of the pond – something my worthy opponent has failed to do – and there will no 

longer be segregation in the schools of fish that swim in Greenwillow Pond. Guppies and 
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tadpoles and catfish will all have the same equal opportunity. And furthermore, when I’m elected 

mayor –” 

“Oh, for Heaven’s sake, shut up, Foghorn,” Longshot said, putting his flippers over his ears. 

“Stop making a campaign speech. I haven’t digested my breakfast yet. Besides, J.D. has brought 

us some important news. You ought to be listening instead of talking.” 

“Oh, has he?” said Foghorn. “And what news is that?” 

“Well, at the moment it slips my mind,” said Foghorn.  

“What news was it, J.D.?” 

“Bad news, I’m afraid,” J.D. said gloomily. “People are coming back to the farm.”  

“And wherever there are people there are bound to be dogs,” Longshot put in. “I’m a hundred 

and four years old and I know this to be a fact. For that reason I have advised J.D. to move his 

hole. He must put it somewhere else, far away from the house.” 

“Dogs are nothing to be scared of,” Foghorn said scornfully. “If a dog comes around, all you 

have to do is dive to the bottom of the pond and stay there till he goes away.” 

“You’re quite right, Foghorn,” said Longshot. “It’s something we overlooked.” He turned to 

J.D. “Forget what I said about moving your hole. It won’t be necessary after all.” 

J.D. shook his head impatiently. “No, no, no, that would never work for me, Longshot. 

Maybe you and Foghorn can sit at the bottom of a pond for hours on end, but I’d only drown 

myself if I tried it.” 

“In that case, I don’t recommend it,” said Longshot. “A more practical solution will have to 

be found.” 

“Gentlemen, there are no easy answers,” Foghorn said resonantly, “but rest assured of this: 

when I’m elected mayor of Foggy Bottom I intend to appoint a committee to look into the 

problem of dogs. It’s something that has been neglected too long by the present administration. 

A vote for Clifford Foghorn is a vote against dogs, you can count on that.” 

“How about a committee on the relocation of holes,” J.D. said drily. “I wouldn’t have to 

worry about dogs if I knew how to move a hole.” 

“Have you talked to the Mole?” Foghorn asked. “Living underground as he does, Mole is an 

expert on holes.” 

“Say, that’s not a bad idea,” J.D. said, brightening a little. “If anybody knows how to move a 

hole, it’s surely the Mole. I wonder where I might find him.” 

“I saw him in Damp Lane,” said Longshot. “But I can’t remember if that was yesterday or 

the spring of ‘thirty-two.” 

“Well,” said J.D., “it’s as good a place as any to start looking. So long, fellows.” 

“Tell him Foghorn sent you.” 
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Two 
 

 

It should be mentioned (and this is as good a place as any) that the abandoned farm on which 

these antic affairs were taking place had not always been called Darby’s Folly. Originally it was 

known as Darby’s Farm. A forlorn, weather-beaten sign tacked to the big beech tree in front of 

the house testified to that fact. But the sign had been tampered with. Someone, at some forgotten 

time, had drawn a diagonal line through the word ‘Farm’ and crudely lettered in the word ‘Folly’ 

above it. J.D. passed beneath this sign on innumerable occasions, and never without wondering 

about it. Who had changed the word ‘Farm’ to ‘Folly’? And why? These questions, lurking at the 

back of his mind, crept into his awareness from time to time, but he had never taken the trouble 

to find out the answers. 

“Someday I’ll look into it,” he kept telling himself. “I’ll ask Longshot why this place is 

called Darby’s Folly. He’ll surely know. If he can remember.” 

But the truth is, J.D. was a little absent-minded himself, and he had never yet remembered to 

ask. Now, to continue our story... 

 

Except for a brief nap under a hawthorn bush, J.D. spent most of that day looking for the 

Mole. There was no sign of him in Damp Lane, and no one there had seen him recently. 

“He came through here fourteen days ago,” said Deacon Jones, the opossum. 

“No, it was more like two weeks,” said Kayo the raccoon. 

“Make that a fortnight,” said Po’boy the whippoorwill (who was also a smart-Alec). 

“Anyhow, it was just before full moon,” said Kayo. 

“And he didn’t tarry long, either,” said Deacon Jones. 

“No,” said Po’boy, “the Mole split early that night.” 

“He thought he was coming down with the flu,” said Kayo. 

“He complained of his allergies,” said Deacon Jones. 

“So he left here and headed for higher ground,” said Kayo. 

“Anything else?” J.D. asked. 

“Repent and be saved,” said Deacon Jones. 

“Heavy, man, heavy,” said Po’boy, turning his eyes up piously. 

Well, thought J.D., if the Mole left for higher ground two weeks ago, he’d be all the way to 

Cricket Ridge by now. So he thanked Deacon and Kayo and Po’boy for their help and waddled 

off again, this time toward the low ridge that separated Foggy Bottom from the rest of the farm. 

Along the way somewhere (perhaps because he was preoccupied and worried and not paying 

much attention) J.D. suddenly found his progress impeded by a wire mesh fence, one of the few 

still standing at Darby’s Folly. 

“Now that was careless of me,” he thought. “I should have turned left at the sycamore tree 

and taken a shortcut past the bean field.” 

J.D. was really quite annoyed with himself for this carelessness for it meant that he would 

now have to make a long detour through the Briar Patch. J.D. was not afraid of briars; with his 

thick fur coat, briars were no problem at all. What J.D. dreaded about the Briar Patch was the 
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prospect of encountering old Dasher in there. Dasher was the patriarch of the Briar Patch, the 

oldest rabbit of the whole colony – and also the most boring, if you had to stop and talk with 

him. It was Dasher who had been defeated by Longshot in that famous race many years ago, but 

whereas Longshot had long since forgotten about it (as well as a lot of other things), Dasher 

seemed unable to put it out of his mind even for a moment. In fact, the humiliation of losing that 

race had weighed upon his mind so heavily that it had finally become an obsession. To put it 

bluntly, Dasher was a little off his rocker. The realization that he, the swiftest of the swift, had 

allowed a terrapin to beat him in a foot race was insupportable. It was all he ever wanted to talk 

about, and like most folks with a one-track mind, he was a very tedious fellow to have to deal 

with. 

“Oh, well,” J.D. sighed resignedly, “maybe I’ll get lucky; maybe I won’t run into the old 

bore this time.” 

But Lady Luck had not smiled with favor on J.D. Dawkins this day. He’d scarcely gone a 

dozen yards before a familiar nasal voice twanged out at him. 

“Well, well, if it isn’t my old friend from the apple orchard. How’s the world treating you, 

J.D.?” 

“Like a stepchild, I’m afraid,” J.D. sighed. “How goes it with you, Dasher?” 

“Couldn’t be better,” old Dasher said heartily. “I’m doing five miles a day now, and 

yesterday I cut three minutes off my time. I’m in training, you know, for the big rematch.” 

“The big rematch?” 

“Yes, of course,” said Dasher. “Haven’t you heard? I’ve issued a formal challenge to that old 

rascal down there in Foggy Bottom. On the Fourth of July we’re going to race again, and I’m 

going to show the world who the real champion is!” 

J.D. stared at him in disbelief – and for the first time in his life with a sense of pity. This 

ancient, toothless, decrepit rabbit couldn’t have run a mile, much less five miles. His eyes were 

red and bleary, and his hide sagged over his bones like a threadbare gray overcoat. 

Even I could outrun him now, J.D. thought. It was pathetic, this empty dream of racing again 

and regaining his eminence and his pride. But what could you say? 

“Everybody’s talking about it,” Dasher went on, his voice rising and quavering with 

excitement. “The betting is all in my favor, of course. If that old mud turtle was a long shot back 

then, think what he’ll be this time.” He laughed wildly, then just as suddenly sobered again and 

lowered his voice to a whisper. “Of course, you know what happened in that first race, don’t 

you? The whole thing was rigged. Actually, I was drugged. They put catnip in my tea that 

morning, and that’s why I fell asleep. Afterwards everybody said I was over-confident, but it was 

a crooked race. The referees were paid off ahead of time, and I know that for a fact. Why, if all 

this came out it would be a disgrace. I knew Longshot was a liar and a scoundrel, but I didn’t 

think he’d stoop so low as to cheat me in a race. But that’s all right. I’ve forgotten about it now. 

But one thing I’ll never forgive him for is the way he bragged about it. Oh yes, he had a lot to 

say, the old windbag. They tell me he even painted racing stripes on his shell.” 

On and on he raved, and J.D., filled with a mixture of pity and irritation was forced to sit 

there and listen. 

 

It was mid afternoon when J.D. finally made it to Cricket Ridge and located the little telltale 

signs that told him the Mole was there. These were the continuous mounds of dirt Mole pushed 

up as he burrowed along just under the surface in search of worms. The problem now was to 
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figure out which one of these tunnels the Mole was in, for they were numerous and went off in a 

dozen directions. 

J,D. put his ear to the ground and listened. Sure enough, from over there somewhere came 

the tiny but unmistakable sounds of digging. J.D. listened again, found what he judged to be the 

exact spot, and began to thump the ground with his forepaws. 

“Mole!” he called. “Come out, Mole!” 

After a moment the earth parted as if by magic, and Mole poked his nose up. His eyebrows 

were caked with dirt, and underneath them his small weak eyes squinted and blinked against the 

afternoon sun. 

“Who is it?” he said, turning his head this way and that, even though J.D. was no more than a 

foot away. 

“It’s me, Mole, J.D. Dawkins. I’m right here in front of you.” 

“Oh, thank goodness. My, you gave me a fright, J.D., and I’ve got a bad heart, you know. 

Can’t stand much of a fright.” 

Using his broad, strong forepaws, Mole pulled himself up until the upper half of his body 

was out of the ground, and began brushing the dirt out of his coat. 

“So how’ve you been?” J.D. said, and instantly regretted having said it. 

The one thing no one in his right mind ever did was ask the Mole about his health. Mole was 

a world class hypochondriac. 

“It’s my eyes, J.D.,” he said. “My eyes and my back. I didn’t sleep a wink last night because 

of this lower back pain I’ve been having. And now, on top of that, I’ve developed all these 

allergies. You wouldn’t believe what I’ve suffered with my allergies. Runny nose, runny eyes, 

and I break out in some sort of rash when I eat certain foods. Grubs, for instance. I can’t touch a 

grub of any description anymore. And you know how I love them. Do you think my hair is 

coming out?” 

He leaned forward suddenly and thrust the top of his head up for J.D. to examine it. 

“Well, no, not really, Mole, but –” 

“My eyes, though, that’s the big problem,” Mole went on. “I really think I’m losing my sight 

totally, J.D. Totally. You know what I see when I look at you right now? Nothing but a big 

fuzzy, hairy blob. When I first looked up at you just now you could have been a dog, for all I 

knew. That’s what gave me such a start.” 

“Dogs!” J.D. exclaimed, seizing the chance to alter the course of this conversation. “Dogs are 

what I came to talk to you about, Mole.” 

“Dogs? Why dogs? There aren’t any dogs at Darby’s Folly.” 

“Not yet,” J.D. said. “But I’m afraid there soon will be.” 

“What makes you say that?” 

“The people are coming back, Mole,” J.D. said grimly. “They were down there today, 

repairing the house, getting ready to move back in. And you know yourself, whenever you have 

people, you usually have dogs.” 

Mole nodded gravely. “J.D.,” he said, “you’ll have to move out of the orchard. You’d never 

survive, living that close to a house full of people, dogs or no dogs. There are even some people 

who shoot ground hogs, just for the fun of it.” 

“Woodchucks,” J.D. corrected. 

“Excuse me. Woodchucks for the fun of it. Listen, if I were you, I’d be making plans right 

now to get out of that orchard. Don’t wait till it’s too late, J.D.” 
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“I am making plans, Mole, but I don’t know how to go about moving my hole. That’s why 

I’ve come to you. I was hoping you could tell me how to do it.” 

“Wait a minute,” the Mole said, “let me get this straight. You want to move your burrow?” 

“Yes, of course. It’s too dangerous to live in the orchard. You just said so yourself.” 

“Sure, but what I had in mind was going somewhere else and digging a new one.” 

“Oh, I don’t think I could do that,” J.D. said. “I don’t think I could ever just pack up and 

leave my family home. Why, that same burrow belonged to my father and to his father before 

him. Besides, I like it too much, Mole. It suits me perfectly in every way. No, I’d never walk 

away from my home. Wherever I go, it’s got to go with me.” 

“I see,” said the Mole. He scratched his head. “Danged if you haven’t come up with a dilly 

this time, though. How do you move a hole in the ground?” 

“I know it’s a hard question,” J.D. said. “But please give it some thought, old friend. 

Everybody says you’re the very best when it comes to holes. You know more about burrows and 

tunnels than anyone else.” 

“Well, it’s been my life’s work, that’s true,” said the Mole. “And I suppose you could say 

that I’m pretty good at it. I once dug a tunnel three hundred and twelve feet long through Georgia 

clay, and did it all between the hours of sundown and sunup. Far as I know, it’s still the record. 

But of course that was in my prime, before I developed all these allergies and this back trouble 

I’m having now. Right here is where it hurts,” he said, placing his paws at the small of his back, 

and turning for J.D. to see. “Right here. Feels like you’ve got a knife in your back. Last night, for 

example, I –” 

“Mole,” J.D. said, seeing the drift the conversation was once again taking, “please give it 

some thought, won’t you? I’m just sure, with all your experience, you can help me find a way.” 

Mole sighed heavily. “All right, J.D., I guess I owe you that. After all, we’re distant cousins, 

groundhogs and moles.” 

“Woodchucks,” J.D. reminded him gently. 

“But I swear I don’t know,” Mole said, scratching his head again. “Move a hole?” 

 

It was late afternoon when J.D. finally waddled back into the orchard. He was footsore, 

weary, and discouraged – not to mention hungry, for he hadn’t eaten a bite all day. But before 

giving any thought to his supper, he went down to the house for a look around. 

The workmen were gone now, quit for the day, but they’d be returning tomorrow. The 

evidence of their labor was everywhere. The tin roof had several shiny new panels, and the old 

ones that were sound had been nailed securely back in place. Some of the porch floor had been 

replaced too, and a sash in one of the windows. There was a stack of lumber in the yard, covered 

with tarpaper that was held in place by a keg of nails. Yes, they’d be back. And the old sign was 

gone from the beech tree. 

Gathering up a few gnarled apples for his supper, J.D. made his way sadly back to his den, 

and there he stood for a long time, looking down fondly at the entrance – a cool, familiar, 

comfortable hole, worn smooth by the comings and goings of four generations. Sniffing back a 

sniffle (and maybe even a tear), J.D. sat down and began to eat his supper. Out beyond the rising 

vapors of Foggy Bottom, a red sun sank slowly behind the rim of the world. 
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Three 
 

  

J.D. did not sleep well that night. He slept, but not well. Before dozing off, his mind had 

gone back to something the Mole said about the perils of living too close to people. It wasn’t just 

the dogs you had to worry about. “Some people shoot groundhogs, just for the fun of it,” the 

Mole had warned. 

Yes, J.D. thought, and some people did even worse things than that. Some people put poison 

out, and tried to trick you into eating it. And worse even than that, some people set vicious steel 

traps and hid them in places where an unsuspecting animal would step on them. Kayo the 

raccoon had a brother-in-law named Archie who’d lost a leg in a steel trap. True, Archie was a 

coon of dubious character who had been in and out of trouble most of this life (caught stealing, 

tipping trash cans, and even suspected of house-breaking), but still, it was a cruel fate to end up 

as a three-legged cripple. Archie’s wayward nature had led him to venture far outside the 

purlieus of Darby’s Folly where he’d fought dogs twice his size (and had the scars to prove it) 

but in the end, a steel muskrat trap was his undoing. It maimed him for life. 

With thoughts like these coursing through his brain, it’s little wonder J.D. spent a restless 

night. Sleep, when it did come, was a succession of nightmares in which the orchard became a no 

man’s land, mined with steel traps and seeded with poisoned apples. Big slavering dogs pursued 

him down Damp Lane and through the Briar Patch, and when he found his escape blocked by a 

wire fence, a workman in overalls began firing shots at him from the roof of the farmhouse. That 

was what finally woke him – the sound of gunfire. 

 

“Of course, it wasn’t really gunfire,” J.D. said to Longshot later. “It was the noise the 

workmen made when they started hammering on the tin roof again. But after such a dream as I’d 

been having, it sure gave me a scare.” 

“I don’t know how you can sleep so late,” Longshot said irrelevantly. “Me, I wake up at 

dawn every morning. I have to go to the bathroom.” 

The two of them were waddling along, side-by-side, on their way to Greenwillow Pond. J.D. 

had just finished telling Longshot about his journey to Cricket Ridge to see the Mole, and his 

mind was more than ever preoccupied with the problem of moving his den and doing it soon. 

Time was of the essence. 

“Longshot,” he said, “how many days do you think it will take them to finish repairing the 

house?” 

“What house?” said Longshot. 

“Oh, for Heaven’s sake. The house, Longshot. How many houses are there at Darby’s Folly, 

anyway?” 

“There’s only one house at Darby’s Folly,” said Longshot. He stopped and turned to stare at 

J.D. “Whatever gave you the idea there were more?” 

“Forget it,” said J.D. 

“I shall,” said Longshot. 
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When they arrived at the pond they were surprised to find Po’boy the whippoorwill there, 

freshening himself at the water’s edge. 

“Po’boy,” said J.D. “What’s a night bird like you doing out here in broad daylight?” 

“I’m on my way home to bed now,” said Po’boy. “Had a date with a sweet little thing up in 

Plum Thicket and we sang all night long. Man alive, what a bash!” 

Longshot wagged his head disapprovingly. “My, my,” he said, “this younger generation. I’m 

a hundred and ten years old and never once in my life have I stayed out all night.” 

“Now, wait a minute, Longshot,” J.D. said. “Only yesterday you told us you were a hundred 

and four. Now you say you’re a hundred and ten. What’s going on?” 

“Yesterday I was forgetting the years between 1920 and 1926,” said Longshot. 

“What happened during those years?” 

“Hardly anything at all,” said Longshot. “That’s why I have trouble remembering them.” 

“A hundred and ten?” said Po’boy. “I’m not even ten yet, man.” He gave a shrill whistle that 

caused them both to wince. “Talk about a generation gap. That’s not a gap, that’s a gulf. That’s a 

chasm, man. Wow!” 

“I wonder where Foghorn is,” J.D. said, to change the subject. 

“Campaigning in the Canebrake,” said Po’boy, smoothing his crown feathers and admiring 

his reflection in the water. “It’s one reason why I’m so late – I stopped to hear his speech. What a 

gasbag. You wouldn’t believe the stuff he’s handing out to those cats over there. But there’s one 

good thing about it. If he gets elected, old Deacon Jones will be happy.” 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“Man, it’s going to be Heaven on earth, right here in Foggy Bottom!” 

“Why don’t you go on home to bed, Po’boy,” J.D. said wearily. “It must be way past your 

bedtime.” 

“You’re right, J.D., I really must get back to my pad. Got another heavy date tonight.” He did 

a little soft-shoe dance, then rose in the air to fly away. “Remember the words of the Good 

Shepherd when he said, ‘Repent, you sinners! Repent! Repent!’” 

“Impudent little whippersnapper,” Longshot muttered as they watched him depart. “J.D., 

what is the world coming to?” 

“I think it’s going to the dogs,” J.D. said darkly. 

 

 

Later that day J.D. was back at his burrow, worriedly watching the men repair the farmhouse 

as he waited to hear some word from Mole. By standing upright on the mound of earth that 

formed the roof of his den, J.D. could see across the orchard to the house and watch the activity 

in progress there. Of course, this meant exposing himself to view, but J.D. had the ability to 

stand perfectly motionless for long periods of time and this served as a sort of camouflage. In a 

still landscape the eye detects movement instantly, but J.D. knew he would not be noticed as 

long as he remained in a fixed, rigid position. To the workmen, glancing up at the orchard, he 

would appear as a stump or a boulder, not as a living creature. 

So he stood and watched, and he tried to listen. But while he could hear the sawing and 

hammering plainly enough, the men’s voices were indistinct. At that distance their conversation 

was inaudible. Once he did hear a name called out. “Otis.” Otis appeared to be the foreman of 

the crew. His gestures were those of a man giving orders and instructions, and he did more 

watching than working, another indication that he was the boss. This Otis was a short, thickset 



Darby’s Folly 

 

10 

 

man, dressed like the others in faded denim overalls, but wearing a hunting cap instead of a straw 

hat. 

“I don’t like that hunting cap,” J.D. said to himself. 

There was something else J.D. didn’t like either. Parked in front of the house was the mud-

spattered pickup truck in which the men came to work each day. And in the rear window of the 

cab there was a rack with a rifle in it. There was also a box-like affair in the bed of the truck – 

the sort of portable kennel that hunters used to transport their dogs. 

Maybe I ought to go to the Professor, J.D. thought. That work is moving along pretty fast 

down there. It won’t be many more days till the house is ready for somebody to move into it – 

that fellow Otis, most likely. And I don’t like his looks. Maybe I ought to take me a trip over to 

Hickory Hollow and talk to the Professor about my problem. 

Though he was pompous and vain, and sometimes ate too many wild grapes, the Owl (or 

Professor, as he preferred to be called) was generally conceded to be the wisest and best 

informed of all the critters at Darby’s Folly. He knew the phases of the moon, and things like 

what makes foxfire glow in the dark and why a moth is attracted to flame. He could recite whole 

poems by Robert W. Service, and solve difficult riddles without batting an eye. If there was 

anybody at Darby’s Folly who could figure out how to move a hole in the ground, surely it was 

the Professor. 

Of course, Mole was a good engineer. He took a down-to-earth approach to his work, and he 

had a world of experience when it came to digging. But the Professor was a scientist. A 

philosopher. He solved problems by analyzing them and thinking about them. He applied the 

intellect. And it seemed to J.D. that a superior intelligence was what his present dilemma called 

for. 

Still, he’d asked for the Mole’s help and he hated to go over his head, so to speak, while 

Mole was still at work on the project. 

“I’ll give the Mole another day,” J.D. decided. “But if I don’t hear from him tomorrow, I’m 

headed for Hickory Hollow.” (For that was where the Professor lived, in the very most distant 

part of the farm.) 

The effort of all this thinking and decision-making had fatigued J.D., so he crawled into his 

hole for a nap. He had scarcely nodded off when he was awakened again by the sound of stealthy 

movement outside the entrance to his burrow. Something was tiptoeing around out there, coming 

closer and closer. 

For years J.D. had toyed with the idea of adding another room to his house and installing a 

rear exit. But J.D. was a little on the lazy side and inclined to procrastinate. (Besides, three rooms 

and a breakfast nook were adequate for an old bachelor living alone.) So the work had never 

gotten done. At this moment, though, he profoundly regretted it. 

“If anybody ever needed a back door, I need one now,” he told himself. 

Breathing hard, and with palpitating heart, J.D. gazed fearfully up at the parabola of empty 

blue sky that was framed by the opening to his burrow. Presently there appeared in it a silhouette 

– a silhouette with a long dog-like nose and pointed dog-like ears. 

 


