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To all who’ve dared to unleash the Lion within—and not yet succeeded: do not lose heart.

The honor of the attempt alone is enough... as long as we live, hope endures.
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THE FOX POKED HIS HEAD out of the car window that carried him each day to his workplace, his gaze fixed on the Lion’s den. From afar it looked like an imposing palace guarded by lofty towers. He always delighted in doing this whenever the car drew alongside the road that ran parallel to the den. At that spot, the distance afforded him a clear view of the lair perched atop the forest’s highest hill, while the Fox himself huddled inside the vehicle, scarcely visible in his diminutive form.

To him, the den was a refuge for the soul—peace, serenity, and warmth washed over him the moment his feet crossed its grand threshold. His role as the Lion’s aide on Central Isle set him apart, and though his work in the Forest’s Information Department dealt only in numbers and reports, he pictured it as a serene studio on a riverbank, where he could paint a masterpiece at his own unhurried pace.

He performed his duties with methodical care, even if he had yet to master them fully.

He came back to himself at the crisp military salute delivered by the two leopards guarding the entrance. He returned their greeting with a slight nod, the same soft smile that had accompanied his daydreams of the early days here—when he first joined the den fifteen years ago. He possessed a strange gift: he could sense the unfolding of events in vivid detail before they happened, as if watching them play out in a rapid-fire reel that few others could follow or recall.

The car turned onto the private road leading to the entrance, flanked on both sides by towering casuarina trees. They seemed to compel the eye—and the mind—toward the den, as if preparing one, deep within, for an audience with the King of the Forest.

He stepped out of the car and bounded up the stairway with lithe grace. A fleeting glance at the twin busts of the Lions who’d ruled the forest in generations past, standing proudly at the grand hall’s threshold, was all it took. He then passed beneath the soaring glass façade—both lofty and expansive—through which he could catch a glimpse of his office team: cubs, leopards, and a Horse, recently joined by a puppy and a donkey. No matter.

He waved through the glass, that unwavering, radiant smile on his face. He lived and breathed observing reactions and facial expressions—certain they laid bare much of what lay hidden within, no matter how artfully some feigned a grin or masked their true feelings. Inevitably, a stray twitch or glance would flicker across the face, disclosing the real thoughts beneath until words surfaced and the genuine portrait stood revealed, unvarnished.

He bypassed his office and pressed on toward the throne hall, where the King of the Forest—the Lion— sat in regal silence.

Today, the Lion had summoned 

an important meeting—yet with no agenda set in advance. Such a summons, unheard of for many years, unnerved the majority of the den’s inhabitants and piqued the curiosity of every creature in the forest, even those dwelling in its farthest corners.

Everyone was on tenterhooks, sensing some hidden peril but ignorant of its source. The Fox requested—and received—permission from one of the cubs to see the Lion alone before the fated assembly. Just as the cub reached for the doorknob, the Fox gently caught his arm and murmured: “Who’s inside?”

The cub answered quietly: “No one... The  Chief Hyena left half an hour ago, leaving a report for the king—I believe his majesty is still reading it.”

A flicker of concern crossed the Fox’s face. Lost in thought yet speaking as he pondered, he asked: “Is the report about the recent acts of sabotage?”

The cub nodded. “Will you go in now, or wait for the meeting to start so they’ll call you in?”

The Fox nodded twice, as if confirming the necessity of this private audience. He stepped into the throne hall with the solemn dignity the place demanded—yet his gait was unavoidably hesitant.
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The Lion sat on his throne, a furrow of worry creasing his brow. At first, the Fox thought he might simply be weary—the past stretch had been fraught. Factions of wild buffalo had staged massive demonstrations, sometimes spilling into the very heart of the forest and striking at vital installations, occasionally amounting to mere vandalism, at others, outright destruction. Though the authorities insist the uprisings were “completely” crushed, each fresh surge of buffalo herds—and the threat of other creatures or rival factions joining in—along with protests escalating into destructive deeds, cast doubt on the word “completely” that we add whenever we say “the unrest has been quelled” or “the problem is solved.”

The situation had become alarming; we savor tales of our forest’s ruin and ignore every triumph within it, as if only negatives can exist.

Thus the Lion began, then continued:

“There was no sound justification for those demonstrations that nearly tipped into chaos. The situation deeply concerns me—there must be some lapse in judgment by one department or another. And if we let it slide while murmuring our time-worn mantra ‘all is well,’ we’re only fooling ourselves first and foremost... I need you to bring this to a decisive close, but refer back to me first before you take another step.”

The Fox froze at that final remark. It was the first time the Lion had ever said, “Refer back to me first.”

He found no reply in the Lion’s weary face, which also bore a flash of anger as he spoke of the riots. The Fox knew that the Lion wasn’t prone to wielding an iron fist or suppressing protesters in such a manner. Yet he also understood that the Lion’s determination was absolute. He sketched out a swift plan in his mind, eager to share it with the king to confirm his conclusions and reassure him that, as requested today, he would take no step without permission. Then, with confidence, he said:

“I believe the real crux lies in uncovering what truly sparked that unrest—what drove them to chaos in their own forest and how they were convinced to act, especially when their stated grievances scarcely justify protests or rallying cries.”

The Lion cut him off with a dismissive wave: “I’ve already put the  Chief Hyena on that. What I need from you now are firm measures to deter them—and anyone else—should they dare repeat this. As for your herd-mentality theory, he’s on it, probing that angle further.”

The Fox’s eyes widened in astonishment and bafflement. Since the  Chief Hyena first appeared on the scene, he has only grown more powerful and broadened his influence—seizing new ground each day, not within the Lion’s domain, but at the Lion’s expense... alas!

“How can the Lion seek counsel from a hyena? And don’t let the title ‘Chief’ fool you—it speaks to his girth, not his wisdom. Besides, this stance heralds only a policy of repression and brute force looming on the horizon—benefiting none but the hyena and his cronies.

Composed, the Fox steadied himself and spoke to the Lion in a calm voice: “The issues prompting these so-called herd protests may indeed be unworthy of such uproar. By and large, our forest remains stable, especially when compared to other, similar realms. Corruption, neglect, or occasional lapses here and there are to be expected, but they neither constitute a trend nor signify the end. We stand vigilant and refuse to slacken our resistance. So why dwell solely on the negatives? Why can’t they acknowledge the positives—something we both agree on, aren’t we?”

The Lion nodded, and the Fox pressed on:

“Then the real question is: ‘Who has their brains-washed, dulled their reason, and led them astray?’ That is the keystone of this crisis. This, Your Majesty, is not mere herd mentality but the scheme of a cunning beast—one who blows negatives out of proportion, breeding despair at the prospect of solutions... or more precisely, sapping the will to seek positive remedies. And by toying with the animals’ emotions while stoking their primal instincts, he threatens to set the whole forest ablaze.

Your first task then is to unmask the profiteer behind the agitation before dissecting the motives of the so-called protesters. Above all, guard against downplaying genuine grievances or exaggerating your strengths: your regime’s faults may be vast, yet you hear of only a fraction—enough to keep your peace of mind.

And, if I may dare to speak frankly – a merit I don’t usually enjoy- you’re surrounded by hyenas building an iron wall that grows thicker day after another.  Soon you will see nothing beyond its bars and hear only the echo of your roar!

If you truly wish to maintain your status as a Lion, the sovereign over this forest,  you must speak to your subjects and hear their concerns firsthand. Your presence inspires confidence and reassurance, whereas your absence breeds only suspicion. And...”

The red phone’s shrill ring cut the Fox’s speech short. The Lion snatched it up, eyes alight as if awaiting news. On the line was the Asian tiger, who reported that the  Chief Hyena had now seized full control, order restored completely.

He went on to explain that the wild buffalo uprising, along with the other factions that joined in, was sparked by nothing more than a temporary food shortage. The Chief Hyena had tasked his top lieutenant, the hippopotamus, with resolving the matter, and the hippo has just confirmed that the revolt has been entirely quashed and its ringleaders have been arrested.

The Fox nearly laughed at the news the Lion so readily echoed—after all, the hippo had never addressed the root of the problem, and the repeated use of “completely” had sown doubt in his mind. The Lion ended the call, relief and satisfaction briefly softening his features—only for them to harden into fury as he turned on the Fox. The Lion thundered at him that he had no right to impose his opinions, reminding him sharply that he was a Fox in the service of a Lion. He warned that the Fox’s counsel was, and would remain, merely preliminary and advisory—not indisputable fact—and made it clear that only the Lion’s own verdict, however informed by others, would be final.

*****
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THE FOX COULD NOT CONCEAL his displeasure, nor remain silent in the face of the Lion’s reproach. Though the Lion reigned supreme over the forest, the Fox was well aware that he occupied a corner of the king’s mind and a place in his heart, granting him the freedom to approach and speak without restraint. True, he harbored a deep-seated loathing for the  Chief Hyena and had clashed with him more than once, but it was a cold-war of sorts: the Lion still held the forest’s throne, and the  Chief Hyena would never dare bare his fangs at the Fox, knowing the Fox’s proximity to the king—any such move would see his head take flight before he finished uttering a word.

The Lion grew calmer after venting his fury at the Fox, then permitted him to speak. The Fox urged the king not to heed the Chief Hyena’s advice or base any decisions on it, warning of the peril posed by the hyenas’ presence in the den. He assured the Lion that he possessed reports showing their rapid multiplication and the surging numbers they held in key posts across the forest—and even within the den itself.

He then continued: “Hyenas only gather in great numbers when they sense prey teetering on the brink of their claws. In that moment, nothing can stop them from savaging and dispatching their quarry. And once they’ve fed, they’ll hunt anew—and then they will reign unchecked, no matter how mighty a Lion you are, you’ll be powerless to halt—or even curb—their ferocity.”

The Lion snapped him off sharply, sparks of fury and resentment blazing in his eyes at the Fox’s underestimation of his power:

“Know this! no matter how many hyenas there are or how fierce they seem, they wouldn’t dare—and wouldn’t even think—to cross me. Have you forgotten that I am the King of the Forest? Listen well! I understand hyenas better than you ever will, and I alone know how to deal with them. I keep their chief close—always within my sight—tracking his every move and counting his every breath so that he cannot so much as stir without my permission. Do you understand, or will you remain as stubborn as ever?”

The Fox lowered his head, then spoke: “You’ve misunderstood me—I’m not being obstinate with you. I’m merely afraid of my damned instinct. I worry for my forest; I sense a pitch-black era looming, as dark as their chief’s color. I’m not here to force my opinion on you—I wouldn’t dare—but to share my fears grounded in precise analyses and statistics, which I didn’t compile alone but alongside cubs you trust even more than me. If my judgment still doesn’t convince you, then ask someone else you hold in higher regard.”

The Fox fell silent, suddenly aware that he’d addressed the Lion as an equal rather than sovereign and subject. He felt a pang of shame—he loved, revered, and respected the Lion and never meant to presume parity. Yet a nagging dread pressed on him. The danger felt imminent, made all the more alarming by how slowly the Lion now reacted—as if he’d grown as sluggish as a turtle.

The Fox chose to withdraw once he felt he had spoken every word his conscience demanded. He asked to take his leave without waiting for the Lion’s approval—save for one last glance as he departed the throne hall, catching the Lion, pensive and sullen, staring into the unknown.

*****

[image: ]


[image: A black and white drawing of a wolf holding a symbol in a forest

Description automatically generated]

-4-

THE FOX MADE HIS WAY to his office, burdened with worry and a growing sense of defeat. On the path, he ran into the elephant and greeted him warmly, as he always did—though the latter rarely revealed any emotion. The Fox gave him a brief account of the exchange he’d had with the Lion in the throne hall. He waited, expecting some kind of response—approval, disapproval, anything. But the elephant said nothing. He merely looked at the Fox with a long, sorrowful gaze, then turned and walked away in silence.

The Fox stepped into his office and leafed through a few reports on his desk, his attention scattered. He leaned back in his chair, clasped his hands behind his head, and closed his eyes, hoping to quiet his thoughts and find a moment’s peace. But it didn’t come. His attempted rest was interrupted by a knock at the door.

It was a young pup from the Central Island Information Department. The Fox opened one eye and cast the pup a disinterested glance before shutting it again. The pup remained silent, his hands folded in front of him, head bowed in what seemed like exaggerated politeness. The Fox spoke up—not warmly, but just enough to make it clear he heard him. His tone implied a message: Don’t expect more attention than this.

The pup informed him that the meeting summoned by the Lion was about to begin, and that a young cub from the Protocol Office had arrived to escort him to the den’s council chamber.

The Fox rose sluggishly, pulling a file from his desk that containing a report on the growing number of hyenas and the threat they posed. He noticed the pup craning his neck, trying to catch a glimpse of the report’s title. The Fox promptly folded the file to block his view, flashing him a scornful smile he deemed well deserved.The pup had been imposed on the department by the Chief Hyena, and the Fox could never truly accept him—nor could he tolerate anyone who had landed a position through such backdoor means. The pup, for his part, endured the Fox’s dismissive treatment with layers of flattery, wagging his tail eagerly at every encounter. This puzzled the Fox: he could never tell whether the pup was being insincere or genuinely enthusiastic. Either way, the tail wagged with the same zeal.

The Fox slipped quietly from the chamber, his paws falling in rhythm beside the royal protocol cub. Yet with every step toward the hall, the report clutched in his paw echoed louder in his mind—its warnings pounding like a distant drumbeat he could not silence. But what gnawed at him most was the Lion’s deepening trust in the hyenas. Each day they crept closer, their proximity no longer mere favor, but near possession—clinging like a shadow to the throne itself. And that closeness chilled him to his core. How had they crept so far, so fast? When did the Lion, once thunder and flame, become so tame? Did he not see that hyenas are predators too—scavengers of flesh, feasting on rot and ruin? How could he offer his trust to those who would devour him—whether in sleep or in triumph, in weakness or in death? Had he forgotten their grotesque cackle—that eerie laughter that mimics mirth but reeks of madness, like the unhinged howl of a fool staring into the void?

As so often before, no answers came—only the echo of questions too many to count. Perhaps that's the trouble, he whispered inwardly, lips curling into a faint smile for the protocol cub who silently pointed to his seat. Yet the Fox felt the hall still empty, as if true presence had not yet arrived. His gaze wandered upward—drawn, almost unwillingly—to the great oil painting that crowned the chamber above the throne. There it was: the Lion—symbol, soul, and sovereign of the forest. A silhouette cloaked in shadow, poised atop a lonely rise, his head lifted in noble defiance of gravity and fate. The Fox’s eyes clung to the image as if in prayer.

Only the whisper of the Horse seated beside him broke his silent communion—it was the king; he had entered the hall. At once, all present straightened in their seats like perfect angles, their bodies snapping into reverence. Their eyes clung to the Lion, now poised upon the throne, his face cast in a frown carved deep by storm and shadow. He began to speak without preamble—no formal greetings, no ceremonious welcome. His voice was low, muffled, as though someone had dragged him to this gathering against his will, rather than he having summoned them. He spoke of the protests sparked by the various herds, and then turned the speech toward the early signs of corruption seeping through parts of the forest. He concluded, with a tone edged in gravity, that they must all now listen to the Chief Hyena, who had prepared a significant report detailing the current state of affairs—and the way out of the unfolding crisis.

The Fox nearly burst into laughter at the irony of it all. He, too, held a report—one exposing the corruption of the hyenas and their chief. And yet here was the Lion, urging them all to listen closely to that very chief’s vision for resolving the crisis. What a crisis indeed!

*****
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THE  CHIEF HYENA’S speech dragged on, tedious and unending, each refrain hammering home the dangers of the present hour and its unfolding phase—until you felt your own reflection wobble in shifting glass, bulging convex one moment and hollowed concave the next.

The Fox sensed the  Chief Hyena’s deliberate exaggeration of recent events—each dire warning crafted to unnerve the Lion. He jotted down his remark on a note and slipped it to the Horse. The Horse read it, lips curving in a discreet smile, then quietly folded the parchment and laid a reassuring hand upon the Fox’s leg, a gentle gesture to calm his restless heart.

Boredom crept over the Fox, so he resolved to kill its dull ache by studying the faces around him—one of his tireless pastimes. He began with the Lion, who—for once—seemed unperturbed; his gaze drifted like a distant sail lost on a calm sea. He turned to the elephant, marble-still as ever, his countenance carved in inscrutable silence, concealing whatever roiled beneath. The Asian tiger was at his desk, pen dancing across parchment with unerring rhythm—a living metronome, tireless and exact. His eyes settled on the far right of the throne. There sat the hippo, filling not one seat but two, more akin to a small divan in keeping with his bulk. His famous vacant smile curved on his lips like the Mona Lisa’s, inscrutable and serene. Occasionally, he bobbed his head—never quite in time with the  Chief Hyena’s ominous report, merely signaling to the assembly that he understood each dire warning, who recommended him to lead the Central Isle.

His gaze settled on the leopard—his brow drawn tight in focused furrows, claws gliding over parchment as he inscribed each warning in swift, graceful strokes. Then he would refocus intently, drink in the  Chief Hyena’s ominous words, and the shadows at the corners of his mouth would darken further—an unspoken rebuke etched in his scowl... or so the Fox imagined.

He turned to the Horse and found him locked in complete absorption—no flicker of approval or dissent crossed his face. The Horse always listened, then retreated into silence to digest what he’d heard before offering an opinion, which once voiced, never changed. Glancing to his left, the Fox saw a lone hyena seated nearby. He leaned back, craning his neck to take in the rest of the left row—and his astonishment swelled into shock. It was as though a numbing dart had pierced him: nearly the entire row was filled with hyenas of every breed. He felt an urge to leap to his feet, to interrupt the  Chief Hyena and warn the Lion of the peril. For this—this was the true crisis, the moment laid bare: a roaring catastrophe painted in myriad shapes and hues.

Restlessness rippled through the Fox as he fidgeted from side to side, a low murmur of protest slipping past his lips at the sight of so many hyenas. The Horse, sensing his uneasiness, turned a calm, inquiring gaze upon him. The Fox leaned in, his voice barely contained in its fervor:

-  Why are all these hyenas here? What do they want among us?!

The Horse replied curtly:

-  I’ll fill you in later. For now, sit still—and keep your gaze forward—lest we draw every eye in this hall upon us.

The Fox, unable to wait as he usually did. He pestered the Horse with questions, even offering paper and pen in case a hastily scrawled note might soothe his burning curiosity. The  Chief Hyena, seated opposite, caught sight of the Fox’s restless fidgeting. He halted mid-sentence and cast a sidelong glance between the Fox and the Lion— an unspoken cue for the king to notice the disturbance. The Lion turned his eyes on the Fox, as if silently asking, Is something amiss? The Fox lifted his hand in a quiet apology, then lowered it, extending that same hand toward the  Chief Hyena in a pointed gesture: Please, by all means, continue your tiresome address.

The Fox turned pleadingly back to the Horse, eyes begging for answers. Sensing the danger in his companion’s childish restlessness, the Horse quietly took pen and paper and scrawled a single line. Folding the note, he slid it across the table and gestured: read it—and then be still. He tore open the note in haste—his hand shaking with tension and dread—and read the single line: “These are the senior aides to the  Chief Hyena, each appointed by royal decree of the Lion.”

The Fox’s eyes flickered between the Horse and the sullen faces of the hyenas beside him, disbelief tightening his chest. After a moment, the hyenas caught his furtive glances; they curled their lips to bare their fangs, saliva glistening at their maw. A wave of revulsion washed over the Fox. He sat up straighter, angling the bulk of his chair away from their presence as though protesting their very being.  Then, with pleading eyes, he fixed his stare on the Lion—hoping for a word, an invitation to demand their expulsion from the hall... or better yet, from the forest  at large.

*****
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THE FOX SNAPPED BACK to attention just as the  Chief Hyena neared the end of his tedious harangue. He leaned forward, only to hear the Chief demanding ever-broader powers for himself—and sweeping new authorities for the Hippo across Central Isle. But the crowning outrage came next: a proposal to enlist hyenas in every vital institution of the forest to “revamp and modernize” their systems. Then, in a final bit of stage-craft, he called for a vote on his resolutions—his tone syrupy, promising to welcome dissenting views, though no ear could miss the falseness in his words.

All eyes clung to the Lion, as if the fate of the forest rested on the twitch of his whiskers. Deep within, the Fox nursed a flickering hope—that the proposals would be cast aside, delivering a sharp blow to the hyenas and their Chief. Or, at the very least, that the Lion might send the proposals off to some committee for further study, as he often did when unwilling to make a swift decision. That would be a lighter blow, yes—but still a blow, enough to buy time. Instead, the Fox watched in silent disbelief as the Lion nodded in approval, consenting to a vote. Worse still, he swallowed the Chief Hyena’s bait with all its sugar and thorns—the pretense of accepting any outcome. Then, as if struck by some absurd irony, the Lion urged the council to applaud the Chief for his supposed commitment to democracy.

The Fox felt the entire affair was nothing more than a staged performance—an act carefully arranged in advance. The outcome of the vote was already sealed. Why else would such a number of hyenas be seated to his left? They were the ones who would raise their claws in approval when the moment came. Had the Lion still listened to his advisors as he once did, he would have known that those very claws were destined to pierce his own flesh—as their first victim. The  Chief Hyena shot a sharp look toward the Fox, waiting to see how he would vote. But the Fox remained motionless, like stone, deliberately keeping his hands beneath the table in silent protest. He stared at the  Chief Hyena with mocking indifference, holding his gaze so long and so boldly that it provoked the Chief to visible irritation.

The vote proceeded in a hush of cautious restraint. The Horse refused to agree, as did the Elephant and the Leopard. The Tiger consented—but with reservations—while the Hippo rushed to vote in favor. The hyena pack raised their claws in unison, as though on military parade. As for the Rhino, who represents the Forest Administration sector; the Bull, deputy to the  Chief Hyena; and the Black Bear, who drafts the Lion’s decrees in the den—they chose to add another act to the farce. They feigned deep concern over granting outright approval, insisting they needed time to deliberate, for these were “important, momentous decisions.”  In their ostentation, they stood on no man’s land announcing “approval in principle”—a notorious, watered-down consent that accomplishes nothing. After all, approval and refusal are clear cut concepts. But when one wishes to masquerade as agreement or avoid a flat refusal, one declares “approval in principle”—and anyone who utters those words usually has no principle at all.

The Rhino, the Black Bear, and the Bul, all three continued to stall and maneuver, probing into the extent of the Hyenas’ and the Hippo’s authorities. In the end, their “inquiries” only led them to propose granting even more powers to both!

The Fox inclined toward the Horse and whispered:


●  “It’s a staged performance from the very start: each plays his prescribed role, and anyone who strays from the script throws the rest into disarray. Should he do it more than once, they simply replace him with another actor... and the cycle continues.”



The Horse answered, voice tinged with sorrow:


●   “Unless that unscripted flourish pleases them, in which case they weave it into his lines, as though it were always meant to be. And we, in our folly, mistake this for genuine artistry, our hands bursting into applause for those who appear to amuse us, when in reality, it is they who are laughing at us.”



The Fox realized that some had yet to voice their opinions—first among them, the Peacock. He looked for him but found the seat empty. The Horse quietly informed him that the Peacock had slipped away before the vote; true to form, he never wanted to risk a defeat and was always wrapped up in his concerns, departing before any meeting could conclude. As for the Ape Chief and the Wild Boar, they remained silent, their gazes fixed on the Lion, eagerly awaiting a cue from him to guide their own decision. The Fox bowed his head in sorrow, murmuring to himself: “Why appoint someone who cannot decide, only to sideline him later? After all, sound foundations usually produce sound results—so it makes no sense to install a Boar or an Ape to run a forest. Who, then, is truly at fault?” He turned to the Horse and inquired about the Camel’s stance. The Horse replied that the Camel alone had abstained from voting—he had been despondent for some time and had repeatedly asked the Lion to relieve him of his duties, yet his request was never granted. The Fox said nothing—he disliked the entire situation. If he were in the Camel’s place, he’d have voiced his refusal immediately, especially given his utter disinterest in the position.

The Fox noticed the Black Bear rise from his seat and stride toward the Lion, a small slip of paper clutched in his paw. He pressed it into the King’s hand, then leaned close to whisper a few hushed words. That brief exchange lit a spark of hope in the Fox’s heart—perhaps this was truly an unscripted turn, a chance to end this dreary performance once and for all.

The Fox examined the Black Bear with quiet curiosity. Seasoned in his role, the Bear bore the weight of years spent managing every administrative detail—ensuring the machinery of governance hummed without fault. He drafted each royal decree and reviewed it with exacting scrutiny, and he oversaw the Peacock’s domain on the forest’s adjacent farm. The Lion, for his part, relied on the Bear’s presence more than his advice—an arrangement only the Lion fully understood, since he had appointed this massive figure and wielded him as he pleased. Rumors of the Bear’s corruption, tyranny, and arrogance—particularly in his dealings with other forest leaders—flared repeatedly, and each time, observers expected the Lion to strip him of office. But every expectation proved wrong. The Lion not only retained him but imbued him with even greater power. One day, the Fox dared to tease the Lion about this strange loyalty. He quipped that he would praise the Black Bear forever—if only it might convince the King to finally remove him from his post.
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