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The Storage Burrow of a Vole

Little Gray the vole lived under the field ridge. When autumn came, the rice was
cut and the corn stalks dried out. She poked her nose out of the burrow and smelled

nothing but grain.

Mother said: time to dig a storage burrow. Little Gray asked: what is a storage
burrow? Mother said: it is putting autumn underground so you can take it out and eat

it in winter.

Little Gray chose a high slope and started digging. Her claws were small, and she
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scraped the soil out grain by grain. Half an afternoon later, the hole was only as

deep as her waist. She wiped her face and kept digging.

A grasshopper hopped in and said: stop digging, the sun is wonderful, come play!
Little Gray shook her head. My burrow is still empty. The grasshopper bounced away,

and far off she heard him singing.

When the burrow was done it had three small rooms: one for grain, one for beans,
and the biggest one for corn. Little Gray stamped the floor of the biggest room flat

and spread a layer of dry grass on it.

Carrying corn was the big job. A corn cob was bigger than she was. She gnawed off
one kernel, dragged it in, then gnawed off another. One kernel was too light, two did
not fit. She thought of a trick: she stood the cob upright, hugged it, and rolled it

to the burrow mouth, then pushed the kernels in one by one.

A frog sat by the spring and advised her: enough is enough, winter is still far
away. Little Gray said: winter is not far. By the time this burrow is full, winter

will be here.

Every day Little Gray set out before dawn. Dew wet her whiskers; she shook them
and kept walking. She carried corn kernels, soybeans, rice grains, and once a piece

of pumpkin someone had thrown away, chewing until her face was orange with pulp.

Once she dragged an unusually large kernel, and halfway home it wedged in a crack
between stones. She could not push it forward and could not pull it back. She spun
around three times in a panic. Then she went around to the other side of the stone

and dug the path wider from the soft soil, and the kernel rolled into the burrow.

The day she placed the last kernel, Little Gray stood in the biggest room and
turned around once. The three walls were stacked neat and tidy, with a space one
finger high left at the top. She pressed the last kernel into that space, like laying

the final tile on a roof.

When the first snow fell, Little Gray sat in the burrow nibbling a corn kernel,
listening to the wind howling outside. The corn was sweet, still carrying the taste

of autumn sun. She thought: next autumn, I will dig another big burrow.
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