A Day In The Life Of A Mouse

-47th day of life

I carefully crawl out of my burrow in the first light of morning.  No, wait, that’s a human hand-held light.  I quickly scramble back into my burrow.  I rest for a minute, and then peek out of my burrow again.  Safe.

I quickly run to the raspberry bush I had made sure was nearby when I chose my home.  I then run, carefully, quietly, and quickly, to a nearby puddle it had rained last night.

I look up an see the birds flying overhead (herbivores, of course, otherwise I would have made a break for it) and pow, a fox is running toward me.  I run, but she grabs at my tail, and misses by a millimetre.  I run and run and run.  I quickly circle back and hide in the raspberry bush.

The fox gives up, goes to the puddle, has a sip and walks up to the raspberry bush.  She has a few raspberries, and then sulks away, sad she has missed a meal of mouse.

I am happy.  I eat ten raspberries out of joy, go to the puddle, have a great big gulp, and go carefully back to my burrow.  I am full, so I write in my Journal and go to sleep.

The End


Afterward

The next day, as the mouse comes out of her burrow, the fox is waiting.  She pounces on the mouse and kills it.  The day before, she had watched the mouse make her way back to her burrow.  The fox waited all night for the mouse to scramble out of her burrow, giving the fox a chance to pounce.

“Don’t let your predators know where you live or they might pounce”

(by a grade 6 student at Maurice Cody P.S. in Jo McQuarrie’s class)
