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The Burrow



I have set up my burrow and I seem to have succeeded. From the outside, only a large hole is visible, this leads nowhere really, after a few steps one hits naturally hard rock. I do not want to praise myself for having executed this trick on purpose, however, it seemed advantageous to me to have left this one hole open. Of course, some trickery is so fine that it kills itself, I know that better than anyone else and it is certainly also bold to make someone aware that the possibility of something worthy of investigation might be here. But he who believes that I am a coward and that I have constructed my burrow alone out of cowardice misjudges me. A good one thousand steps away from this hole and covered by a blanket of moss is the real entrance to the burrow, it is as secure as anything in the world could possibly be secured, of course, someone could step on the moss or stumble in, then my burrow would be lying there exposed and whoever wanted to—of course, mind you, certain abilities that are not very common are necessary for that—, could intrude and destroy everything forever. I know this fully and my life, even now in its prime, hardly has a completely quiet hour, on this spot in the dark moss I am mortal and often in my dreams a lustful snout endlessly sniffles around there. I could have, one might suppose, sealed off this entrance hole, on top with a thin layer of hard earth, and further down with loose earth so that I could always create a new way out with little effort. But it is not possible, caution demands precisely this, that I have an immediate escape route, precisely caution demands, as it unfortunately so often does, risking one’s life. Those are all relatively difficult reckonings, and the joy of a sharp mind in and of itself is sometimes the only cause for further reckoning. I must have carefully planned escape routes, can I not be completely unexpectedly attacked from the side in spite of all vigilance? I live in peace in the innermost part of my home and in the meantime a nemesis is slowly and silently digging towards me from somewhere. I do not want to say that he has better instincts than me; perhaps he knows just as little of me as I of him. But there are passionate predators that blindly dig through the earth and with the immense expansion of my burrow, even they are hopeful of coming across one of my tunnels somewhere. Indeed, I have the advantage of being in my home, knowing all the tunnels and directions precisely. The predator can very easily become my victim—and a sweet tasting one. But I am growing old, there are many who are stronger than I, and I have uncountable nemeses, it could happen that I flee from one and run into the fangs of another. Oh, what all could happen! In any case, I must remain optimistic that somewhere there is an easy to reach and completely open way out, where I, in order to escape, need not do any more work, so that while I am desperately digging, even through very light earth, do not suddenly—heaven forbid!—feel the teeth of my pursuer in my thigh.  And it is not only the external enemies that threaten me. There are also others within the earth. I have never seen them, but the legends tell of them, and I firmly believe in them. They are beings from within the earth; not even legend can describe them. Even those who have fallen prey to them barely saw them; they come, one hears the scratching of their claws just beneath oneself in the earth, which is their element, and then, one is already lost. One cannot believe he is in his own home, but rather he is in their home. This escape route will not save me from them, as it most likely will not save me at all, but rather doom me, yet it is hope and I cannot live without it. Aside from this large tunnel, very narrow and rather unperilous ones connect me to the outside world and provide me with good breathable air. They were made by the forest mice. I understood how to properly involve them in my construct. They also offer me the possibility of far reaching scent and give me protection in this way. Through them, all types of little folk come my way that I eat, so that I have a certain amount of small game hunting to maintain a modest livelihood without ever needing to leave my burrow; that is naturally very valuable.

The most wonderful thing about my burrow is its quiet. Of course, it is illusory. It can suddenly be interrupted and then it is all over. For now, it is still there. I can slink through my tunnels for hours hearing nothing aside from the occasional rustling of a small animal, which I silence straight away between my teeth, or the sound of bits of earth falling that makes me aware of the necessity of a repair; otherwise everything is silent. The forest air drafts in here, it is warm and cool at the same time. Sometimes I stretch myself out and turn myself around in the tunnel out of contentment. It is lovely to have such a burrow as one ages, to have a roof over one’s head when the autumn begins. Every hundred metres I have widened the tunnels with little round spaces, I can comfortably roll up there, warm myself and rest. There I sleep the sweet sleep of peace, of yearning calmed, of the attained aim of owning a home. I do not know if it is a habit from the old days or if the dangers of this house are indeed strong enough to wake me: I regularly awaken with a fright out of a deep sleep and listen, listen in the silence, that remains unchanged here day and night, smile with relief and sink my relaxed limbs into an even deeper sleep. Poor wanderers with no home, on country roads, in forests, at best cowering in a heap of leaves or in a pack of companions, subjected to all the ruin of heaven and earth! I lay here in a space that is safe on all sides—in my burrow there are more than fifty such spaces—and between dozing off and unconscious sleep, the hours pass me by as I please.

The main space lies not quite in the centre of the burrow, well situated in case of danger from the outside, not so much in case of a chase, but rather for an encampment. While everything else may have been a strenuous task of the intellect rather than the body, this fortress space is the result of the hardest physical labour using all parts of my body. There were times when I wanted to desist from everything out of the sheer desperation of physical exhaustion, I rolled onto my back and fled the burrow, dragging myself out and leaving it wide open. I was able to do that because I did not want to return to it, until I came back full of regret after hours or days, nearly burst into song on seeing it unharmed and began with my work once again in genuine joyfulness. The work on the fortress space became unnecessarily difficult (unnecessarily in the sense that the construct of the empty space had no real use) because just on the spot where it should have been according to plan, the earth was quite loose and sandy, it had to be properly hammered down pat there in order to build the nice round, large space. I only have my brow for this type of work. And so I ran into the earth with my brow a thousand and thousand times, day and night, was happy when I beat my brow bloody, for this was a sign that the wall was beginning to harden, and in this manner, as one will certainly agree, I earned my fortress space.
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