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The Ants Under the Wall Corner Are Moving House

One afternoon after school, on my way home, I saw a black line beside the wall
corner of the house of Aunt Wang at the entrance of our lane. The line was moving,

yet very neat. I put down my schoolbag and crouched beside it.

The line came out of a small hole at the foot of the wall. That hole was the home
of the ants. The opening was only as big as a grain of rice, with a ring of fine
yellow soil piled around it. Ants coming out walked along the edge of the wall, one
after another, and none bumped into another. Ants going out and ants coming back met

face to face, turned sideways to let each other pass, and none blocked the road.

I reached out my finger to touch the line, and the ants in front stopped at once
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and turned in circles. Grandpa next door said, do not block their road, or they will

get confused. I pulled my finger back and crouched in place to keep watching.

I noticed that when two ants met, they touched the heads of each other with the
feelers on their own heads, very quickly, and then each went its way. I guessed they

were not greeting each other. Perhaps they were passing messages.

Then I remembered the biscuit in my schoolbag. I broke off a small piece and put
it in front of one ant. That ant circled the crumb twice, lowered its head to push,

and the crumb did not move at all. It turned around and walked back.

I thought it had given up. But after a while, a crowd of ants came out of the
hole at the wall, followed the same line as before, and surrounded the crumb. Some
bit the front, some pushed from behind, some held it up from the side. The crumb

moved, slowly, toward the wall.

There was a raised pebble on the road. The ants did not go around it. They lifted
the crumb up, and it fell down again. They tried three times and finally got over.
One ant was pressed so that it rolled on its back, six legs waving in the air, and

another ant went over to turn it back over.

By the time the last piece of the crumb disappeared into the hole at the wall,
the sky had grown a little dark. When I stood up, my legs were so numb that I almost
sat down on the ground. Mother called from the entrance of the lane, asking why I was

not going home.

On the way home I kept thinking. That tiny hole must be home to hundreds of ants.
No one gave them orders, yet they knew who should scout, who should push, and who
should carry. One bread crumb is so big to them, and still they carried it home
together. Unity, as our teacher says it, I think, looks like the ants carrying the

crumb.
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