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After Losing the Race, I Saw an Ant

After the second class in the afternoon came the grade relay race. When the baton
was passed into my hands at the third leg, our class was in second place. I took the
baton crookedly. It bounced once on the ground. I bent to pick it up, and when I

stood again, two runners were already ahead of me.

Our class lost in the end. On the way back to the classroom, nobody blamed me,
but my own ears burned the whole time. By the wall corner at the edge of the
playground, [ stopped, because I wanted to crouch for a while and did not want my

classmates to see my face.
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Right where I crouched, there was a grain of rice on the floor tile. It was one

of those grains dropped from someone’ s lunch. An ant was carrying it.

The ant stood in front of the grain, head lowered, pushing. The grain was bigger
than it was. It pushed once, the grain moved a tiny bit and stopped. It changed
direction and pushed again. The grain turned around and stayed in place. It tried to
lift the grain with its back, could not, and the grain pressed down and flattened the
ant for a moment. The ant spread its legs, crawled out from under the grain, shook

itself, and went back to the front of the grain.

It kept pushing. I counted in my head: one, two, five, ten. Its movements had
grown slow, yet it did not walk away. I crouched there, having forgotten the relay

race and my burning ears, counting how many times it pushed.

After more than ten tries, it turned and ran. I worried for it, thinking it had
given up after all. Instead it brought out three ants from the crack in the wall.
When the four ants reached the grain, none of them kept pushing blindly. They divided
the work. Two wedged themselves under the grain, one bit one end, and one pushed from

behind. The grain left the ground and moved forward at a tilt, steady and slow.

After the grain went into the crack, I was still crouching. I suddenly remembered
the moment the ant was flattened by the grain. It was flattened, crawled out, shook
itself, and went back to the front of the grain. My baton had bounced once on the
ground. I picked it up and kept running, and the classmates of our class did not stop

either. The last two legs won back one place.

That evening I wrote in my diary that losing the race was painful, but being
painful was not the most important thing. The most important thing was, like that
ant, to be flattened by the grain, crawl out, shake yourself, and go back to the
front of the grain. And when you cannot push it anymore, you can still go to the
crack in the wall and call your companions. The last two legs of our class were my

three companions.

The next day in P.E. class, we practiced baton passes. Our P.E. teacher told us
to practice twenty times. When I dropped the baton again on the eleventh try, I
picked it up and went on to the twelfth. The P.E. teacher passed by and said, you
were not like this yesterday. I smiled and said nothing. I knew in my heart that the

ant by the wall corner had taught me.
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