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What Science Class Did Not Teach Me, the Ants Taught Me

Our science teacher asked in class whether there was any way to know rain was
coming besides the weather app on a phone. The classroom went quiet for a few
seconds. Someone said swallows flying low. Someone else said earthworms coming out of
their holes. 1 sat at my desk and remembered the scene I had seen by the flower bed

the evening before.

That evening the sky grew dark very fast. I was waiting by the flower bed for my
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mother to pick me up. I looked up and saw the clouds spreading over from the river,
turning half the sky gray. The wind was full of dampness, and it felt sticky on the
face. On the cement edge of the flower bed there was a dense column of ants, bigger
than any column I had ever seen. They set out from the old hole under the flower bed,

crossed the cement edge, and headed to the higher ground at the other end.

I crouched down and counted. I lost track past fifty, because the column was too
dense. I switched to watching what they carried. Some carried white eggs, some grains
of rice, some insects, one pressed against another. The ants at the very front had
already climbed the high dirt mound at the edge of the flower bed, where there was a
small hole, and ants at its mouth were dragging things in. I understood. They were

moving their whole home from low ground to high ground.

While I watched, a muffled sound came from the sky, and raindrops fell. First one
by one they stamped small marks, then they joined into a sheet. The last few ants in
the column hurried and dived into the hole on the high ground with their eggs. By the
time the rain grew heavy, rainwater had already spread over the mouth of the old hole

on the cement edge.

After I got home I opened my observation diary and wrote down the scene. When I
finished, I added a guess of my own. Did the ants know rain was coming, and that was
why they moved house before it? My mother was washing clothes nearby. She said her
hometown had the same saying. When ants move house, heavy rain follows. The old

saying had been passed down for generations.

In science class I raised my hand and told the class what had happened, just as
it stood in my diary. The teacher asked me to bring out the diary. She walked up to
the podium and read that passage to the whole class. When she reached the part where
the ants dived into the hole carrying their eggs and the raindrops followed, the
whole class was quiet, and the feeling was exactly like mine that evening by the
flower bed.

The teacher wrote a line of comment in my diary. She said the observation had an
order, had details, and had a question of my own. She explained in class that an ant
hole is deep and narrow, and ants can sense the moisture in the air, the tremors in
the ground, and the changes of air pressure. Before rain the moisture rises, and the
low hole becomes close and damp, so they move to higher ground in advance. This is

not superstition. It is a skill ants have practiced for tens of millions of years.

That evening I wrote a new observation diary, placing the lesson from the book
side by side with the scene of that evening. On the left were the darkening sky, the
rising wind, the crowds of ants, and the falling rain. On the right were moisture,
air pressure, and moving to higher ground. When I finished, I suddenly felt that

nature gives a lesson every day. It simply does not stand at the podium. It crouches
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on the cement edge of the flower bed, lined up in a dense black column, waiting for

someone willing to crouch down and look.
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