IR, RSB RTE A

BEAMON AR, W ATAE AMLBR b, BRI FAAAE ST AL,
R TN B BAR MG RAEINI 2 5r,  DOVSEBMAMEIEDR T, A2 LSS,
DAL

I TRV OIS AS B . TR i B 3RIDITIE, WAL gl &e ER—F, RERE 7. W
PG RAFIR G, WA mGEHEA — 45501, —HIRBE I R TR K, HEME T — & — ik
Hse 1o WHEE K, Al — B RS, R AR F iy e ol H 1 18

FntRpD, B AE KT s, IR E R R RAES . A R L, FH
WA LAt i, —J2& )7, RN, e Ibl s b Em. et T, i
KT, WL

XML P I WA —F o PRI T, ==, R, X SCBuRSE, R
WEAE. BERME A ARV, EERIIE ., SO, SE . SCKK AN BT m b E, BN
ZH/N IR TR R, e A FER R, BRIIE TERE A

FEAES I, BRI, TR 1oL FRBBMEBraclir, TR, &R HAR. H
T FOAAT W AT SME R0, IEHOR a2 8ON, — ks, 5k, B SR megE .

R R AAE B R I, AR OK . R AR B R, B MLt e JL SRt 1
AL FRPRT I o AT RIEETR R AT BT TR, TRV AN BRI ORAE S,
P DRI, IG5 Frs AT iy e BN, 22 2 R Ra ) o

e AL R ET FTUT AR RFEAZITURE, sh¥) B B RN S B2 dU T . s
WA N, KRB, WA, eitsh . EAIAER SR Y, ne T AR A A
BRI T o

FAHITEAT, SCHLCABEGE N — 00 5 FHM, 5 RE. KGR, WSO8t Wk. 55
BRI T 5] ARG, RMBGEAEE N RN EAIASUIE, EAIH & MASE B
MvEh. HEH B RR, HERIRT R HME .

The Ants Warned Me About the Heavy Rain First

The rain outside the window is falling hard. The drops beat on the tin shell of
the air conditioner unit, like someone drumming on a metal sheet. I sit at my desk
doing homework, and when I tire of writing, I listen to the rain. I do not regret at
all that I did not stay outside longer in the evening, because what pulled me back

from outside was not my mother’s call. It was the ants.

Turn the clock back to that evening. On the way home from school I took a
shortcut across the edge of the flower bed in our neighborhood. Halfway there, the

sky suddenly darkened. The darkness came fast. A moment before, there had still been
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a bright edge in the clouds. In a blink the whole sky turned deep gray, and the
windows of the apartment buildings 1lit up one by one ahead of time. The wind blew
through from the stairwell, carrying the smell of wet soil, and the plane tree leaves

rustled as they turned over their pale backs.

I walked faster. Passing the cement edge of the flower bed, my eye caught a patch
of black. The black was moving. I stopped and turned back. The cement edge was
covered with ants, layer upon layer, a wide stream surging toward the high dirt mound
on the north side of the flower bed. I stood still, switched my schoolbag to one

hand, and crouched down.

This column was different from the ones I usually saw. When ants go out on
ordinary days, they come in twos and threes, unhurried. This column was like a market
day, or like people fleeing a disaster. Each one held something in its mouth. Shiny
white ant eggs, grains of rice, scraps of leaves. The ones in front had already
climbed the high mound and dived into a freshly dug little hole. The soil at the
hole’ s mouth was new, lighter in color than the soil around it, clearly dug not long

ago.

I crouched there as the sky grew darker, and I forgot to leave. I tried to count
whether the column ever broke. I counted for a long while, and the black stream never
broke. At the old hole, ants were still sending things out, all of them ant eggs. One

ant carried one out, another took it on, like a chain of delivery.

Only when the first raindrop landed on the tip of my nose did I come back to
myself. The drops thickened right after. I saw the last few ants rush into the new
hole on the high ground. Their front feet entered the hole, and the curtain of rain
fell right behind them, turning the cement edge into a little river. I stood up and
ran home. Reaching the stairwell, I looked back. The flower bed was a gray blur, and

only the small hole on the high mound sat there, safe and steady.

After homework I sat by the window listening to the rain, remembering what our
science teacher once said. Among animals, the ones best at reading weather are the
insects. Ant holes connect to the dampness underground. When rain is coming, the
dampness changes first, and the ants set out. They know nothing of meteorology, yet

for generation after generation they have lived closer to the weather than anyone.

I pulled on the desk lamp, turned to a fresh page of my diary, and wrote the
date, then the darkening sky, the rising wind, the crowds of ants, the falling rain.
At the end I added one line. That evening, it was the ants who notified me of the
heavy rain. They cannot speak. They speak with an endless moving column. Whoever is

willing to crouch down will receive this letter.
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