GRERE T — R BUZR 7G B S Y

FARLES, E=F R RIRIAE S LS, PR SEARREAL . WAKAE U G, H
MmN, EfE T, BB LA

Db i [ R ASCLE A FOE K, N AR, Sk EPIRICIC Il M o BB, Al A AT A i 4%
MMk AR 25, HEREAL sy — /N b, i 74 E L, & EEESAT
Al —Alf o

el IS A F . db Bt IR R Ak A, S T S R R AERR L T . AU
BEE, WECRIRWA . BN, Sl PR, £/NXAEIL g

FLO Lt E NG 2, TR RO 1O AR B, A RO DT, A
EAEMLE, BRI R A SO AR 7 R flESE, RPTRBSERN, WL b e,
K2 ISR YT 2 o IRIR/ N A, B K S XA .

WIS AR B A, FRATEE R v, A S0P H i A 4h— HUh At dkikinl: E11R
(O HELE T T 2 FUd AT AR it o MR, WA, EAVWHEEE R T, ERERER. &
PHE T, AFAiiE, PO SRR TG PR R, TR HTE R, AN HEE M

[l K et e, A REAS O . FRBLULUE, O AR BRI A A, 8
WCE & R, AT T XA ), MK B . RIRA ST PR A0, hHAEE L
(o, fil s, BEmE, =N, EREE MR T .

W b Wb 235 25 09 0 A . BATR IR 2ok, MR PR E L L. BUSRRENEE, &
HOCIRA RS T s, 20 A O IRNSEE N L2200, JokihB oBE LML E L2 .

My Little Sister Drew an Ant Carrying Something

On the weekend at home, my third-grade little sister lay flat on the table
drawing ants for tomorrow s art class. I had been doing homework nearby. She looked

so serious that I put down my pen and leaned over to watch.

Her ant was bigger than a fingernail, with six legs and two long antennae on its
head. Strangely, the antennae did not stop at the head. They reached outward and
joined the antennae of another small ant drawn far away, with a wavy line between

them and three characters written on the line: touch—touch.

I asked her what it meant. She said: when ants tap antennae, the ants behind know
where the bread is. She sounded completely sure, as if she had seen it herself. I set
down my pen, took her downstairs, and went to the flower bed in our neighborhood to

find real ants.

The real ants were far smaller than her drawing, but she had most of it right. We

squatted on the brick edge, watching one ant discover a crumb of biscuit, watching it
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head back, watching it meet another ant halfway and tap antennae. After the tap the
two went their separate ways, yet minutes later more and more ants streamed toward

the crumb. My sister whispered: see? This is exactly what I drew.

She wanted to see how ants carry things, so we waited until the sun leaned west
and finally caught two ants lifting a small insect together. She asked: which one is
in front when they carry? I said the front one leads. She frowned and said no — both
of them are watching the insect, and neither is watching the road. I froze, looked
closely, and she was right: both ants were backing up under the insect, and the

direction was set by the insect itself, not by any leader.

On the way home she bounced along, saying her drawing would get an A. I kept
quiet, thinking: I have squatted by flower beds for hours, writing observation after
observation, yet I had never once thought about the question of who is in front. My
sister cannot write complicated sentences. She simply drew what she saw — antenna
touching antenna, touch—touch — three characters that named the thing I had failed

to understand.

That evening she held the drawing up for our mother to see. I asked for it and
stuck it beside the lamp on my desk. From then on, every time I write an observation,
I first look up at those two curving antennae, reminding myself: before your eyes

squat down, admit that what you have not seen is more than what you have.
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