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The Ants Carried Away My Cookie

October 12, Monday, sunny.

After school today I sat on the little stool on the balcony eating a cookie. The
cookie was so crisp that when I squeezed it, crumbs fell all over the floor, the
biggest piece as large as a fingernail. I was about to sweep them away when I saw one

ant already at that piece.

It circled the crumb twice, very fast, as if counting how big the piece was

first. Then it pushed with its front legs; the crumb moved a tiny bit and stopped. It
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pushed again; the crumb still would not move. I thought it was giving up. It did

leave — it crawled into the seam between two floor bricks and disappeared.

I felt a little disappointed and looked away. But when I looked back, there were
two more ants beside the crumb, then four, then a line of ants came out of the brick
seam and surrounded it. Each one took a corner, nobody pushed alone any more, and all
together they heaved — and the crumb actually moved, traveling slowly toward the
seam. At the mouth of the seam the crumb was too big to fit through, so the ants took
bites right there, carrying off tiny mouthfuls, and the crumb grew smaller and

smaller until at last even the smallest ant could carry a piece.

I jumped up and ran to tell my mother: Mom, come quick, the ants are carrying my
cookie! Mom came out with a magnifying glass and said, do not make a sound, let us
squat and watch. In the glass the ants were so big. For the first time I saw the two
feelers on their heads clearly. Two ants touched feelers, like whispering into each

other ears.

Mom said that is exactly how they talk — telling the other where the cookie is
and which road is smoothest. I asked how they can talk without mouths. Mom said the
words of an ant live in its feelers, and we cannot understand them. I think that is

more wonderful than a telephone.

Before dinner I went back to the balcony. Not one crumb was left on the floor,
all clean, only the dark mouth of the brick seam. On purpose I placed one more small
piece of cookie by the seam, to see whether they would still come. I went inside
right after and watched through the glass. In less than ten minutes an ant came,
circled it twice as usual, and vanished. At dinner time I looked again — the piece

was gone, and the edge of the seam was clean again.

At night I wrote in my diary: today the ants carried away my cookie. Where on
earth is their home? Is there a long, long road inside that seam, full of ants, all
in line, all carrying things? Tomorrow I will finish my homework early and squat on

the balcony to watch again.
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I Drew a Map for the Ants

October 15, Thursday, sunny.

This morning before school I placed a small piece of cookie on the floor tile by
the flower bed on purpose, and told my mother: today I am going to find out where the

ants live, so do not hurry me.

I squatted nearby and waited. The sun made my neck hot, but I did not move. After
a long while, the big ant I know came along. It still circled the cookie twice first,
but this time it did not push — it turned and left. I followed it quietly, dropping
pinch after pinch of bread crumbs from my pocket onto the ground as trail marks, so I

would not get lost on the way back.

Its road was very straight. It turned around a wall corner, passed under a quilt
drying in the sun, and finally disappeared into a tiny hole at the foot of the
courtyard wall. Around the mouth of the hole was a little ring of fine soil, like a
tiny mountain. I lay down and peered in: the hole was dark, and ants went in and out.

One came out carrying something white and the size of a rice grain in its jaws,
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walking faster than anyone — [ guessed it was one of their children.

I ran home for chalk and drew a map on the tiles by the wall: a line from the
flower bed to the wall corner, then to the little hole, with small crosses on the
line for my bread crumbs. When I finished I was so proud. I called my mother out to
see. She squatted before the map, looked it over, and patted my head: this is a map

an explorer would draw — and you even left trail marks.

I asked Mom whether the ants also carry a map in their heads. She said she did
not know, but ants find their way with their noses: there is a smell they themselves
leave on the ground, and other ants follow it. I think that is even better than a

map, because a map cannot draw itself.

After dinner I went to look at my map again, and while looking I noticed
something wrong — every pinch of bread crumb I had left as a trail mark was gone,
even the biggest pinch by the chalk line. The ants carried those away too. They would
not spare even my marks. I squatted beside the chalk line and counted: I had left
eight pinches of trail marks, and not one was left. All that remained on the ground

was the chalk line, white and winding, as if I really had drawn them a road.

In my diary I wrote: today I drew a map for the ants, and the ants collected my
trail marks. Tomorrow I will place another small piece of cookie by the hole and see
whether they come out for it at night too. Mom said do not squat outside at night —

so I write it in the diary first, and I will check by daylight tomorrow.
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The Ants Carried Cookies and Ran Uphill

October 19, Sunday, cloudy.

The sky was gray today, the clouds hung very low, and Mom said a day like this
looks like rain. In the afternoon I placed a few cookie crumbs on the tiles below the
steps for the ants — this is what I do every day this week. The ants know me, and I

know them.

But today the ant column was different. Usually they walk slowly, at ease. Today
they moved fast and urgent, and a few were almost running. The strangest thing: they
no longer carried food to the hole by the flower bed. One large ant, holding the
biggest crumb in its jaws, actually climbed up the steps, and the ants behind

followed, one after another, sending the crumbs to the high part of the steps.

I squatted by the steps and watched them climb into a crack at the foot of the
wall on the second step. That crack was much smaller than the hole by the flower bed,
and much higher. I ran to tell my mother: Mom, the ants are moving house! They are

carrying the cookies up onto the steps!

Mom came out, looked up at the sky, then looked at the crack, and said: when ants
move house, heavy rain is coming. They feel that rain is near, they fear the hole by
the flower bed will flood, so they move the home to higher ground. I asked how ants
know rain is coming. Mom could not explain it either; she only said the old saying
has been passed down for hundreds of years — the ants know the rain before people
do.

I was not fully convinced. I have raised silkworms, and silkworms do not know
rain either — why should ants. To find out, I watched the column with my magnifying
glass: as they walked, their bellies touched the ground, and one feeler tapped the

ground now and then, very seriously, as if sniffing the road. I told Mom what I saw,
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and she said that is exactly them smelling the trail they leave, and also the
dampness in the air. When I went to bed at night, the rain really came: first a few
drops on the window, then all at once it poured in one great sheet, harder than ever.
I leaned on the windowsill and looked at the courtyard. Water had gathered by the
flower bed, and the mouth of that hole shone with reflected light.

The next day the rain stopped. I went to look: the hole by the flower bed was
sealed with mud, but the crack at the foot of the wall on the steps was still dry,
with ants going in and out, carrying the crumbs they had moved up yesterday. They

really had dodged this rain.

In my diary I wrote: today the ants carried cookies and ran uphill, and dodged a
heavy rain. The saying that ants know the rain before people — I did not believe it
before, now I do. What is inside their little heads I have not figured out yet. I

will keep writing in the next diary.
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