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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.
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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,

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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