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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
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.
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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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