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Two Ants Touched Heads, and I Thought for a Long Time

After dinner I took the dog downstairs. It lay down by a crack in the concrete
and would not move, its nose sniffing nonstop. I followed its nose and found an ant
nest. There was a small ring of loose soil at the opening, and ants filed out around
the dog paw of the dog. The dog wanted to reach out with its paw, so I pulled the
leash tight and had to squat down and watch for it. The world beside an ant nest is
tiny, but once you look in, it is hard to look away. I watched them carry a grain of
rice: eight ants gathered around it, none giving orders, yet each seemed to know by
birth which end to 1ift. The rice got stuck at the opening. The ants outside pushed
it in, the ants inside backed out to clear the way, then went back to their other

jobs when the way was clear.

What kept me squatting until dark was two ants touching antennae. They met beside
the rice grain, put their antennae together, and stayed perfectly still, like two
children with heads together whispering. I stared at those two or three seconds, and
my deskmate suddenly came to mind. She and I have not spoken for three weeks, over an
eraser that was borrowed and never returned, and neither of us will speak first.
Every day we sit at one desk, our pencil cases touching, yet between us there seems
to be a concrete crack. Ants touch antennae for two seconds, and the news is passed,

what needs carrying gets carried, what needs yielding gets yielded. If we had
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antennae, our three—week cold war would probably have ended that same day. Then I
thought: people are troublesome precisely because they talk too much. One sentence
out of the mouth can twist into three meanings, and the more you explain, the farther

apart you get. There is no explaining in those two seconds of ants.

The dog yawned beside me, urging me home. When I stood up I found the leash wound
twice around my wrist. I took one last look at the opening: an ant was coming out,
its antennae reaching out first, like a messenger sent ahead. Upstairs, I wrote in my
diary: watched ants for over forty minutes today, mostly watching how they talk.
After writing that line I paused and added another: tomorrow at school, say one
sentence to my deskmate, the kind that does not need antennae. I do not know whether
that line counts as figuring something out, but it was the most solid thought out of
the forty minutes I squatted by that nest. Going up the stairs, the dog looked back
at me, probably thinking I was a little strange today.
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