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The Journey of a Single Ant

On Saturday afternoon, I squatted beside the flower bed at the gate of our

neighborhood and saw a single ant walking alone.

It had left the crack in the corner of the wall and was crossing the open cement
ground. The ground was too bare, with no grass stem or pebble to lean on, and it
looked tiny, like a black dot dropped by someone. It walked fast, its antennae
tapping the ground in front of it again and again, as if reading a letter only it

could see. I followed it with my eyes, afraid that a gust of wind would blow it away.

I did not know where it was going. It crossed the shadow of a bench, went around
a dry leaf, bumped into a grain of sand, stopped for a few seconds, then turned and
took another way. All the way it never hesitated, and it never turned back. I
suddenly thought: if I were lost in a completely unfamiliar place, I would surely be

far more flustered than it was.

After ten minutes or so, it met another ant coming from the opposite direction.
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The two stopped and touched the other with their antennae, so still that I could
almost hear them exchanging a few words. Then the other ant changed direction and led

the way, and this one followed.

Ahead at the edge of the grass a thin line was already forming. Some carried
crumbs of bread, some walked empty—handed, and they bumped into each other on the way
yet never stopped. The single ant slipped into the line and I could no longer pick it

out. It had become one link of the column, no different from all the others.

I squatted there a while longer and thought of the relay race in our class. When
I ran my own leg, I only felt nervous; but when the baton was placed into my hand, I
felt I was holding the hope of everyone. That ant must have felt something similar.
Walking alone, it was only itself, looking for a direction; once in the line, its

steps joined the steps of dozens of companions.

The sun moved west, and the line became a faint black thread. I stood up with
numb legs. The ant had finished its journey, and I could not even remember its shape.
Still, I felt at ease. A single ant is not afraid of walking alone, because it knows
that somewhere ahead a companion will touch antennae with it, and a line is waiting

for it.
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