IRECISL, FH/DFEHT O

YRR IR i I 4% TR LI AR K o AN AREE T, MESOKIE=AT, JPRE R AR A
17, BOEMAESS . MFE FREAR B, BRIt BOREE TR HBOREL, . .
JURLRIEL s, A5, ARG L. RER&Z TPOIUERE, HAESD, s 1. EAHOTI
I, DNFHAERATE, oL BB

TP VLGN AT LRI ANTE 2 (R, R —DBORBE. — Al AR DR A VRE, R F
B om SR DY, NI A B A I I e e B A A ISR A
FEAEYLH, ANFBROTH, EAEE B TR WIRE WL, SFIEEM T, EAE
FACM IR 2SR G KK G, MMM T, TAUA PR 7.

A& HE NG =RITR . JALD/NFAIRRE =47, fFEAEM S aus 72 )L Ahsg FokIR
Ko B T80 WBIEIOEHER, S RGITBE, ERAE AR, AT XURR R IIRIE ?
fJa—Arie: WIRBILEMEHESS L, BELAS. WL m T KNI, HE I
B AN, W MR BRI % B R IAEE BRI AL B TR =, A RENT
WA MR NFRIFIELL T, R E

WIARMESC, DFRT =5, BKERALAZ7, SRS 35 78 & U R BUHTE
AIHL . BATRSHILZ ARG, HRDEAIMERSRAP . s AMEw,
HibAR B oL T AR, A AR AR RAC R IENE %, RIESE IR R IR T, A
Ja 24, AEARGLL .

The Jar of Ants Spoke for Xiaoyu

The quietest child in my class was changed by a jar of ants. Xiaoyu never raised
his hand, and his essays were always three lines, one for the opening, one for the
middle, one for the end, like a task to finish. That term the science lab kept
running short of equipment, so I brought ants into our classroom: a glass jar with
wet soil, a straw and a few crumbs, covered with blue cloth, placed on the
windowsill. I made it clear that the guests feared vibration, so no slapping the
desk. When the cloth was lifted, Xiaoyu squeezed to the front, his nose almost

touching the glass.

During group observation I mixed quiet children with talkative ones, one
magnifying glass and one notebook per group. The rule was no touching, only looking,
drawing and noting the time. In forty minutes, the group with Xiaoyu noticed first
that the ants bypassed the crumbs and went straight for the sugar. Someone asked
whether ants talk. Xiaoyu said nothing, but he drew what he saw: two curved lines,
annotated with touched once, then went left. I held his drawing up for the class. His

ears turned red, but he pushed his notebook forward.

Observation diaries began on the third day. Afraid Xiaoyu would still write only
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three lines, I stood near him for a while. The day he handed his in, the page was
full: the ant walked straight yesterday, today it went around the eraser. Does it
know the road, or does it dislike the smell of rubber? The last line read: tomorrow [
will move it next to the pencil and see if it goes around. In the corner of the page
he had drawn a tiny route map, a circle marking the pencil, an arrow curving around
the eraser. The next morning I read that page aloud for a full three minutes, the
room quiet enough to hear the wind outside. His ears reddened again, but his back was

straight.

At the end of the term Xiaoyu turned in three essays, the longest over nine
hundred words, still about those ants. Between lesson preparations I often think of
that page. We are always in a hurry to give children something to write, yet rarely
give them things worth writing about. A jar of ants taught not a single figure of
speech, but it walked him to the paper on his own. Sometimes education is not putting
things into children, but placing something worth seeing before them, then holding

back and not speaking for them.
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