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The Term I Could Not Sit Still, I Kept a Colony on the

Windowsill

That term I could not sit still in class. My chair felt electric, spinning my pen
ten times was never enough, and the voice of the teacher sounded as if it came
through a layer of water. My homeroom teacher did not scold me. She only wrote one
line on the blank apology note I handed in: get a glass jar from the science room,
keep a colony of ants for two full months, then we will talk. I thought it was some
punishment. It was not, really. She just said one thing: keep them long enough and

you will find out yourself.

I dug up a small colony from the flower bed, soil and all, into the glass jar,
and set it on the classroom windowsill. For the first few days my enthusiasm lasted
three minutes. I glanced twice and ran off to fool around with classmates. The ants
did not cooperate either. Most of the day they hid in the soil; now and then one came
out, circled twice, and went back. I got annoyed, remembered her words, and forced
myself to watch for ten minutes during self-study each day. After a full week 1
noticed they were not hiding. They went out on their own schedule, busiest at dusk,

so I moved my watching to before school ended.
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I cannot say when the change began. 1 only know that later I could watch for
forty minutes without moving. They showed me things a restless person like me never
used to see: what they cannot carry, they go back for help; a blocked road gets a
detour; a failed detour gets another road, never in a hurry, never dropping the load
and running. My pen—spinning hand was still while I watched them, and my wandering

mind was still during those forty minutes.

When the two months were up, I returned the ants to the flower bed. My homeroom
teacher asked what I had learned. I thought a long time and said: I could not sit
still because I always wanted to see the result quickly. An ant spends half a day
carrying one grain of rice. It does not look at the result, only at the next step.
She smiled and told me to write that sentence into my weekly journal. My grades
worked no miracle at the end of the term. Math was still middling, but a new line
appeared in the comments: this term he can sit still, and his focus in class improved
clearly. I know it myself. The boy who spun his pen ten times did not disappear. He
just learned to stay still by the windowsill. Patience is not trained out of a person

by scolding. It was fed up little by little, ten minutes a day, by a colony of ants.
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