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Those Evenings Watching Ants with My Daughter, I Slowed

Down Too

I am the kind of parent who hurries children outside the stationery shop. I hurry
them choosing erasers, hurry them tying shoelaces, and if they spot something on the
road worth stopping for, one pull on their hand drags them forward. My daughter never
argued. She just swallowed what she wanted to say, and after many times, she stopped

pointing at things altogether.

The turning point came on a Wednesday evening. Picking her up from school, she
squatted by the curb outside the gate and called me to look at ants. I checked my
watch and said two minutes. She squatted there on her own, watching quietly, not
hurrying me, not speaking. I stood beside her waiting, and after a minute, for no
reason I know of, I squatted down too. She immediately shifted aside to make room for

me, her eyes never leaving the ground.

In the crack of the curb ran a line of ants. My daughter whispered: look at this
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one, the white thing on its back, is it its baby. I said I did not know. She said
then let us see where it goes. So we watched. The ant reached the foot of the wall,
vanished into a hole, came out with an empty back, and walked home again. My daughter
counted its trips. On the seventh trip it touched the antennae of another ant and the
two walked off together. She looked up at me with something I had not seen in her
eyes for a long time, like a child who had found an enormous secret and needed

someone to share it with.

I do not remember how long we squatted that day, only that the hands on my watch
moved more than half a circle and I never once raised my wrist to check. On the way
home she talked about ants the whole time, the ant that took a detour, the ants that
touched antennae, how their road wound more than our stairwell. I kept answering mm—
hm, with a chill in my heart: she used to have this much to say too, and I walked so
fast that I left it all behind.

Since then, on evenings when I pick her up, we often squat by the road for a few
minutes. I have learned not to check my watch, learned to swallow my own words and
let her speak first. Colleagues say I have become slower, that I no longer interrupt
in meetings. I tell them it is not about temperament. I found that fast has its uses
and slow has its sights. In those minutes I am not the one hurrying and she is not
the one hurried. We watch a small stretch of curb together, neither chasing the
other. People say I accompany her to observe ants, but really she is leading me,

picking up my lost concentration piece by piece.
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