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女儿看蚂蚁的那些傍晚，我也慢了下来

我是那种在文具店门口催孩子的家长。挑橡皮要催，系鞋带要催，走在路上看见什么也想停

下来看的东西，我一拉她的手就往前走。女儿不反抗，只是把想说的话咽回去，次数多了，她连

指都不指了。

转折是个周三傍晚。接她放学，她在校门外的路沿边蹲下，喊妈妈你来看蚂蚁。我看了眼手

表，说看两分钟。她就自己蹲着，安安静静地看，不催我也不说话。我站在旁边等，站了一分钟，

鬼使神差也蹲了下去。她立刻往边上挪了挪，给我让出位置，眼睛没离开地面。

路沿的缝里有一列蚂蚁。女儿小声说，你看这只，它背上的白白的，是它的宝宝吗。我说不

知道。她说那咱们看它去哪。我们就看。那只蚂蚁走到墙根，钻进一个洞，出来时背上空了，又

往回走。女儿数着它来回几趟，数到第七趟，它碰了碰另一只蚂蚁的触角，两只一起走了。女儿

抬头看我，眼神里有种我很久没见过的东西，像发现了什么了不得的秘密，急着找人分享。

那天我们蹲了多久我记不清了，只记得手表上的指针转了大半圈，我一次都没抬手看时间。

回家路上她一直在说蚂蚁，说绕路的蚂蚁，说碰触角的蚂蚁，说它们走的路比我们的楼道还绕。

我一路嗯嗯地应着，心里有点发凉：以前她也有这么多话要说，是我走得太快，把它们都甩在了

后面。

从那以后，接她放学的傍晚，我们常蹲在路边看几分钟。我学会了不看手表，学会了把我想

说的话咽回去，等她先说。有同事说我性子慢下来了，开会都不抢话了。我说不是性子的问题，

是我发现快有快的用处，慢有慢的看见。那几分钟里我不当催的人，她也不当被催的人，我们俩

一起看着一小片路沿，谁也不赶谁。说是我陪她观察蚂蚁，其实是她领着我，把丢了多年的专注

一点点捡回来。

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.


