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The Inchworm by the Wall Corner Was Carried Away by Ants

On the way home from school, I deliberately walked slowly. When I reached the
wall corner at the mouth of the alley, I squatted down. There was always something
interesting there: pill bugs curling into balls, ants coming and going. That day,

what 1 saw first was a dead inchworm.

It was grass—green, lying straight in the crack between two bricks, with its
little feet all curled up. I stretched out a finger to poke it, and it did not move

at all. I was about to leave when I noticed an ant climbing onto its head.

That ant circled the inchworm twice, then bit its head and pulled backward with
all its strength. The inchworm did not budge. Another ant came and pulled in the
opposite direction from the tail. The two pulled against each other, the inchworm

only trembled a little, then lay still again.
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The second ant left. The first one kept dragging the inchworm back and forth. I
squatted there watching, thinking it was hopeless, and even wanted to help by putting

the inchworm into the hole in the wall with a twig.

The ant that had left came back, and a long line of ants came behind it. They
crossed the crack in the brick and surrounded the inchworm. Some bit its head, some
its tail, some the middle of its body, and some ran ahead, moving the small pebbles

off the road one by one.

The inchworm moved. It moved very slowly, inch by inch, tilted to one side, then
was lifted back up by several ants on the other side. It passed over a brick crack,
propped up by several big ants; it reached a pebble, and the small ants on both sides

pulled it around.

I looked up. The clouds had turned gray. My legs went numb from squatting, so I
switched to one foot and kept squatting. The inchworm left the brick crack, crossed
the flat ground, and finally disappeared into a small hole in the wall corner

together with the ants around it. The ants outside the hole still came and went.

My mother called my name from the entrance of the alley. I stood up, patted the
dirt off my hands, and looked back once more. A line of returning ants was crawling
along the wall toward me. I pressed my body against the wall, lifted my schoolbag,
and let them pass first.
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