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I Crossed the Puddle on the Bodies of My Comrades

I am a small ant in the foraging squad. That day we were carrying a sunflower
seed back to the nest when the rain suddenly stopped, and a puddle appeared in the
middle of the road.

The sunflower seed was heavy; the eight of us pushed and pulled it all this way.
Going around the puddle would take half a day longer, and the comrades at home were
waiting for food. The leader ran around the puddle once, came back, and touched our

antennae: build a bridge.

Raindrops fell into the puddle, making round holes one after another, the ripples
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crowding together. We waited by the shore. Several big ants reached the edge, hooked
their legs into one another, and stretched their bodies toward the other side. 1

watched them tremble in the wind, and none of them let go. The bridge was built.

I counted the ants building the bridge: the big ones hooked into one another,
their joints white from gripping. When the wind blew again, the whole bridge swayed
once, then steadied. When I walked over my comrades, the ground beneath me was alive,

trembling all the time, and holding all the time.

The sunflower seed went up first. The eight of us lifted it and walked over the
bodies of our comrades. Halfway across, the bridge shook, and I slipped; the comrade

below pressed his body tighter against the bridge and said: keep walking.

The comrades who had crossed lined up, looking toward the nest, passing the
direction back ant by ant. More and more ants came onto the bridge: some carrying
insect wings, some carrying grains of rice, one after another. A small ant slipped

halfway, and the comrade in front turned back and pulled it across.

Then it was my turn. The bridge kept trembling under my feet, but it held. The
comrade carrying the grain of rice walked in the middle, and several big ants turned

their bodies sideways to shield him from the wind.

The last comrade unlinked himself from the bridge and ran over the wet ground.
When I reached the other side and looked back, the bridge had already come apart, and

the comrades who built it were running toward us in a line.

Back in the nest, the comrades at home came out and lined up to receive the
sunflower seed. Everyone touched antennae. I did not know what to say; when I touched

the antennae of the comrade who had built the bridge, he only said: eat quickly.

The next day I went out scouting again. Passing the puddle, the road was still
there, and the line of ants coming and going was still there. I thought: no matter
how big the puddle, it does not matter. When our bodies link together, it becomes a

bridge.

www. vv99. net



