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By the Puddle the Ants Built Themselves into a Bridge

The rain had just stopped. I walked out of the school gate under my umbrella. A
puddle had formed in the low part of the road, not big, but it blocked half the
street. I stepped around it, about to leave, when I saw a line of ants stopped in
front of the puddle.

Each one carried a grain of rice or a small piece of insect wing, in a single
line. The ant at the front stopped, stretched its antennae toward the water, then
pulled them back. The ants behind pushed forward, and the whole line stood still.

I squatted in front of the puddle and held my umbrella high so the last raindrops
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would not fall down. A shiny layer floated on the water. The ants near the shore
crawled back and forth, and several walked along the edge, as if looking for a place

to cross.

Several big ants reached the edge of the puddle and hooked their legs together,
one after another, stretching toward the other side. They trembled, and the wind made
them tremble harder, but none of them let go. The bridge was built, so thin it was

almost invisible, lying across the puddle.

The puddle was close to me, and I could see clearly: by the grass on the other
side there were several small holes, and more ants came out of the holes, lining up
along the grass to wait. The puddle was only a palm wide, but for the ants it was as

wide as a river.

The ants carrying food climbed onto it one by one. One slipped halfway and
stopped in the middle; the ant in front turned back and pulled it across. A few small
ants could not climb onto the bridge, and a big ant bent down from the side and

lifted them up one by one.

I counted the ants crossing: ten, twenty, thirty. A few were left at the end of
the line, and I worried for them. At last the last few unlinked themselves from the

bridge, ran over the wet ground, and disappeared into the grass on the other side.

All the ants had crossed. The puddle was still there, reflecting the clouds. 1
stood up, my legs a little numb. A classmate called me from far away; I answered,

looked back once more, and then left.

On the way home I kept thinking about that bridge. A single ant is so small, yet
linked together they could span a puddle. I told my mother about it. She asked
whether I had helped them. I said no, I just watched. She said watching is good too.

The next day it rained again. Passing the puddle, I deliberately walked around

it. The road of the ants was under my feet, and I did not want to step on it.
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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
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
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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.

N )5 K38 BE AT
M T, BRI YRR vk EREEER . ANV e AVREREL, VPRI .
REWOT, A AKERTE &, BRI MBGEAE T R FHRK.

— BB A AE AR ER AT, DR RN, KA 20, DR ISt 1, AN3h 7. JL
Fi 5 NSFA R Bk, i

U2 0 G | W 2 N P O O P 2 O Ay 17 B L S R P e e S D
i RS R (WE= R B X C K (18

JURRISSURRAGER b, BARRAER, — N, iR L. ZriE=. i
B M IREMS G E, nTBT - Rt

www. vv99. net



RS AR S, LT REBIMIT . 15 2T R TOk, SRR 5500, A BB ANA L T
BRI, W5 2t Tk, FURRAERT LR ki 7 2

A NENr Ergdsas, R JUREL 17, PO — %A, R i e i aoe
B, AR AR, AU Gk Rk, e,

— A, G 7K. BRI/ A, BVRIEATILH . WA A . SR JL R B
T, MR A, B R AR

WAt 7K. AT A AR, BREOR 7. UL, e E O T, I
AYRER, JOERFKEIMHRHW. FAE. MBORA5, EN18 7. TEIE A RS,
KT, b HIwAN .

R B L, REGEE AL BT AU, AT RIE W W B AR R R o BT,
JA A UK TS AR b, BT —2 )L, AT

The Bridge After the Rain

The rain stopped, and Teacher Lan took the whole class to the corner of the
playground for a science observation lesson. She said: no picking flowers, no
stepping on grass, bring only your eyes. Everyone spread out. Zhou Zhou squatted in
front of a puddle and suddenly shouted: the ants cannot get across! The other

children gathered around at once.

A line of ants stood in front of the puddle, carrying grains of rice and small
insects. The puddle reflected the clouds, and the ants near the shore crowded
together and stopped moving. A few leaves fell from the tree beside into the water
and drifted slowly.

Zhou Zhou reached out, wanting to lay a leaf across the puddle to make a road for
the ants. Teacher Lan pressed his hand and said: wait a little longer. Zhou Zhou

pulled his hand back and crouched even lower.

Several big ants reached the edge of the puddle and hooked their legs together,
one after another, stretching toward the other side. The children held their breath.

The bridge trembled, and the wind made it tremble harder, but no ant let go.

One child pressed his face even lower, almost to the ground. Teacher Lan also
squatted down, standing beside Zhou Zhou, looking at the bridge so thin it was almost
invisible. The playground fell quiet, with only the sound of wind shaking the last

rain off the leaves.

Someone counted the ants on the bridge and lost count past a dozen, because the

ones crossing never stopped. The ants carrying food climbed up; one slipped halfway,
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and the ant in front turned back and pulled it across.

One by one, the ants crossed the puddle. Teacher Lan asked quietly: how many are
left at the end. No one answered. The last few unlinked themselves from the bridge,

ran over the wet ground, and disappeared into the grass on the other side.

All the ants had crossed. The children stood up one by one, their legs numb. Zhou
Zhou said: they built the bridge themselves. Teacher Lan did not explain any lesson;
she only asked everyone to write it in the observation diary. Zhou Zhou wrote: the
ants did not go around, they built a bridge. Teacher Lan looked at the line of ants
and smiled, asking Zhou Zhou to add the date as well.

On the way back to the classroom, everyone walked around the puddle. No one said
anything, but everyone knew the road of the ants was under their feet. After school
that afternoon, Zhou Zhou placed a few grains of rice by the puddle, squatted for a

while, and then went home.
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