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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
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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,

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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