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A Sentence Walking on the Earth

After the last bell, I saw them lined up at the corner of the wall. No line was
drawn, yet they walked straighter than any column on the school playground. One after
another, each carrying a small piece of light in its mouth, like a word walking

toward the end of a sentence.

No one called the order. An antenna touched, and the front slowed down. Another
touch, and the one behind turned aside. Their words are few, so few that the earth
has listened to this conversation for a hundred million years without ever growing

impatient.

I squatted down and let my shadow fall beside the column. The earth was close,
close enough to hear the grass roots shifting in the dark, close enough to see a

grain of sand standing like a small monument in the setting sun. They crossed my
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shadow as if crossing a brief coolness, without stopping.

One of them paused and touched the one behind with its antennae, and the two
changed places. I do not know what they entrusted to each other. Maybe the road ahead
was crowded:; maybe one of them simply wanted the other to walk in front and see the

sunset first.

The column crossed a crack, climbed over a broken twig, and went around a puddle.
The earth placed one obstacle after another in their way, and they answered with one
passage after another. No one fired a starting gun, no one called the end, yet the

whole earth seemed to be making room for them.

The wind blew and the grass bent. The column bent with it and then stood up
again. I thought of all the times I stood in line on the playground, whispering and

shifting. They were quiet like a sentence that has decided not to argue with anyone.

One ant left the line, circled a crumb of biscuit twice, measured it all over
with its antennae, then returned to the column and passed the news to the one behind.
A short branch of the column grew out like a clause inside a sentence, surrounded the
crumb, lifted it, and carried it away. The ant returned to its place at the same

unhurried pace, as if nothing had happened.

I wanted to stay there forever and watch them carry the bright spots of daylight
home one by one. The wind swept across the corner of the wall. The earth lay flat,
holding a column, and holding a boy who had just begun to understand that steady

steps make no sound.

When the light grew dim, I could no longer see the head or the end of the column.
I only knew they were still walking, along the skin of the earth, carrying the last
piece of daylight into their home. I stood up, brushed the dust from my pants, and

went home carrying a sentence I could not say.
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