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We Are a Column Marching on the Earth

We are a column marching on the earth. The earth does not know how many times we
have crossed it. We only know that we set out when the sun rises, and we carry the

last piece of light back into our home when it sets.

Our antennae are our words. When two antennae touch, the road ahead is passed
along, along with the news of a falling raindrop. We do not shout. The earth is so
wide that shouting is useless. We press our bodies close to the ground, and the earth

carries every message for us.

The one at the front never looks back. It trusts the one behind as much as it
trusts its own six legs. The one behind asks no questions. A touch on the body in
front is enough. The column is one shared body of ours, stretching from the mouth of

the nest to the far end of the grass.
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We 1ift a grain of rice, and to us it is a yellow boulder. A wing falls down, and
to us it is a sail. The earth places these things in our path, as if testing whether

our shoulders are still hard and our steps still even.

When the sun climbs overhead, the ground grows hot, and the earth keeps the heat
inside itself, leaving only a little shade for the grass at the roadside. We walk
along the shade, and when it moves an inch, we move an inch. When we are tired we do
not stop; we only shorten our steps, and the column never grows shorter. If one of us
falls, the ones behind step around and share the load on his back, so that nothing is

ever left lying in the middle of the road.

Sometimes a giant foot comes down and the earth shakes. The column scatters like
a sentence blown apart by the wind. Before long, the antennae find each other again,

one by one, and the sentence is put back together, straighter than before.

When rain falls, the earth turns soft. We climb to higher ground, carrying our
eggs, the grain, and the memory of a whole winter. The rain beats on our backs, and
we press our backs against each other. The column does not break. The column builds

itself into a bridge.

Some of us will not come back. A sparrow took one away, and a drop of honey held
one fast. The column does not stop to mourn. We take over what it carried and finish
the road it left half done. The earth remembers every small body that fell along the

way.

When night is deep, the last of us enters the nest. The earth grows quiet, but it
knows we will line up again at dawn. It has always been waiting for us, gently, the

way a mother waits for her children to come home.
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