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Moving Day at the Wall

Early in the morning, before class, I crouched down at the corner of the wall and
shouted that the ants were moving house. The whole group came crowding over, and even

the tallest boy in the back row squeezed in to look.

The procession was long, reaching from a crack in the wall to a hole under a
grass clump, thin and black, like a line drawn with a pencil. Nobody told them to
line up, yet they walked in two neat rows, one going and one coming, never bumping

into each other.

Each ant carried something in its mouth. Some carried white grains of rice, some
carried round insect eggs, some carried yellow crumbs, and some carried nothing at

all but ran back and forth, touching antennae here and there, busier than everyone
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else.

A grain of rice was too heavy for one ant, so three of them surrounded it, one on
each side, and lifted it as they walked. They walked so quickly that the rice grain

swayed in the air, like a small yellow boat floating on the wind.

The new nest was under a big stone, with a pile of fresh yellow soil at the
entrance, grain by grain, stacked as neatly as the sandcastles we build in the
sandbox. A few ants stood at the entrance and touched the arriving ants with their

antennae, then led them inside.

In the line there was also one very large ant carrying a green caterpillar in its
mouth, longer than its whole body, yet it walked steadily, counting off its six legs
step by step. A small ant tried to help and touched its antennae, but it shook its

head and kept going, like a grown—up refusing to let a child carry something heavy.

It was so lively, yet nobody made a sound. We watched with our breath held, and
later even the teacher crouched down to look. One of us started a little rhyme:
little ants, moving day, carrying rice, carrying eggs, one line after another. We all
recited it together until the whole corner of the wall seemed to ring, and the ants

seemed to walk even faster.

When the last ant went into the hole, the line disappeared. The bell rang, we
brushed our hands and ran to class, promising to come back after school and see

whether the new nest was comfortable.

All day I kept thinking about that line. So many ants, carrying so many things,
and not one of them was idle. The earth was still wet from the rain, and they had

moved their whole home onto dry ground.
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