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We Are Carrying Our Home

We decided to move in the middle of the night. The rain of the night before had
filled our old nest, and the water rose inch by inch, so the whole family had to

reach higher ground before dawn.

The procession stretched from the old nest to the new one under the stone, one
after another, like a black ribbon laid across the ground. Those going out carried

something; those coming back carried nothing. The two lines never blocked each other.

First we carried the eggs. They were white and round and soft, and each ant held
one gently in its mouth, walking more slowly than usual, as if carrying the most

precious thing in the world.
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I carried a grain of rice, big enough for my whole family to eat for days. Two
companions lifted the two ends and I lifted the middle, and the rice grain walked on
our shoulders. The road had holes, pebbles, and a fallen twig lying across it, yet

nobody stumbled, because everyone watched the steps of the others.

On the road it was lively but not chaotic. When antennae touched, everyone knew
where to turn. If someone dropped something, two neighbors hurried over to pick it

up, then returned to their places as if nothing had happened.

At the entrance stood an elder ant who carried nothing and only touched the
antennae of every ant that came in, as if taking roll call. When one was missing, it
looked toward the old nest. Only when the last one came in did its antennae relax and

droop down over its head.

The new nest was under a big stone, dry and warm, with a pile of fresh yellow
soil at the entrance. We carried things in one by one: rice grains, crumbs, insect

eggs, and the memory we had stored last winter.

When the last thing was inside, the sun was high. We lined up again and went back
for the last few elders who could not walk fast. One of us stayed beside them and

guided them step by step. Nobody was allowed to be left behind in the old nest.

At night we lay in the new nest with the rice grains stacked neatly beside us.
The rain fell again and beat on the big stone, but the water could not reach us
anymore. We had moved our home with our own legs, and not one of us was idle, and not

one of us was left behind.

After dawn, a line formed again at the mouth of the hole under the stone, one row
going out and one row coming back, as if nothing had happened, and yet as if

everything had begun again. The earth was wet, and our road was dry.
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