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At Grandma’ s House, I Watched the Ants Move Their Home

That afternoon at the house of my grandma in the countryside, the sky was stuffy
and low. Beside the stone steps I saw a very long line of ants. Every one of them
carried something: some carried a grain of white rice, some carried a small yellow
egg, and one had a dead little bug on its back. The line came out of a crack at the

foot of the yard wall and went all the way up to a crack in the stone steps.

I went back inside to call my grandma. She came out, took one look, and said it
would rain tomorrow, so the ants were moving their babies to higher ground. I had

never known ants could move their house, so I squatted by the steps and watched.

The line moved very slowly. An ant carrying a rice grain walked a few steps, put
it down to rest, then lifted it and walked a few more. I got so impatient that I
wanted to carry part of it for them, but my grandma held me back. She said if I
touched them, they would not know their own road. So I pressed my hands on my knees

and kept watching.
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There was a patch of water in the middle of the line. The ants carrying eggs
walked around it, while the empty—handed ones waded straight through. One ant fell
into the water, struggled for a while, then crawled out, shook itself, lifted the egg
again, and walked on. I held my breath the whole time, and my heart rose and fell
with it.

I squatted until my legs went numb, and my grandma called me in to eat. I looked
back once: the line was still moving, and it seemed longer than before. That night it
really began to rain, and the rain did not stop until the next morning. The crack up
in the stone steps stayed safe, while the crack at the foot of the wall filled with

water.

After I went back to the city, I wrote this ant moving day in my diary. I wrote
that my grandma taught me no big lesson; she only said that only those who watch long
enough really see. I used to think patience meant sitting still. That day I
understood: patience is squatting down and letting the ants finish their whole road

in front of your eyes, without walking away halfway.
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