KEE L HIHF

T ISR, BRI A R H A B — 2K, 48— Sl e 4 A T . K A v 22 1) 7
FOAEERERKE, AR LIRS E R, H U, 203 b R

e — N R iU R KL b, s EAS) . EEE R A J:, —HE—H, 5T
fE— . AU B AT G, WA U IEAKEL, 128 HI T —45%4140
1. 2B .

TORRL IO B 25 7o W AU LFUEAR, Bratls 1%, el £, KN
8 R, SANAN— RPORMRT T, S50 Mo 204 EErIAE, Hrscfii.

M EATIIIUS oK, BSRAERDGE, ORI Sk R RR G BGE R T, AR 8 15
e, PRMARL TR, kb, MERREHE . A BRI, M EtAE K i E 3,
AN 2, WAL .

FEMTOHT, BRFERHHEL L, RSB, i, Bia, giE sk
UFo IR, KA, M8 T HILaeh, 2k s — K8 5 i e 1 it 2.

JEARAGR T, MFEOT, WEUIEE S T, B AE, EC R A ERERATHERE, B
BAATHESSAE S5 UAS) . BF— REAERT— 2, HrdEEk 1.

AR RN AR, AT NEATE, BAHEAR, A SR 7 i 7 2. 1
WS IR A, e WA AK R SE . SN URE WS, it A i kL.

WRAEH AL, AT T EFHAR 7. EAEEAERR LMY, Ol
PURE, AT NAERTL A28 MR B3 HAER, RN, BICTREHE . 18
PR

The Bridge Over the Puddle

On the evening of the day the storm let school out early, the drain ditch at the
corner of the playground filled with water and cut a line of ants clean in half.
Between the water and the ditch edge lay a narrow puddle, no wider than two fingers.
On this side of the line, ants carrying rice grains and insect legs ran in small

anxious circles.

First one or two ants climbed to the edge of the puddle and stood still. Then
more ants crawled over and pressed against one another, joining their bodies
together. A few of us boys without umbrellas squatted on the ditch edge and watched,
nobody speaking. Over that puddle, a thin moving bridge slowly appeared.

The ants carrying rice grains crossed on the bridge. The few carrying insect legs
walked unsteadily, so the bridge paused and waited for them to shuffle through. Water

welled up from the ditch, and the outermost ant was spun around by the current; the
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ant beside it at once took its place, and the bridge did not break.

On the bridge some ants stopped and turned back. An ant carrying a rice grain on
this side had gone off course and bumped head—on into one coming back. They touched
antennae, each gave half a step, and both went on. The reflection in the puddle broke
apart in the wind, and the bridge swayed over the water, looking as if it would

collapse any second, yet it simply did not.

My palms were sweating from watching. I wanted to reach for a leaf to lay across
the puddle, and Zhou Zhiyuan grabbed my hand. He said, do not touch, they will fix it
themselves. Sure enough, the puddle was not deep. The bridge held for more than ten
minutes, and at the end even the last empty—handed ant on the far side crawled

across.

Later the water receded, the bridge came apart, and the ants shook themselves and
formed a single line again, heading up the slope. Nobody commanded the whole process,
and nobody stood aside. Every one of them stepped forward once, and the bridge was
built.

It reminded me of our small-group choir rehearsal the week before. The five of us
could not sing together, blamed each other, and none of us would be the first to
follow the pitch of the others. When the ants built their bridge, nobody complained
that the puddle was too wide. They saw a gap, and they put themselves into it.

That evening by the drain ditch, I got to know the word cooperation all over
again. It is not a slogan written on the blackboard. It is the step someone takes
forward when a gap appears. On the way home I kept thinking that at the next
rehearsal, I would sing the second voice part first and fill the space the others
left.
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