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Ants Have No Idle Mornings

Dear teachers and students, good morning. My speech under the flag today 1is

titled: ants have no idle mornings.

For this speech I deliberately got up early. At ten to seven, when the sky had
just brightened, I squatted by the flowerbed in my neighborhood to see when the ants
start work. When I arrived, their line was already formed. One line went out and one
line came in. The ones going out were empty—handed; the ones coming in carried
things: some carried rice grains, some carried bread crumbs, some carried a green
caterpillar. The caterpillar was several times bigger than an ant. Seven or eight

ants carried it, walking crooked, yet not one of them let go.

I squatted there from ten to seven until twenty past seven, when I had to leave
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for school. In those twenty minutes the ant column never paused for a second. It
struck me that we always say the morning decides the day, but what is our own morning
like? We arrive at the last minute, dawdle through morning reading, stuff the
unchecked homework from yesterday into our bags, and only open our books when the
bell rings. The morning of the ants sets off in a formed line; our mornings are often

spent being chased.

The ants are not diligent only in the morning. I went to look again at noon after
school, and they were still carrying. In the evening, while doing homework, I glanced
out of the window, and the line by the flowerbed was still moving. No ant has an idle
day, and no ant says, today is too tiring, I will carry tomorrow. They do not

complain of fatigue, and they do not wait for tomorrow.

Diligence of the ants also hides cooperation. The seven or eight carrying the
caterpillar automatically gave way at the fork. When they reached the hole and it
would not fit, they divided it into small pieces and carried it in. Nobody complained
the caterpillar was too heavy. They only thought about turning the heavy into the
light, the big into the small, solving one thing after another.

Students, right under the flag we salute, diligent ants are walking. So I call on
you: starting tomorrow, arrive ten minutes early and pack your schoolbag before
leaving; finish your own tasks today and do not drag homework into tomorrow; when you
see something to do in class, do it at once, pick up paper once, straighten a stool

once, and stay unidle the way ants do.

Students, with tiny legs the ants carry their days full to the brim. We have two
hands, one head, and a whole stretch of primary school years, so we should live each
day even more solidly. May we be like the ants: no idle mornings, no days wasted.

This is the end of my speech. Thank you, everyone.
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