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The Little Line by the Wall Told Me Something

Dear teachers and dear classmates, hello! Today I want to tell you about a little
line I once saw by a wall. It was not a line drawn with chalk, but a line made by

ants.

One noon after school, I was waiting for my mother at the flower bed near the
school gate. Looking down, I saw a single ant walking around a dead cicada. The
cicada was many times bigger than the ant. It rushed at the head of the cicada, then
rushed at its tail, and even tried to lift it from under the wings. The cicada did

not move at all, and the ant itself fell over twice.

I thought it would give up. Instead, it turned around and hurried home. About
five or six minutes later, it came back with a line of ants. They moved in a queue,

and whenever two met, they touched their feelers together for a moment. Crouching

www. vv99. net



there, I suddenly understood: those tiny feelers were mouths, passing messages to one

another.

What happened next was truly fun. They surrounded the cicada. Some pulled its
legs, some lifted its wings, some carried the thin pieces that came apart. Each ant
took exactly the right share. When a piece was too heavy, two ants lifted it
together; when one was light, it tucked the piece in its mouth and hurried after the

queue. The line moved back and forth, yet nobody cut in and nobody fell behind.

I crouched there for forty minutes. My legs went numb and I almost sat down on
the ground, but my heart was so happy, as if I had watched a whole silent play. There

was no announcement and no music, yet every ant knew what it should do.

Before that, I always thought ants were too small to be worth a look. Now I know
it is not that they are too small, but that I stood too tall. Since then, on my way
to and from school, I have watched the cracks in bricks, the edges of flower beds,
and the roots of old trees. I found ants carrying the legs of their companions home,
and ants standing guard at the entrance of their nest. The world under my feet had

become as lively as the world above my head.

Classmates, the joy of observation does not hide inside a screen. It hides in the
grass by the road. You only need to crouch down and give ten minutes to a small black
dot. I encourage every one of you to find a line of ants by a wall this week after
school, and just watch them quietly. Like me, you will hear the stories the small

creatures have to tell.

That is all. Thank you all!
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