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Fourteen Days of Ant Affairs in My Diary

Open my diary, and fourteen pages in the middle belong to the ants. Let me read

them to you one by one.

September 12: The ants are carrying a dead insect. The insect is too big; they

seem stuck. I stopped writing here, because my homework was not finished.

September 13: The insect from yesterday is still there. Today there are many more
ants, and they have taken the insect apart. So they were not stuck. The relatives of

the day before had not all arrived.
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September 15: Today I asked myself a question: do the ants go home at night? I
sprinkled a small ring of breadcrumbs at the nest entrance and lay on the windowsill
to watch. It got too dark to see, and I could only record until half past seven.

Under this page I wrote: bring a flashlight tomorrow.

September 16: The flashlight only lights a small patch. At ten minutes to eight,
every ant by the breadcrumbs was gone, and the hole was dark. I wrote: they go home,

and they do not need lamps.

September 19: They are moving house today! The line heads up the slope, each ant
carrying a white egg in its mouth. I ran after the line for a stretch and forgot to

note the time. I drew a crying face on this page myself.

September 20: I changed my method. I squatted in one spot and let the line pass
in front of me, counting big ants and small ones, noting the start and the end. The

record from today is a hundred times better than the one from yesterday.

September 23: Rain. The new entrance of the nest is ringed with piled soil. I
remembered the drainage we learned about in nature class, and wrote: ants build their

own drainage works.

September 25: I did not watch the ants today. I went through the previous
thirteen pages and arranged them into one picture: the entrance, the route, the new
home on the slope. So over these fourteen days, the ants moved their home from low

ground to high ground, and I had written it all down.

After drawing that picture, I wrote a reflection on the last page. I used to
think a diary records the events of a day. Now I know a real diary means watching
with a question: do they go home at night? What do they do when it rains? Once the

question appears, the eyes know where to rest.

The handwriting across these fourteen pages is not pretty, and there are two
crying faces and one misspelled word. But they are the truest fourteen pages I have
ever written. The ants cannot write essays; they simply live their days. I caught

their days one by one, and they became my observation diary.
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