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B y William Saroy an 

The Ants 

W E moved into a house 
once that the real estate 
man said \,·as wonderful. 

\Vhat it had that was all right 
was a front porch Grandma could 
sit in a rocking chair on all day, 
which she began to do the day 
before we moved into the house
all eleven of us, counting Sam. 
Grandma liked the front porch so 
much she had me go seven blocks 
to our old house on Peachtree 
Street for her rocking chair and 
began sitting there the rest of the 
day. 

After sunset she came home for 
supper, and after supper went back 
to the chair, smoking cigarettes 
and rocking. It was summer and 
the night was warm, so Grandma 
rocked in the rocking chair all 
night. 

Ir. the morning, when we began 
to arrive with the furniture, we 
woke her up. All eleven of us, 
counting Sam, had to make four 
trips before we moved all our 
stuff. By two o'clock in the after
noon we had all our stuff in the 
new house, and my uncle Wolfard, 
o r Louie, ~s we used to call him, 
instead of W'offard, went tO town 

to see about 
having gas ::!nd 
water and electricity 
rurned on. 
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By sunset we were all in the 
new house, the water was running 
out of the kitchen faucet, the gas 
in the stove was heating stew, and 
the electricity was brightening the 
ten-cent lamps. 

Sam, whom we always included 
in our estimates of number of 
people on hand, regardless of his 
attitude, complained all day about 
everything, and around supper 
time threatened to run away from 
home again . 

"Sam," Grandma said, "you 
ought to be ashamed of yourself, 
always threatening to run away 
from home, a grown man of forty 
talking like that in front of the 
kids; what kind of an example do 
you think you're going to be 
setting them?" 

"Wlell, it ain't fair," Sam said 
"and you know it, Ma. You ain't 
got no right to shove me around 
like I was nobody." 

"W/e ain't saying you ain't 
somebody," Louie said. " \\7e're 
just saying cut o:it your fooling 
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and buckle down like the rest of 
us, and get somewheres in the 
wo rld. " 

" \'{!here've you ever go tten in 
the world?" Sam aid. 

" Where?" Louie said . " I we nt 
to town, didn't I, and had them 
turn on water, gas and li ghts, 
didn't l? I walked rig ht in and 
gave them the address and gave 
them a new name, didn't l? 
\Xihcre've l ever gotten? I've 
rubbed sho ulders with a few people 
here an I there, and don't ever 
forget it." 

"\'{le had no business moving 
out of our o ld house," Sam sa id . 
" That's al.l 1 know. Just because 
we couldn 't pay the man his rent." 

"That was n't the reason at all ," 
Grandma said. " The house was 
too small. There wasn't any front 
porch to et this rocker on either. 
That's why we left." 

"You're all selfi sh," Sam said. 
"Every last one of yo Lt are selfish, 
with no consideration for my art, 
all over the \\·all s of the o 'd house. 
All my poems and sto ri es written 
on the wa ll s. \X'hat about them?" 

" Oh, write some new ones on 
the walls of this house," Grandrn.a 
said. "You go ahead and find 
yourself a good pencil and start 
at the top of the kitchen wa ll and 
write all the poems and stories you 
I,ike. " 

" Oh, hush," am said. 

" Well, " Louie said, " you'll just 
have to get along in this new house 
the best you can, Sam, that's all, 
because we've got water, gas, and 
lights here, and we' ll have them 
two months before the companies 
shut them off." 

So we starteLI living in this new 
hou e with the front porch. We 
started Jiving in it the minute we 
got there. Some of us sta rted 
living ri ght in the house, and some 
of us outs ide in the yard, and my 
cousin i\[erle started living up on 
the roof, where, he claimed, . you 
got a better view of practicall y 
eve rything. 

It was a Fme house, except for 
the ants. They we re all over the 
place, and the first morning of 
our Jiving in the house they were 
on us, and i11 the food we ate, and 
everywhere. 

A t first we g t all peeved, every 
one of us, and kept telling one 
another what an awfu l liar the real 
estate man \Vas , telling us it was a 
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fine house, and not saying one 
word about the ants. They were 
all over us, crawling around under 
our clothes, in our hair, on our 
hands, around our eyes, and every
where. At first we kept pinching 
them and sgueezing them and 
stamping on them and drowning 
them; but after we found out it 
didn't do any good, we just let 
them come and go as they pleased. 

That was the only thing to do, 
although it had us all kicking and 
jumping and wriggling and Ricking 
them off our hands and off the 
ends of our noses. But that was 
all you could do, except take a 
bath. 

"\X!ell," Sam said, "I guess no1JJ 

you'll all move back to the old 
house on Peachtree Street where 
we belong." 

" We will not," Louie said. 
"We'll stay rjght here and face the 
music. \Xlhat are we, men or 
what?" 

"Well," Sam said, "I can speak 
for myself only, and I say it's 
awful humiliating to have ants 
walking all over you all day and all 
night, and if any of you had any 
pride you'd do something about 
it." 

Louie wiggled, kicked, jumped, 
and Ricked two ants off his nose, 
and said: "We are doing something 
about it- all the time. We've got 
just as much pride as you have." 
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So we not only began to live in 
the house, we began to live and 
suffer in it. We kept living and 
suffering in it every minute of every 
day and night, kicking, jumping, 
wriggling, Ricking them off, and 
eating them with everything we 
ate. 

"I've seen ants before," Grand
ma said " but I ain't never seen 
them like this." 

"They sure are," cousin V elm1 
said. She kicked, jumped, bended, 
twirled, laughed, kicked, threw her 
arms into the air, and hollered 
" \'{'hoa." 

It was awfu l beautiful he2.ring 
her holler that way. 

Fol ks from the other side of 
town came ovet to find out what 
it was all about. 

They watched us from the street 
and shook their heads and went 
away; but one day a young fello.w 
in a red and blue striped sweater 
hollered at Velma. 
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" Sister," he hollered, "what's 
going on up at your house?" 

"Ants," Velma hollered back. 
"Why don' t you kill them?" the 

boy hollered. And Velma hollered 
back : "Too many of them. \Xie do 
kill them, but they're faster than we 
a re." 

"I figure I can kill all the ants 
in your house," the young fellow 
hollered. "Ain't no sense suffering 
the way you are." 

" W/ e ain't suffering any more," 
Velma hol lered. "We've gotten 
used to it." 

"Must be awful tiring to be 
jumping around the way you are 
all the time," the young ~an said. 

" Not particular," Velma said. 
ln this manner their romance 

began. His name was John Tar
hill, and he was a sailor by trade. 
Leastways that's what he said. 

Grandma liked him for his 
daring and his reckless attitude 
towards the world. He'd been to 
San Francisco, and had gotten on 
a docked boat once. He'd gone. 
right down to the engine room and 
seen the boilers and the pipes and 
all the stuff and then he'd gone 
right up again and come back to 
Kingsburg. But he's been on a 
boat. It was a great big one, too. 
] twas called The Vasco Da Gamma. 

" Do you believe me, Grandma," 
John Tarhill said, "when I tell you 
t hit that boa t I stood on the deck 

of and went down into the engine 
room of had gone to China and 
away over to places like that?" 

"l\1y, my," Grandma said, "all 
the way to China. How did it 
smell?" 

" On deck it sme1led like spoiled 
coffee and oil," John Tarhill said, 
"and down in the engine room it 
smelled like influenza with high 
fever. That's why I didn't take 
the trip to Sou th America." 

"My, my," Grandma said, 
"South America. You certain ly 
came close to travelling an awful 
far distance, didn't you, son?" 

"I certainly did, Gi:andma," 
J ohn Tar hill said. "D o you 
reckon if I get hold of two dollars 
so mew here, I can marry Velma and 
raise ourse lves a famil y?" 

" I reckon so, son," Grandma 
said. "You seem to come from a 
good family. Where else did that 
boat journey to, that you heard 
about?" 

" Well, Grandma," John Tarhill 
said, "I heard a man say it went to 
Liverpool once. That's in Ireland 
somewhere. I guess it went to 
other places in that direction, too. " 

"Well, landsakes," Grandma 
said. "It certainly is interesting 
to sit here and talk to a young man 
who's seen his share of the world." 

Cousin Velma and John Tarhill 
had a courtship of two weeks, and 
then they got married. Sam per-
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fo rmed the cerem Jny, and Merle 
played something like wedding 
music on his mouth organ. John 
didn't get any two dollars any
where for a licence, so Velma and 
John got married without one. 

"I don' t sur pose anybocly'll 
mind if you get your licence later 

when you can afford it," Grandma 
said, "just so it's legal, and Sam 
here will see that it's legal." 

So then there were twelve of us 
in the house, jumping with the 
ants. 

They were awful interesting 
litt le things to watch, busy all the 
time, and funny, too. Velma and 
John Tarhill spent their honey
m oon on the left side of the front 
porch lying on their stomachs and 
watching them and laughing all 
the time, except when Grandma 
inquired further concerning the 
various places that that boat had, 
at one time or another, gone to. 

One clay cousin Velma came to 
Grandma and couldn't say a word . 

" Why, what's the matter with 

you?" Grandma said, and Velma 
jumped and gigg led. 

" Oh, that," Grandma sa id . 
"Well, praise Goel, is what 1 al ways 
say. He knows bes t. It won't be 
for some time, of course. I'm 
g lad for you. " 

So we all knew Velma was go ing 
to have a young one fr om J oh n 
Tarhill, our relati ve by marriage. 

It was truly a pleasant two 
months we spent in the new house 
what with the ants, the ship th:tt 
John Tarbill stood on the leek of 
and Velma's romance with him. 

After two months 1be di ffr rent 
companies shut off the water and 
the gas and the lig hts and for a 
week we got along without them 
modern conveniences; but after a 
week the real es tate man came and 
sa id we had to pay rent or get out 
and Grandma said: " Pay rent? 
Wlhy, boy, the hou se is full of ants.'' 

So that afternoon we moved co 
another hou se. 


