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Our story happened in a small mountain town where Amy lived with her 
parents in the most beautiful house around. Amy was a pretty girl, the 
pride of her parents, but she was lazy. She slept a lot and every morning, 
when the first sun beam caressed her face, she used to ignore the light, 
turn around and go back to sleep.  

Bu t th a t da y wa s d ifferen t . Th a t m orn in g th e fir s t bea m of ligh t d idn t 
annoy her. She opened her eyes. Amy was happy. She was happy that it 
was finally morning and that she could get up. She jumped out of bed, 
ra n down th e s ta irs a n d ju m ped a rou n d h er m oth er s n eck k is s in g h er 
good morning.  

Oh Mom , h ow lon g before th e gu es ts a r r ive? s h e a s ked . Did you ba ke 
the cake? Are th e cook ies rea dy? Did Da ddy bu y th e ba lloon s ? Aw, I m 
fin a lly tu rn in g 8 ! s h e s h ou ted h a pp ily.  

Am y, wh y don t you h elp m e a lit t le a n d go clea n you r room . Wh a t will 
th e gu es ts s a y wh en th ey s ee th a t m es s ? h er m oth er rep lied .  

No, Mom , I ca n t! Th ere s s om eth in g I m u s t do.  

Yes, she had to do something that morning. She had to destroy the 
a n th ill in th eir ba ckya rd . An ts a re s o evil, th ey a lwa ys p in ch m e, s h e 
used to say.  

Th e door s la m m ed s h u t a s Am y ra n ou t . Com e on , p in ch m e n ow! Com e 
on evil ants , s h e s h ou ted a s s h e wa s ju m pin g a ll over th e a n th ill. An d 
she jumped until it was completely destroyed.  

Amy felt so proud and happy that she had finally gotten rid of those evil 
ants.  

The party was a success. All the kids had fun, especially Amy who 
laughed all day long. Of course, she was wearing the pink dress, a gift 
from her mother.  

Finally, it was time to blow the candles out and eat the cake. This was 
the happiest moment for Amy. She could finally make her wish! She 
d idn t feel a n y h a pp in es s or joy as she looked at the pinch marks on her 



 
feet. She felt only hate. Amy was no longer as sweet and pretty as she 
th ou gh t : I wis h for a ll th e a n ts in th e wor ld to d ie! All of th em , a ll of 
th em , es pecia lly th os e in m y ba ckya rd ! 

 
The evening came and it was time for bed. Her mother took her to bed 
a n d a s Am y wa s lyin g down s h e wh is pered : I h ope you r wis h wa s to be 
k in der a n d m ore forgivin g. 

 

Th e s u n b ea m d idn t ca res s Am y s fa ce th e n ext m orn in g. Ma ybe th e s u n 
d idn t get u p yet , s h e th ou gh t a s s h e la y in bed. While she was trying to 
go back to sleep a strange voice scared her.  

Wh o a re you ? Wh a t a re you doin g in m y... Hey! Wh ere a m I? excla im ed 
Amy.  

Sh e looked a rou n d th e room a n d s h e cou ldn t believe h er eyes . In s tea d of 
her home she was inside a smaller room made of earth. There was a bed, 
a chair, a table and a small bookcase in the room. No windows. No doors. 
Just a small opening on the front wall.  

Wh ere a m I? s h e s h ou ted des pera tely. Wh a t do you m ea n wh ere a re 
you ? You re in you r room , wh a t s wrong with you? Come on, hurry up, 
everybody h a s a lrea dy ea ten a n d th ey h a ve a ll left for work , th e voice 
replied.  

Work? WORK? Wh a t work? I don t h a ve to do a n yth in g. Mom a n d Da d 
do everyth in g, Am y s a id . 

 

Wh a t s wron g with you toda y? Every a n t m u s t work ! We won t h a ve 
a n yth in g to ea t if we don t . 

 

ANT?! Bu t I m a ... 

 

Amy turned to stone. She WAS an ant.  

Com e on , h u rry u p a n d s top foolin g a rou n d . We h a ve to ga th er en ou gh 
food before th e m on s ter com es . 

 

Mon s ter? Wh a t m on s ter? 

 

A lit t le gir l. I don t kn ow wh y s h e h a tes u s ; we n ever d id a n yth in g to h er . 
Not even the Wise Ants can understand. Every day she comes and 
des troys ou r h om e. We re s o s ca red ; we won t h a ve en ou gh food th is 



 
winter. Every day we must rebuild the anthill. The queen is desperate; 
s h e worr ies th a t m a n y of u s won t m a ke it th rou gh th e win ter . 

 
That day Amy lived like an ant. She ate and then she joined the other 
ants in their efforts to gather the necessary food: seeds, corn, and pollen. 
She was no longer scared. She learned to love the ants and she enjoyed 
living with them.  

As everybody was working happily the laughter soon gave way to 
screaming. The sky turned dark and she could hear a loud boom. She 
cou ldn t believe h er eyes . Two la rge feet were des t royin g th e a n th ill a n d 
killing the other ants. She tried to pinch the feet, to stop them, but she 
wa s s o s m a ll. Sh e cou ldn t s top th em . In a few s econ ds , everyth in g wa s 
destroyed, all the work was useless.  

Noooooooo, s h e s crea m ed , wh y a re you doin g th is ? 

 

Am y. Am y! Ca lm down da r lin g. You were ju s t h a vin g a ba d d rea m , th a t s 
a ll. Everyth in g is OK n ow. Her m oth er wa s lyin g in bed , n ext to h er . 

 

Oh Mom , I h a d th e wors t n igh tm a re. I m s o h a ppy you re h ere. Wh ere s 
Da d? 

 

He s down s ta irs , in th e k itch en . 

 

She rushed down the stairs . Da d , Da d , you h a ve to h elp m e. We h a ve to 
bu ild a fen ce. Plea s e Da d . Plea s e! Let s go! Righ t n ow! Th ere s n o t im e 
she said as she was dragging her father outside.  

A few hours later the anthill in the backyard was surrounded by a 
beautiful little green fence.  

Wh a t d id you d rea m ? You s ca red m e, h er Moth er s a id a s Am y wa s 
cleaning her clothes.  

Oh , Mom , th e poor a n ts . 

   


