For three hours the battle had been going on outside
my window. At first I didn’t pay much attention
because the one little fellow was so outmatched by the
two big guys. It was like David’s baby brother fighting
two Goliaths. : .

The big guys were two huge black flying ants. The
little fellow was a tiny brown spider, so small I had to

don my reading glasses to make sure he wasn’t just a

speck of lint.

For three days he had been busy weaving his web in
the corner of the window. Part of it was hooked to the
edge of the screen and the rest snagged on the rough
planking of this quiet mountain cabin.

Each morning, as I came down to the small cabin I
was using for my writing studio, I would see little
Brownie had added a few more strands to his web
kingdom. The second day he was joined by another little
fellow, just as microscopic in size. But the third
morning he was alone again. I have no idea what
mysterious romance or tragedy occurred during the
night. v

Farly on the third morning the first of the black

flying ants smacked into the tiny string of web. I wat-
ched, fascinated, as he struggled mightily to untangle
himself. The tiny spider scampered up and down his
web, swinging in wide arches, darting in and out. The
struggle was furious. Somehow the spider managed to
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wrap several tiny stringers around the ant’s forelegs. It
was a brilliant move of strategy, for as the big ant
pawed to free himself, he simply covered himself in
sticky web.

Then, from out of nowhere, another flying ant hit
the same web. It was bedlam. The first ant, sensing he
might have a chance, redoubled his efforts to escape,
while the second ant clawed frantically, twisting and
buzzing his wings in desperation. All the while, the tiny
spider, no bigger than a speck of dust, darted back and
forth, leaving web. :

My typewriter demanded my attention, and three
hours later, when I looked up, both ants were hopelessly
entangeld in the sticky web, their struggles almost
over. The tiny spider was the victor. For some reason I
felt extremely sad.

A heavy rain fell this afternoon, and when I returned
to my studio the windowsill was clean. The kingdom of
the spider, the struggles of the ants — all gone. Washed
away by a power greater than them all.

I returned to my typing remembering the words of a
long dead prophet who, in talking about the kingdoms
that men build and the struggles of others, said, ‘“The
grass withereth, the flower fadeth: only the word of our
God shall stand forever.” ‘ :

Could it be that my frantic struggle to succeed in
the world has less meaning than I thought?



