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PART ONE 
 
 
1 
 
Ants, by nature, are strange. I once thought to myself: does a human being looking at an ant 
stampede see the same thing as the stampede looking at a human being? The answer, quite 
simply, is probably not. Ants travel in rivers, in scattered patterns, scavengers of the world of 
logic. Can we talk to ants? Again, probably not, however their antennae must be attracted to 
cohesion, to order, much like us humans and our so-called extra sensory perceptions. I 
conclude that ants know us better than we know ourselves. 
 
The adventure begins in Corsica, an island off the south-east coast of France, 1994 AD: 
 
 Madame duPont works hard for a living. She is working hard to defend herself from the 
traitors who are trying to shut down her hotel. 
 “Traitors.” she mutters under her breath. 
 A green Ford Ka pulls into the driveway. A man emerges, hands full of boxed 
paperwork. 
 “You know nothing,” says Madame duPont, again sotto voce. 
 The unnamed man approaches. 
 “You have been warned.” whispers Madame duPont. 
 What happened next? The sheer and utter wrath of Madame duPont was unleashed on 
the innocent looking twenty-something, much to his discomfort. Baguettes went flying 
everywhere. 
 “Madame,” says the man, “we have nothing left to offer you.” 
 “I see.” says duPont “You want to boot me out of my hotel, replace it with another hotel. 
Flippin’ fantastic.” 
 Madame duPont is fiercely sarcastic at times. Occasionally she invites friends over for a 
meal, her husband being deceased. She is fond of bottles of red wine. She is eighty years old, 
plays an accordion in her spare time and looks wistfully at the azure crystal set into the ring on 
the fourth finger of her left hand from time to time. 
 “I apologize” said the man, “sign here please.” 
 Reluctantly, she did, totally aware that underneath that mans shiny, suited exterior lay a 
heart of absolute zero. 
 “May I collect my pictures?” asks Madame duPont. 
 “You have two weeks,” replied the man, nonchalantly. 
 

*** 
 

 Ara, a colonial ant, padded silently down one of the sloping subterranean passageways. 
This is how she thinks: 
 “Rumbleabove…rumblebelow…follow follow follow” 
 Time is experientially different in the ant world. The reason for this, quite simply, is that 
they don’t have clocks. 
 “Jogarhythm… follow follow” 
 It had been several egg-cycles since she last saw her mate, Rane, another colonial. In 
winter, ice had separated them. Ants hate obstacles. 
 “Rumbleabove”, Ara froze, one of the humans was putting rubbish down here again. It 
stank and reminded her of the time on the beach when she had found a cigarette. Her friend Ini 
had ventured too close to the hot part and was badly burned. 
 Smoke began to pour through the passages, so she began to run. 



 “Rumblerun… fun fun fun” 
 

*** 
 
 A piece of ant trivia, according to human science: 
Grind up some ants, put a small amount of ground ants on the end of a cocktail stick and draw 
on a surface with the “antstick”. Mysteriously, living ants will follow the scientists trace. We are 
unable to explain why this is the case. My theory is that the ants are joking with us. Anyway… 
 

*** 
 
 “Thoughtrumble… run run run… fun” 
 Ara turned a corner, and scanned. 
 “Herenow thoughtrumble” 
 She waited… 
 and waited… 
 and… 
 “EEEE” 
 Rane, her mate appeared round the corner and they embraced; feelers together again. 
 “How long?” asked Rane. 
 “They are!” replied Ara; she was referring to the long, lost colony in the middle of the 
town of Calvi. The hotel colony on the hill with the cross had heard only rumours of its 
existence from the librarians in the archive. 
 On their way back to the interior, Ara kept saying “icemelt… freenow”, over and over 
again: it was driving Rane to the brink of madness. On the other hand, he knew that it wasn’t 
only their separation that had addled her brain. The poor female wasn’t making any sense. 
 “C’mon,” he said, “I’ll take you to the archive and we can talk to Squadro.” 
 Ara looked at him zealously. As they vanished down the passageway, Ara kept on 
chanting: “icemelt… freenow” 
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Sylvia and Marcus duLac sat eating croissants on the patio of Hotel Ethos. Marcus was on a 
fact-finding mission for the French Ministry of Agriculture. As an insectologist, Marcus had 
been sent to the town of Calvi to observe the local ant colonies and come back with a specific 
portfolio. The FMA was to decide whether a mass culling, or “pest reduction scheme” was 
plausible. 
 Sylvia and Marcus’ morning conversation ran thus: 
“You were tossing and turning all of last night; something wrong, babe?” asked Sylvia. 

“These croissants are stale,” replied Marcus, “that old lady doesn’t have a clue, does 
she? I mean, doesn’t she realise that these insects are literally congregating beneath our feet 
right now and they really, really like crumbs. Some of them bite, you know? What would 
happen if…” 

“You didn’t answer me properly.” 
“Sorry.” apologised Marcus, “I’ve got tons of measurements to do today.” 
At once, Madame duPont appeared: 
“How are the croissants guys?” 
“They are lovely, thanks, Madame.” lied Marcus, who promptly received a kick under the 

table from his girlfriend. 
 

*** 
 
Several feet below the surface, Ara the ant was receiving a vast amount of sugar from 

the moistened cube in the archive. 
“Will she be better?” asked Rane. 
Squadro the elder allowed a brief smile to cross his mandibles: 
“At least she recognizes you; at least she has all six legs and two antennae.” 
“That’s true. What can we do for her?” asked Rane, his concern peaking. 
“If you have a compassionate heart, you would know that the best thing for her now is 

rest.” replied Squadro. 
“eeeee” sighed Ara, her antennae wilting to the floor. 
“Tomorrow,” explained Squadro “we will hear her story.” 
 

*** 
 

It was night-time; Madame duPont sat in a long, silken dressing gown in the master 
bedroom of the hotel, surveying the occupant information (there were three besides herself): 

• A young, business-like couple from Lyon, unashamedly in love. 
• An elderly gentleman whose tobacco habit far outranked her own. 

 Her gaze shifted to the photo of her dead husband. At the age of seventy-five, she felt 
more and more like his eyes were coming alive again, surveying her as she flitted through the 
room, occasionally nude. What were the young couple downstairs doing? She heard giggling 
and talk of croissants. It gave her pleasure to hear them carry on. Moonbeams flickered 
through the Venetian blinds and she managed at last to rest, safe in the knowledge that the 
physical (or spiritual?) distance between her and her beloved was growing smaller each day 
that she breathed the air of planet Earth. 
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“Eyes open, Ara, tell us your story” said Squadro. 
 She began: 
 “Much calmer now must talk must talk there were six… six… six of us. It was the 
expedition to the pool, the paddling pool… by the pool were sweet-things. Me be lonely female 
of six. Five, four, three, two and one were huntergathering sweet-things by the paddling pool. 
Me resist the sweet-things, went for nest material instead. THEN BOOT COME DOWN 
SQUASH FIVE EEEEE!... EEEEE.” 
 “More sugar, Rane” said Squadro, listening intently. 
 Ara began again: 
 “Nestmaterial no good, it was plastic from straw for human use. THEN BOOT COME 
DOWN SQUASH FOUR EEEEE!... EEEEE!... there was, there was entrapment now for three 
of us. We three go into shrubs to hide from boot. Then giant rubber-thing get thrown into pool. 
Human dive in. Human get out, get dressed. Other two make their way slowly to sweet-thing 
again. Then I get lost inside drainpipe; find myself next to many many dead ants. Was horrible, 
horrible. I hear screams of three and two.” 
 “And then the storm came, right Ara?” asked Rane. 
 “Ssssh!” instructed the elder, “let her finish.” 
 “Stormdrain, stormdrain, many dead ants around me, no life, only death, there were so 
many…” 
 “That’s enough for now, Ara” said Squadro, and sent her instantly into dormancy with an 
antennae bolt. 
 Silence filled the archive. 
 “Why, Squadro, why?” asked Rane, looking at his beautiful mates shell, which was now 
devoid of movement. 
 “You know exactly why.” replied Squadro, and set about spinning a crystallinette to 
cocoon her in. 
 Rane and Squadro hummed together in agreement (ants do not cry as a rule). Ara’s 
body was carried by two other colonials over to the far corner of the archive and placed 
solemnly on the wall. The crystallinette glowed magical colours whilst it aided the healing 
process. Squadro sang a testament to the five other members of the scouting party whilst 
Rane projected his thoughts over the horizon, knowing that soon he and Ara would be reunited 
as mates. 
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“Look you, that was terrible” said Sylvia. 
 “I’ve got a lot on my mind at the moment” replied Marcus. 
 “What kind of excuse is that?” 
 “Okay, I’ve got ants in my pants, geddit?” 
 “So tell me what you have to do” said Sylvia, calming a little. 
 “Well… tomorrow morning I’ve got to collect samples” explained Marcus, walking naked 
over the carpet to the small, brown briefcase he had brought with him. He unlocked it gently 
and lifted the lid, showing Sylvia the collection jar and various company pesticides he was to 
use on the ants. 
 “Tomorrow?” queried Sylvia, “well in that case you had better come back to bed.” 
 The lights went off and the young lovers entwined once again in the milky shadows of a 
Corsican night. 

 
 

*** 
 

 Underground, mysterious things were starting to occur: 
 Rane had been instructed to go back to his nest by Squadro, who was busy singing to 
Ara’s crystallinette. A few colonials had decided to get drunk behind the hotel bar on a few 
drops of grappa and had been sent to the queen room for reprobation. Ara’s body was 
beginning to glow in the traditional fashion, whilst Rane told everyone in his nest to hold a 
nightlong vigil, knowing full-well that they didn’t really care and would be asleep within minutes. 
 Throughout all this, Squadro continued to sing quietly, his voice echoing through the 
tunnels. 
 

*** 
 
 Rane awoke the next morning to find the other colonials still asleep. He decided to 
return to the archive on his own whilst Squadro snoozed. (Even elders need their rest, if not 
more so than younger ants.) 
 He approached Ara’s resting place and decided to try the revival process for himself. 
 Okay here goes, he thought: 
 Rane’s antennae began to quiver, and he felt earth energy filling his body. One, Two, 
Three… 
 Two bolts of blue lightning shot from him and landed directly in Ara’s heart centre. The 
crystallinette glowed green. He waited for a minute while the green colour faded, knowing that 
he wasn’t really supposed to be doing this. 
 At that precise moment, Squadro entered the archive. He looked furious… 
 “What in the name of the queen are you doing?” he shouted angrily. 
 “It’s too late,” replied Rane, “look!” 
 The crystallinette was melting. Bits and pieces of it fell all over the floor in shards. The 
very last thing to happen was incredible: Ara became unstuck from the wall and landed directly 
on all six legs, her eyes now glowing an electric blue. She was fine! 
 Squadro looked on, completely and utterly surprised. Silence filled the archive for a few 
moments until Rane spoke up at last: 
 “I think we three had better go and see the queen.” 
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The queen room was vast. An array of drones protected the majestic creature herself from 
attacks by unfaithfuls. Sine, Square and Sawtooth, the unlucky trio who had been caught 
drinking grappa, were marched, or rather pulled into the queens abode. 
 Sawtooth, the most indignant of the three, also the one who had drunk the most was the 
first to dissent. 
 “I object to this treatment.” he guffawed drunkenly. 
 “Stand aside drones.” said the queen. 
 At once, the drones parted, something akin to Moses parting the Red Sea. 
 “Speak up then.” gestured the queen. 
 “We are extremely bored here, your majesty.” said Sawtooth. 
 The queen murmured inwardly. The thousands of unborn inside her were 
communicating to her brain what to say. After a pause: 
 “Never forget who gave birth to you; never forget that I could have you annihilated in a 
matter of moments.” she said with a voice that sounded more like a group creature than a 
single entity. 
 Consequently, Sine, Square and Sawtooth sobered up drastically. Their original plan 
involved escape, three female younglings and an attempt to reach the castle colony in the 
middle of Calvi. Unfortunately, they hadn’t really thought it through. Long ago, there had been 
a schism between the castle colony and the hotel colony; the distance between the two was 
great and there were an enormous variety of ways in which ants could get killed trying to reach 
their brethren. Ants do not like motor vehicles or roads. 
 “I have often announced my dislike for treacherous traitors such as you three.” said the 
queen. 
 Sawtooth began again: “With respect, your majesty, the barriers that you have set up in 
order to stop us reaching our brothers are non-existent, in my opinion. With time and a little…” 
 “Do not question us again.” barked the queen, her shiny black hulk quivering now. 
She was preparing to lay eggs and some of the drones had a murderous glint in their eyes. 
 Square, the most sensible of the three, decided to pipe up: 
 “Sawtooth, if you don’t stop this, we are going to get ourselves killed!” he whispered to 
his friend. 
 Sawtooth carried on without taking heed: 
 “When will the truth be revealed about the castle colony, when will we be reunited?” 
 Five drones approached Sawtooth and grabbed him suddenly, their poisonous 
mandibles bit into him viciously and he let out a terrible scream. 
 “Sine, Square, run now and gather others, tell them what we know, this place is 
against!” he said before he was taken off to be fed to the newborn. 
 Sine and Square bolted for the nearest exit and managed to escape a venomous 
demise, the dying screams of their companion following them down the tunnels. 
 

*** 
 

 Splash! Marcus dived into the hotel swimming pool. It was a rubbish attempt. His 
swimming shorts were far too big and he ended up naked underwater. Sylvia giggled gaily as 
she watched her boyfriend try and rectify his shame. 
 “You know we should all be naked really.” she laughed. 
 “When we’re swimming? There’d be a lot of underwater births!” said Marcus. 
 “Oh, you.” she said and giggled some more. 
 “Christ!” shouted Marcus suddenly. 
 “What is it my love?” asked Sylvia. 
 “Just got stung by a wasp. Do you think I should ask the FMA about the wasp 
population here as well?” Marcus commented dryly. 



 “I think you should just stick to what you’re supposed to do.” said Sylvia and noticed that 
Marcus was nodding his head secretively towards the patio. Sylvia turned her head and saw 
an old man with his back turned to them, smoking a traditional French pipe. Madame DuPont 
appeared with some honey for his bread. 
 “How come the wasps aren’t after him?” asked Marcus quietly. 
 “Maybe he’s in a pact with them. He could be a giant wasp man who has been sent here 
to thwart your plans,” said Sylvia, and added: “We should go and speak to him. Get dry.” 
 The old man barely moved his eyes when the couple came and sat at the adjacent table 
to him. 
 “Bon jour.” said Marcus in a polite manner. 
 The old man said nothing and moved only to light his pipe once more and puff heartily 
on it. 
 “Leave him alone.” whispered Sylvia in Marcus’ ear, “If he doesn’t want to speak to us 
then we should leave him alone.” 
 “Bon jour, monsieur?” said Marcus, in a slightly more surly tone. 
 It had no effect: the old man just sat there. 
 As the couple were about to walk into the bar, the old man spoke: 
 “Great danger, I warn you.” he said mysteriously. 
 “What do you mean?” asked Marcus. 
 “Nature does not like to be disturbed, especially when it is no threat to you or anyone 
else.” said the old man, and went silently back to smoking his pipe. 
 “C’mon Marcus, he’s clearly deranged or something. Let’s go shopping now.” said 
Sylvia. 
 “Oh, babes, you can go if you like, I have measurements to make this morning.” said 
Marcus, sensing Sylvia’s haste to leave the hotel. 
 “Fine.” she said and walked towards the stairwell. 
 Marcus looked back, and to his amazement the old man was nowhere to be seen. 
Marcus did the only thing possible in this kind of situation; he went to the bar and ordered a 
cool beer. 
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Rane and Ara were alone once again. On their way to see the queen, Squadro had decided 
that he had important business to attend to with another elder. 
 “I didn’t think you were going to make it.” said Rane tenderly. 
 “I am here.” said Ara, “While I was asleep I heard you and Squadro singing to me in my 
dreams.” 
 “The crystallinettes are here to help, but they can only heal physical ailments. If there 
was some way of taking away the hurt that I felt when we were apart then I would be there in a 
moment.” said Rane. 
 “There is...” said Ara, and let her antennae entwine with Rane’s. Pink rings formed 
around their double-body whilst they shared a brief connection. 
 “…no such thing as distance.” said Rane, finishing Ara’s words. 
 “What now?” asked Ara. 
 “I must leave you briefly, to go and find Squadro and the tribune. Only the elders can tell 
us what’s going on right now. I’m sure I heard a colonial die a short time ago. No doubt the 
drones would have had something to do with it.” said Rane bitterly. 
 “Go then. I will meet you further on…” 
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Marcus, now dressed in his work outfit, a cream shirt, brown tie and grey trousers, set to work 
measuring the patio. 
 “Five feet by three feet,” he stated to himself, “this would be an ideal place to start.” 
 He spotted a group of ants underneath the nearest table and gave them a vigorous 
squirt of company pesticide. At first, they acted normally, picking up crumbs and dragging them 
back to wherever. Then, one by one, they began to lean onto their sides, three legs on the 
ground and three in the air, their antennae flailing wildly. Whatever this stuff was it seemed to 
be doing the trick! After a few minutes all of their movement had ceased. The ants seemed to 
be… melting, giving off a pungent odour. After a few more minutes, the ants were nothing but 
stains on stone. Marcus noted this in his notebook and went off to make some more 
measurements. 
 

*** 
 

 Madame DuPont was busy in the kitchen, making bread from a machine. She was so 
absorbed in her task that she failed to notice the elderly gentleman behind her. She turned 
around and received a tremendous shock. 
 “Sacre bleu!” she exclaimed. 
 The old man looked bemused: 
 “I can see you are passionate with your hands,” he said. 
 “Please refrain from smoking your pipe in the kitchen.” she replied. 
 “Are you lonely here?” he asked. 
 Madame duPont looked a little deeper into his hazel eyes. Secretly, she was reminded 
of her husband. 
 “Not at all.” she lied. 
 “But surely, you need help? Geddit? Knead help?” he joked. 
 “Monsieur Auberge, I find your advances insulting, now would you please return to the 
bar if you wish to smoke.” she said waspishly. 
 The old man left the kitchen, taking a little piece of her heart with him. 
 

*** 
 

 “Look, Rane, you can’t just stroll in here as if you own the place.” said Squadro. 
 The council room had a pleasant atmosphere, like that of an old library. The elders were 
scattered around, humming and writing on crusts. In the middle sat Corto, the wisest elder of 
them all. 
 “I hope you’ve got a decent explanation for being here.” prompted Squadro. 
 Rane paused for thought, and then said: 
 “On my way here, I bumped into two old friends of mine: Sine and Square. They told me 
that Sawtooth, a jumped-up colonial from the barracks, had just been killed in the line of duty, 
so to speak.” 
 “No need to explain, Rane,” started Corto in a husky voice, “we already know that the 
young drones are becoming more and more violent. The reason for this is simple, our colony is 
overcrowded. The queen is pregnant, more so than ever, and we need to branch out and find 
new space to live.” 
 “Then why are we still here?” asked Rane. 
 Corto smiled with a thousand peaceful smiles: 
 “Because, you little upstart, the journey from here to the other colony is dangerous, 
more dangerous than you might realise. We need to plan carefully. Sawtooth was killed for a 
reason; to demonstrate that haste is not always the quickest solution. Do you understand?” 
 Rane nodded in sympathy. 



 “Now you must fetch your mate, Ara. We are to send you both ahead as emissaries for 
the colony. The road will be long and the human threat will be very real, but we have seen 
ahead that you can make it with the correct company. Do you understand?” 
 “Company?” 
 “Squadro will travel with you.” explained the wisest of the elders. 
 Squadro looked up and ceased humming. He hadn’t seen this coming. He thought 
about speaking his mind, but inwardly he knew that his own powers were limited and Corto had 
a very good point: Ara and Rane would need his help getting to the castle. 
 Corto added: 
 “Now go and find the female, and be careful.” 
 Squadro and Rane looked at each other, knowing that the real journey had only just 
begun. 
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Squadro and Rane spent the next morning trying to convince Ara that the three of them were 
not going to get killed on the way to the castle. 
 “We will never make it,” she commented pessimistically. 
 “That’s probably true,” said Squadro, trying to outwit her negativity. 
 “I think the sooner we get going the better, Ara, now are you with us or not?” challenged 
Rane. 
 “Okay, let’s go for it.” said Ara and the trio duly left the nest, once and for all. 
 Firstly, they came across a flattened bird on the road. 
 “This doesn’t bode well,” said Ara. 
 The carcass was tasty and provided them with much nourishment. After their meal, 
Rane scouted around to check for vibrations. Many an ant had been squashed by motor 
vehicles at this very spot. 
 “Do you think we’ll meet anyone else?” asked Rane of Squadro. 
 “Possibly, maybe.” he replied. 
 

*** 
 

 Inside the queen room, her majesty was about to give birth to thousands of baby ants. 
The drones sang an anthem, completely unaware that Marcus, above on the patio, was 
pouring liquid pesticide onto the nest. As it seeped into the interior, the colony turned into a 
panic zone. Males, females and children ran hither and thither, trying to escape the deadly 
tides that were now washing through the tunnels. Their attempts to escape were futile; soon 
the stench of death was everywhere. The last to die were the drones and the queen herself, 
who managed somehow to climb out of the nest and gaze defiantly at Marcus’ shoes as his 
spray can wiped them forever from existence. 
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The colonel marched quickly into the entrapment chamber, a space between the inner and 
outer walls of Calvi citadel. His name was Boros, the first of a giant mutant breed that fed 
solely off ice creams. A frightened youngster in the town centre once saw Boros snap the 
remaining wooden stick of an ice cream in half, and promptly complained to his parents. 
 “It seems we may have trouble,” announced Boros to three guards. The guards clickety-
clacked their way to the main gate and prepared their killing jaws for fighting. 
 

*** 
 

 Ara and Rane stood quietly next to each other on the road to Calvi citadel. Squadro, the 
elder, maintained that the berries they were eating were poisonous. So as not to disturb his 
companions, he sat for a few minutes silently meditating on the friends that they had lost. 
 “These taste alright,” said Ara to Rane. 
 “I bet our elder is sat in meditation, you know communicating with the crystallinettes.” 
 “You males and those damn sugarthings.” suggested Ara, hoping that Rane would take 
more notice of her. 
 At this point, a car drove not more than a few centimetres from their heads, nearly 
squishing them to bits. 
 “It just goes to show how fragile life can be,” suggested Rane, hoping that Ara might 
take more notice of cars. 
 “Right-e-o, let’s get going again!” shouted Squadro, “I believe there may be an edible 
shrub just around the corner.” 
 

*** 
 

 The three guards from the citadel took less than half a day to travel the distance to the 
spot where Ara, Rane and Squadro were hiding. It was night-time and the three good ants 
were baffled by sounds coming from the edible shrub. 
 “Eeek!” screamed Ara in sympathy to the ensuing attack. 
 Mandibles flew and jaws locked in a whirlwind of violence. It took several minutes for the 
victors to become apparent. 
 “Phew!” said Ara. 
 “Crikey.” said Rane 
 “Rogues!” shouted a fazed elder at the three husks that lay before them, the moon 
casting ironic shadows from their bulky frames. 
 As the trio left the fighting ground for the hopefully the last time, Rane took a backward 
glance at the unconscious guards and smirked in triumph. 
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Monsieur Jel, the official, pulled up in his purple Volkswagen to Hotel Ethos. Today was a day 
for breaking bad news. 
 “Madame duPont,” he stated calmly, “I’m afraid…” 
 “It’s alright, I know, you’re going to close me down,” she replied. 
 “I’m afraid so.” 
 Later, the Madame took one last, long look out to sea from her bedroom window and 
remembered that she still had the elderly gentleman for company. 
 
Pour chaque anniversaire, 
 
C’est une bombe, 
 
Une lumiere, 
 
Et surprise. 
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“This must be it!” said Rane excitedly. 
 “It is,” replied Squadro in his wisdom, “I have exact knowledge of this place. You never 
got to see the maps Rane, I’m sorry.” 
 “But I did!” squeaked Ara, “I snuck into library once and read the squiggles. We have to 
go in through there.” 
 Rane and Squadro followed Ara’s pointed antennae to a small gap under some stone 
steps. There were children everywhere and Squadro had to protect them from being squashed 
by human feet with ant magic. 
 The citadel was a vast, labyrinthine maze of stone and shrouds of gardens, mostly 
decayed in the present day, although tourists might imagine the once regal luminescence of 
days gone by. 
 “Okay Ara, where now?” asked Squadro once they were inside. 
 “Know not I,” she replied. 
 Rane suggested that they should find food in the kitchens, but at that precise moment, a 
colonel appeared. 
 “I hope you find our nest to your satisfaction,” he stated as six or so guards marched 
straight in and grabbed the trio, “Please state your name and place of origin.” 
 Squadro chimed in: “We’re from Hotel Ethos, a colony north of here, we only seek 
refuge.” 
 “Let them go,” dictated the superior, “And give them what they need.” 
 The six guards; one of whom had only four legs, released their grip on the newcomers 
and instructed them not to try and escape back through the way they had come in. Already the 
three suspected trouble. 
 

*** 
 

 Inside their room, the trio pondered their fate inside the vast citadel. They heard ants 
scurrying to and fro, even the smaller ones that were invisible to humans. 
 “Let us now contemplate the uncertain future,” said Squadro and as he looked up, 
realised that the other two were locked in an embrace. 
 “We three,” he continued, “Should remain calm in the midst of the elegant grand 
design…” He was a short note away from being the mainstay elder that he once used to be. 
Ara and Rane continued to cuddle whilst Squadro tip-toed out into the courtyard. 
 “Look around brother,” announced an unfamiliar voice, “You will see that here ants and 
shoes are all that we have.” 
 A large ant, smaller than Boros but bigger than Squadro had a look of wisdom about 
him: 
 “May I call myself Geo, yes I suppose I can…” his voice trailed off at the end. 
 “Squadro,” bowed Squadro. 
 “Geo. I am the least intelligent of the ants here, which may make me the wisest,” his 
voice continued to trail off at the end, “although I should warn you that this courtyard is 
haunted, by myself.” 
 The ant called Geo disappeared, leaving Squadro wondering where he had gone. It took 
him a few moments for him to click; Geo had flown into the air with a pair of wings! 
 “Geo, why are you flying ants so willing to demonstrate your powers?” laughed Squadro, 
watching Geo hover back and forth in the air. 
 “Follow me on foot if you like…” shouted Geo, and vanished across the courtyard. 
Squadro followed him as fast as he could. 
 

*** 
 



 Ara and Rane awoke later to find Squadro standing over them. 
 “Now we are locked in,” announced Squadro. 
 “Oh, what happened?” asked Ara and Rane together. 
 “I was fussy about the food here. I met a flying ant called Geo who took me to their 
library and I told him that the records were mouldy. He looked a bit annoyed. Then, I told him 
that I could do with a bite to eat. At that point I went with him to the eating hall and suddenly 
another ant knocked into me and sugar went all over the place. I broke several of the citadel 
rules by offering to clean up and then I got brought back here.”  

“On the way I noticed that everyone was staring at me, it was most peculiar,” finished 
Geo. 
 “So what do we do?” asked Rane. 
 “We escape!” cried out Ara, pointing at the ceiling. The smaller ants, anants, were 
disappearing through a crack in the roof, where a large sugar cube seemed to be sticking out. 
 “You mean we eat our way out?” asked Rane. 
 “You first!” replied Ara. 
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Ara, Rane and Squadro found themselves in an upper room, at first surprised by the cool, fresh 
air blowing in through a cross-shaped window. The window looked out onto the esplanade 
where human tourists mingled by the hundreds, eating ice creams and feasting on seafood. 
 “If I’ve offended the locals then we should probably try and escape,” suggested 
Squadro. 
 ‘PRIVATE RECORDS’ read a sign on the wall, written in sugar. 
 Ara hunched herself up, presumably communicating, and then suddenly let out one her 
abominable cries. 
 “Ara, sssh, you’ll get us caught,” said Rane. 
 “Don’t worry, she’s found something. What is it Ara?” said Squadro. 
 “The anants here are deadly,” whispered Ara, quietly. 
 As they looked around, they heard scuttling. Squadro looked up and saw hundreds of 
anants swarming on the ceiling, slowly creeping down the four walls. They had to act quickly, 
so they climbed out the window and used the sticky pads on their feet to keep a grip on the 
vertical stone. Rane nearly lost his back legs escaping from the little fire-breathers. 
 “Now what?” asked Ara. 
 “We climb down and get away from this place,” suggested Rane, only to find Squadro 
nearly halfway to the bottom. The fire-ants were pouring out the window in the thousands now 
and very nearly managed to get Ara, Rane grabbed her with his jaws and jumped, falling all the 
way down to a restaurant below. They fell directly into some human’s soup. Fortunately the 
man was having a conversation at the time, and they managed to climb over the edge, 
drenched in tomatoes. 
 “Pssst, down here,” shouted Squadro, waggling his antennae wildly and narrowly 
avoided a human toddler’s attempts to squash him with a piece of baguette. 
 

*** 
 

 Ara, Rane and Squadro, having avoided certain death, formed cocoons at the 
restaurant. There were a few ants here and there; plain local ants picking up crumbs. About 
eight in the morning, an enormous series of bangs resounded throughout the town; the 
humans were holding a festival with cannons. Ara stirred from her coon and ventured slowly on 
her own out into the quiet of the open-air restaurant. She nibbled on breadcrumbs here and 
there, pausing occasionally to look at the view. Something stirred behind her. An enormous 
fire-ant with a red body was dragging a piece of baguette somewhere else. 
 “Who are you?” exclaimed Ara. 
 “My name’s March. I know who you are,” said the fire-ant, towering over her. 
 At this moment, Squadro and Rane appeared, readying for battle. 
 “I fear you will be eaten if you come any closer,” said March. 
 “Who are you, exactly?” asked Squadro. 
 The enormous red ant pointed a leg at Ara; “That’s my daughter…” 
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“What?” begged Rane. 
 “I promise you, that’s my daughter,” said March, “She’s half fire-ant and extremely 
clairvoyant.” 
 Ara took a few seconds to assess March and then let out an enormous shriek: 
 “EEEE!” she cried. 
 Squadro felt like nearly attacking the fire-ant, although he was nearly twice the size of 
him. Eventually, he bowed in an act of succumbing. 
 “Kind ant, please explain how Ara came to be made,” said Squadro. 
 “Her mother was a titch; very, very small yet kind,” explained March, “and particularly 
sensitive. She used to communicate with the sea life down at the water’s edge. One day, we 
mated and Ara was born the next year. From a young age she was acutely aware.” 
 “Cute as well,” said Rane. 
 Ara looked ready to explode: 
 “No no no, we parted at young age. Where did you go?” asked Ara. 
 “I’ve been at the restaurant ever since, dragging crumbs around for the local hive. You 
wouldn’t remember the day I took you to the hotel,” said March, hastening on to another table 
with the bread in tow; “Would you three like to meet the queen?” 
 Ara, Rane and Squadro bowed meekly and followed March.  
 
 



14 
 
The inside of the nest was red, underneath the main part of the restaurant, shrouded by a 
canopy. Ants were scattered here and there and the smell of freshly baked bread pervaded the 
nest. 
 
“This is where we live,” explained March, “We’ve been here forever. One day, after the citadel 
was built, we branched away.” 
 “That’s my father,” explained Ara to Squadro and Rane, who were disbelieving at first 
but slowly came round to that fact. 
 March was about the same size as Geo, the flying ant and completely red. He told them 
that he very rarely used his venomous jaws to kill, although he would if any ant from the citadel 
should try and break into the nest. The two factions had been in a feud ever since the day he 
had told them of. 
 A female ant came over to them carrying a piece of bread for each of the four (March’s 
was twice the size of the others). 
 “Good afternoon, travellers. Hi March. My name is Fract and I presume you would like to 
see the queen. She lives down the hall. Please follow,” explained the newcomer. 
 Squadro made his way first into the queen’s chamber. A vast ant lay sprawled across 
the marble floor like a figurine. 
 “Speak,” said the queen. 
 Taking a few moments to communicate, Squadro began: 
 
 “Ma’am we are, or rather were, from a northern colony at Hotel Ethos, which became 
unstable and was sadly destroyed. The queen there was bitter and didn’t rule properly. It came 
to us that the only thing to do was escape. We traversed the winding roads down to the main 
town and found ourselves at the citadel, where we were treated as prisoners. Having escaped 
that place, we wound up here as your respectful guests, ma’am.” 
 “I see,” said the queen, “Give him what he needs, and send in the other two.” 
 Rane and Ara stumbled in and prostrated themselves before the majestic black ant. 
 “I see that you two are in love,” said the queen at once, “What do you have to say?” 
 “We are but strangers here,” said Rane quietly. 
 “Majesty feel alright; no more killings,” said Ara. 
 “What do we call you?” asked Rane, impatient. 
 “Call me Majesty,” replied the queen, “Because that’s what I am.” 
 

*** 
 

 Squadro was resting in his room when a sugar letter arrived through the door, carried by 
a soldier. The elder hurriedly ate it and communicated it back through the crystallinette sitting 
in the corner of his room. 
 “The wasps are coming,” Squadro said out loud to no one in particular apart from 
himself, “Please help us if you can. Signed, Majesty.” 
 Squadro sat in silence for a few minutes, digesting the news. Suddenly, Ara and Rane 
appeared through the door. Squadro informed them of what he had just heard. 
 “We may be in trouble. Do you remember the bees?” asked Squadro. 
 “Stingsting, we may fightfight,” said Ara in reply. 
 “Whatever happens,” chimed in Rane, “We’ll be at your side Squadro. We came to 
inform you that there is a feast in the main hall.” 
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Back in the main hall the ants, as promised, were holding a communal meal for the entire 
colony. Crumbs were being brought from the restaurant with haste and a massive pile of pizza 
dough was being built in the centre of the room. Ants came in sixes to get their portion and 
then sat around in the same groups. Majesty was sat at the front on her own. 
 Ara, Squadro and Rane sat with March and two other ants who introduced themselves 
as Foot and Frolic. 
 “I hear that your colony suffered an attack from the wasps last month. Our colony was 
much the same,” announced Squadro to the foreign three. 
 “That’s right,” piped up Foot and Frolic who appeared to be twins and spoke as one, 
“We had major damage to our food supply as the little devils tried to take away all of our sugar 
supplies.” 
 “Food in our colony was always being ravaged,” said Rane. 
 “They steeeeal!” shrilled Ara. 
 
 As the six of them munched away, Squadro started becoming bothered. He noticed a 
pain in his antennae and looked the way of Majesty. She was calling him. 
 “We have much to discuss in preparation for a flying bombardment,” she said to him 
privately, later, “I recommend that you get as much rest as you can. Gather your two 
companions and at sunrise go out to the sea to make your last dying wishes. I fear we may not 
withstand this time…” 
 It was a bitter message, but as Squadro pondered the queen’s words, he became aware 
once again of his old age and made ready to sleep. 
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Ara and Rane awoke the next day to find Squadro standing next to them. 
 “It is time for us to depart,” said Squadro. 
 Slowly the trio made their way through the restaurant and down to the harbour’s edge. 
They looked out at a blissful Corsican sunrise. 
 “Beauty in sunshine,” gasped Ara. 
 Several minutes passed as Rane and Squadro said their final male prayers together. 
Suddenly, the three heard cries coming from the restaurant. Ants were beginning to flock from 
the nest and out to the restaurant floor. 
 “The wasps are attacking,” shouted one ant, as Ara, Rane and Squadro took up their 
fighting positions. 
 First, it started as a buzzing, and then slowly the gargantuan nemeses appeared, 
swaying to and fro in the air, trying to maintain their balance against the Earth. They were 
hunting for sugar, although any ant that might get in their way would make a tasty meal. Their 
stings were lethal to our friends. 
 A wasp made for the ant that had alerted all the others. The ant screamed as a 
poisoned barb made its way into his body and the foe dragged him into the air, its yellow and 
black body pulsating with evil, wings flapping fast. 
 “Noooo!” shouted the ant’s mate; she followed soon after at the hands of another wasp. 
 Soon the air was full of noise. The enemy was everywhere. Panic and hostility was 
coming from the antennae of all the insects, even the flies, and ants were getting killed 
everywhere by the feet of the restaurant’s morning staff. It was doubtful whether the wasps 
were sometimes the more dangerous creature. 
 “Protect the nest entrance!” shouted an ant to six others, and the group huddled 
blocking the entrance in a pattern. Squadro immediately knew why Majesty had sent them 
outside; it appeared that the entrance to the nest was not going to hold, and soon the air was 
filled with a different kind of buzzing, a more familiar one. Squadro looked upward. 
 “Geo!” he exclaimed. 
 The flying ants from the citadel were here, and it soon became apparent why: they were 
here to rescue the ants from the restaurant. Gradually, the flying brigade began picking the 
land-dwellers into the air and taking them back to their own home, the citadel. 
 
 Ara, Rane and Squadro stood in a triangular pattern and began shrieking to attract 
attention. 
 “Down there!” shouted Geo, and him and another flyer swooped down to gather the trio. 
Between Squadro and Rane was Ara; being carried in-between the other two was like being 
stretched on a rack, and she was squealing non-stop. 
 “Eeeee!” she cried. 
 Slowly the wasps were bombarding the entrance to Majesty’s nest, and it was giving 
away. First one ant, then two then three were being picked off by the deadly venom of the 
wasps. The last four ants simply scattered and then were killed later. The wasps stormed the 
nest and the noise of the carnage was evident as there were screams from deep inside the 
nest, as Majesty and her last survivors were dispatched. 
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Flying through the air, with the lost balloons of tourists below, was a relief, but not fun seeing 
as Majesty and the colony had apparently been slaughtered. Ara, Squadro and Rane were set 
down on a landing pad at the top of the citadel, a small circular shape of stone, set into the 
roof. 
 “What happened?” inquired Geo, the other flying ants setting down the rescued into the 
circle. 
 “Wasp attack,” gasped Ara after her ordeal, “many gone now.” 
 For a while, Rane and Squadro said nothing, simply glad to be alive, although 
miserable. 
 “It looks like the restaurant colony just wasn’t meant to be. I remember when it got 
started,” finished Geo, flying back down to the restaurant floor, “Get inside to avoid the wasps.” 
 It was true; the wasps were already making their way towards the citadel roof. Geo had 
to loop and dive to avoid collisions with the deadly aggressors. Squadro, Ara and Rane hurried 
inside as promised. Once inside, they met March. 
 Ara struggled to shriek as normal, but instead gave her father an enormous embrace. 
 “It’s alright little one, we’re safe now. I fear you may have much to do in the future,” said 
March 
  
           It was many months before any of the ants now living in the citadel dared to go back 
outside. Very few ventured out every now and then to find food. At the height of summer, the 
wasps reigned supreme. The ants remained in long trails outside to make themselves appear 
larger, and the colony at the citadel remained united. 
 Boros, the giant colonel ant addressed everyone in the citadel in the main hall: 
 “We may go through strife, we may have a hive mind that can be chipped away at by 
enemies, but they will never undo us. Remember our ant-words: ‘Wisdom comes in numbers.’” 
 
 
 

THE END 


