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The ant was not deterred by any obstacle in his path. Quickly he marched, his tiny legs 

moving as fast as they could, as if the little creature knew he had only a short time to get where 

he was going. Indeed, he had. Smoosh. 

“Hey, whadja do that for Joey? I wanted to see where he was going,” Bill chided. 

“Aw, you woulda stepped on him when he got there anyway,” Joey said. 

Bill shrugged his shoulders, he probably would have. The two boys continued their walk 

down the sidewalk, stopping now and then at other ant hills, stepping on a few more tiny-legged 

scouts and workers. 

But off to the side of the street where Bill and Joey were walking, there were two other 

eyes following the boys' path. Here a clump of trees grew tall and straight, and perched on the 

highest branch was an owl. Awakened from his nap, he searched for what had disturbed him. 

Two little caps bobbed up and down as the small strangers walked and skipped on their way. The 

owl heard their playful chatter and watched them closely. When the two figures were safely out 

of sight, he stretched his legs, flapped his wings, and settled comfortably on the branch. Soon he 

was peacefully dozing again. 

But not for long. High above, much higher than the trees, flew a flock of crows. As the 

owl had flapped his wings, the crows had spied the tiny movement below them. Could that be an 

owl? They flew a little lower for a closer look. Yes! What better way to spend an afternoon than 

to pester an owl, their arch enemy? Soon their squawking awoke him and before the owl had 

time to retaliate, the crows began using him as diving target practice. The owl pumped his 

mighty wings and took off for another roost, but the crows kept chasing him, enjoying their 

game. 

Then did someone see the crows? Yes—and the owl, and the boys, and the ants. These 

seemingly little things, along with things that seem big, are all seen by God. The earth is but an 

ant hill to Him. No wonder David said in a psalm, “What is man, that Thou (God) art mindful of 

him?” 

“When I consider Thy heavens, the work of Thy fingers, the moon and the stars, which 

Thou hast ordained; What is man, that Thou art mindful of him? and the son of man, that thou 

visitest him?” Psalm 8:3,4. 
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