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Since ancient times, ants have lived quite differently from humans. They do not fall in love, they do not form families. Their entire society is divided into castes: workers, guards, scouts, winged males and females, and so on. No one chooses who they will become—everything is decided for them long before they are born. At the head of every ant colony stands the queen, who rules her subjects with the help of special chemicals—pheromones. From the moment they hatch, potential queens know their destiny in advance: a flight, a nuptial flight, and the founding of a new nest. The winged lads, however, had a far less exciting future.

All events in this story are fictional; the characters have no real prototypes.

The names of the main characters were chosen for the sake of wordplay.

Any resemblance to real individuals is purely coincidental.
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I wish you an enjoyable journey through the World of Ants!
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​Chapter I

[image: ]




In one anthill, within the caste of winged males, a tiny ant was born. He was so frail that they were already preparing to cast him out—but in the end, they took pity on him. They named him Stumbleton.

All the young males were fed heavily and prepared for their future nuptial flight. But Stumbleton ate for ten and still gained neither weight nor strength. He remained thin and tiny, and everyone said nothing good would ever come of him. And foolish he was, Stumbleton — for he somehow stuffed into his little head the ridiculous dream of finding an ant he would love, marrying her, and living their entire lives together as a pair, not as part of the colony.

Everyone told him, “Those are fairy tales about humans—ants don’t live like that!” — but he didn’t care. And if he didn’t even feel the pheromones of Queen Kharytyna, what effect could words possibly have?

Naturally, he had no friends. Other boys liked to mock him, and some went as far as bullying. Sometimes the local gang of rowdies barged into his room and stole his lunch: “Why would you, a runt like that, even need food? You’re not fit for the flight anyway!”

Their jeers no longer hurt him—he had grown used to them. But being left hungry was a real problem. Eventually, the Queen ordered the caretaker to wait until the little ant finished eating, and the bullies received a well-deserved scolding. The elderly caretakers treated him indulgently: they smiled, praised him, and fussed over him, but never missed an opportunity to mutter that he was sickly and wrong in the head.
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​Chapter II
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Well, there was nothing to be done—the day of the nuptial flight had come. All the winged males lined up in a row: tall, broad-shouldered, handsome, and full of life energy. And Stumbleton stood somewhere in the back—like a seventh leg on an ant—and no one paid him any attention. He was gazing instead at the little take-off window where a slice of sky could be seen, dreaming romantically to himself: “How I long to see the whole Forest from the outside! How wonderful it would be to find my other half and share it with her.”

The other boys were already tired of waiting for the Queen’s command to take off, and to pass the time, they began mocking Stumbleton.

“Hey, Stumbletoe!” one of them snorted. “How did a scrawny little thing like you even hobble all the way here😅​”

“He can’t even spread his wings properly, let alone fly!”

But that wasn’t true. In reality, the only thing Stumbleton could do was fly. He had never tried, but somehow he knew it. He often flew in his dreams—sometimes even with his imagined queen (though without a face yet). So he was certain he would be able to take off from the anthill.

“Ah, guys, why are you pestering him? Let Stumble-clod enjoy his last minutes of life. Because this half-flight of his will definitely be his last!”

“Actually, for all of you it will definitely be the last😒​,” Stumbleton muttered under his breath.

“What did you say, you wretch?!” — One of the largest ants began rolling up his sleeves.

But just then the Queen’s signal sounded, and all at once they headed for takeoff. Stumbleton hesitated for a moment, squeezed his eyes shut, and murmured to himself, “Come on... you’ve done this countless times. Now do it—for real.”

His thin, delicate wings unfolded, and Stumbleton was lifted and carried upward—slowly and somewhat crookedly. But in the end, he caught up with the others at the clearing, where they were swarming, waiting for the winged girls.

Someone spotted the low and lopsidedly gliding Stumbleton: 

“Look! Stumbletoe is stumbling and bumbling along😂”

Everyone burst into laughter and fixed their eyes on him.

Their laughter nearly drowned out the buzzing of the winged ladies who had just arrived. Stumbleton noticed them first—and his jaw practically dropped: “Why are they so enormous😮” He felt like a little critter next to them.

And the nuptial flight began. It was an incredible sight: thousands upon thousands of ants swirling together in a single cloud glittering with colored sparkles. And, as always, Stumbleton was off to the side. He flew a bit closer to the cloud—and was swept into the vortex of passing ants, as if into a tornado. Once he matched their shared speed, he could distinguish individual silhouettes within the “ant cloud.”

Not a single girl paid Stumbleton any attention—not even a passing glance. But it didn’t bother him: enchanted by the spectacle around him, he was already in high spirits. That was just his nature.

Suddenly he sensed a new smell he had never felt before, and something fluttered warmly in his chest. The little ant closed his eyes, concentrating to locate the source of the scent. When he opened them again, he froze: before him was an ant of unreal beauty—tall, elegant, and enormous. The largest of all the girls and wildly popular. Her skin was unusual for their kind: it had a violet tint and a shimmering glow, adding even more elegance to her already aristocratic presence. But the most remarkable thing about her was her wings. They weren’t just ant wings—they resembled the wings of the most magnificent butterfly: wide, angular, and transparent with multicolored hues. The streams of her pheromones shimmered in an extraordinary range of colors—from golden glints to every shade of the rainbow. No wonder that anyone who saw her couldn’t look away.

Something inside Stumbleton began pushing him toward her. He was spellbound and no longer heard or saw anything around him. He caught only her name—the most enchanting, the most melodious name in the world: Victoria.
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Everything was suddenly lost. In an instant, everyone disappeared: the girls flew off in all directions to create their grand futures, and the boys dropped to the ground. And Stumbleton was left alone on the clearing—a tiny, frail ant in a vast Forest where no one cared about him. He sat down on a stump and burst into tears😖​😩​😭​ For the first time, it hurt this much; for the first time, he realized his own insignificance. And then Stumbleton remembered something that made a warm wave spread through his little body: “Victoria...”

He jumped to his feet and shouted into the whole Forest, to himself, “I must find her! No matter what🔥​». And then something incredible began: he was enveloped in a cloud of colored smoke that swirled and crackled with sparks. Stumbleton felt strength, power, and courage awaken within him💪. In an instant he grew to a size greater than the largest ant of his caste. 

And he felt so much confidence inside him that it would be enough for three anthills. This power had been dormant inside him, waiting for the right moment. The program of the queen of his homeland failed to awaken it. But the power of love turned out to be capable of such miracles!
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​Chapter III
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Long years of searching dragged on. Stumbleton wandered everywhere and questioned every ant he met about their queen. He didn’t dare ask about the Purple Queen—he was afraid they wouldn’t believe him and would take him for a weirdo. More and more often a thought crept into his mind: “What if it was just a hallucination?” 

How immense the Forest was: towering trees holding up the sky, rivers and lakes, mountains and valleys, curious plants, and creatures unseen before. It had never even crossed Stumbleton’s mind that anyone other than ants could exist. His travels were made even harder by dangers lurking at every step. “Everything turned out harder than I expected. But nothing will stop me!” Stumbleton told himself every time he got into trouble.
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