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The Three Days I Missed the Bloom

In March I caught a cold, my throat hurt badly, and I asked for three days off.
At home, between doses of medicine, I worried about school: about the math homework,
and about one more thing, the flower bud on the peach tree by the flower bed. The day
before I left, I had just seen a crack open on it, and according to my deskmate on
the phone, it would bloom in two or three days. Of all times, I could not go to

school in exactly those two or three days.

On the last day of my sick leave, my fever broke. My mother asked if I wanted to
rest one more day. I said no. Actually, my first thought when I woke up was that
flower. What if it opened while I was asleep? It would open with nobody seeing, and

that would be such a pity.
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When I got back to school, I dropped my bag at my seat and ran straight to the
corridor to look at the flower bed. On the peach tree one flower had already bloomed:
its petals were fully spread, the color fading to pale, one edge curling up. It was
not freshly opened. I stood in the corridor and felt a hollow in my chest. I had

missed the moment it opened.

My deskmate saw me standing there and came over. She said the flower opened on
the second day after I left, and our class saw it first; then classmates gathered
around, and half the class squatted by the flower bed. She said they counted five
petals, and someone tried to pick it but the labor committee member stopped them. She
gestured as she talked, saying that when it opened, the sunlight fell right on that
branch. I listened, feeling sorry and jealous at the same time. That moment I did not

see, I would never see.

Then she pointed to a branch nearby: there is still one bud, saved for you. I ran
downstairs and squatted by the flower bed. This bud was a little smaller than the one
from before, purple-red, with a ring of fuzz on the husk, its top not yet cracked. It
swayed on the branch while I squatted and watched it, and I felt a little better. It

had not opened, and this time I would not leave.

From that day on I came to look at it during every break. Nothing changed on the
first day; on the second a thin line split open; on the third the petals showed a bit
of pink, still curled. I counted carefully, because I did not want to miss it again.
At noon on the fourth day the wind was strong and the petals had opened halfway.
During the last break before school ended, classmates gathered around again, and this
time I stood in front. The sun had sunk a little, and the light fell on the cement
edge of the flower bed. Right there among the crowd, the crack in the bud widened,
the petals turned outward layer by layer, and at last the whole flower stood up.

Someone whispered, it is opening, not loudly, but the whole class heard.

This flower opened with my eyes wide open. I finally understood: flowers do not
wait for people, but flowers do not bloom only once. I missed the first one; I caught
the second one. From now on, as the flowers in the bed open one by one, I plan not to

miss a single one.
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