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The Cherry Tree at the End of the Alley

At the end of our alley stands a cherry tree that belongs to no one. 1 walk past
it every morning on my way to school, but I did not truly see it until Tuesday

morning.

That morning I first spotted it from half a street away. The sky had just
brightened, and a big pink cloud hung at the mouth of the alley, floating above the
tile roofs, soft and almost unreal. I stopped. I have walked this road for three
years and never noticed the tree could be so big. It seems that when you are too

close to something, you cannot see it at all; you can only see it from far away.

Under the tree, the cloud turned into one flower after another. Each flower has
five petals, white touched with pink, with a faint reddish line along the edge, as if
someone drew it with a colored pencil and then wiped it. The stamens in the middle
crowd together tightly, each topped with a tiny yellow anther. I leaned in to look,
and a bee bumped my nose and startled me half to death. Some flowers are fully open

with their petals spread flat like little plates; some are half open, as if shy; some
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are still buds, round and pink, hanging from the branch like a row of small bells

that seem about to ring when the wind blows.

Grandpa used to walk this road with me. In third grade he would point from far
away and say, look, the cherry blossoms are out. I would run over and press my face
close to one, and he would call me back: look from far away first, then come closer.
I did not understand then; I thought looking close up was looking well enough. Later
I learned that Grandpa planted this cherry tree when he was young, and the tree is
older than our house. Now he has moved to the city, and I walk the road alone, and I
finally understand: the pink cloud at the mouth of the alley can only be seen from
far away, and the tiny yellow anthers can only be seen up close. Both ways of looking

are needed.

That morning I stood under the tree so long I was almost late for school. A gust
of wind passed, and petals fell like snow, landing on my shoulder and on top of my
schoolbag. I did not brush them off. Chen Xi from next door walked by and said,
picking cherry blossoms? I said I did not pick any, they fell by themselves. On the
way to school I felt that the pink cloud at the end of the alley had followed me all
the way and settled on my shoulder.
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