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The Morning Glory in Our Planting Corner

At the back of our classroom there is a planting corner, a row of pots on the
windowsill. In early March everyone planted a pot. Mine was morning glories. The
seeds the teacher handed out were black and hard, like little pebbles. I pressed them

into the soil, watered them, and thought they would sprout by tomorrow.

Tomorrow they did not sprout, nor the day after. On the fifth day two tender
leaves pushed out of the soil, thin enough for light to pass through, and I squatted
by the windowsill and watched them through half a study period. Its vine changed
every day, climbing up along the string the teacher had tied, its tendrils winding
round and round like a child clenching a fist, clenched tight. I watered it every
morning, let the water drip out of the hole in the bottom of the pot, and poured off

the standing water in the tray, just as our science teacher taught.

By the end of April, the balsam in Liu Yinuo’s pot had bloomed, pink, and
attracted a white butterfly. Pot after pot in the class showed color, and only my

morning glory was still a whole shelf of green leaves. A classmate said, yours just
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grows leaves. I got anxious and deliberately gave it half a cup of extra water that

evening, then regretted it the next day, afraid of ruining it.

In early May, buds finally formed at the tips of the vines. The buds were
twisted, like little trumpets hanging upside down, wrapped in green sepals with a
hint of purple showing at their points. I stared at those buds for three days:; they
kept silent. On the fifth morning I walked into the classroom and the three flowers
by the window had opened. Purple, with petals thin like wet paper, their veins
running line by line like leaf veins, or like a river dividing. The throat of the
flower was white, white all the way to the rim of the trumpet. A drop of dew sat on a

petal, rolled once, and did not fall.

Those three flowers wilted by noon and closed completely in the afternoon. I felt
a little sad, and Liu Yinuo said, morning glories only bloom in the morning; there
will be new ones tomorrow. The next day, sure enough, two more opened, even bigger

than the day before.

Later I counted: from sowing to the first flower, sixty—one days. In those sixty—
one days it was not idle for a single day; it was just spending its strength where 1
could not see, roots driving down into the soil, vines winding up the string. It did
not refuse to bloom; it was waiting for its own time. That row of pots in the
planting corner is still before my eyes. Mine is the greenest and the slowest to

bloom, but it blooms the longest.
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