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Grandpa’ s Orchid Waited Two Years

While reading “Flowers of Spring”, I kept returning to the passages where the
author writes about flowers that wait. Some flowers open as soon as the spring wind
arrives, and some wait much longer, waiting for rain, for warm weather, for
themselves to grow strong. The author says a waiting flower is not lazy; it is

gathering strength. I felt this passage was written about my grandpa’ s orchid.

My grandpa loves flowers, and a dozen pots line the low wall of his small yard.
Last spring my father brought him an orchid. It had a few narrow leaves and looked no
different from grass. Grandpa set it where the light came through softly and hardly
watered it. I asked when it would bloom. Grandpa said orchids are slow, and this one
might not bloom this year. Sure enough, through a whole year it opened nothing. The
pomegranate flowers on the wall bloomed and fell and bloomed again, while the orchid

stayed as it was, only adding a few new leaves.

I felt sorry for grandpa and even thought this orchid would never bloom. He kept

caring for it anyway: loosening the soil, opening the window for air, carrying it

www. vv99. net



indoors in winter. One day in early spring of the second year, he called me to the
wall and pointed at the foot of the orchid leaves. There was a bud the size of a
grain of rice, its tip tinged red. Grandpa said, see, it is starting. By April the
bud grew tall and opened two pale pink flowers. They were small but clean and

elegant, with a light smell you could only catch when you bent close.

"Flowers of Spring” writes that every flower has its own pace, and a slow flower
should not be measured by the standard of a fast one. My grandpa’ s orchid waited
nearly two years, and during that waiting it grew leaves, grew roots and stored
strength. It did not bloom in the first year not because it was bad but because it
had not gathered enough. Grandpa understood, so he never rushed it. I used to get
angry when a piano piece would not come to my hands, and cried over slow math. Now I

think those were my days of growing leaves.

The book says the flowers that wait bloom beautifully too. When those two orchid
flowers opened, grandpa smiled and took many photos. I understand now: waiting is not
wasted time; waiting is the time a flower spends growing. This book made me think of
my hyacinth, my sunflower and grandpa’ s orchid. We are all small plants, growing

quietly, waiting for our own time to come.
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