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Flowers Are Not in a Hurry, and I Will Wait for My

Season

"Flowers of Spring” is a book about flowers. The author writes about the flowers
that open one after another in spring: winter jasmine goes first and lights up yellow
along the riverbank before the willow buds turn red; peach blossoms and apricot
blossoms follow, pink and white crowded on the branches; and the peony takes no hurry
at all, slowly opening its big flowers in late April when other flowers have long
fallen and borne fruit. The author says these flowers never bloom all at once. Each
one quietly waits for its own time, never looking at the others and never rushing

itself. I read this passage and thought of the hyacinth bulb I raised last year.

My mother bought that bulb in autumn. It looked like a fat little onion wrapped
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in brown paper—like skin, and nothing about it suggested that it could bloom. We set
it on top of a white glass bottle, let the water just touch its bottom, and placed it
on the windowsill. For two weeks it did nothing. I crouched down to check it every
day and worried it had rotted. In December, white roots finally came out from the
bottom, short and thick like little white nails. Still no flower. In January, thick
green leaves grew up, and I asked my mother every day why it had not bloomed yet,

whether the flowers in the book were already blooming.

In February, the leaves grew taller, and a spike of tight green buds rose from
the middle of them, hard like a sleeping pine cone. I wanted to pry the buds open
with my fingers to see their color. My mother slapped my hand away and said that if I
pried them, the flower would never open, and I should wait for it to open by itself.
I complained in my heart that it was too slow. One morning in early March, a soft
smell woke me up. The whole spike had opened from bottom to top, purple-blue and
crowded together, and the smell filled the room. I stood by the windowsill and looked

at it for a long time.

Now I understand the book. The hyacinth did not bloom late; it was simply keeping
to its own time. It grew roots in autumn, leaves in winter, and flowers in spring,
one step after another, with no step skipped. I had only looked at the blooming
flowers in the book and wanted it to skip all the waiting. The flowers are not
anxious. They quietly do the work in front of them and open when their time comes. In
the book the peony waits until late April and still blooms grander than most flowers,

because it is not ashamed of being late; its time is simply that time.

This book taught me to wait. When I cannot recite a text or learn something
quickly, I often think I am too slow. But maybe I am like that hyacinth bulb, growing
roots right now. Flowers have their own time to bloom, and people have their own time
to grow. I do not need to compare my spring with someone else’ s winter jasmine. When

my time comes, my flowers will open on their own.
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