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The Sunflowers on Our Balcony

The passage I cannot forget in “Flowers of Spring” is the one about waiting. The
author writes: plum blossoms open in the cold of early spring, peach blossoms wait
until the wind turns warm, and the lotus does not show its face until summer. The
flowers in the book all seem to know a secret. They do not crowd and do not compete;
they bloom when they should bloom. Even a flower that seems to have missed spring is
quietly getting its buds ready by the end of the book. I read this passage feeling a

little ashamed, because last year I did something silly to my sunflower.

In March of fourth grade, I planted two sunflower seeds in an empty flower pot on
the balcony. The packet said sunflowers bloom in summer. I watered the pot every day
and crouched beside it to watch. A week passed, then two, and the soil stayed flat
and empty. I decided the seeds were dead. One weekend, while my mother was away, I
dug into the soil with a chopstick and pulled one seed out. It had already sprouted,

with a short white shoot about one centimeter long, still buried in the dirt. I
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pushed it back in a hurry, patted the soil closed, and felt heavy all afternoon: 1
might have hurt it.

Luckily the seed survived. A few days later, two round seed leaves pushed out of
the soil, and the other one came up at the same time. I never dug again. I only
watered them and moved the pot to the sunniest corner of the balcony. The sunflowers
grew slowly but steadily, taller every week, their leaves rough and prickly. In July,
a green plate appeared at the top of each stalk, and a ring of yellow petals opened
one by one. They were smaller than the sunflowers in the park, about the size of my

palm, but when they bloomed they truly turned their faces to the sun.

“Flowers of Spring” says that flowers have their own time to sprout and their own
time to bloom. A seed buried in soil is not doing nothing; it is growing roots where
no one can see. Last year I did not know that. I thought that if nothing showed above
ground, nothing was happening, and I almost dug up the little shoot that was working
hard. The author writes that the flowers in the book wait quietly, and I finally know

what they are waiting for: they are busy with work you cannot see.

Now, whenever I rush for a result, I think of that seed with its white shoot. Not
being seen does not mean not growing. The flowers of spring do not all bloom at once,
and that is what makes a whole spring beautiful. I want to be like a sunflower: root

when it is time to root, and bloom when it is time to bloom.

www. vv99. net



