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Every Flower Is Worth Waiting For

The line I remember most in “Flowers of Spring” is this: every flower is worth
waiting for; the person waiting for it is worthy, and the flower itself is worthy. I
underlined this line with my pencil, and the tip pressed a small dent into the paper.

I read it three times, and each time I thought of my brush calligraphy practice.

I started learning calligraphy in third grade. For the first half year, my
writing stayed ugly: the horizontal stroke slanted like a crooked bridge, the right-
falling stroke flicked out like a little knife, and the character for eternity came
out falling in all directions. My deskmate laughed that my writing looked like a
snake crawling. I stuffed my brush into the desk drawer and told my mother I did not

want to learn anymore.

My mother did not lecture me. One morning in March, she took me downstairs and
pointed at the magnolia tree by the road. Its flowers were fully open, each as big as

a cup, white touched with purple. She asked if I remembered what the tree looked like
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in winter. 1 remembered: bare branches, dark bark, looking like a dead tree. All
winter it had been busy underground where no one could see, and then one morning it

suddenly opened every flower.

When we got home, I took the brush out of the drawer. I stopped filling a whole
page at once. I wrote only four big characters a day and posted them on the wall. One
week later I looked back at the previous week, and another week later at the month
before. One day I wrote the character for flower, and when the last vertical stroke
came down, the tip of the brush held steady, and the stroke sat straight and thick on
the paper. I stared at it for a long time. It was the first stroke in half a year
that I was truly happy with. Progress, it turned out, does not arrive suddenly on
some day; it hides inside those four characters every day. In the second term of
fifth grade, my work was posted on the display board at the back of the classroom. It
was that same character I had once written badly, and my teacher circled it in red as

a model.

“Flowers of Spring” says that flowers do not bloom for people to watch; they
bloom when they have gathered enough strength. My half year of ugly writing was the
tree’ s winter. Now in sixth grade, I still write four big characters every day. I do
not compare myself with the good writers; I compare myself with last week' s me. I
plan to keep writing like this into middle school, and when I graduate from
elementary school, I want to copy a whole piece as a gift for my calligraphy teacher.

Every flower is worth waiting for, and I want to wait for my own flowering season.
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