REL TR T

AL b, BACIE 7 ACKBI RS, sl RS IR, BRE (FERITE)
Ba 1. [SERFRETEERE. | EFELCRBAF I EE FXAERNK, EAEE. I
HlE T

LYRG XM, RPRIEELR. FH, ke CEFife) MATE . SRHREEEE, W
HFHATH, BAEELAARE . i, =, 2. ARK EREESMmS b, AR
FEEFE LS, BUHBAREINE: 1o s, T ABBES ENEFE L GFRIE) « it

i, JGIESE, BRSSIEAURTTE, M.

Hl B 5T AT OC TS TIAAS . 45 L5 IR AL B de 2 I I A TT 248, 4L PHEE I
RIAGKITRAE, WA AAER N o BAGR /N TTEIRRBEAR , = F B3 e AR 5¢ 17, EA4 3
AL A ESEER, TR 2L, TR R . RAEEA AT, EEAR
SRR AL 55 R, BACF R EPITIT. AR E R, g R Ny,
e, 0T, R0 WY, 27 AR, WAEN. —H, BN
FAEIL A IE oK

PrUCAR e BR, BT3RS DY NS, RGO oL RAmi. & A AsiE
KDY AT At J R AT BIR o E eI GRAMED) « RATHRgnIE, REL AL
7T

WAERRE A O TATS: T E i AR T, RGN, ARSI URGE. Tk
EREE AN RS2 KPR I, B . B Sefe i A QR Xk e
H O gE— kT .

The Piece I Finally Finished Playing

At the spring recital, I played that piece from the first note to the last. When
I stood up to take my bow, the line from “Flowers of Spring” suddenly came back to
me: the flowers that wait bloom the most beautifully. Last winter, when I underlined

that sentence, [ did not understand it. Now I do.

To explain this, I have to go back to last December. I was stuck on the left—hand
part of the folk song Jasmine Flower. Every time I reached that spot, my two hands
fought each other, and the sound went in a mess. I played it ten times, twenty times,
and it stayed wrong. One night I slammed the piano 1id shut and sat on the bench
crying, saying I would never touch the piano again. My mother did not scold me. She
placed a book on the closed 1id: “Flowers of Spring”. She said, read it first; if you

still want to quit afterward, then quit.

I finished the book by the light of the piano lamp. It says that winter jasmine

waits until the coldest days to open its yellow flowers, and the peony waits until
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late April to spread its big blooms, and not one of them is racing anyone. I thought
of the peach tree by our gate: in March, after the other flowers had finished their
noise, it raised its buds one by one and bloomed quietly, yet all the bees flew to
it. I thought of my own left hand: was it a flower whose time had not come yet? The
next day I opened the piano 1lid again. I stopped playing the whole piece over and
over. I practiced only the four measures that went wrong, slowly, hands separately,
twenty minutes a day. Four measures took one week, then two. In January they finally

flowed smoothly. In February I could play the whole piece through.

So on the day of the recital, when my fingers reached those four measures, they
were as steady as walking a familiar road. No one in the audience knew that these
four measures had once made me cry. All they heard was a complete, unbroken song.
Only I knew that the flower I had waited for had opened.

Now I have made plans for myself: when the next piece has a hard passage, I will
practice those few measures slowly first, and I will not say I quit at the drop of a
hat. I also want to learn to wait for others. When a classmate learns something
slowly, I will not rush them. Every flower has its own time, and I have already

proven that once for myself.
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