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Five Apricot Blossoms on April Third

April third, Friday, sunny with wind.

I am writing this diary before bed, and I am still happy. Today the apricot tree

outside the school wall finally opened its flowers!

On the way to school in the morning I glanced at the apricot tree as usual. Last
week its branch tips were studded with white flower buds, and I had been watching
them every day, but they stayed closed, their mouths tight. This morning they were
still only buds. A little disappointed, I dragged my feet into school.

But something happened at noon! On the way back to the classroom after lunch my
classmate Xiao Yu suddenly shouted, it is open, the apricot blossom opened! We all
rushed to the wall. On a high branch tip there really stood one white flower. Its

petals were pure white with a little pink at the base, and the stamens in the middle
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were crowded and yellow. The wind blew and the flower swayed on the branch, but it

did not fall. We took turns standing on tiptoe to look at it, and nobody picked it.

I kept thinking about that flower during class. After the second period I ran to
the wall again. In the cluster beside it, one bud had turned shiny white and looked
ready to burst. I took off my watch and timed it in my head: from noon until now,
only two hours, and already one bud could not hold back. The bell rang, and I walked

back to class looking over my shoulder again and again.

On the way home from school I walked slowly and counted again. One, two, three,
four, five. There were already five flowers on the tree! They had opened one after
another in the afternoon, as if they had agreed in advance. I squatted under the tree
and looked up for a long time. The setting sun shone through the petals and made them

almost transparent.

When I got home I told Mother, the apricot tree opened five flowers today! She
asked whether I counted carefully. I said I counted twice and both times it was five.
Mother said tomorrow there will probably be more than fifty. I thought fifty was far
too many. Mother said apricot blossoms open in clusters, and one bud really holds

several flowers.

I decided to keep writing this diary until every flower on the apricot tree has

opened. Tomorrow morning on the way to school I will count again.
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