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The One Flower That Opened by the Wall

March fifth, Wednesday, sunny.

On my way to school this morning I noticed that the bush by the wall looked
different. All winter it lay along the wall as a tangle of dry branches, and the wind
made a rustling sound through it. I had passed it hundreds of times, but today one

corner of it was dotted with tiny yellow dots.

I stopped to look closely. The branches were thin and hung down to the ground,
and on the branch tips grew flower buds the size of rice grains, packed tightly
together. 1 started counting: one, two, three... a single branch had more than twenty
buds. Most were still closed tight, but one at the very tip had already opened. It
was small, with six petals, yellow like a little star. I put my face close to smell
it. There was not much fragrance, only a faint cool scent. A little insect was

crawling on the flower, its legs covered with pollen.

I stared at that little flower for a long time and almost arrived late. On the
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way 1 kept thinking: it opened all by itself. Nobody watered it, nobody tended it,
nobody even looked at it, and it still bloomed.

After school I deliberately took the detour by the wall and ran over to look
again. The little flower was still there, and the bud beside it had loosened, with a
speck of yellow showing at the petal tips. The little insect was still sitting on it.
When the wind blew, the little flower nodded on the branch. I squatted down and said
to it: you grow so slowly, but that is all right, I walk this road every day to see

you.

When I got home in the afternoon, I dropped my schoolbag at the door and shouted,
Mother, the flowers by the wall opened! Mother was cooking and came out wiping her
hands, asking which flowers. I pulled her to the window and pointed toward the wall.
She said, that is winter jasmine. Once one starts, more and more will open, and in a
few days the whole bush will be yellow. I asked how she knew. She said she had

watched them bloom every year.

Before bed I opened my nature notebook and drew that little flower, writing the
date beside it. Tomorrow morning on the way to school I will count again how many

have opened. The flowers are in a hurry to bloom, and I must hurry to see them.
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