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I Named the Peach Bud Little Red Dot

March eighteenth, Tuesday, cloudy then sunny.

Today I write a secret known only to me and that peach tree. In front of our
school gate stands a peach tree. 1 have walked past it on my way to school for four
years and always thought it was only a tree for shade. This morning I suddenly
noticed that its branch tips were studded with flower buds, small, round, and deep
pink, like little beads someone had threaded onto the branches, more than ten on one

branch.

One bud on a low branch was plumper than all the others. I secretly gave it a
name: Little Red Dot. I said to it quietly, Little Red Dot, will you open tomorrow?
Of course it did not answer. But I thought its bud looked a little tighter than

yesterday, as if it had put on one more layer of clothes.
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During morning reading I kept thinking about Little Red Dot, afraid the wind
would blow it off. At break I ran out to the school gate and looked again. It was
still there, and I found another plumper bud beside it. I decided to name that one
Second Little Red Dot. The wind blew, the branches swayed, and the buds bumped

lightly against each other, as if whispering.

After school I walked home past it again. I made my steps very light, afraid of
disturbing Little Red Dot. I looked up and counted, and the buds on the branches
seemed more than in the morning; from far away the whole tree wore a faint pink haze,
like a thin veil. I stood under it for a while, and a small petal-shaped thing landed
on my shoulder. I picked it up: it was the outer shell of a flower bud, so even buds

change their clothes.

When I got home I told Mother about Little Red Dot. She laughed and said peach
blossoms do not open so fast, they need another week or so. I did not believe her.
Mother said, then let us make a deal: from tomorrow you look once on your way to
school every day, and when Little Red Dot opens, I will buy you that book about
insects you have been wanting. I hooked my little finger with Mother, and she hooked
back.

Before bed I looked out the window for a while. The sky was getting dark, and the
peach tree turned into a shadow, but I knew all those buds were up there. Little Red

Dot, good night. I will come see you tomorrow morning.
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