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Spring on the Balcony and Spring in the Distance

The geranium on our balcony had its first bloom one morning. I opened the door
for air and saw the dew first, bead after bead on the petals, smaller than grains of
rice, rounder too. The pink petal had a dark line along its edge, and a dew bead sat
exactly in the groove of that line, like a glass bead set into it. I leaned close

Inside the bead there was a point of reflection, the shadow of the balcony railing.

While I was looking, I heard a hum. On the seventeenth floor, there should be no
bees. But one came. It circled the geranium twice, landed on the highest bloom, dove
in, moved its hind legs, and came out with a trace of yellow. Where had it flown
from? Three kilometers outside our compound there is a river flat that fills with
rapeseed flowers in spring. It must have come from there, across roads, traffic
lights, and the morning rush, for this one pot. It rested a while on the rim of the
pot, wings still trembling, then flew off toward the distance. Watching it go, 1

suddenly realized the whole of spring was behind it.
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I leaned on the railing and looked that way. The city blocked the view, only
rooftops and tower cranes. But I know what lies three kilometers out. Last spring I
visited that river flat once. Flowers spread from the foot of the levee to where the
eye loses them, with a few white willows standing in between. When wind came, the
whole field lowered its head and rose again, like breathing. I stood at the edge of
that sea of flowers for a long time, the sound of bees so thick it was like rain.
Standing inside that bigness, the mind went quiet, as if something had covered up all

the noise.

Spring on the balcony is small. One pot, one bee, one dew bead. Spring in the
distance is large, too large for the eye to hold. Yet they bloom the same way, with
the same dew, the same bees. The bee did not think the balcony flower was small. It
gathered from it as earnestly as from the river flat. And me? I am on the seventeenth
floor, three kilometers from the sea of flowers, thirty centimeters from this pot. I
always say I will go see the flowers on the weekend. But this morning, that bee has

already come to see me on behalf of the flowers.

I left a cup of water by the pot, not for watering. The next day the water had
not gone down, another bloom had opened, and the dew was still there. Traffic began
to rumble on the street below. The distant sea was out of sight, but it was there,
blooming, together with this pot. On the morning I understood that, I stood on the

balcony longer than on any day of school or work.
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