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The Golden Waterfall at the Wall Corner

Out the back gate of our neighborhood runs a stretch of old wall. It is built of
gray brick, standing there for who knows how many years, its cracks sprouting
liveforever and dried-out foxtail grass. Broken bricks are piled at its foot, and
nobody ever glances that way. Only my grandmother says the same thing every time we

pass: this wall probably won’ t last another year.

Last winter I noticed a few thin branches at the wall’s foot. Branches is
generous, for they looked more like wire, dull gray and stiff, poking out of a brick
crack, hanging down along the wall, then springing back up halfway, like a few
unfinished arcs someone had sketched in the air. No leaves on the trees, no grass on
the ground; those bare twigs hung alone in the cold wind, and I figured they were as
finished as the wall.

Then one day in early March I came home from school, and before I even reached
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the corner I saw a sheet of yellow. At first I thought someone had dropped a piece of
yellow silk there. Walking closer, I saw it was flowers, flowers on every branch.
Crowded along each thin branch were little yellow blossoms, six petals each, no
bigger than a fingernail, running from the top of the wall all the way down to its
foot. When the wind passed, the whole wall of yellow shimmered, a slender golden
waterfall. I stood there so long that my schoolbag strap slid down to my elbow

without my noticing.

I went close and studied the wall. The flowers grew straight out of a brick crack
too narrow to fit a finger, with no soil in it and certainly no one to water them.
Where the wall’s plaster had flaked off, broken brick showed underneath, and that is
where the plant drove its roots, pushing them deep into the gap. It does not choose
its place and does not wait for anyone to arrange one. If the wall gives it a crack,

it gives the wall a whole tree of spring.

When grandmother came by again, she stopped too. She stared at the yellow wall
for a long while and said: this wall tries harder than I thought. I said it is not
the wall, it is the flower. Grandma laughed and said it is the same thing, to bloom

so soft a bloom in so hard a place is trying hard indeed.

After that, every time I passed I made a point of walking over to that wall.
After the flowers faded, the thin branches put out small glossy green leaves, still
coming from the same brick crack, still hanging down into the wind. I understood then
that toughness is never a shouted slogan. It is the root in the brick crack, pushing
deeper with nobody watching; it is those little yellow flowers, blooming across an

entire wall with nobody to water them.
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