BRI T I

BAVARTE R, RNIEIERIS? ANk, eI AeE 20U A A H i, =HREeiH2
—RFE L, EEAT, REMA. IEMFRIORG X, eregeata el b, dose
Tk,

IBAEEARNER . BRKIERI SR T B LRIB &R . vt e ma sk,
WA e B, Bl — AR . SRR e, LU, R SVRRIM 1. ek
R, —AR—ARAE NI, R EOE B, LN, BRIk S 2

=PI AR, BIEAE S, i, IRMBRPAT 25T —F. FiF M
2y JHE T« WERIERIEH G, AR BRZIME0 T /ME, 28 2%, MIREERERAR
G bR T AT W NRE, L EAEOK, suhbini; BORMAERERE LR, idk
M, IR, WHER AR, dERANLME, HER B

PO IR R RG A, BRI A PR T o BARIAEARE RN ITI: [m BRI A A e,
AR IHIE =% SEARAVRROTA S, Bk mBOT M . JOARIE IR LHATIA S, H -,
e begAE T BAEKRIL, Hm KRR S5 LIal, BT D AmEsEfIT e, 2

HNAEFNTER R KL

VUH, FRing T3k, F2BERIZm . WAEERE. AR, REHFSEE, I
BIRA G ft e DN . WL XREE, WCLIT PR, MESPAERES &, e
B, PN NIAR BT B Sk, JEAA I AR T .

JaRBH AL, FBRIERAHBN, AN Wbl WHEZHLF T TG . & NEEAIT4R,
fiede. MNRNHM MK N HTEE G ERAEE, Eadk: ®A L, A —
siboke MAPAFALFERE XA E R, PrUEEREE, BRANABIUHE RS DM,

Spring Begins at the Wall Corner

Does spring at our school come from the flower beds? No. The flowers in the beds
will not show their faces until April; in March they are only a ring of bare frozen
soil around the privet, hard as stone. The real spring arrives earlier than that. It

lights up first at the wall corner behind the teaching building.

Nobody notices that corner. The wall is whitewashed cement, and the corner holds
brooms, dustpans, and a few old tiles. But right behind the brooms, out of the seam
where the wall foot meets the ground, pushes up a clump of forsythia. Nobody planted
it. 0ld Zhou the caretaker says a bird carried the seed. Its branches are very thin,
each one hanging down, touching the ground and then curving back up, tangled like a

golden broom set upside down.

One morning in early March, I was carrying exercise books to the office and

passed the corner when something flashed at the edge of my eye. I stopped. It had
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bloomed. Yesterday bare branches, today every branch studded overnight with little
yellow flowers, each one small as a dot of yellow paint dabbed onto the twig. I
squatted down. There were dewdrops on the petals, glittering; in the crack at the
wall’s foot lay the last of the frost. Frost on one side, flowers on the other, in

the very same corner, neither giving way, neither losing.

Once I started watching that corner, I could not stop. I found the flowers do not
open all at once: the branches on the sunny side bloom first, the shady side three
days later; the low branches near the root bloom thick, the high branches at the wall
top bloom sparse. I found the bees arrive earlier than we do, for at seven in the
morning there are already bees on the flowers. I also found that the brooms move
beside those flowers every day, and not one person in the school knows a corner has

been blooming; of the whole school, only that clump of flowers knows spring came.

In April the flower beds finally got lively, and classmates gathered around them
for photos. Nobody walked to the back wall. I was not sad; I was secretly a little
pleased, as if that corner were my private secret. I detoured to see it: the flowers
were at their peak, the thin branches bowed almost to the ground under the weight,
little yellow flowers running from the wall’ s foot all the way to its top, tinting
half the white wall gold.

I often think about it now: spring does not stand in line after all. It does not
begin at the flower beds, or the parks, or wherever someone has arranged for it to
begin. It begins at wall corners, in brick cracks, in un—-swept corners, behind a
broom. Nobody invites it, so it comes on its own; where there is no soil, it brings a
little soil with it. That clump of forsythia understands this every year, which is

why every year it is the flowers that open spring first on behalf of our school.
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