2 )LHIfE HEE

PUHZE AN, L)LUAAATE T RS HRRIESS, AR S i A/, 4R ]
AT FBRRT, fRJUEIT T . WEMOHEKSE, . 27 R -5, JERME: &,
WiREEE, BHEHE.

BATEVY - b A B 285N, REAT 87— B s e . L LEPIAKREE, 27 H
WA TR TR Fegr it —MER A —32%, Wittil: AFESS, R NLE, FIMAL
. MRS R Be st /e S0 b, BARAESS I M S EECRIRR, IR S A E .

Wb —FFARIC AR, CPRRIBL—AT . TR e, M AR WRIRE, XA R
PO IRERS, Rt S0 —<)L, p\FEA T b, m—2ede, S5idbs: WU, %, PA
ANAIET o R RMITIRIBE — R EiEs, WHELWE, WESSA . IR B T,
AP WP R A R, BRI EEEIN; AR P NSk i Al ik iE
A7 BRI, WL 7 .

IR AAT L, WA T SRS, SAETHSE LA, IS, 2 es &, JIF
St FLAHTAFIEMSEA L TR, WARIHEE P RA NAMET,  EARE E g e B
RO, JE ey —BE TR . BT BN AT, T RIR. U T N ERR,
BT B, AT TR

WRAE SR ARG TAME, ZIMAETHE LS. WS, FEARN. JEEHEERS, 50
AR o ARG, MBI N IEIE S5 FORE, SR XA U, IAeftaid. JEINE
A B M AR S T, RO T R AU

A7 A J S AR A L)L ZWR BRI BE, Bt B el AT R REE, — R AT
SR, AR ORI A, HRAS b AR AR S S T ORI R

My Daughter’ s Flower Field Notes

On the second Saturday of April, my daughter said her school had assigned a
composition about spring. She sat at her desk for two hours, and the paper held only
nine words: spring is here, the flowers are all blooming. My chest tightened watching
her, yet I dared not hurry her. Sunday morning I said: come on, I will take you to

see flowers, and you can write afterward.

We took a bus forty minutes to the suburbs, where rapeseed fields lie field after
unbroken field. She went reluctantly at first and only perked up at the edge of the
field. I handed her a hardcover notebook and a pen and said: no rush to write. First
crouch down and look; write down whatever you see. She crouched at the edge of the
field ridge, half doubting, and I sat on the grass slope nearby pretending to rest,

my eyes never really leaving her.

Her writing was slow at first, one line after a long while. But twenty minutes
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in, she suddenly turned and called out: Mom, look, this flower has four petals in a
cross! A little later she lay over the notebook drawing a flower, marking beside it:
four petals, cross shape, six little pillars in the middle. Then she began following
a bee, writing as she watched, muttering to herself. She filled five pages that
morning. Colors: she said the yellows differ in depth, like a painter’ s palette.
Shapes: cross petals, six stigmas, leaves with toothed edges. Sounds: a bee’s wings

hum low, a butterfly is nearly silent.

On the bus home she wrote the composition leaning against the window, typing into
her phone’ s notes app, deleting and revising the whole way. At home she read it to
me. It began: I never knew rapeseed flowers are cross—shaped, never knew there are
six little pillars inside, and never knew that when a bee dives into a flower, its
hind legs kick powder onto themselves. When I heard the word powder, my nose stung.
The spring of nine words strained out over two hours became, after one morning of

crouching, over a thousand words.

That composition later earned an excellent, the teacher’s comment reading:
careful observation, something real inside. My daughter brought the comment home and
posted it on the wall like a treasure. Afterward, passing the flower beds in our
neighborhood she would stop to look, and ask me how many petals this flower has, what
kind of edge that leaf has. I realized that morning had given her not composition

techniques, but eyes willing to crouch down.

Parents ask where I take my daughter for weekend tutoring. I say: to the flower
fields. They think I am joking. Only I know that one ticket—free field, and one
morning of a parent willing to crouch beside her, outweigh a whole year of straining

out a spring at a desk.
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