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The Flower of My Deskmate Bloomed and Mine Had Not

In the first week of March, our homeroom teacher carried in thirty small flower
pots and announced that each student would grow one marigold, from sowing to bloom,
and we would see whose flower opened best. The classroom erupted. I took a pot,
grabbed some soil, pressed three seeds into it, and stuck my name on the pot wall:

Number Five, Lin Xiaoman.

In the first week, the pot of my deskmate Chen Dong sprouted first, two tender
leaves raised like little hands. In the second week, his sprout had grown into a
palm—high seedling with crowded leaves. My Number Five pot still showed a bare soil
surface. A classmate strolled past and glanced over: Lin Xiaoman, did you plant
stones in there? The whole class laughed. I moved Number Five a little inward on the

windowsill and said nothing.

In April, round green buds swelled on top of the seedling of Chen Dong. A few
days later the first flower opened, orange-red like a small ball of fire. The class

gathered around it. I stood before my own bare pot with burning ears, and at
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dismissal I said to it in a huff: no more watering, bloom or do not bloom. Then I
turned and left.

The next morning before reading class, the homeroom teacher was crouching by the
windowsill, right where I ran into her. She pointed at Number Five: come here, touch
the soil. I touched it; the bottom was damp. She said: damp below means it is
straining away inside. You have waited only forty days; the seeds of Chen Dong went
into the soil two weeks earlier than yours. Flowers do not race; each has its own

hour. Wait a little longer.

I started watering again. On May 10, just as the morning reading bell rang,
someone in the back row shouted: Number Five sprouted! I ran over. The soil surface
had cracked open, and a reddish—-brown shoot pushed out, half the size of the sprout
of Chen Dong, but standing there solidly. In June it bloomed, its color deeper than
that of Chen Dong, like fully burned charcoal.

At the class meeting, the teacher asked those whose flowers had bloomed to share
experience. I said one thing: my seeds went in late and sprouted late, but they never
slacked off; they kept working under the soil. The room went quiet for a moment, then
applauded. That day I wrote in my diary: when others bloom, do not panic. I learned

to wait, and I learned to keep watering while waiting.
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