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The Morning Glories on the Other Side of the Wall

On the weekend when April turned warm, I sowed four morning glory seeds at the
foot of our yard fence. Grandma Wang next door sowed a row along her side of the wall
and had even set up a bamboo trellis in advance. She handed me one of her old seeds:
this blue kind has a thick shell and sprouts slowly, so do not be impatient. I
planted her seed together with mine, watered them, and pictured the fence covered in

vines by summer.

In May, the other side of the wall stirred first. Heart—shaped leaves pushed out
beneath the bamboo trellis of Grandma Wang, winding upward along the poles. By June
her trellis was fully covered, and every morning it held a shelf of blue flowers with
dew resting on the petals. Children from the whole alley came to look. I went after
school too, and after looking I stood a while at the foot of my own fence. The soil
was still only soil, with no shadow of a tendril. Grandma Wang called to me over the
wall: child, do not only watch the flowers. Morning glories root first, then climb.

If the roots are not steady, a vine that climbs will also fall.
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I half believed her and kept watering. Every day after school I first walked over
to her side of the wall to look at her flowers, then came back to crouch at the foot
of my own fence and look at the soil. Mother laughed: so you go to admire the flowers
of other people and come home to interrogate your own dirt. I said: our teacher said
we look at others to learn, and examine ourselves so as not to lose heart. In July
came a heavy rain. When it stopped I went to the fence and froze on the spot: four
thick vines had pushed out at the foot of the fence, a ring thicker than those of
Grandma Wang, already winding half my height up the bamboo, their tips curled and
reaching upward. I ran to knock on her door and pulled her over to see. She squinted
at them for a long while and said: well I never, your vines are sturdier than mine.
Early the next morning, the first vine held two blue flowers, larger than the ones

over the wall.

Grandma Wang came over to look and said: your four seeds went in deep, and their
roots spent over a month driving down below, deeper than mine, so your vines are
thick and your flowers large. She paused and added: what happens underground is

invisible to the eyes, but invisible does not mean it is not happening.

That summer, the blue flowers on our fence bloomed from July to September. I sat
under them doing homework, and whenever my pen stopped I looked up for a while. 1
kept those words of Grandma Wang. Later, when classmates teased me for being slow at
something, I did not get angry. I know that some things are slow because they are
putting down roots where no one can see. The flowers over the wall opened first, in

their hour; the flowers on my side opened later, also in their hour.
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