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The Promise Between the Bud and the Distance

Between the flower bud and the distance there is an invisible contract: / one
whole winter of silence, traded for one blooming that asks nothing about the return.
/ The only witness is the morning light — / it arrives on time every day and presses

its hand on the shoulder of the bud, like holding down a trembling promise.

Such promises are hard to keep. Frozen soil presses on the crown, frost flowers
sneer on the window paper, / and even the closest branch advises: wait a little
longer, spring comes every year. / The bud grips itself tight and keeps its answer

very low: / a spring that merely arrives is not mine; only what I open is mine.

So it begins to push. With a shell thin enough to let light through, it pushes
open the whole late cold. / The morning light comes daily to measure the progress,
recording like a small knife: / one millimeter higher today, one millimeter swelled
yvesterday. / Millimeters are small, but millimeters are the smallest coins of the

distance, and saved enough, they buy the road through to spring.

The hardest thing to push open is oneself. / Inside the shell lives a pessimistic

tenant: you are too small, the wind too strong, no one will look even if you open. /
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The bud does not argue with it, it only invites the morning light in a little, then a
little more, / until it is bright enough that the tenant cannot open its eyes, and

its voice goes hoarse into silence.

There was no ceremony on the day it bloomed. The shell split one seam, and light
poured in whole, / the petals stretched open like someone finally setting down
luggage carried many days. / The distance applauded from far away — applauding into

an echo across the hills, applauding into the footsteps of bees hurrying all the way.

I stood long beneath the flower and understood that contract. / My flower bud is
the dream I never spoke aloud, my frozen soil is dusk after dusk of failed exams, /
and my tenant always advises at midnight: just give up. / But I have seen how the bud

wins: no arguing, only saving morning light.

From today I too make a pact with the distance: / every extra word memorized,
every extra lap run, every extra problem solved, is my one millimeter. / The distance
will never walk over by itself; / it only stands in place, waiting for a person to

walk, step by step, himself into a tree full of spring.

www. vv99. net



