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The Morning of a Flower

All night the wind stopped and the insects slept, and the flower bud shut its
door tight, not even leaving a thin crack / It wrapped itself into a little fist,
holding a dream close to its chest, telling no one / The dream had red in it, and
yellow, and a faint fragrance hard to name / It did not dare speak it out, afraid the

dream would tear open at the first word

Before dawn the dewdrop hurried over, climbing step by step onto the bud,
knocking tick—tick-tick / The dewdrop whispered by its ear, wake up, wake up, the sun
is about to cross the little hill / The dewdrop whispered, wake up, wake up, the bees
have already lined up long queues in the flower field / The bud rubbed its eyes, and
the smile it had held all night nearly leaked through the door crack

The bud stretched a long lazy stretch, then carefully opened the door a thin
crack / A hint of petal color showed through, like someone lighting a tiny lamp in
the dark / Petal by petal they opened, like small hands opening, catching the
sunlight that had just fallen / Every petal held up a small piece of sunlight,
holding it high, afraid no one would see / The dewdrop slid down the edge of a petal,
sliding and laughing, riding the best slide in the world

The wind came to count the petals, one, two, three, and laughed halfway through /
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The wind said, I have counted for a hundred years and still cannot count how many
springs hide in one small flower / The butterfly flew in by a shortcut, folded its
colorful wings, and landed on the topmost petal / The bee arrived with its basket,
busy going in and out, too rushed to even say hello / One flower opened, and spring
gained one letter already opened / Everyone who reads this letter stops, crouches
down, takes a look, and smiles / That letter reaches the hands of everyone who

crouches down, and no one wants to close it
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