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An Invitation from a Flower Bud

The flower bud wrote an invitation to spring, writing very slowly, taking the
whole winter to finish it / The invitation had no words on it, only a little pink, a
little yellow, and a faint soft fragrance / The dewdrop came on purpose to stick on a
shiny little stamp / One blow of wind and the invitation set off, its first stop the

nearest little bee

The bee knew the way, laughed the moment it saw the invitation, picked up its
empty basket and left at once / The butterfly got its invitation, picked out its most
fancy dress, and flew across half the hillside to arrive on time / The sun got one
too; it came the latest but left the brightest seat for the heart of the flower /
Even a passing dandelion stopped, holding its little white umbrella, standing nearby

for a while

Petals opening one by one are the very moment the invitation is unwrapped / One
petal is a chair, one petal is a table, and one petal is a lamp / The dewdrop sits in
the middle of the plate, sparkling, so everyone who sees it wants to lean close and
taste a little / Whoever comes, please sit; everyone is welcome, says the flower;
today no one is big or small, all are guests / The ant got one too, arriving

earliest, sitting on the smallest petal, listening without a sound / Even the tiniest
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aphid hurried over, standing at the very edge of a petal, too shy to step inside,

poking just its little head in

I once received such an invitation, when I passed that flower bed on my way home
from school / That flower bloomed with all its strength, petals spread wide, as if
reading my name out loud / I crouched down and softly said hello, my voice small
enough not to disturb the classmates nearby / It nodded and sent a wave of fragrance
into my open schoolbag, placing it next to my textbooks / I have kept that invitation
all along, tucked inside the lid of my pencil box; every spring it mails it again,
and the addressee has always been me / I told my deskmate about it, and my deskmate
said, I got one yesterday too / We made a promise: next spring, we will wait by the

flower bed together for that invitation
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