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The Flower Bed Never Rushes Every Flower to Open on the

Same Day

Outside our teaching building window runs a long flower bed. I began noticing it
in early March, on the night I failed my physics exam. I was staring out the window
when I happened to see the first magnolia open. For the next month I glanced at it

almost every day, and understood quite a lot.

Magnolias bloom earliest, flowering on bare branches, one blossom crowding the
next, until the whole row looks like it is holding up white candles. Crabapples come
about half a month later, first with red dots, slowly swelling, then covering the
whole tree overnight. Roses are the most patient: while other flowers threw their
parties in April, roses kept quietly pushing out red buds, only appearing blossom by

blossom in early May. All spring, no flower in that bed was ever rushed, and no
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flower decided to skip blooming just because it was late. Each kept to its own

season, and none missed the others.

The month I watched the flower bed was the month physics was tormenting me. I
failed the March monthly exam. My deskmate had started competition problems two
months earlier while I still could not draw a free—body diagram from the textbook.
Every day I doubted myself, feeling everyone else had bloomed while I was still a
bare stick. I even thought about giving up physics and moving all the time to my

strong subjects to keep my ranking presentable.

The flower bed stopped me. The day the roses came out in early May, it hit me:
the roses had not been idle in April. They had been pushing buds and growing leaves,
spending their strength where no one could see. My physics was the same. For more
than two months I understood two wrong problems a day and redrew force diagrams on
weekends; the effort showed no score return at the time, but it was all growing my
roots. On the midterm exam I passed physics. It was not a beautiful score, but it was

a grade I had pushed out one millimeter at a time by myself.

This experience gave me my own view on pace. Comparison is easy: borrow a
timetable from someone else, put it on yourself, and panic when it does not fit. But
flowers never borrow timetables from each other. Everyone has their own season. An
early bloom does not always set steady fruit, and a late bloom does not always bear
fruit later. What matters is not which day you open, but whether you kept growing

before you opened.

I have written down my plans too. First, stop scaring myself with other people
progress, and compare only with myself from last week. Second, keep understanding two
wrong problems every day, rain or shine, like watering the flower bed without asking
which day it will bloom. Third, allow myself to have a flowering season, but never
allow myself to stop growing. What the flowering season taught me comes down to one

line: water on time, root in silence, and my flowers will open.
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Grandpa Says Seeds Have Their Own Alarm Clock

At home our small yard has a patch of vegetable land, and every spring my grandpa
raises seedlings there. Last March I sowed with him and for the first time watched
closely how flowers and vegetables wake up. He buried seeds of balsam, sunflower, and
a few greens in separate cells of a seedling tray, watered them through, and covered
the tray with film. I squatted beside him and asked whether they would come up
tomorrow. He said seeds have their own alarm clock; when the time comes they get up

by themselves.

For the next two weeks I squatted by that tray almost every day. The balsam broke
the soil first, the greens followed, and only the sunflower cells stayed silent. I
could not help poking the soil with a toothpick to see whether the seeds had rotted.
Grandpa pushed my hand away. He has grown flowers for fifty years, he said, and the
worst habit is digging them up to check every day: a seed just about to push through
is ruined by one poke. The sunflowers, a week late, sprouted at last, then grew like

mad and filled the whole yard with bloom in autumn.

Those days my English lived under constant urging. After dinner my mother quizzed
me every night: have you recited the text of Unit One, how many dictation words did

you get right. The more I was rushed, the less I could remember. Standing in the
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living room my mind went blank, and then came another round of anxious scolding. 1
began to believe I had no gift for language, that others could recite after two

readings while I still stumbled after ten.

Watching Grandpa raise seedlings pulled me out of that doubt. The sunflowers were
not refusing to rise; they were rising on their own time. Being quizzed every day was
like being dug up every day, shaking apart memory that had just begun to sprout. I
talked it over with my mother, and we changed the plan: I would read quietly for
fifteen minutes each day and recite to her on weekends only. The first two weekends I
was still slow. On the third weekend I recited a whole text without a gap. In the

final exam English gave me my best score since junior high began.

Now I often think that anxiety is a hidden kind of destruction. On the surface it
looks like care, but underneath it is distrust: distrust that seeds will wake
themselves, distrust that you are growing every day. Flowers opening in turn is not a
flaw but the order of nature; forcing someone else calendar onto your own head is

what truly makes you miss your season.

I have set three rules for the days ahead. One, stop interrogating myself every
night about why I am still not good enough, and instead write one line before sleep
about what I did today. Two, keep reading English fifteen minutes daily, spreading
the effort thin instead of piling it up before exams. Three, whenever I cannot help
comparing, think of that tray of late sunflowers. I copied Grandpa words above my
desk: seeds have their own alarm clock, and my job is only to sow, water, and wait

for the time to come.
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The Late Azaleas Bloomed the Most Furiously of All

In mid-April our school took a spring field trip to a low hill outside the city.
By the time we climbed halfway I had lost all spirit: the peach blossoms were long
past, leaving only pink-white petals on the ground, and the azaleas the teacher had
promised were nowhere to be seen, every branch full of green buds. Classmates
complained all the way that the trip was wasted, and I sulked too, feeling spring had
nothing to do with me, that every beautiful flower had finished opening before I

arrived.

On the way down, our biology teacher pointed at those green buds and said azaleas
open half a month later, and the latest flowers on a mountain usually bloom the
longest. I did not take it to heart then. Passing the foot of the hill after school
in early May, I suddenly saw the whole south slope burning red through the bus
window: the azaleas had all opened, cluster pushing against cluster, fiercer than
peach blossoms and far longer—lasting, the red holding for two full weeks. The
disappointment of the field trip, it turned out, had been saved up and repaid to me

by a grander spring.

That evening I lay on my desk thinking for a long time, and what I thought of was
my composition. At the start of the term our class chose its reading star; my
deskmate had won a district writing prize in third grade, her essays were often read
aloud in class, while my exercise book carried the same four comment words year after
year: clear central idea. I had tried hurrying. Hearing that practice matters, I
forced out four essays in one week and handed them to our Chinese teacher; she marked
them all hollow, written more frantically with each try. For a while my scalp went

numb at the sight of an essay topic, convinced some people are born to write and I
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was born unable.

But the azaleas made me re-read the word slow. Peach blossoms open early and fall
early; azaleas hold back for half a month, then fill the whole early summer in one
go. My deskmate writes well because dozens of books a year since third grade bought
that; I only saw her bloom, never the years of growing before it. And my four rushed
essays were hollow precisely because I wanted to burst into flower in one step and

refused to honestly grow leaves.

After that I changed methods. No more cram—writing; instead twenty minutes of
outside reading before sleep every day, two observation diary entries a week, writing
only what I truly saw, never piling up pretty phrases. For the first two months my
essays showed no improvement, scores unchanged. The turn came in April: our Chinese
teacher read aloud in class a paragraph from my weekly journal about the old fish—
seller at the market, saying this is what real life looks like. In the final exam my
essay lost very few points for the first time, with four comment words: a voice of

your own.

Here are my plans. One, never break the twenty—minute daily reading; treat it as
breathing, not a task. Two, keep the weekly observation diaries through the last year
of junior high; the notebooks saved up will be my confidence later. Three, next time
I envy someone for blooming early, think of that south slope burning red for two
whole weeks. Flowers open in turn; I will grow my leaves first, and the bloom will

come in time.
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