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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. [ was staring out the window
when [ 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
flower decided to skip blooming just because it was late. Each kept to its own

season, and none missed the others.
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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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