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Go Downstairs, the Flowers Are Already Open

Dear teachers and fellow students: good morning! The title of my speech today is

Go Downstairs, the Flowers Are Already Open.

Let me start with a question: this term, have you ever really looked at a single
flower on our campus? I know many of you cannot answer. We run past the flower beds
hundreds of times every day, yet few of us ever stop for one glance. But the flowers

have been opening all along, waiting for us.

Look at the two magnolia trees beside the flagpole on the playground. When the
term began their branches were bare, and a few days ago they all burst open at once,
white as two trees full of pigeons. The row of crabapples behind the teaching
building is even livelier, pink touched with red, and walking past you can smell a
faint fragrance. Then there is the jasmine along the wall, a long strip of shining
gold, the first thing you see walking in from the east gate. Our campus is soaking in

spring, yet we keep our heads down and hurry, nearly missing it all.
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Last Friday during the break I did something very worthwhile. I squatted under
the magnolia tree for a full ten minutes watching how bees work. A bee dived into one
blossom, came out covered with yellow pollen, and flew to the next one. I noticed
some flowers face east, some face the sun, and tiny water drops hide inside the
petals. 1 remember those ten minutes better than an hour of cartoons at home. It

turns out that if you squat down and look, a whole world lives inside a flower.

Fellow students, spring is not in your phone, not in the pictures of your
textbook. It is downstairs, by the playground, on the way home from school. Flowers
open only once a year; miss them and you wait three hundred more days. So today, on
behalf of my class, I call on everyone: First, go downstairs at least one break a
day, stand by the flower bed, learn the names of the flowers in your school, or give
them names of your own. Second, keep a small notebook, draw or write down one flower
you see this week, and in three weeks you will find you are the student who knows the
campus spring best. Third, when you see a classmate squatting to look at flowers, do

not laugh at him; squat down with him.

Fellow students, the flowers are open, and they have waited for us a long time.

See you downstairs this break! That concludes my speech. Thank you all!
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