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Take a Different Way Home and Go See the Flowers

Dear teachers and fellow students: hello! I am a young reporter from the Red
Scarf Radio Station. Today my broadcast speech is titled Take a Different Way Home

and Go See the Flowers.

Let me tell you something strange. The old locust tree at our school gate stands
there watching us come and go every day, yet it does not bloom until May, and when it
does, the whole street smells sweet. When the locust bloomed last week, I wrote one
line in my broadcast script, and many classmates came running to ask: locust trees
flower? The one at our own school gate? Classmates, we stood under that gate for six
years and never knew it blooms. It was not that it never flowers; it blooms late, and

we never looked up.

I have my own story too. Before, I walked only the big road home from school,

eyes fixed on the back of the head of the student in front. One day last month my
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mother and I switched to the small path along the river, and I gasped the whole way:
so so many pink peach blossoms lean over the walls, so the white fluff flying off the
willows is like snow, so the wild roses have already climbed half the fence. The same
road home, walked a different way, and I felt I had discovered a new city. My mother

laughed and said the flowers were always there; you were only willing to look today.

Fellow students, spring is so short, only two months; spring is also so near, as
near as the road home from school. But we walk so fast every day, schoolbags pressing
on our necks, eyes on the ground, flowers opening overhead while we hurry beneath
them. At this rate the whole spring will slip away through the gap between our shoes.
So today, on behalf of the radio station, I call on everyone for three things. First,
starting tomorrow, take a different route home each day, or slow your steps by twenty
paces, and look up at the treetops and the wall tops to see whether some flower has
opened that was not open yesterday. Second, tell your family about the flower you
newly found, say its name and its color out loud; telling someone about a flower is
itself a wonderful thing. Third, we also suggest to our school that the second week
of April be made Flower Appreciation Week: science class identifies campus flowers,
art class draws them, writing class writes about them, and the whole school walks

into spring together.

Fellow students, the old locust waited a whole spring to bloom; it is not in a
hurry, and neither should we be, but we do need to look up. From today, take a
different way home and go see the flowers. Let the flowers come to know us, and let

our eyes come to know the flowers. That ends today broadcast speech. Thank you all!
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