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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
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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.

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. I 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!

R AR — A< H

SREMFZAT: RFAF ARBGEVFIE H 2 (A et —AH ) .

WAL = AR EPE R~ FE ARG 2 AR BT SV AEMAE T N, ik, JE &
R NOK, W RN SR R, WA IR T AR T BAC A B B R AT N, A
BEAER R T3 A, WAITEGSE, PRI E . RPN E L, KRR
EIPEE, TR ANTHUEL . IRME B e, X BATA HIEN A R LT IHAREES
BN,

RGBSR Y AT S AT A, A2 BARIR LM TR, = H IR I TS i
A, YRR NEREITE . BRI T, s, ARSI e e A ROTRL?
FlZAT, AP R TERATH LA AR, AR AETERIT B S8 = i, A1 BeE W
AR R ?

JT LA RIRAGR I A S g TP e et —A H b1, sind KBEAE)
S AMEART e B0 AN, BRI E LA J LRI . JL R AEdR . BRERAE H 411157
—HR, D RARUEIT TEE o, WEREE T, #EE TR M. —AMNME S IREART R,

www. vv99. net



AN IEE K RN, AL AT T i At A A B AT E, o
BRI = A+ )5 I, B RS2 H 5.

AU AT aM? eI JAUL, HAEKHEE. F#o THEMEPN, RIS
R R ANRIEIKRT, AR T3 T WEHLNEZ T, SRR B
RV, BHEABRERAIRKAERR S, AR KA B RS, RN s RIA, K
RULJE AN 20 S R 2R PH AR AN DL o

R, REHERMAE, BATREL, filbed® T, S8, MAGIEEa . WIERE, &
KREMR, %8, DAYLUR, Bt e B eYig. R0 R Na— e, AR
MIPERAS T BB N4y R EsE T, B!

Let Us Make a Calendar for the Flowers of Our Campus

Dear classmates: hello! Today my speech is titled Let Us Make a Calendar for the

Flowers of Our Campus.

Do you remember our class field trip to Cherry Blossom Park in March? That day
our whole class stood under the cherry avenue. When the wind blew, petals fell like
rain, and many of us tilted our heads back and spun around, shouting until our voices
went hoarse. What I remember most is our classmate Xiaoyu, who squatted under a tree
and gathered a handful of fallen petals, saying the flowers are beautiful when
blooming and also beautiful when falling. On the bus back to school that day we were
so tired we slumped in every direction, yet everyone carried flowers in their phone
and in their eyes. Only then did we truly understand: flowers are reserved for the

people willing to come and look at them.

But what about back at school? Behind our classroom there is a nature corner, and
the peach tree in it is raised by Mr. Wang from science class. At the end of March it
filled the whole pot with bloom, yet nobody in our class noticed it had opened. Last
week it faded, leaving only green leaves, and a classmate walking by asked: hey, when
did it ever bloom? Classmates, we run several kilometers to see flowers in a park,
but flowers open right behind our own classroom and we do not see them instead. Is

that not strange?

So today I want to propose something fun: let our whole class make a calendar for
the flowers on campus, and call it the Class Flower Calendar. The method is simple.
We split into five groups, and each group adopts a few trees and flower beds on
campus. The group on duty each day takes one look and records who opened its first
flower today, whose flowers faded, and who pushed out a new sprout. One sentence and
one small symbol in a notebook, summarized once a month. By June this calendar will

be a treasure unique to our class, because we alone in the whole world will know that
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the crabapples by the school east gate opened on March eighteenth, and the magnolias
by the playground faded on April fifth.

Some may ask, what is the use of recording flowers? Will it be on the exam? I say
the use is great. A person who learns to watch flowers gets sharp eyes: you will be
the first to notice spring arriving and the first to notice leaves turning yellow. A
child who observes flowers has something real inside when writing essays, and science
knowledge grows under your feet, not just on your tongue. More importantly, someone

willing to stop for a flower will not grow up blind to beautiful things either.

Classmates, we missed last spring flowers, so let them go; this year, let us not
let the flowers bloom for nothing. Starting tomorrow, take one look and write one
line every day, and after one term we will be the school champion at watching
flowers. Let every flower on campus keep its name inside our class notebook. That is

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