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Speak Like the Flowers That Bloom

Dear teachers and fellow students, good morning! Standing beneath the flagpole,
you must have noticed the tulips opening one by one in the flower bed at the
southeast corner of our campus. Last week there were only a few green shoots, and
this Monday morning, pink, yellow and red flowers all lifted their heads at once.

Today I want to talk about a topic called Growing Like Flowers Bloom.

The flowers of spring are truly good teachers. The tulips open without making a
fuss. They do not open all at once in one night; they open one flower each day, until
the whole bed is full. They do not race each other for the first bloom; they simply
open their own flowers fully. When wind comes they nod, when rain comes they have a
bath, and when the sun comes out they open their petals one inch wider. Our growth
should be like this too: not needing to surpass others in a single day, but becoming

a little better than yesterday, every day.

Let me tell you a true story from our school. Lin Xiaoyu from Class Two of Grade

Five, who hosts our flag-raising ceremony, was so nervous two years ago when she
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first stood on this platform that her legs shook, the microphone swayed with them,
and she got stuck on the very first sentence. After that, she read one passage aloud
every morning before class on the stone bench by the lake in the little garden, and
she did not stop even in winter. Last term, she finally stood here and hosted the
ceremony without any script. Later she told us one thing she had learned: reading a
text aloud loudly makes your courage grow bigger day by day. The row of tulips under

the flagpole watched her read through every single morning.

Fellow students, spring is the best season for planting seeds. From today, let
each of us set one small goal: remember five new words every day, or practise rope
skipping for ten minutes every day, or draw one small flower in the record book after
finishing one extracurricular book. Like the flowers in the bed, do not rush, do not
give up, and open one flower each day. If you forget one day it does not matter; just
begin again the next day. By the end of the term, you will find that you too have

bloomed into a fine sight.

And when that day comes, you will thank the present you, who is quietly taking

root. Thank you, everyone!
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The Flowers Under the Flagpole Waited Through a Whole

Winter

Dear teachers and fellow students, good morning! The topic of my speech today is
The Flowers Under the Flagpole Waited Through a Whole Winter.

Last Thursday morning, I happened to see Uncle Chen, our school janitor,
squatting beside the flower bed. He was pulling out the withered yellow leaves left
from winter one by one, and loosening the soil around the flower shoots with a small
wooden stick. I asked him why he was so careful. He said: these bulbs were planted
into the ground by you students last November, and they have survived a whole winter.
Only if we care for them well now will they bloom well, and not let down the eyes
that waited a whole season for them. Uncle Chen also said that not a single bulb
froze last winter, because a layer of fallen leaves had been left on the bed as a
blanket.

At that moment, I suddenly understood the story inside the flower bed. In autumn,
we buried those pointed little bulbs into the soil. In winter, snow covered them and
wind swept over them, and nothing was visible above the ground, but underground their
roots kept quietly stretching downward, one centimetre, then another. Only when
spring arrived did they gather all their strength and push their green shoots up
through the soil.

Learning is exactly the same. Zhou Hao from our class has already reached his
third maths exercise book this term. The first book was full of red correction marks,
but he did not hide it away; he copied every wrong problem into a second book and
worked it out again. He said the red marks are nothing to be ashamed of; pretending
not to see them is. Now his accuracy in calculation has clearly improved. Nobody saw

him stay behind at noon to work out problems, but every page of his notebooks did.

Fellow students, behind every flower that blooms brightly there is a long, quiet
period of waiting. Let us all be the kind of flower planted in autumn: in the days
when nobody is watching, push our roots a little deeper and gather a little more
strength. This term, write every piece of homework carefully, read more good books,
and do not let go of hard problems easily. When the day of bright blooming comes, you
will thank the present you who is quietly taking root. The row of flowers under the

flagpole is cheering for all of us.
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Thank you, everyone!
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Do Not Rush, Your Flowering Season Will Come

Dear teachers and fellow students, good morning! Today I am speaking under the

flagpole about a topic called Do Not Rush, Your Flowering Season Will Come.

If you look closely at the flower beds by the school gate, you will notice
something interesting. The winter jasmine opens earliest, the magnolia follows, the
tulips wait until April, and the sunflowers wait all the way to summer. It is the
same spring, yet the flowers do not crowd together; each one opens in its own time,
and none of them looks any less beautiful than the others. The magnolia blooms before

it grows its leaves, the winter jasmine has thin but tough branches, and the
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sunflower 1lifts its big flower head higher than anyone else. The flower bed has never
held back a single bloom because some flower came late; it opens every one of them

with full care.

Our classmate Xu Lele once worried about this very thing. In Grade Two, he was
always slower than others at reciting classical poems, and he often got stuck after
two lines. His Chinese teacher did not push him, and only asked him to learn one more
poem each day, copying the poems he had learned onto small cards and glancing at them
on the way to school and back. He kept going poem by poem, and by Grade Four he could
recite a whole passage smoothly in one breath, his voice steady and clear. His flower
came a little late, but it came very steadily. Last month at the class meeting, he
even volunteered to recite a long poem, and when he finished, the whole class clapped

until their hands were red.

Flowers never ask each other who opened first. The winter jasmine does not laugh
at the sunflower for being slow, and the sunflower does not envy the winter jasmine
for being early. They all understand one truth: as long as the roots hold the soil
tightly, and as long as they drink water and take in sunlight every day, their own
flowering season is sure to arrive. What is truly frightening has never been blooming

late, but never taking root at all.

Fellow students, maybe you are not the first to bloom in your class. But from
today, do not compare your speed with other people; compare it only with the you of
yesterday. Learn one more poem, work out one more problem correctly, run one more
lap, do one more cleaning duty for your class. Like a flower, take root in your own
season and reach toward the sunlight every day. When the flowering season that
belongs to you arrives, you will surely open beautifully, and the whole school will

applaud for you.

Thank you, everyone!
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