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The Day I Watched the Flowers, I Cleaned the Window of
My Writing

Last week my essay won a certificate in the spring—themed contest of my school.
Classmates asked what I had written about, and I said it was about that trip to the
countryside to see flowers in March. Before that day, I had never imagined I would

one day win a prize because of looking at flowers.

We set off early that morning. Driving out to the countryside, the roadsides were
field after field of rapeseed flowers and milk vetch. I got out, took a few photos,
and kept saying how beautiful it was. My father, walking ahead, suddenly stopped and
told me not to speak but to breathe in. I stood at the edge of the field and took a
breath: the air smelled sweet and damp at once, mixed with a hint of the green
rawness of grass. Father said: this is the smell of a flower field, and your photos
do not have this. Then he asked me to listen. The buzzing came in layers, one near,

one far, and there was birdsong too, hidden somewhere out of sight.

At noon the sun was strong. My mother squatted at the edge of the flower field
and asked me to look at the shadows. The shadow of one rapeseed flower fell on the

petals of the next one, a small patch of grey-blue resting on the yellow petals,
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flickering as the flowers moved. That afternoon I sat on the ridge between the fields
and wrote half a page, all of it about smell, sound and shadow. On the way home I

fell into a drowsy sleep, and my dream had no colors in it at all, only buzzing.

That half page later became my contest essay. The teacher who judged it wrote in
her comment: this piece has a smell you can breathe in. I copied that sentence onto
the first page of my observation notebook. Since then, whether I am watching flowers,
passing a flower bed, or even waiting for a bus and noticing grass in a crack of the
wall, I stop for an extra half minute and ask myself three questions: what does it
smell like, what does it sound like, and where does its shadow fall. These three
questions are the treasure I brought back from that flower—-watching trip. Sometimes

in that half minute I even come up with a fourth question, and that is better still.

The biggest lesson of this term is this: eyes are not useful just because you
were born with them; they must be cleaned, every single day. Before, when I looked at
spring, it was as if a sheet of frosted glass stood between me and it, and I only
knew it was pretty. Now the glass has been wiped clean, and beautiful things appear
one by one. The certificate is only the ending of that essay. The real harvest is

inside my schoolbag, in the little notebook that grows thicker every week.

www. vv99. net



