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The Ginkgo Outside My Window Taught Me to Grow Slowly

In Grade 8, my desk sat by the window, and outside the window stood a ginkgo tree
as old as the school. That year my grades sank like a stone thrown into water,
especially in physics: no matter how hard I tried, the graph problems stayed a wall
in front of me. I began to doubt myself and even thought about giving up and drifting
through the days.

In early spring the ginkgo was still bare. Other trees sprouted one after
another, but it did not move, as if asleep. I asked the groundskeeper uncle, and he
said the ginkgo is slow; it sprouts only after the ground is fully warm. I laughed at

it in my heart: at that pace, would it not always fall behind?

But soon I noticed something different. When the young leaves of other trees were
scorched by the late-spring cold, the buds of the ginkgo had barely opened, so not
one was hurt by the chill. By early summer its leaves were green and thick, shaped

like little fans, and no less lush than the trees that sprouted early.
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One summer night a violent storm broke, and I thought the ginkgo would surely
lose its branches. The next morning it had lost a few, but the broken ends were
sealed with a hard callus, and new buds were pushing out from the edges of the

wounds. Plants do not cry over bad luck; they simply keep growing.

In autumn the ginkgo turned golden, and the whole class came to take photos under
it. In the howling north wind of late autumn, other trees had long dropped their
leaves, but it still held on to the last few golden ones, swaying in the wind, not

willing to fall easily.

The next spring my physics grades had slowly climbed back. I did not pull any
all-nighters; I just started from the simplest force diagrams, drew every graph
problem once, and understood one problem a day. It was exactly like the ginkgo:
sprouting late, but sprouting steadily. I finally understood that growth has its own

rhythm, and falling behind for a moment does not mean falling behind for a lifetime.

I also kept a correction notebook, copying the problems I got wrong each week and
redoing them on Sundays. At first the pages were full of red crosses; by winter the
red crosses had clearly decreased. The seasons turn round after round, the notebook

grows page after page, and my grades finally stopped dropping and began to rise.

Now whenever I feel anxious, I look out of the window at that ginkgo. It reminds
me: being slow is not the fear; stopping growth is. In the year ahead I want to be
like the ginkgo, not panicking because others sprout early, quietly building my

strength, and making up what I lack one piece at a time.
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