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That Line in the Film: When the Day Comes, the Flower
Will Open

The film in the cinema told of an old gardener bringing a neglected garden back
to life year by year. In one scene, the young man grew impatient and asked when the
flowers would come. The old gardener crouched in the soil, crushed a lump of earth
between his fingers, and said: when the day comes, the flower will open. When the
lights came on, 1 thought these words made no sense. Who can say when a flower will

open? When I wait for something, I have always waited in pain.

In March our science teacher asked us to grow garlic sprouts and see whose grew
fastest. I pressed the strongest clove into the flowerpot on the balcony, and from
that day I had a new bad habit: measuring it every morning. I stood a ruler beside it
and wrote down each millimeter on a paper taped to the pot. The first day showed

nothing. The second day the crust of soil rose a little. I watered it often and
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wanted to open the soil to see whether it was growing at all. My mother said I was
not planting garlic but watching a clock. I could not help it. I wanted it to sprout

that very day and grow ahead of my classmates.

By the fifth day the paper held nothing but zeros and a decimal point. I grew
angry, skipped watering for two days, and thought about digging the clove out and
throwing it away. That morning, before school, I glanced at the pot and saw a pale
green tip pushing through the soil, small as a grain of rice, standing straight up. I
crouched before the pot and looked for a long time, and suddenly heard that line from
the film: when the day comes, the flower will open. The garlic sprout never hurried.

The one in a hurry was always me.

After that I still kept records, but I stopped measuring each day. I watered when
the soil was dry and moved the pot into the sun when the sun was good, and my days
went on as usual. The sprouts changed day by day, from one to three, pale green
deepening into green, and they nodded together when wind passed. On the day we handed
in our observation diaries, mine was not the tallest, but the teacher said my record

was the most complete, because I had written down the moment it broke the soil.

Now, when I wait for anything, I hear that line. I wait for a letter from far
away, for the result of a drawing contest, for a quarreled friend to speak first.
When my heart gets hot, I go water the sprouts on the balcony. Those green leaves do
not speak, yet like the old gardener they answer for the line: when the day comes,
the flower will open. That line walked out of the silver screen and took root on my

balcony, and waiting has not been so hard since.
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That Line: Do Not Be Afraid, I Am Here

The lights in the cinema were low, and the film told of a mother searching for
her child through a rainy night. In the last scene, the daughter was trapped under a
fallen shelf, and the mother crawled over and covered her with her whole body.
Through the dust, the daughter said she was afraid. The mother said only four words:
do not be afraid, I am here. The sound of weeping rose all around, and without

knowing it, I leaned toward my mother and gripped the hem of her coat.

On the way home I laughed at myself. I was in the sixth grade and still edged
closer to an adult in a movie. But that line kept turning in my head. When had my

mother started saying it? I thought backward, and I found several times.

In the winter of my fourth grade year, I ran a high fever at night. My head
burned like a fire, and everything swam before my eyes. My mother carried me
downstairs, stopped a taxi, and held me the whole time while I received an IV at the
hospital. I was afraid of the needle and turned my face away. She held my hand and
said, do not be afraid, I am here. Her palm was warm, and her voice was no different

from calling me to dinner, yet my hands stopped shaking.

Last summer both my parents were away on business, and I stayed home alone for
the first night. Thunder came at night, the power went out, and the whole building
fell dark. I 1it a candle and sat on the sofa, listening to rain hammer the windows,
and for the first time I hated the dark so much. I called my mother. She listened,
did not say there was anything to fear, and only said, do not be afraid, I am here;
count to thirty, and I will still be here on the phone. I counted to thirty, and sure

enough her voice was still there.

Later I understood. The line in the film moved me not because it was well
written, but because it was a thing mothers had said again and again. The mother in
the film shielded the child with her body; my mother held my hand at the hospital and
kept me company through the phone in the dark. The words are the same four, and every

time they were spoken they were true. Now when my little cousin is afraid of the dark
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and will not let go of my arm, I pat her back and say, do not be afraid, I am here.

The moment the words left my mouth, I knew I had grown half a step up too.
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After the Film Ended, That Line Kept Echoing: Try Once

More

The film about the diver moved me most not in the champion scene but in the
training hall. The young man fell into the water from the ten—meter platform for the
hundredth time, and the coach shouted from the shore: try once more. The boy climbed
out, his body covered in red marks, stood dazed at the edge, then turned and jumped
again. Applause rose in the cinema, and my palms were all sweat. After the film

ended, that line stayed in my ears.
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The year I learned to swim, I was stuck at breathing for two whole months. The
coach said to 1ift the head and empty the lungs, and I understood it all, yet the
moment I was in the water, a drop in the nose made me panic, and panic pulled me
down. The water in the pool held the same temperature every day, but my panic grew
heavier day by day. Xiao Yu from my class swam fast, and as I watched him pass lap
after lap, I buried my head deeper. Once I told the coach flatly that I would quit.

He did not argue, and said only: one last lap today, try once more.

On that lap I pushed off the wall with my eyes shut, blew my breath out
underwater into a string of bubbles, lifted my head, and drew in one full breath of
air. Just one. I coughed by the pool edge for a long time, holding the side, and
laughed. On the way home I wondered whether the boy in the film, climbing back to the

edge of the platform, had just drawn in one such breath too.

After that I learned to breathe and to tread water, and by the end of summer I
could cross the whole pool. Later I ran the eight hundred meters at the school sports
meet. At five hundred meters my ears buzzed and I only wanted to walk. On the last
lap my legs felt filled with lead, classmates shouted my name from the stands, and
what rang in my head was that line. I did not sprint fast; I simply did not stop.
After crossing the line I bent over gasping, feeling that I too stood at the edge of

the ten—meter platform.

Now when I meet a difficulty, I say those four words to myself: a lesson I cannot
memorize, a problem I cannot solve, a piece I cannot play smoothly. Last week my
piano kept failing at one repeated passage, so I started the metronome and went
measure by measure, and only on the tenth pass did it flow. It is not cheering myself
up; it is knowing that the one full breath waits in the next try. The film ended long

ago, but that line is still inside me, holding me up like pool water.
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