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What the Bean Pot Taught Me in Eleven Days

When our science teacher handed out the mung beans — ten per person, soaked in
disposable cups, with instructions to observe for fourteen days and write one line a
day — I thought this was far too easy. Beans sprouting, surely anyone can watch that
every day. Day one I wrote: soaked one day, no change. Day two: still no change. By
day three I threw down my pen and told my mom this homework was pointless, the beans
never moved, I had nothing to record. She said: if they do not move, you still record

it. No change gets written as no change.

On the morning of day four I leaned over the cup as usual and suddenly saw one

bean’ s skin split open in a tiny crack. A white shoot pushed out of the crack just a
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little, like a shirt bursting its seams because it got too tight. I ran to fetch my
mom and made her come look. For the first time my entry had real content: third bean
split, shoot white, about two millimeters. I stared at that line and felt my face go
warm. For three days I had kept saying no change, yet this crack told me that no

change only meant I had not looked long enough.

On day six the white shoots had grown and were still bent, like little question
marks. I turned the cup the other way, and the next day the bent shoots had
straightened back toward the window. That discovery filled three full lines. 1
started measuring, holding a ruler against the cup, writing one number a day: six
millimeters, nine, fourteen. The numbers grew daily, the boxes in my notebook ran

out, and I drew extra ones in the margin.

On day eight came the thing I least expected: the shells came off. The sprout
that had worn its green coat last night woke up loose—skinned, the shell hanging at
the edge of the cotyledon like a jacket half shrugged off. Two shells fell into the
water entirely; I fished them out and laid them on a tissue beside the ones still on.
My entry read: the shell is not pulled off, it loosens by itself — the crack widens
until it simply drops. I sat with that sentence for a long time. So change does not
happen suddenly on one day. During all the days I called no change, it had been

secretly getting ready under the skin.

By day eleven the tallest sprout measured six centimeters. Fine root hairs lined
its white roots, and two tender yellow—green leaves appeared between the cotyledons,
small as if still asleep. I transplanted it into a flowerpot and wrote the last lines
of my record. Then I flipped back to the beginning. At the three days of no change, 1
laughed. Those three lines were not empty. Joined with the cracking, the roots, and
the falling shells, they made one complete line. Without them, all the later changes
would look like things that simply fell out of the sky.

The lesson of these eleven days is not that bean sprouts are fascinating —
honestly, some of those days I was fed up with them. What it taught me is a way of
seeing. I used to look at things like taking photos: click, done, off I go. Now I
know to look a second time and an eleventh time, to look every day. Change is a shy
thing. It never performs for someone who glances once; it only shows itself to those
who come back daily. Those useless—looking no—change lines in my notebook are
actually the footprints of me learning to observe. That is my deepest takeaway from

this experiment.
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