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The Name of the Flower

On Saturday morning, the park had just opened, and the flower bed by the entrance
was already crowded with people. A cluster of yellow flowers, petals thin as silk,
stood in a row in front of the cedar hedge. My son let go of my hand, crouched in

front of the flower bed, and asked out of nowhere: Mom, what is this flower called?

I froze. The flower was right in front of me, swaying in the wind, and I could
not give it a name. I only remembered that in spring my mother had pointed at a
similar flower and said it was a daylily, but this one had six petals and a brighter
color, so it was probably not the same. I squatted down and told my son honestly: I

do not know either. Let us look it up together.

He was not disappointed at all. On the contrary, he seemed more excited, stood up
and urged me to take out the phone. I photographed the flower carefully, the petals,
the shape of the leaves, and the whole patch, then used the photo search to identify
it. The screen spun for a few seconds, and the result came out: iris, family

Iridaceae, blooming from April to May. My son read the words out one by one, then ran
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back to the flower bed and crouched down to count the petals: one, two, three... six.

He turned and shouted to me like delivering good news: It really is six!

On the way home he kept talking: Why is it called iris? Why are the leaves like
swords? I could not answer everything, so I promised him we would keep looking when
we got home. As soon as we arrived, we took out the Wild Flowers Field Guide we had
bought last year and found the page about iris. One line read: the leaves are shaped
like swords, hence the name. He traced the leaf on the picture with his finger and
nodded, half understanding, half not.

Before bed, he found a piece of cardboard and asked me to help him make a card: a
yellow flower on the front, and on the back the words iris, six petals, loves the

sun. He stuck it at the corner of his desk, right next to last year s dandelion card.

Looking at that card, I suddenly thought: at his age, I also crouched in front of
flower beds and asked my mother the names of flowers. She answered some, and the ones
she could not answer I simply let go. Decades passed, and the flowers without names
still bloom by the roadside year after year. Now my son is crouching in the same
place, and this time we will not let it go. The name of a flower is like a small
door. Push it open, and behind it is a whole world; walking in with him is never too
late.
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