PERE =TI

AR, AT A TR, T . U R, B
HULTRATB . A TAE, WA, RERRT, SO T Rk, . R
FIA MRS, SREEE T, RIPIEHE T B, BeRE L, RERENIFT.

AT B, — 7S TARZERTRIIBAN N RN IR, Ml 52 AT —
Whtte. B R %, e 2R PARIBET LR, 1EMMIAZE, LA ZE, 11
AR R A, ERIBRARR T, A Bkhimmi—2¢, ZHEK, 9% KH.

HOAE TP AAe, RIFLR AR BTN, ShAEBUR S BOEM L, 5 T KaR %
We L4 MHEIDR, AEBCOR AT TARA, RIRK T, RIS NI A 2. Jl ) 3005 4 58 i S
e, BUEAKE, RICEEIRE WK,

MR IRy, JCAEeib %, il ok Toka, s Bt 7. RASLES,
N A B RGEK . WUt e, HOlREthE B . BANLUEIRE, Em RN RA
P, RS TE R R

DUFERNE 7o FEMRRE 1 (0, 404530 T34, nIIRASRONIRAE: BCF 71 BN R, O ELE
KECL i, B LU AOKIIWRIE, S UHR A — SRR A S RO e TEWCH
— XA Z

AT e v, & F, JERER R, BHERITT- R —Z . W TR
PP AENT? Bl —Z&fe, RILTBE T AN SE . WIEKRE TR, Beiiih, MR
BT IE A, FUIBAS AN —HE— k.

EAMELF AR, H FIAEIs BT AN RAEAE L T, BRI IR, 7
K2ty 17, BRI, el ITE B A

A Dried Flower Pressed in a Book

While sorting the bookshelves during our move, an old dictionary slid down from
the top shelf and snapped open on the floor. Something fell out of the pages, so
light it made almost no sound when it landed. It was a dried flower, yellow, pressed
perfectly flat, its color faded to pale beige, its shape still whole. Under the
petals was a small note, the paper yellowed through, with two lines of pencil

writing: For my mother. I saw them blooming on my way home from school.

I held the note and was thrown straight back to that Saturday years ago. Piano
practice had ended, and by the road there was a patch of small yellow flowers in the
stone cracks. I squatted down and picked them one by one, laying them on my palm to
compare. Not the ones with small petals, not the ones hanging their heads, not the
ones with holes in their leaves. My legs went numb from squatting before I finally

chose the tallest one, its stem straight, its face toward the sun.
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I added two small white flowers, tied them with a hair elastic, stood them in an
empty glass jar on the dining table, and wrote that note. In the evening my mother
came home from work, stood by the table for a long time, then laughed, her eyes
curving like two crescents. She asked how I knew she liked flowers. I said I did not

know; I just thought she would smile if she saw them.

That night she fetched the dictionary, pressed the flower inside, covered it with
another sheet of paper, her hands as gentle as when pulling up a blanket. I watched
and asked why she had to press it. She said flowers fade, but pressed they can be
kept forever. I only half understood then, thinking grown—ups were strange to keep

even a wilted flower.

Now I understand. The petals faded, the note yellowed at the edges, but that
Saturday is still there: the small yellow flowers along the curb, the ten minutes of
comparing them on my palm, the smell of shampoo on the hair elastic, the fine lines
at the corners of her eyes lighting up together. This dried flower has kept all of
it, kept it all these years.

I put the flower back in the dictionary, closed it, and set it on the most
reachable shelf in our new home. My mother peeked in from the living room and asked
what treasure I had found. I said: a flower, the one your son spent a long time
choosing. She came over, took one look, said nothing, and her eyes curved into two

crescents again, exactly like that Saturday.

Outside the window it was spring, and a patch of small yellow flowers was
blooming in the flowerbed downstairs. We both saw them, and neither of us went to
pick any. Some flowers only need to be picked once. The rest look better left where

they are.
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