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Wild Flowers by the Road on My Way Home

One Saturday at noon, on my way home from piano practice, I found a patch of tiny
flowers growing in the cracks beside the road. They were yellow, no taller than a
finger, crowded together along the curb like a handful of little lights someone had
dropped.

I squatted down. My first thought was to give them to my mother. She works on
Saturdays, and when she leaves home in the morning her eyes are still puffy with

sleep. She never says she is tired, but her bag always looks heavier in the evening.

I wanted to pick one, but I did not know which one. They all looked the same to

me. So I picked them one by one and laid them on my palm to compare. This one had
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petals that were too small. That one hung its head down, as if it had just been
scolded. This one had the brightest color, but one leaf had a hole in it. I squatted

by the road for almost ten minutes, and my knees went numb.

In the end I chose the tallest one. It stood at the very edge of the grass, its
stem straight, its face turned toward the sun, with a dot of bright gold in the
center. I pinched the stem and snapped it off. The sound was clean and made me start
a little.

But one flower did not feel like enough. I picked two small white ones to go with
it, tied them with a hair elastic from my pencil case, and made a tiny bouquet. The

elastic was the one I used to tie my hair, and it still smelled faintly of shampoo.

When I got home, my mother had not come back yet. I stood the flowers in an empty
glass jar on the dining table, watched them for a while, then wrote a note on a piece
of paper: For my mother. I did not know what else to write. I thought for a long time

and added one more line: I saw them blooming on my way home from school.

In the evening the door lock turned. My mother came in, put down her bag, and
stopped in front of the dining table. She looked at the jar of flowers for a long
time without speaking. Then she laughed, and the corners of her eyes crinkled up, as

if all the small lines there lit up at once.

She asked how I knew she liked flowers. I said I did not know; I just thought she
would smile if she saw them. She squatted down and held me, and the hem of her sleeve

brushed my cheek, cool.

That night my mother put the flower into a book and said she would press it and
keep it. I watched her lay a piece of paper over it. She did it so carefully, as if

she were pulling a blanket up over someone.

Later, on many Saturdays on my way back from piano practice, I looked at that
patch of flowers by the road. They bloomed and fell, fell and bloomed. I never picked

them again. One flower was enough. My mother had already kept it safe inside a book.
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