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The Little Yellow Flowers by the Gate

After work on Friday, Zhou Min rode her electric scooter to the school gate to
pick up her son. From far off she saw him squatting by the curb, back to her,
perfectly still. She honked twice. He did not hear. She walked over and found him

staring at a patch of little yellow flowers, his nose almost touching them.

She was about to call him to the scooter, then swallowed the words. She watched
him touch one flower lightly, then another, muttering to himself as if negotiating
with someone. Then he laid three flowers side by side on his palm, tilted his head,
shook it at one, and studied the next. Zhou Min waited beside the scooter, and

suddenly the whole afternoon seemed to slow down.

At last her son stood up, holding one tall flower, two leaves still on its stem.
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He ran over, stuck it into the side pocket of his schoolbag, and said: Mom, let us
go. Zhou Min asked what he had been squatting there for. He said: secret. The wind

blew his words away, and she did not ask again.

The next day was Sunday. Zhou Min was washing dishes when her son kept drifting
around her, touching the refrigerator, moving a chair, making no sound. She said: if
you have something to say, say it. He said: close your eyes first. She laughed, but

closed them anyway.

She felt something pressed into her hands, cool and slightly fuzzy. She opened
her eyes. It was a small bouquet of wildflowers, one tall yellow one and two small
white ones, tied with his hair elastic, a note tied to the elastic. The note read, in
his crooked handwriting: Mom, this flower is the one I chose, the best one. There was

a whole patch by the road. I compared them for a long time.

Zhou Min held the bouquet standing in the sound of the kitchen water, and laughed
until tears came. She turned her head quickly to wipe them. Her son did not see. She
remembered picking flowers for her own grandmother at that age. After that she had
been busy with school, with work, with her child, and no one had ever picked her

roadside flowers again, and she had never even thought of them herself.

At night, after her son fell asleep, she stood the bouquet in a jar can and put
it on his desk. When he woke up and saw it the next morning, he was so happy he ate

one extra egg at breakfast.

Later the flowers wilted, and Zhou Min kept the petals in a tin box. Years
afterward, her grown son found the box and asked where they came from. She said: when
you were in second grade, you picked the best flower by the road and gave it to me.
He thought for a long time and could not remember. She did not remind him. It was

enough that she remembered.
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