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The Moment He Clapped for Himself

When the film ended, a classmate said the most satisfying part was the moment
Chris made it. I thought for a long time, and I decided what moved me most was the

pair of hands that clapped for him on the street.

That day, the manager called him in and told him he was hired, hoping to see him
in the shirts of the company every day from now on. Chris walked out of the building.
The crowd flowed past, and nobody knew what had just happened. He raised his hands
and clapped a few times, his eyes red. There was no trophy and no music. The applause

came from himself to himself.

The director did not shoot that moment as a big scene, because the audience
already remembered the road behind it: chasing a taxi with the unsellable scanner on
his back, calling clients by the hallway light of the shelter, laying a newspaper on
the floor of the subway station to put his son to sleep, and folding it into the
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trash before dawn. The moment of success weighs so much because under it lie

countless mornings and nights like those.

I love how the film treats happyness. It did not let Chris turn his life around
in one night. It let him keep making calls, day after day, through long stretches
with no answer. Before happyness came to knock, he had knocked on its door a thousand
times. Persistence, it turns out, is not burning with passion each day; it is doing

what must be done as usual when no result is in sight.

This struck me hard. On the midterm last term I fell back more than thirty
places, and for a while I kept staring at results while solving problems, and the
more I stared the more afraid I became. Chris showed me another way to live: move
your eyes off the result and put them back on your hands today. He did not know which
call would work. He only knew he had to make the calls today.

One more detail stays with me. Someone grabbed his scanner and ran, and he chased
the thief across several streets, holding the machine tight in the middle of traffic.
That machine was all his property and his ticket to knock on doors. Life took away
his dignity but not that grip on the machine. A person can have many conditions taken

away and still keep on chasing.

One year is left before the senior high entrance exam. I cannot promise I will
pass into the key school, but I know that luck always looks twice at a person who
lives each day solidly, the way he did. And even if nobody claps for me on the day of

results, I will clap a few times for myself in the crowd, the way he did.

www. vv99. net



