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That Night in the Subway Station

At the weekend, our Chinese teacher recommended the film The Pursuit of
Happyness. After watching it, I could not forget that night in the subway station for

a long time.

The hero Chris spent everything on a bone density scanner, and nobody would buy
it. His wife left home, the rent went unpaid, and he wandered in San Francisco with
his five-year—old son. That night, with nowhere to go, he took his boy into a public
restroom in the subway station, locked the door, and rocked his son to sleep. Someone
pushed against the door from outside. He braced it with his foot, tears fell, and his
other hand stayed over the ears of his son. I held my breath in front of the screen.

A man cornered by life was still fighting to keep one whole night safe for his child.

I thought the film would keep him suffering. But when the sun rose the next day,
he carried the scanner on his shoulder again, put on his only suit again, and took
the bus to his internship at the stock company. The internship paid nothing. Only one

of sixty interns would be kept. He arrived earlier than everyone and left last, made
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twice as many calls as the others, and drank less water to save the line at the
restroom. People thought he was foolish. He was turning each day of effort into an

invisible line no one else could see.

The title of the film is interesting. Happyness does not come to knock. A person
knocks on the door of happyness again and again. The film never counts how many times
Chris was refused, and neither can I. He simply made one more call after every

refusal.

At the end of the six months, the manager called him into the office and said
only one sentence, that he hoped to see him in their shirts from now on. Walking down
the street, Chris clapped for himself. The applause was small, yet it was the full

answer of one person to a whole year of persistence in another.

In the second term of my first year at middle school, my math failed twice in a
row, and I almost gave up the contest team. Now I think the foot Chris used against
that door was not bracing a door but the dignity of life. When a person is at the
bottom, what he can do is not cry out but live the next day well, the way Chris did.
I do not know whether happyness will knock. I know where the door is, and I will go

knock on 1it.
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