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I Stayed in My Seat a While After the Lights

The old railway station in the film is about to close. After the last train pulls
away, the stationmaster stands alone on the platform, switches on the loudspeaker,
and plays that sentence once more: the train bound for Shannan is about to arrive.
There is nobody on the platform. When it finishes, he switches off the loudspeaker,
locks the door of the waiting room, and hangs the key on the nail beside the frame,
without taking it back. The subtitle says that in the spring of the following year,

the waiting room became a reading corner, and the key is still on the nail.

This part has no music, only the repeated sentence from the loudspeaker and the
sound of wind along the rails. My nose stung, and I did not expect it myself. The

girl in the seat beside me laughed at me, and I pretended to wipe my glasses.

The lights came on and everyone pushed toward the door. I did not move; I sat in

my seat a little longer, looking at the white glow of the screen. I thought of my
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grandfather. In the years when our village had rail service, every evening at half
past five he carried a small stool out to sit at the gate, facing the road at the
village entrance. That train never actually stopped at our village; it passed once
through the crossing at the entrance, hooted, and was gone. I asked Grandpa whom he
was waiting for. He said nobody, just listening. The year the line closed, the
crossing was dismantled, and Grandpa still sat there at half past five every day,

shelling green beans, his ears turned that way.

Why did the stationmaster in the film leave the key on the nail? I sat in my seat
and thought about it. The clock in the waiting room had stopped, the benches had been
carried off, yet he left the key on the nail, as if leaving a door open for anyone
who might still want to come. My grandfather sitting at the gate was not listening
for trains either. He was listening for the people who got off somewhere nearby, for
those walking home with carrying poles, for students back for the holidays. The

trains were gone, but those people were still on the road, so he kept sitting.

I stayed long enough to retie my shoelaces before standing up. At the door, the
girl who had laughed at me turned to wait for me, and we went out together. Outside,
dusk had just fallen and the street lamps had just come on. I told her I would watch
this film again when I grew up. She asked why. I said: some films, you cannot bear to

leave the moment the lights come on.

On the way home I called the house. My mother said Grandpa was sitting in the
courtyard. Before handing the phone to him, I called out first: Grandpa, whether the
train passes or not does not matter, you listen to me too. On the other end he

laughed and said: all right, all right, I am listening.
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