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The Big Fish That Swam Out of the Screen

In the film, the big fish lives in a pond deep in a valley and never leaves the
valley mouth its whole life. It has seen the clouds beyond the mouth, has seen leaves
from other places drifting in with the water, yet every time it swims to the mouth it
turns back. The small fish on the screen laugh at it: what is so good about the sea
outside? The big fish does not answer. It only floats on the water at night,
motionless, facing the direction of the mouth. The hall was very quiet. I stared at

the back of the fish, scale after scale dark upon it.

Then it leapt out. Not on a bright morning, but in a storm. The waterfall at the
valley mouth swelled into a white blur, and it rode that water outward, its tail
sweeping the cliff, a few scales breaking off. It landed in the great water beyond
the valley, rolled over, and there were specks of light in the splash. Only then did
I notice I had been holding my breath, my palms all sweat. A classmate held out half

a pack of tissues; I did not take it.
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I remembered learning to ride a bicycle in the summer of third grade. The road
behind our compound ran downhill, and I gripped the brake, afraid to let go. My
father held the back seat from behind and said: eyes forward, do not look at the
wheel. I rode crooked, and jumped off whenever the handlebar swung. One afternoon I
looked back and found my father standing twenty meters away, both hands in his
pockets. When he had let go, I did not know. That moment I panicked and squeezed the
brake to death, fell, and scraped my knee. But I also learned this: the bike had all

along been ridden by me alone.

The film ended, the credits rolled, and I still sat without moving. I was
thinking of the broken scales of the big fish. It leapt out not because there was no
pain, but leaping in spite of pain. My fall hurt for a week, and I walked with a
limp, yet in the second week I dared to ride to school alone, and I learned not to
lock the brake on a downhill.

In the film the deep valley later became a legend, and the big fish never went
back. I closed my notebook. I did not write down the sentence in my heart, but I
remembered it: beyond the valley mouth there really is light inside the splash. To

see it, I must first let the bike ride out of my own hand on the brake.

On the way home from school I deliberately detoured along the downhill road
behind our compound, walked my bike along it once, then rode it once. The handlebar
still swung, and this time I did not jump off; I rode it out crooked, and at the
bottom of the slope I laughed at myself. The wind messed up my bangs, and I thought
of the moment the tail of the big fish swept the cliff wall. That, too, was crooked.
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