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Today I Left My Popcorn on the Seat

October eighteenth, Saturday, sunny.

Today my mother took me to the cinema to see an animated film, and I was so happy
I woke up at six in the morning and rolled around in bed until my quilt fell on the
floor. The cinema is on the fourth floor of the shopping center, and its entrance is
bigger than our living room. The ticket machine spits out one long ticket. I rushed
to help my mother take it, but the ticket was so long it dragged on the ground like a
white tail.

We sat in Row Seven. The seats were soft, and when the lights went down the
screen lit up, more than a hundred times bigger than our TV. The film is about a big
eagle who cannot fly. All the other eagles can fly from birth, but this one keeps
falling off the cliff, hanging in tree branches, stuck between rocks. Still, he
climbs back to the top of the cliff every day and jumps again the next morning. The

funniest part is his friend, a talkative little vole, who keeps shouting beside him:
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come on, you can do it, oh no, down you go again. I laughed until my stomach hurt. At
last the eagle really flies, not because he became strong, but because he jumped so
many times that the wind got to know him, and reached out to catch him. When that

happened I clapped hard and my palms turned red.

The worst thing is I was so absorbed that I forgot to eat my popcorn and forgot
to drink my cola. When the film ended, more than half the popcorn box was still full.

My mother laughed and said the watcher was busier than the popcorn.

On the way home I was very busy. I copied the eagle, arms spread wide, flying
along the street. My mother made me walk on the inner side of the sidewalk, afraid I
would fly onto the road. We passed a roasted sweet potato stand, and I stopped and
insisted on telling the film to the grandpa who sells them. I told him about the
falling eagle and the shouting vole, and when I reached the part about the wind
learning to know the eagle, he laughed so hard his tongs shook and a potato almost
fell out. He said it is a good film, and tomorrow he will let his grandson bring him

to see it too.

Before bed I wrote today into my diary, three lines, and my hand grew sore. I put
the last half box of popcorn beside the diary, planning to eat it tomorrow and keep
thinking about the eagle tomorrow. If one day I also fall off a cliff, I will climb

back up one more time. Sooner or later, the wind will learn to know me.
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