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Grandpa Insisted on the Black and White Film

November fifteenth, Saturday, light rain.

This month it is the turn of my grandpa to be the film director of our family. My
grandpa is seventy—three this year, his eyes are weak, but his ears are sharp. When
he announced his choice I almost jumped up. He had chosen an old black and white
film, the story of an old railway switchman guarding a small station while waiting
for one train. The poster has turned yellow, the characters walk slowly, and they
speak slowly too. In my heart I thought, what is there to enjoy in this, it is worse

than a racing film.

Only after entering the hall did I notice that our family was not the only one

there. Two white—haired grandmas sat in the front row, and in the back sat one
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grandpa wearing a cap. When the lights went down, the old film, speckled like snow,
began to turn on the screen. At the start I truly could not sit still, twisting and
turning, yawning three times. But halfway through, the old switchman waters an old
locust tree at his small station every day, and has watered it for thirty years. At
last that train finally arrives, the door opens, and the person stepping down is a
photograph. The old switchman holds the photograph against his chest and stands where
he is, while snow covers his whole body. My tears came down on their own and I could
not wipe them fast enough. I stole a look at my grandpa. He sat straight, his eyes

not blinking once, the brim of his cap pulled low.

On the way home the discussion meeting was hosted by my grandpa. I asked him why
a photograph stepped down from that train. He did not answer right away. He tilted
his umbrella toward my side first, then began to tell me something I had never heard.
When he was sixteen, the film he watched in the production team was exactly this one,
shown to the whole village on a piece of white cloth. That year his own grandpa, my
great—grandfather, went on a long journey and never came back. My grandpa said that
back then he did not understand why someone would hold a photograph and refuse to let
go, and now he understands. Rain beat on the umbrella, and neither my mother nor I
spoke. My grandpa added that watching it again today he still cries, and that one
film, fifty years apart, can still speak to the same person, and that is what a good

film is.

All the way home I kept thinking of that locust tree watered for thirty years. 1
used to think anything slow was boring, and now I feel a little ashamed. I told my
grandpa that next month I will still keep him company, and every film he chooses 1
will watch. The ears of my grandpa are sharp. He heard me, pretended he did not, and

his steps grew much lighter.

Before bed I wrote this diary, and I wrote the story of my great—grandfather into
it too. At the end I added one line: today in the cinema I cried the loudest, and my

grandpa cried the softest, but my grandpa has been crying for fifty years.
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