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The Great Movie Selection War

November first, Saturday, sunny.

The old tradition of our family is open again: every Saturday evening the whole
family goes to the cinema together. My father set this tradition. He said a family
sitting together watching one film is rarer than anything. But the most troublesome
round inside the tradition is choosing the film, and in our family we call it the

great selection war.

After dinner the war began. My father put his phone on the table and said he
wanted a war film, where the explosions on the screen make his whole body feel
relaxed. My mother objected at once. She wanted a quiet film about a married couple
living their daily life, which she finds full of flavor. I raised both hands for a
science fiction film, the story of an astronaut growing vegetables on the moon, and

the little green sprout on the poster made my heart itch. The three of us argued one
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by one and nobody gave in. At last my father brought out our old method: a show of
hands, the minority follows the majority, but each person gets one turn as the
director, and on that turn the director decides. This month it was my turn, and I
won. My father pretended his heart was broken. My mother laughed and said fine, we
listen to the child.

At the cinema I chose a row in the middle toward the back, a seat I had studied
long before. When the lights went down and the astronaut planted the first vegetable
on the moon, my parents sat on my two sides, and the head of my mother leaned on the
shoulder of my father. Halfway through, a rain of meteor stones fell on the moon, and
the little green sprout was almost crushed. The astronaut covered it with his own
body. I heard a sniffling sound beside me, turned my head, and it was my father. When
he noticed me looking, he quickly cleared his throat and said something had entered

his eye. I held back my laughter and did not expose him.

On the way home the discussion meeting officially began, a program that always
follows every film in our family. My father said the astronaut was foolish, he could
clearly hide, yet he covered the plant with his body. My mother said that is not
foolishness, that is the softest place in a human heart. When it was my turn, [ said
I think that sprout is the family of the astronaut, and growing vegetables on the
moon means moving your home to such a far place. My father thought for a long while
and said he had never seen it that way. My mother patted my head and said next month

the director becomes her, and we are all forbidden to cry during her art film.

Before bed I wrote in my diary: I won the selection war, but the worst loser is
my father, who cried louder than anyone. Next month mother directs, and I am already

looking forward to it.
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