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The Two Hours I Shared with My Father

The evening my father suggested a movie, I was doing homework. He asked casually,
as if mentioning tomorrow s weather: there was a film about a captain, would I like
to see it. I froze for a few seconds, then said yes. It had been a long time since we

did anything together that had nothing to do with schoolwork.

The hall was not full. When the lights went down, the darkness placed the two of
us in the same row, our shoulders a fist’s width apart. The screen lit up. The sea
heaved in the light; the captain steered his ship through a storm, and the camera
swept past the family he had left ashore. Wave after wave of light rolled over us,
bright and dim, falling on my father’s face. I stole a glance — since when had his
temples gone so white, every strand sharp under the light. He stared at the screen,
lips moving faintly, as if counting the waves for the captain. In that moment I was

not watching the film. I was watching my father watch a film.

What moved me most was not the storm but the scene where the captain could not go

home. He stood on deck, looking across the sea to the shore, saying nothing. I heard
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a soft sniff beside me, very quiet, as if afraid of being noticed. I did not turn my
head. This is the mercy of darkness: it keeps an adult’s tears safe, the way it once

kept mine safe when I was small.

After the show, the night wind was cool. We walked along the river embankment,
neither of us speaking. Street lamps stretched our shadows long, then short. Usually
this kind of silence would send each of us to a phone, but not that night. I think we
both still carried that sea inside. After a long walk, my father suddenly said, that
captain — his whole family waits for him, and he still dawdles on that ship. He spoke
slowly, not really talking about the movie. I murmured yes, my throat tight. Had he

remembered, too, that he often stays on his own ship until late before coming home.

At the foot of our building, he said there was another show tomorrow, bring your
mother along. 1 said good. Going upstairs, [ looked back; he still stood under the
street lamp, watching me. What those two hours changed only showed itself slowly, on
the walk home along the river after the credits. The film was someone else’ s life;
after it ended, we carried it back to repair our own ship that keeps refusing to

enter port.
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