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The Credits Roll, Life Keeps Screening

I went to that showing alone. Rarely, my daughter was staying over at a
classmate’ s, so I bought a ticket for the nearest show and sank into the dark hall
like someone who had stolen two hours. When the exit lights came on, I found I did
not want to stand up. The mother on the screen washed dishes in a restaurant by day
and kept her daughter company over books by night in a rented room, her finger
creases still white from water as she bent over the problems. She had one scene: the
daughter won a contest, and she went up on stage, at a loss, saying into the
microphone, I do not understand your world; I only know that when she reads at night,
I must not be asleep. When the lights rose, that sentence still hung overhead. I sat

in my place, palms sweating, because I knew how many such evenings I had missed.

Leaving the cinema, the evening rush swallowed me. At the subway entrance
everyone looked down at their phones, and I, caught among them, kept replaying the
film. It had no great rises and falls — just dishes, rushing, keeping company over
homework, paying tuition, one thing after another, like spreading countless people’s
days open on a screen. [ thought of my daughter’s early school years, when I worked

night shifts. She finished homework and slept alone; coming home I saw only a bowl
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upside down on the table. Once she left a note: Mom, no need to wake me when you’ re
back, I have morning reading tomorrow. I thought nothing of it then — children should
learn to be independent. What made me squirm in that film was precisely the evenings

that mother never missed — the ones I missed.

During the transfer I saw my own face in the carriage glass, in my forties, about
the age of that mother on screen. Her film was over; mine was still running. I booked
two tickets on my phone for tomorrow night, to take my daughter to this one. She will
probably call it childish. I do not mind.

When I opened the door, my daughter was not back yet. I wiped the table clean,
straightened the desk lamp, boiled a kettle. Tonight I go nowhere. When she returns 1
will ask how the sleepover went, listen all the way through, and not rush her to bed.
The film let out, but it left a part of itself in this room: the person keeping
company under the lamp — now it is my turn to sit properly. The credits roll out;
life keeps screening. No one sits in the audience in our place. The evenings meant

for company, spare not one.
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