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He Asked Me Why the Father Wolf Had to Leave

My son decided the film. He watched a trailer on the big screen in the mall and
insisted on the one about a wolf family. I hesitated, because the trailer held a shot
of a steel trap, and I feared he would sleep badly. He added that he could grab my
hand whenever he was scared. That convinced me. While buying tickets he looked after
me too, saying I could close my eyes if I found it frightening. Once inside, the one

closing his eyes was him, beside me.

The film reached the part where the father wolf left the pack for food and
stepped into a trap, struggling in the snow. My son did not cry. He just shifted
toward me, gripped the hem of my coat, leaned to my ear, and asked in a very small
voice: why do grown—ups have to leave? I was not ready. I wanted to say it was for
food, but that felt dry; I wanted to say he would not die, but that felt careless. In
the end I said only: because little wolves are waiting at home. He thought about it,
asked nothing more, and never let go. A few seconds later he added in a whisper: then
we will not get separated either. I said all right, and only then did he sit up

straight and keep watching the screen.
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After the film, walking to the parking lot, he was still on it. Waiting for the
elevator he suddenly said: the father wolf did not get lost after all; he remembered
the road back, because he had a home to return to. I agreed, saying he had been
marking the road the whole way. He added that next time, the little wolf could watch
from the hilltop for his return. The elevator arrived, he stepped out first, and
looked back to wait for me, looking as if he too were responsible for taking me home.
The parking lot was not far from home. Kicking small stones along the way, he
suddenly said that when he grew up he would keep a dog, and the first thing after
school would be to go home and stay with it. I followed his thought and asked why. He
said, because it waits for me at home, like the little wolf waiting for the father
wolf.

At night, brushing his teeth, he mumbled that tomorrow he wanted to know where
the mother wolf had gone. It struck me then that what a child catches from a film is
completely different from what adults watch for. I scan the plot for danger; he
watches parting and coming home. To watch a film with a child I have to crouch down
and see it again from his height. The questions he asks are not trouble; they are him

pointing out the most important places in the film.
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