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Sitting to the Left of My Child

My son was the one who noticed me crying. Halfway through the film, the mother on
the screen said into the phone again: I am doing fine. She hung up, ate alone, and
still set out three bowls on the table. I was sitting to the left of my son. He
passed me the popcorn, and the back of his hand brushed mine, and only then did I
realize this child had grown to a meter seventy, with a faint blue shadow of stubble

on his chin.

The daughter in the film lives at school, the husband drives long hauls far from
home, and the mother keeps the house alone: fine when asked, fine about everything.
Not until a day at the station, when the daughter finds the medical record book with
a stack of clinic slips tucked inside, dated up to last month. The whole hall went

quiet, and I cried with it, because I saw myself.

Every night after the light in the room of my son goes off, I am still in the
living room packing his schoolbag, filling the hot water flask, pressing the uniform

for tomorrow flat. I get into bed at twelve; he has long been asleep. Once in a while
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he asks why so late, and I say: I sleep when the chores are done. That line matches
the mother in the film word for word. I never told him that the moment I wait for all

day is the few minutes when he walks in after school.

At the end, my son looked at me steadily and asked: Mom, why did you cry. I said
it was nothing. Walking to the bus stop, I stopped and said to him: Actually, what I
most want to hear every day is about your school. Who argued with whom, the canteen
made the vegetables too salty, anything. He stood still for two seconds, then began
telling me about his deskmate who spilled ink on his sleeve and got lines from the
teacher, and how the PE teacher changed the event without notice. He talked fast and

out of order, and I took it all in.

The bus came. We boarded, he sat on my left, his head almost falling onto my
shoulder before he moved it away. At our stop he got off first and held the door for
me, saying: Next time pick a film that does not make people cry. I nodded, laughing.
Near the end of the film, the mother puts the medical record book back into her bag
and says: Next time I will leave you a key. I think many words in a family are not
missing; we simply get used to saying the safe one first. Once someone says one true

thing, all the rest follow.
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