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The Film Without a Hero

The film had no hero and no grand spectacle. It told of one household. The father
repairs vehicles and rarely speaks; only when the son grows up does he begin to
understand why. The most moving scene is the last one: the son takes over closing the
repair stand, wiping wrenches one by one and laying them into a wooden box, while the
father stands beside him wanting to help yet not knowing what to touch. Neither

speaks, and neither leaves.

During those ten minutes, my father pressed his phone screen dark. He seldom
watches films. That day was an idea of my mother, three seats in a row, me in the

middle, my mother on my left, my father on my right.

On the way home my father was driving when he suddenly began telling me about him
and my grandfather. They had quarreled when he was young. Grandfather never once came
to a parent meeting and never walked him to school, and he had always believed
grandfather did not care about him. Years later, after grandfather passed away, the
family sorted his belongings, and in a drawer there was a stack of train tickets to

the city where my father worked, dates spread across several years. My father said
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those tickets had been saved by grandfather, each one waiting for the day he would
truly go and finally speak. He never went. My father pulled the car over at the
roadside as he said this. My mother and I did not interrupt. The car stayed quiet for

a long time.

Nearly home, I spoke up: Mom, when I talked back the other day, it was not
because I found you nagging. I had done badly on a monthly exam and kept it to
myself. My mother answered with one line: I have a medical record book too. The three
of us laughed, and afterward none of us mentioned it again, yet something was
different. Walking into our building, my mother brought up the rear, and I saw her
send a voice message to her own mother. My father parked, then locked the car three

times before coming upstairs.

The last frame of the film is the lamp at the repair stand: the son has closed
up, the father has gone ahead, and the lamp stays 1it, like a road kept for someone.
After that day I understood family differently. It was not discovering a new side of
them; it was finally seeing the part that had always been there, waiting to be

opened. The lamp never went out. We simply came home too late.
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