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Confessions of a Tissue Pack

I am a pack of tissues, plastic shell, twelve sheets. I lay in the discount
corner of a supermarket for half a month, my price tag dropping from eight yuan to
five and a half, until a woman with a shopping trolley picked me up and dropped me
in. I thought my life would be spent wiping kitchen stoves. That evening, she carried

me into a cinema instead.

Before the hall went dark, she set me on the arm of her seat. She watched the
screen; I watched the chair backs ahead. On the screen stood a little girl at the
edge of the village, rising on her toes to watch an empty road, waiting for someone
who would not come. From diagonally across came the sound of sniffling. It was a
schoolboy in glasses, his lenses fogged by tears, wiping with the back of his hand

and smearing his whole face, shrinking smaller and smaller in his seat.

I wanted to help. How a pack of tissues wants to help. But I lay on the armrest,

unable to move. The woman glanced at the boy, reached over, gripped me, then drew her
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hand back. I understood her mind: pass or not. Would the child fear a stranger. Those
dozen seconds of her hesitation felt longer than the whole film. On the screen the
girl squatted beside the straw, the crying could no longer be contained, and at last

the woman passed me over, letting me stop at his hand.

He turned and took me, saying thank you in a hoarse voice. The woman straightened
his glasses and said the finest line I have ever heard: It is a good film, and crying
is no shame. He held me in his palm, so warm my plastic shell grew hot. He pulled one
sheet out for his nose, then closed his fist around me again. In that moment I

decided that half a month in the discount corner had been worth it.

At the end, he set me back on the armrest of the woman, squarely, like returning
a treasure, and said thank you a second time. She told him to keep me, the wind
outside being strong. 1 thought I was going back to the kitchen. Instead, that night
he carried me home in the pocket of his padded jacket and placed me in a desk drawer,
squeezed among pencils and an eraser. The drawer is dark, but I am not sad. My
remaining nine sheets have never been used. He cannot bear to. What he keeps is that

evening: one film, one stranger, one line about no shame.

Later, whenever he opens the drawer to do homework and sees me, he pauses and
smiles. I am a pack of tissues, twelve sheets, three used. The nine left are nine
unspoken sentences: do not fear crying, do not fear strangers, do not fear the

evening when someone needs to be caught.
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