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The Tissue Pack in Row Three

That was the first time I walked into a cinema alone. My mother had to work
overtime, so she bought me the ticket and told me to wait at the entrance after the
film, not to wander off. I picked a cartoon. My seat was in row five, empty beside
me, and in row three on my left sat a woman, alone, with a small shopping trolley at
her feet.

Halfway through, the little girl on the screen walked to the edge of the village
with her schoolbag, rose on her toes, and looked down the empty road. Over the phone,
grandma said mother would not come back this year either. The girl said only one
syllable, handed the phone back, turned, and ran home; halfway there she squatted
beside a stack of straw, shoulders shaking, making no sound. The hall was very quiet.
My nose stung, and the tears came on their own. I was startled and wiped with the

back of my hand, which only made more come, and the glasses fogged over.

Then a pack of tissues was passed from the left and stopped at my hand. I turned.

It was that woman. She said nothing, did not even look at me, her eyes still on the
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screen, yet her hand pushed the pack a little deeper into mine. I took it and managed
a thank you, my voice hoarse in a way I did not recognize. Only then did she turn,
straightened my crooked glasses on my face, and said: It is a good film, and crying

is no shame.

I blew my nose twice and kept the tissue in my fist. The woman went back to her
film as if nothing had happened. When the crowd moved toward the exit, I set the pack
back on the arm of her seat and said thank you a second time. She waved her hand:

Keep it. The wind outside is strong.

Later my mother picked me up and asked whether the film was good. I said it was,
and told her about the tissues. She asked: What did that woman look like. I thought
hard and said I could not remember her face, only the hand that passed the pack, with
scars of chilblains on the fingers. My mother asked nothing further. The pack is
still in my desk drawer, half full. Every time I see it, I hear that line again: It
is a good film, and crying is no shame. Kindness from a stranger is like this: it
does not ask your name, does not ask why you cry; it simply reaches over at the
moment you need it most, then goes back to watching its own film as if nothing had

happened.

AR PRI R F

FARZEZIETF N BT Wb, RE TR, M T shE s, BEER
NEGEARK, HOWPRIATR . AN A RISFDRANAE, —ADN, AT LR, Ak
B, B =, BEEHPA R, R A

Fi T RN AR DR U0, Sk — A4 4E AR . Bl LB JE A W e 1 I A o, R
B JRHIRE, ST, IR IRBLMIAAE N, ki, IREEASRE, NER
A4, AR B DR .

BT ILIELAT gy, W FTITRR, Wk e He R, BAEE WA, BB &
GG ? PHEM R KB TN, IR, ZT ARG % BN il s,
TR RAE T, IR, B AT W

g %, FAEMTL, AZU A MR T, WER U .. RX AR
fb, FABICIRBEIRIE, W TR0 Fraf, SRAZ N M8 T a7, BEAD, JEFHR PR, H
A A AR o

JEBIRE AR L, BRHEIRE M. ARSI, JERE T, W B/ i i
HEl T 5, SEAERE T H o fSE I R 5 T A9 .

RO AR S A R AR TR B RE AR T By Bl 720 R . BRI T AR, ShHXOR. Ak

www. vv99. net




ke, WAEGH Luli T2 )b KEIL WS, BRAFAA T FAGEABIR LR RHA SRR
T BRSSPI K (R 3 UK AT B RXPE N — BRI EIARh, —RAZN, ke
AT A, BICTHREOAE, E50E, D HORINE.

The Hand That Passed the Tissues

I had gone out to escape the noise. The family had argued all evening, so I
bought a ticket and left, dropping into a cartoon at random, thinking I would watch
children laugh and loosen something in myself. Only after sitting down did I notice a
schoolboy nearby, alone, seat seven in row five, while I sat in row three, one empty

row between us, angled toward him.

The film reached the part where the little girl waits at the edge of the village
for her mother and receives the news that she is not coming this year either. I heard
sniffling behind me, growing louder. I glanced sideways. It was the boy, tears
running down the rim of his glasses, wiping and making it worse, the glasses sliding
crooked on his nose, his body shrinking into the seat as if he wanted to hide inside
the chair back.

There happened to be a pack of tissues beside me, bought on sale at the
supermarket, the plastic still unopened. I held it and suddenly hesitated: pass it or
not. Parents these days teach children to ignore strangers. If I spoke, would the boy
be frightened. On the screen the girl ran past the straw stacks, and the muffled

crying behind me could no longer be held down, quiet because he feared being heard.

I passed the pack and let it stop at his hand, saying nothing extra. He turned,
took it, and managed a hoarse thank you. Only then did I look at him, straightened
the glasses on his face, and said: It is a good film, and crying is no shame. He blew
his nose, kept the tissue in his fist, his shoulders dropped, and he faced the screen

again.

I hardly saw the second half, glancing sideways the whole time. After the crying
passed, he actually laughed, when the mother on the screen came home early and stood

at the gate of the yard. His laugh showed a chipped front tooth.

At the end he placed the pack back on the arm of my seat and said thank you a
second time. I waved him off, telling him to keep it, the wind outside being strong.
I stood on the cinema steps for a while afterward. The quarrel at home suddenly did
not weigh so much. I kept seeing the solemn way he set the pack down, like completing
a matter of great importance. So this is what it means to be needed: one unopened
pack of tissues and one line about no shame can catch an evening for a child. I put

my hands in my pockets and walked home, my steps lighter than on the way here.
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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.
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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
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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