BALT IR RF

TARZZIEGF N BT Wb, RE TR, AR T shE s, BEEE
NEEAE, HOWPRIATR . AN A RISFDRAN A, — AN, 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 P o, R
B JRNRE, ST, HGAMCEIRBL I Mg, ki, IREEEESRE, NLR
PG, AR B DR .

BT ILIELAT gy, W FTITRR, W He . BAEE R EARD, BRMBER: &
GG ? PHEM R KB TN, I, ZTSARINE . W BN i s,
TR RAE T, IR, B AT K

g %, FEMTL, AZU A MR T, WER U .. RX AR
fb, FABICIRBEIRIE, W TR Fraf, SRAZ N M8 T a7, BEARD, JEEHR R, H5
A A R o

JEBIRE AR L, BREIRE M. ARSI, JERE T, W B/ i i
ARl T 5, SEAERE T H o ASE I R 5 1R .

[ e INKILE PSSR GBI s Y VA7 S R wl VU ERVAL) i ) IO £ A < E = P T N
Mk, WAEGH Ll T —2 ). KAIR A, BARAFA AT . FAERAB 48T A Z AR
T BAESEEFIRE R (R  JSORBRT B RPN — BRI EIARh, —RAZN, HthE
TN BT BACTHREE AR, 1E50E, B ok,

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

www. vv99. net



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.

www. vv99. net



