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The Journey of a Ticket Stub

I am a cinema ticket, printed with tomorrow, three in the afternoon, row six seat
eight. The place that bore me was the ticket machine. That day it spat me out into a
small sweaty hand. The hand gripped me tight and ran all the way, and the wind made
me flutter. The money that bought me was saved over a whole school term: weekly
pocket money, can after can, and small notes smoothed flat one by one. The boy who

saved me did not know that I was worth more than two yuan.

The next afternoon the small hand passed me to the ticket checker, who tore me
open and put the other half back into the pocket. Beside him sat an old man in a
white shirt, hair combed flat, back ramrod straight. When the screen 1lit up he
watched harder than the child. He laughed when the monkey swung the staff; when the
little monkey missed its mother he took out a handkerchief and pressed his eyes. The
child pretended not to see and passed over a tissue. I lay in the pocket and heard

the old man say in a hoarse voice, good, truly good.

After the show the boy took me out and held me to the light. He said, Grandpa, I

www. vv99. net



will press this half into my piggy bank, as a keepsake. The old man held his half and
said nothing for a long while, then said, good. That night I moved into the belly of
the ceramic pig, dark inside, with a layer of coins beneath me, and I slept well. 1

thought my life ended there. A ticket stub, after all, is born to this fate.

But in winter vacation the old man asked for me back from the drawer, saying he
would take me home where roots return to leaves. He sat three hours on a bus, keeping
me in the inner pocket of his padded coat against his chest, warmed the whole way.
Back in the village he showed me to everyone he met: my grandson took me to a film,
saved a whole term for it. 0ld friends gathered at the village gate, and he pointed
to my serrated edge, saying the machine in the city bit this. Everyone laughed at

him, and he laughed louder than anyone.

Now I lie pressed inside the red cloth bag with the household register, a
marriage certificate, and an old house deed. I am wrinkled and my printing has faded,
yet once a month the old man opens the bag to let me see the sun, as if visiting a
relative. I am a ticket stub, worth two yuan. But nowhere in the world is there a

second stub treasured like a treasure the way I am.
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