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The Day the Piggy Bank Got Lighter

Grandpa and I have a promise: to take him into a cinema and watch a film
together. The promise was made in summer vacation. He came to town from the
countryside, and we passed the cinema by the gate of the park of the people. The
poster showed a monkey swinging a golden staff. He looked at it for a long time and
said that in his boyhood they watched open—air films, lying on mats spread over the
threshing ground. I said, Grandpa, I will take you to a cinema. He laughed: good, I

will wait for you.

From that day I began to save. My New Year money went to my mother for
safekeeping as usual, but I won the right to keep two yuan a week as pocket money. 1
did not spend a single fen of it; I fed it all into my piggy bank, a little ceramic
pig. Every night before bed I shook it, and the sound inside changed from sparse and
thin to dull and solid, and I loved that sound. On weekends I also collected cans at
the gate of our compound, sold them, ran to the corner shop to change the coins into
notes, and put them all into the mouth of the pig. Once a classmate offered me a
popsicle, and I waved him off saying I was not thirsty, while in fact the two yuan in

my pocket were being squeezed sweaty in my palm.
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In late autumn the piggy bank was opened, and my mother helped me count: thirty-—
seven yuan and fifty fen. I took out two notes and ran all the way to the cinema. On
tiptoe at the ticket window I asked for two tickets for the cartoon showing that day.
The clerk asked who the second ticket was for. I said, for my grandpa. The tickets
came out of the machine still warm, and I held them close and ran home; the wind
poured into my collar and I did not even feel cold. I stopped in the stairwell and
shouted toward home: Grandpa, three tomorrow afternoon, do not forget. From inside,

Grandpa answered, drawing the sound out long.

On the day we went, Grandpa put on his finest shirt and combed his hair with
water. In the hall he sat straight like a schoolboy. When the monkey on the screen
swung the golden staff, he laughed louder than anyone; when the film reached the part
where the little monkey missed its mother, he took out a handkerchief and pressed it
to his eyes. I pretended not to see, and passed him a tissue, just like the person

who passes tissues in the films.

Afterwards he held the ticket stub and said he would take it back to the village
to show everyone. [ said, Grandpa, I will bring you again next time. He said, next
time I will treat you. At home I watched him slip the stub into the red cloth bag
that held his household register, the most precious things in his whole house. The

piggy bank stood empty, yet my heart felt fuller than ever.
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