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Two Tickets in an 0ld Coat Pocket

I came to the home of my son to look after my grandson in June. Passing the
cinema, the boy pointed at the monkey on the poster, then pointed at me, and said:
Grandpa, I will take you to a film. I laughed and agreed, and did not take it to
heart. The words of children are said and forgotten. But I did not expect that he

took it seriously, and kept taking it seriously for a whole school term.

His mother noticed first. She said, look, this child of ours is strange, he will
not spend five yuan on spicy strips, and who knows where he hides his money. I
actually knew. At night the boy shook his piggy bank, gurgle gurgle, and I heard it
clearly through the wall. On weekends he collected cans with a bag, his face tanned,
and came home to smooth the small notes flat before feeding them into the mouth of

the pig. I pretended not to see, turned away, and wiped my eyes.

In the village I watched open—air films all my life. A cloth screen was hung, a

long bench carried, and we once fought an old friend for a good spot. After the show
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the sky was full of stars, we walked the dark road home, still acting out the lines
from the play. These years in the city I passed that cinema more than a dozen times
and never went in. Not that I did not want to. I felt that place was not opened for
the likes of me.

Late in autumn the boy did not come straight home after school. He came in out of
breath, took two tickets from his pocket, and held them out to me with both hands:
Grandpa, tomorrow three in the afternoon, I have bought them, two tickets. The
tickets had gone fuzzy at the edges from being warmed in his palm. I took them, my
hands shook, so I turned my back to read the printing, three times over. I said good.

My voice went hoarse, and I covered it with two coughs.

That night I brought out the white shirt at the bottom of my chest, the kind with
a stiff collar, and combed my hair with hot water. The mother of the boy laughed at
me: it is only a cartoon, is it worth it. I said, you do not understand. The boy lay
in bed still muttering about not being late tomorrow. Listening outside his door, my
heart felt both full and aching. He saved money a whole term just to take me into a

cinema. Such a heart is heavier than anything.

I cannot recall the whole film. I only remember the boy sitting ramrod straight
the entire time, laughing out loud. When the little monkey missed its mother, 1 took
out my handkerchief and pressed my eyes, and he pretended not to see and passed me a
tissue. I took it and said nothing. Coming out he asked one ticket back, saying he
would keep it in his piggy bank as a memory. My ticket went into the red cloth bag
with the household register, close to my things that mattered most. When people ask

what it is, [ say: this is the dignity my grandson earned for me.
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