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The Half Sentence Dad Never Said

The moment the show ended the lights of the hall swept on. My son held the empty
popcorn bucket, and my wife popped the last kernel into her mouth. Nobody hurried to

leave, as if we were all still sitting there beside the little duckling.

The film told of a lost duckling that wanted to see the sea: swept by rain,
chased by dogs, yet it arrived. The sea was ordinary, with cargo ships floating on
it, and the duckling sat long on the beach. Outside the cinema my son spoke first:
this duckling is stupid. I answered almost before he finished: not stupid, wanting to
see the sea is not a mistake. The words surprised even me. They did not sound like
words about a duck. They sounded like words spoken to myself thirty years ago, the

boy crouching on the riverbank afraid to go home.

My father waited for me at the village entrance with a willow switch. That year 1
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had swum secretly in the river and came home to his dark face. The switch stung my
calves and I did not cry; when he turned and went inside, I saw his shoulders
shaking, and then I cried. I grew up, moved to the city, became a father, and never
once said a soft word to him. The winter he died I was on a construction site, and [

did not make it in time.

My wife suddenly spoke, saying she had been lost for two hours at eight on her
way to meet someone at the station, and told no one. My son stared and asked if she
had been afraid. She said afraid until her legs turned to water, but when she saw the
bicycle of her mother she did not cry, she ran and grabbed the back seat. My son said
oh, and was quiet for a long while. I heard my own heartbeat, thud thud, as if aching

once in place of my father.

Walking to the gate of our compound we noticed we had ridden one stop too far. On
the way back my son looked up and asked: Dad, do you want to see the sea. I opened my
mouth, and that half sentence rose to my throat: yes, I have never seen the sea to
this day. At the edge of my lips I swallowed it and said another sentence instead: if
you want to see the sea, Dad will walk with you. He said good, crisp and clean, as if

promising something enormous.

Going upstairs my son entered first and turned to hold the elevator for us. My
wife said quietly: that moment today when you spoke up for the duckling, that was
truly handsome. I chuckled. In truth I know I will say that half sentence sooner or
later. The day I stand with my son at the shore, I will tell it to him, and tell it

to my father too, though he can no longer hear.

At night I picked up my phone and called my mother, for nothing in particular,
just to listen to her chatter for ten minutes. Before hanging up I said: Mom, one day

I will take you to a film. There was a pause on the line, then she said: good, good.
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