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散场后的路灯一盏盏亮了

电影散场，影厅的灯亮了，我发现我们谁都没动过似的：爸爸把手机扣在腿上，妈妈把最后

一粒爆米花送进嘴里。

片子讲的是一只走丢的小鸭子。它想看海，自己上路，走了三天三夜，被雨水冲进沟里，被

大狗追上坡，最后到了海边。海就是普通的海，上头漂着几条货船，可小鸭子坐在沙滩上看了好

久好久。

走出影院，我先开口：这鸭子真傻，待在原地不动多好，受这份罪。爸爸马上摇头：不傻，

它就是想看看海，想看海不算错。妈妈谁也不帮，她把围巾紧了紧说：咱们边走边聊，看能聊到

哪儿。卖爆米花的小伙子在门口喊最后一桶半价，我们谁也没回头。

我们边走边聊。我说小鸭子出发前该留个信儿，家里人就不用急。爸爸说他自己小时候也偷

偷跑去河里游泳，回来时他爸拎着柳条在村口等他，他吓得哭，比挨那顿抽哭得还凶。妈妈忽然

不说话了。路灯啪地亮了一盏，她说：我八岁那年去车站接你姥姥，走丢过两个钟头，谁也没告

诉。

我从没听妈妈讲过这个。在我心里，妈妈什么都懂，什么都会，连自行车都会修。我问她：

那你当时怕不怕？妈妈说：怕得腿肚子转筋，可看见你姥姥的自行车进来，我没哭，跑过去一把

抓住后座。

聊到小区门口，我们才发现多坐了一站地。爸爸笑着说往回走，妈妈说好。我往前跑，又倒

着走冲他们挥手。路灯在我们身后一盏一盏亮起来，影子一会儿长一会儿短。

那天夜里我在日记本上写：原来妈妈也当过小孩子，爸爸也当过调皮鬼。电影散场了，可我

们的话说了好久好久。下礼拜要是再看一场，我想走更远一点，多说一点。

The Streetlights Came On One by One

The show ended and the lights came on in the hall, and I noticed that we had all

sat through it as if frozen: Dad had his phone face down on his knee, and Mom put the

last kernel of popcorn into her mouth.

The film was about a little duckling that wandered off. It wanted to see the sea

and set out alone, walking three days and three nights. The rain swept it into a

ditch, a big dog chased it up a slope, and at last it reached the shore. The sea was

just an ordinary sea with a few cargo ships floating on it, yet the duckling sat on

the sand and stared at it for a long, long time.

Walking out of the cinema I spoke first: this duckling is stupid, it would have

been better to stay put instead of suffering like that. Dad shook his head at once:

not stupid, it only wanted to see the sea, and wanting to see the sea is not a



www.vv99.net

mistake. Mom took neither side. She tightened her scarf and said: let us talk as we

walk, and see how far the talk takes us. The young man selling popcorn at the door

shouted that the last bucket was half price, and none of us turned around.

We walked and talked. I said the duckling should leave word before setting out,

so the family would not worry. Dad said that when he was small he also slipped away

to swim in the river, and when he came back his father waited at the village entrance

with a willow switch, and he cried from fear harder than he cried from the beating.

Mom fell silent for a moment. A streetlight popped on, and she said: the year I was

eight, I got lost for two hours on my way to meet your grandma at the station, and I

told no one.

I had never heard this from Mom. In my mind Mom knew everything and could do

anything, and could even mend a bicycle. I asked her: were you frightened then. Mom

said: frightened until my legs turned to water, but when I saw the bicycle of your

grandma coming in, I did not cry, I ran over and grabbed the back seat with one hand.

We talked until we reached the gate of our compound, and only then noticed we had

ridden one stop too far. Dad laughed and said let us walk back, and Mom said all

right. I ran ahead, then walked backwards waving at them. The streetlights came on

one by one behind us, and our shadows grew long and short.

That night I wrote in my diary: so Mom was once a little girl too, and Dad was

once a naughty boy too. The film was over, but our talk went on for a long, long

time. If we see another show next week, I want to walk a little farther and talk a

little more.

爸爸没说出口的那半句

散场那一下，影厅的灯唰地亮了。儿子捧着空爆米花桶，我媳妇把最后一粒塞进嘴里。谁都

没急着走，好像都还坐在那只小鸭子身边。

片子讲一只走丢的小鸭子想看海，一路被雨冲、被狗追，到底走到了。海很普通，漂着货船，小

鸭子在沙滩上坐了很久。出了影院门，儿子先说：这鸭子真傻。我几乎是抢着回答的：不傻，想

看海不算错。话出口我自己都愣了下。这话不像说给鸭子的，倒像说给三十年前那个蹲在河滩上

不敢回家的我。

我爹是拎着柳条在村口等我的。那年我偷偷下河游泳，回来撞见他黑着的脸。柳条抽在腿肚

子上，我没哭；他转身进屋，我看见他肩膀一耸一耸，我反倒哭了。后来我长大、进城、当爸爸，

从没跟我爹说过一句软话。他走的那年冬天我在工地上，没赶上。

我媳妇忽然开口，说她八岁去车站接人走丢过两个钟头，谁也没告诉。儿子瞪着眼问她怕不
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怕。她说怕得腿肚子转筋，可看见姥姥的自行车，她没哭，跑过去抓住后座。儿子哦了一声，半

天没说话。我听见自己的心跳，咚咚的，像替我爹疼了一遍。

走到小区门口才发现坐过了一站。往回走的路上，儿子仰头问我：爸，你想看海吗。我张了

张嘴，那半句到了嗓子眼：想，我到现在都没看过海。话到嘴边，我咽了回去，换成另一句：你

想看海，爸爸陪你走。儿子说好，说得干脆，像答应一件顶大的事。

上楼时儿子先进门，回头按着电梯等我们。我媳妇小声说：你今天替鸭子说话那下，真帅。

我嘿嘿一笑。其实我知道，那半句我早晚要说。等哪天带儿子真站到海边，我就说给他听，也说

给我爹听，虽然他听不见了。

夜里我翻出手机，给妈打了个电话，没别的事，就听她唠叨了十分钟。挂电话前我说：妈，

改天我领你去看场电影。电话那头静了一下，然后说好，好。

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 I

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 I

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
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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.

妈妈八岁那年也走丢过

我很少全家一起看电影。这次是儿子提议的，他攥着零花钱说，妈，我请你们仨。票是他买

的，爆米花也是。散场灯亮，他把空桶递还给我，像交还一件干完的活。

片子里那只小鸭子，走丢了自己找路，非要看海。儿子说它傻。他爸抢着说想看海不算错，

说完自己先愣了，摸后脑勺。我在旁边看着，心想这爷俩，一个嘴硬一个心软，活脱脱一个模子。

不知怎么，我开口讲了八岁那年的事。去车站接你姥姥，人没接到，自己先迷了路。两个钟

头，我在站前广场转了一圈又一圈，害怕得腿肚子转筋，就是没哭，也没找大人。儿子瞪圆了眼：

妈你怎么不哭啊。我说：哭有什么用，车来了抓不住后座，才真叫亏。

说这话时我自己都奇怪。这事我憋了三十年，连我丈夫都是头一回听。他半天没言语，走到

路灯底下才说：那你当时饿不饿。我说不饿，就是渴。他说：下回咱也带小鸭子去看海，带上水

壶。儿子大笑，说爸你俗。可我看见他笑完，悄悄往我们这边靠了靠。

坐过了一站，我们往回走。爷俩还在聊剧情，聊鸭子该不该留信儿，聊狗追它是不是饿了。

我听着，忽然明白过来：这场电影散场以后，儿子聊他的道理，丈夫聊他的河滩，我聊我的车站。

各自藏了几十年的童年，让一只小鸭子全放了出来。

进家门，儿子先跑去洗手，丈夫烧水，我把爆米花桶套好垃圾袋。丈夫递水给我时说了句：

你八岁那回，真勇敢。我白他一眼：现在才知道。夜里躺下，儿子在隔壁床咕哝：妈，下回还坐

过一站。我笑着应了。

原来一家人最远的距离，不是坐过了一站地，是各揣着各的童年，走了十几年都没聊到。散

场不要紧，话长着呢。
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The Year Mom Was Eight and Got Lost

It is rare for our whole family to see a film together. This time our son

proposed it, holding out his pocket money: Mom, I am treating you three. He bought

the tickets, and the popcorn too. When the lights came on he handed me the empty

bucket, like returning a job well done.

That little duckling in the film got lost and found its own way, determined to

see the sea. Our son called it stupid. His father jumped in saying wanting to see the

sea is not a mistake, then froze at his own words and rubbed the back of his head. I

watched from the side, thinking: these two, one with a hard mouth and one with a soft

heart, cut from the very same mold.

Somehow I began telling the story of being eight. Going to the station to meet my

mother, I missed her and lost my own way instead. Two hours I circled the plaza

before the station, frightened until my legs turned to water, yet I did not cry and

did not go to any adult. The eyes of my son went round: Mom, why did you not cry. I

said: what good is crying. If the bus came and you could not grab the back seat, that

would be a real loss.

Even I found it strange as I said it. I had kept this thirty years, and even my

husband was hearing it for the first time. He was silent a long while, and only under

a streetlight asked: were you hungry then. I said not hungry, just thirsty. He said:

next time we will take the little duckling to see the sea too, and bring a water

bottle. Our son laughed and called him unromantic. But I saw him, after laughing,

quietly edge closer to us.

We had ridden one stop too far and walked back. The two of them were still

talking about the plot, whether the duckling should have left word, whether the dog

chased it out of hunger. Listening, I suddenly understood: after this film ended, our

son talked over his reasoning, his father talked over his riverbank, and I talked

over my station. The childhoods each had hidden for decades, all let out by one

little duckling.

Entering the house our son ran to wash his hands, my husband put on the kettle,

and I fitted a bag into the popcorn bucket. Handing me water my husband said: that

time when you were eight, you were truly brave. I gave him a look: you only found out

now. At night in bed our son mumbled from the next room: Mom, next time let us ride

one stop too far again. I laughed and said all right.

It turns out the farthest distance in a family is not one stop past your own. It

is each carrying a childhood of their own, walking side by side for over ten years

without ever talking of it. The show ending does not matter. The talk is long.



www.vv99.net


