SRR K B9 A

KT, BREMSKRT, —HAmEegr k. eARER, NETH, gl RNENNR. ]
WP TR 7, HOBRAAR AR, BT A

WSS 1o INFERE, JKAERS, /DMHIHE 7O . Mok, RO RiRE, &, 3, &
FER R o BRBEAEIPIL, ArHCHAaNRE, IRASAAEZ — T,

HCE WA UG R e BRI, ARfE MR b, BRAE R SRIA U BUAEY, RE
ZEE T . ARk, OB T RN, R, ek,

MR R Tiak . B THEIT, MR RER. KWERSEL T, &7, L 7. RAE, &
HASRE T OAE, & RUNR R . R RNV AN, kiR T R T 1R,
FATHE MO T BBk

KEHKRT, — DA DM — BRI YT, Bk, RANKAL KilL, SErAR
B WA Rk, EAEIRASKTI . SEAAERS T g oR D, B RN IGE [ B
B FAT_E, SO R Hel B

WA LEON 2. NEE T, W BRE, R, e ITRBEAE, W R
TN ST FABEI A Edr 78, R R NS — RS

froe T, WM EIRNE . A CEEAEAR L, AR, dER, Bt At ik A w3REnE, b
A B, DAL E B, MR SR, A B e L .

HOEHGET, KERSE. BIPSLE MR 1T, AR RIS, J/h AU Mo, W, WK, &
AR A, IR — B

The White Cloth That Breathes

The lights go out, the stars come out, and a white cloth hangs in the middle of
the hall. It is not a curtain, it is not a handkerchief; it is a piece of cloud
waiting for the wind. The projector clears its throat, a beam of light stretches out

long, long, and the white cloth begins to breathe.

The screen lights up. Mountains run, waters run, a little boat runs into the sea.
A fish leaps up and taps its tail on the screen, knock, knock, as if knocking on a
window. I hold my breath, afraid of scaring the fish away, and I do not even dare to
blink.

The story walks out of the screen. It climbs onto my seat, sits on my knees, and
whispers beside my ear: look, look, I am going on an adventure. I nod hard, and my

heart is a little drum inside my chest, boom, boom.

The story meets danger. My hands grip the armrest, my toes grip the soles of my
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shoes. The big villain comes closer, nearer, nearest. I want to shout, but my voice
hides in my pocket and does not ring even a tiny bell. The little boat on the screen
rolls over and stands up again. I let out a breath, loose as a ball with the air let

out.

The laughter comes out, one after another. The little monkey steps into a mud
pit, splash. My laughter flies out first, the laughter of Dad flies after, and the
laughter of Mom lands last, on top of my head. The laughter bounces around the hall
like a ball nobody puts away; it bounces onto the curtain and bounces back into my

heart.

There are quiet moments too. The little deer loses its mother, and snow falls on
the screen, flake, flake. Nobody laughs in the hall, and from behind on the diagonal
I hear an older girl sniffle. I pull my scarf up a little, as if that could shelter

the little deer from some of the snow.

The lights come on, and the screen closes its eyes. The white cloth hangs there
again, white and still, as if nothing happened. But I know the mountains are still
running inside it, the little boat is still rocking inside it, and the warm mud pit

with the splash of the little monkey is still warm inside it.

I walk out of the hall, and the sun is bright. I look back at the door; the
screen is asleep inside. I say softly: good night, screen. Tomorrow I will come again

to collect a story, and I will pay you back with a road full of laughter.
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