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What the Projector Keeps to Itself

I am a projector, living in the small dark room at the back of the hall. The room
is not big; it holds only me and a belly full of secrets. My secrets are all beams of

light, bright and stored up, waiting for the lights to go out.

The moment the lights go out, I open my mouth. I spit out the light, pulling it
thin and long, over row after row of heads, onto the screen. The screen catches me
and spreads my secrets out flower by flower: mountains, seas, a flying carpet, a lost
little deer.

The stories were raised inside my belly. They stand in line, one against the
next, waiting for me to let them out. Some stories are mischievous and run to the
edge of the screen the moment they are out; some are shy and hide in the corner of

the screen, asking the children to come close to look.
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What I like best is the middle of a story. On the screen the little monkey steps
into a mud pit, splash. My light trembles once. I know the laughter has risen. It
bounces up from knees, from hats, circles once over the bald head of the uncle in the

front row, and falls back into my heart.

Laughter has weight. Believe it or not, it does. A hall full of laughter presses
down on my light, and my light walks lighter and faster. The little boat on the

screen therefore runs so fast that even the waves cannot catch it.

There are moments I grieve too. A person in the story loses his mother, and the
hall goes quiet, quiet enough to hear my gears, click, click. I want to say a word
for him, but I am only a projector. All I can do is make the light a little brighter,

and let the snow fall a little slower.

The children do not know I am at the back. They stare at the screen, and the
screen takes all their eyes in my place. I am not jealous. The screen is my friend:
it keeps the stories, I send the stories out, the laughter belongs to the children.

The three of us owe each other nothing.

The lights come on, the children pour out, scattering laughter all over the floor
like popcorn crumbs. I wait until the hall is empty, wipe my lens with a soft cloth,
and gather the unfinished stories back into my belly. Tomorrow I have another show.

The screen is waiting for me, and the laughter is waiting too.

Hush, the lights are going out again. I am about to speak. Sit up straight, open

your eyes wide, and my secrets, beam by beam, will pour all onto your knees.
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