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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.
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The story meets danger. My hands grip the armrest, my toes grip the soles of my
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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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.

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.

www. vv99. net



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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The Little Monkey on the Screen Clocks Off

I am the little monkey on the screen. When the lamp goes out, I go to work. I jump
from the left edge of the screen, turn one somersault, then another, and the
somersault lands in the third row, waking up a field of gasps. The gasps are part of
my salary, and I take them home. My job is to wake up laughter. I stomp into the mud
puddle, splash, and mud flies onto my ears. I pretend not to hear, but I do hear it.
The laughter arrives all at once, like someone stuffing candy into my pockets, until
they are full. Some parts of the job are hard. When the story reaches the part where
I miss my mother, I must hold back a smile. A little boy in the front row shouts at
me: do not cry. I choose to cry, but softly, so that the big sister with the sniffles
learns that crying is nothing to be ashamed of. The light of the projector passes
through me, and my whole body glows, even the tip of my tail. In that moment I am
more than a monkey. I am a ball of light that knows how to tumble, falling on your
faces and on my own. The uncle who runs the projector polishes the lens until the
beam is steady, and then I can jump higher. I keep that favor on his account. When
the house lamp comes on, my shift ends. I dust the mud off my bottom and wave to the
front rows. Do not go, I have not finished. But you put on coats, find water bottles,
and pour out through the door. I stand on the screen and watch the backs of your
heads, one by one, vanish at the gate. The hours after work are quiet. The screen
holds only white, white like winter. I sit in the corner of the screen and wait for
the next show. Wait for the smell of popcorn, wait for the lamp to snap off, wait for
a child to lift a face and say: Mom, it is this monkey! On thin days I still perform.
When the laughter is as thin as the last candies at the bottom of a pocket, candy or
few, it is still candy. I still tumble and still stomp. If only one child is
watching, then that one child is watching me. Here is a secret. After the show, my
friends on the screen come out for fresh air. The little boat rocks on the screen,
the little deer comes out to lick the snow, and I pick up the laughter one by one and
store it in my pocket. One for the little boy in the third row, one for the big
sister with the sniffles. Tomorrow night I return them with interest. At the next
show I will turn three extra somersaults. The story is not finished. The little
monkey has not found his mother, and the little boat has not passed the mountain. So
I hope you come back, and pick a seat in the third row, where I can reach you. When
the lamp goes out, I will be standing on the screen, waiting for you, with both hands

raised, waving.
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