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The Distance Inside the Light and Shadow

When the lights came on, I stayed seated for a while. The seats around me emptied
one by one, like a tide going out. On the screen the credits walk upward, white

characters walking on black, like a road climbing into the sky.

For two hours I lived inside the light and shadow. The light and shadow are
honest: they laid before me the bend in a father of the family back, the hard skin on
the hands of a mother, the bicycle of a boy who grew up too soon. The light and
shadow are also clever: they are made entirely of light, yet when they land on my

heart they are heavier than stone.

The story happens in a small town far away. The distance inside the story is a
station, a green train, a letter that was never posted. I sat in the sixth row, but
my heart traveled there many times. When the young man stood on the platform, I could
smell the wind of that platform.
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Actually the distance is not far. The distance is the road I can see whenever I
1ift my head from my desk at night, the ridge of hills outside the window of the home
of my grandmother. The film said it plainly for me: the distance is not a place on a

map; the distance is the part of yourself that has not finished growing.

The light and shadow flicker on the screen, and they flicker in my eyes too. I
remember the night of the quarrel with my father, the umbrella the mother left behind
when she walked out. The film did not lecture me; it only held up a mirror, and in

the story of another person I recognized the words I had never said aloud.

At the end of the show the attendant straightens the seats one by one. The light
and shadow have finished work, the story has retreated back into the film. But I walk
out carrying that small weight of thought, stepping on the street lamps one by one,
feeling a little heavier, and a little clearer. The attendant at the door stacks
paper cups, popcorn is scattered on the floor, but the hall inside my heart has not

been cleaned yet: it is still dark, and still lit up.

At the crossing I 1ift my head. The city keeps few stars; I remember that sky
above the small town in the film. One day I will go and see such a sky with my own
eyes, so that the distance inside the light and shadow and the distance under my feet

can finally shake hands.

Our home is on the upper floor, and the lamp in the window is warm. I push the
door softly; my parents are asleep. I recite one line of the film in my heart once
more, and fall asleep with it. In the dream I board that green train, and the

distance inside the story becomes my distance.
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