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A Letter to the Father in the Story

Sir, a father I have never met: allow me this address. You sat inside the light
and shadow for one hundred and twenty minutes; I sat outside them for one hundred and

twenty minutes too. The show is over, and I want to write you a few lines.

You speak little in the story. You repair bicycles, you pedal the tricycle, you
press a stack of small bills under the pillow. Your distance is a woven sack holding
a ticket into the city, holding plans you never dared to say aloud. You fold the
distance very small and tuck it into your pocket, afraid someone will see. At night
you count those small bills, then bind them with a rubber band, like binding a bundle
of quiet days.

How honest the light and shadow are. They magnified a hundred times the grease on
your hands, your back sitting on the doorstep at midnight, the hands that secretly
stitched my schoolbag strap back together. In the sixth row I watched, and suddenly

thought of the man at home: the same kind of hands, the same kind of silence.
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You did not turn around on the platform. I know why: turn around, and the tears
would lose their worth. When the train began to move, I saw you run two steps after
the window, then stop, standing there wrapped in the exhaust. The story filmed that
part lightly, light as snow falling on snow. But in the darkness I heard a click

inside my own chest, as if something locked, as if something unlocked.

I want to say one sentence for you. The sentence you swallowed inside the story,
I will keep it for you. Someday, when the man at home also turns his back, I will
take it out and say it to that back. Even half a sentence, even with a shaking voice.
What the light and shadow taught me is not how to cry, but how to save the strength

of crying and spend it on opening my mouth.

Did your distance arrive in the end? The film did not show it. I guess it did,
and I guess it did not. It does not matter either way: the way you carried your

family forward on that tricycle is itself the distance in motion.

The lights are on. I fold these lines and press them into my textbook. Tomorrow
after school I will go home ten minutes early and help the man at home park the
bicycle by the door, saying nothing, the way you did inside the light and shadow.

Some words cannot be spoken aloud; so do them first, and let them speak.
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