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On the Way Home, I Count the Street

When the lights come on, the movie ends,

but my heart is still sitting in my seat,

while I have already followed the crowd,

step by step, out of the hall.

Behind me the screen hangs white,

as if it has forgotten everything that just happened,
but I have not forgotten,

I carry it with me all the way.

I push the big door open, the evening wind rushes in,
the sky is blue—green, the clouds are orange,

the world is like a giant screen

hanging above my head.

The first street lamp lights up,

and I tell Mom about the white whale,

when it jumped out of the water,

the whole hall went hush, then wow.

The second street lamp lights up,

Lamps
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and I tell Mom about the little monkey,

it put a banana peel on its head,

and I laughed until my tummy hurt.

The third street lamp lights up,

and I tell Mom about the big villain,

his shadow was long and black,

and I hid inside the big coat of Dad.

The fourth, the fifth, the sixth,

the street lamps step back one by one,

my shadow runs ahead of me,

now long, now short.

The street lamps are projectors on the ground,
projecting me and my shadow onto the road,
one me walks, one me dances,

and the zebra crossings laugh out loud.
Under the seventh street lamp,

I salute like the hero in the movie,
saluting the old grandpa who sells roasted sweet potatoes,
and he smiles and gives me one more.

Under the eighth street lamp,

I hear the sound of my own steps,

ta, ta, ta,

exactly like the drum beat in the movie.
The ninth street lamp lights up,

the hand of Mom is in my pocket,

my hand is in the pocket of Mom,

we are like two warm chestnuts.
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The tenth street lamp lights up,

and we are home,

the nine lamps I counted

stay 1lit behind me, one by one, like applause.

I wash my hands, I eat the sweet potato,

and the movie keeps turning inside my head,

like a projector, unhurried, calm,

playing the scenes from today once more.

I lie under the quilt and close my eyes,

behind my eyelids it is dark, like the hall,

the white whale jumps out again,

and this time the water splashes onto my pillow.
Outside the window, the tenth street lamp is still on,
keeping the road home bright for me,

and when I wake up tomorrow,

the movie and the street lamp will both be waiting for

me, right where they are.

www. vv99. net



