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The Wind on the West Side of the Park

The wind on the west side of the park is the best in early June. My son stood
facing it with the spool in his hands, and I stood a few steps behind, both hands in
my pockets. He no longer needed me. Holding the kite, letting out line, and running

were all his own business now.

The kite climbed steadily. He paid out line little by little, his movements calm,
without the excitement of when he was small, when he had to shout that it was flying.
I remembered the first year we flew a kite. He had just started second grade, running
crookedly, the kite climbing crookedly after him, and he turned back to look at me
with a face full of smile. Today he looked back only once, saw me standing there, and

turned his head away again.
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I sat on a bench and watched. He was taller than before, his shoulders opened
out, standing there with the spool like a small adult. The wind freshened and the
string hummed. He adjusted the angle of the spool, and the kite climbed another
notch. I took out my phone, thought about a photo, and put it away. It felt as if

taking one would be an interruption.

After a while he came back, the kite dropped onto the grass behind him, and he
did not mind it at all. Dad, I want cotton candy, he said. He paid for it himself,
taking out the coins his grandmother had given him and laying them on the stall
counter one by one. The vendor made a blue one. He carried it back and, before he was
even close, held half of it up to me. Try it, he said, blueberry flavor. I took a
bite. It was only sugar water. He laughed at my face, his eyes crinkling. Not

blueberry, right, I tricked you.

That was when I saw him smile. At home he does not talk much and laughs even
less, shutting his door over his homework, coming out with his earphones in. That
day, in the middle of the park, with the kite fallen behind him and candy sugar on
his fingers, he laughed so hard he bent over. A few old people by the bench looked

over, and he never noticed.

We stayed until the sun tilted west. He took the kite apart, pulling out the
frame sticks one by one and folding them, more carefully than he folds his textbooks.
On the way home he walked in front looking at his phone, and I walked behind.
Suddenly he turned and said, Dad, let us come fly kites again next Children’s Day. I
said all right. He put the phone away, quickened his pace to catch up, walked

shoulder to shoulder with me, and said nothing else.

In the car he rolled the window halfway down, and the wind stirred the leftover
cotton candy in the bag. Looking out the window he said suddenly, actually, I am not
really into cotton candy anymore. I did not answer. The wind blew in from the window
with a faint sweetness of sugar. I understood what he meant, and I understood that he

had still been willing to buy one for me.
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