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Cotton Candy Melting on Her Fingers

The cotton candy was melting. Pink sugar threads collapsed onto my daughter’s
fingers, sticky, and she raised her hand to lick them, her tongue going round and
round. I crouched down to wipe her hand with a wet wipe, and she hid it behind her

back. Do not wipe, she said, if you wipe it stops tasting sweet.

Half an hour earlier she had stood in front of the cotton candy stall, watching
the sugar spin into threads on the turning rod. She made no sound, her whole body
leaning in, the tip of her nose almost touching the glass. When the vendor handed her
the candy, she held it with both hands, turned around, and walked toward me grinning,

and the cotton candy pressed against her cheek, leaving a pink mark.

Flying the kite was her father’s job. The two of them claimed a spot on the big
lawn, he holding up the kite, she holding the spool. Run, he shouted, and she took
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off, her braids bouncing behind her. The kite wobbled twice and climbed. She looked
back, her eyes met her father’s, and the two of them laughed at the same time, like a

secret kept for a hundred years and finally told.

I sat on a bench watching them, a half-finished water bottle on my lap. The lawn
was full of running children, and the adults scattered around them all held the same
posture, leaning slightly forward, ready to rush over at any moment. A mother two
benches away was also watching her child fly a kite, and our eyes met for a second,

and we smiled at each other. Nobody spoke, and everybody understood.

The kite climbed higher, the string pulled taut. My daughter let go of the spool
and chased the shadow of the kite across the grass, jumping up to catch it. Of course
she could not. The shadow slid under her feet. She jumped several times and fell down
onto the grass. She did not cry. She sat there and laughed out loud, laughing with
her eyes shut tight and her whole body curled up. I took a photo with my phone, and
the picture held not one part of that laugh.

On the way home she slept in the stroller, one hand still half closed, as if it
remembered the shape of the cotton candy. The candy stick had fallen to the floor of
the cart, and the kite was folded under her bottom. I pulled the blanket up to her
chin and pushed her slowly along the sidewalk. The street lamps came on one after

another, and tree shadows crossed her face.

When we got home, her father carried her upstairs. I went to wash the wet wipes
and found a pink ring on the table where the cotton candy had been set down. I wiped

it with my finger, and it was still sweet.
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