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A Kite, Cotton Candy, and an Afternoon

At half past five on the morning of Children’s Day, before the alarm went off, my
daughter had already climbed onto the bed and tugged my ear. Dad, you promised to
take me to the park today. I opened my eyes and saw her school bag beside the bed.
She had packed the kite into it herself the night before, and the tail of the kite
stuck out of the zipper.

By the time we reached the park, the line at the east gate already stretched to
the sidewalk. She did not mind waiting. She stood on tiptoe looking toward the big
lawn, as if afraid someone would take the wind first. Once inside, she ran ahead,
carrying the kite like a treasure someone might snatch. I followed with a water

bottle and a jacket, and my steps gradually caught up with hers.

The first few tries at flying the kite failed. The wind was fitful, and the kite
climbed halfway and fell back. She tried to grab the spool herself, but her hands
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were too small and the line cut her fingers red. I held the kite high and shouted
run. She ran a few steps, looked back, and the kite caught the wind and rose all at
once. She shouted on the spot, it is flying, it is flying. I stood there with empty

hands, my palms sore from holding the kite up too long.

When the kite was high, the string hummed tight. She held the spool with both
hands, leaning back, like someone pulling a boat into harbor. Passersby stopped to
watch, and she got more spirited, letting out line and reeling it back. When the wind
softened and the kite drifted down, she ran to meet it, hugged it to her chest, and
patted it, saying well done, well done. I took out my phone for a photo. She never

looked at the camera. Her eyes stayed on the kite.

On the way out there was a cotton candy stall. She stopped in front of it,
frozen, and I bought the biggest one. The pink cotton candy was larger than her head.
One bite left her mouth full of sticky sweetness, and she closed her eyes and made an
mm sound. Halfway along, the cotton candy began to melt, and sugar ran down her
fingers. She licked her fingers as she walked, her knuckles shiny and sticky. I
reached for a tissue, and she dodged my hand, saying it would not taste right if

wiped off.

When we left the park, the sun had slanted west. She sat on the shuttle cart at
the gate, the kite in one hand and the candy stick in the other, her face a mess,
sugar crumbs on her cheek with a strand of hair stuck to it. She looked up and
grinned at me, missing a front tooth, her eyes squeezed into two crescents. That

smile was so bright I looked away and then looked back.

She fell asleep in the car on the way home. The kite lay crushed on her lap, and
the candy stick was still in her hand, so I pried it out gently. The rearview mirror
showed her face, the sugar still on her cheek. I drove very slowly, afraid even the

bumps would wake her.
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