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For Mom and Dad




Cinema Love




PART I

 

 

THERE HE IS: hiding in the basement and waiting for love. Upstairs is a cinema. The movies on rotation are old, and to outsiders it’s a wonder there’s any business at all. They joke about the place over cheap beer. Money laundering is a popular theory. So’s human trafficking, except the people who frequent the theater are small, nervous men. The only woman anyone has seen there is the box office clerk. You know, the stern one who limps. She’s here now, shuffling from hallway to box office with a dustpan and a broom. A customer waits outside, his hat pulled low. Their exchange is wordless. The woman’s eyes lick like a tongue while the customer gestures with his finger—One ticket, I don’t care for what—before a larger-than-normal bill moves from hand to outstretched hand. Woman and customer exchange nods, and the latter enters with the gait of a bandit.

The customer knows the cinema like the lines on a lover’s face. There are two wings, each with a screening room, a toilet, and, in the left wing, a staircase disguised as a closet door. These stairs lead to a basement, where the customer walks down a dark hall. Past graffiti, past cigarette butts, over torn-up movie tickets, and into a cloud of smoke. There aren’t any strobe lights down here, but he imagines that there are. No music, either, or alcohol. Just a lone mattress on the floor. A lightbulb with a hanging chain. And sometimes, like now, a man waiting for love.

“Are you . . . ?” the man asks.

Yes, the customer says with his eyes.

“Ah.”

There’s no more communication between them. Only a slow movement forward. Thumping heartbeats and surprise. I can’t believe this is going to happen, the customer thinks. I can’t believe I’m about to . . .

Afterwards, shuddering.

The groans of an ancient mattress.




ONE

IN NEW YORK, in Chinatown, a man named Old Second remembers. He has freckles all over his face. Burn scars and blackheads, like barnacles on a whale. Trembling hands attached to long, hairless arms pick up and light a cigarette. A ceiling fan spins, and the open window offers a view of people marching. He watches them. They are mostly quiet, but sometimes they chant words he can’t understand, hold up signs he can’t make out. Still, he knows what this is for. They’ve come to him in the past, with cameras and notebooks and sputtering words.

Hi, my name is . . . We’re here to get your signature . . . Do you mind if . . .

And so on, until Old Second says, in broken Mandarin:

“Sure.”

Old Second grew up in the mountains, missing all but a year’s worth of school. It was the same for his siblings. The girls went for longer while the boys went straight to the fields. They preferred it, anyhow—they claimed it gave them freedom. Especially in the hot, damp, sticky summers. Instead of Mandarin, they learned how to fish. How to transform old shirts and water bottles into river traps. They’d wait in the stream with their buckets, their eyes gleaming and their bodies completely still. Then, suddenly, a shout. There! There’s one! Old Second remembers a thrust of the body. Gold, sinewy skin; the muscles taut and firmer than steel. He remembers, too, the weight of his brothers’ limbs as they leaned against him, not quite hugging but almost.

Now, decades later, he watches a similar kind of love outside his window.

He may not understand the words or the signs, but he’s aware of what’s going on. A rent strike. The marchers are trying to save Chinatown. Like the mall on East Broadway with the Fuzhounese kiosks and the decades-old restaurants on Eldridge Street. The marching started three hours ago—small. A trickling of Chinese protesters walked down the street like shoppers. Then a woman with a loudspeaker arrived, and youngsters in lion dance uniforms. Passersby joined in, and soon it became a crowd.

From above, the marching resembles hugging. It moves Old Second, causes him to remember. Not just childhood and brother-love, but also the time he stood with thirty-seven men outside the Mawei City Workers’ Cinema.

That was a long time ago, Old Second thinks.

In August, it will have been thirty-five years.

*

BUT FIRST WE MUST VISIT AN EARLIER TIME. NOT THIRTY-FIVE years back but forty. This is where the story begins, where a boy from the mountains learns that the wrong kind of laughter can kill. You’ve already met Old Second, but there are other characters, too. Family members and neighbors who will remain in the background, like cardboard forests in a play. Mother and Father. Big Sister, Little Sister, Old Third. The brother named Eldest matters more to our story, but only by a little. He’s the oldest son and works at a welding factory in Fuzhou. He’s also the darling of the family, the one destined to be killed, and he dies in a factory accident in 1980. The other important characters are Old Second’s youngest brother, Spring Chicken, and a neighborhood boy, age sixteen, who goes by the name One Meter Sixty-Five.

None of the boys resemble their names. Spring Chicken has matchstick arms and medium-rare cheeks. Instead of tanning, his skin burns under sunlight. Blushes pink, then red, and the boils that form resemble the bumps on a plucked goose. He’s ugly, and that’s why people love him. Then there’s One Meter Sixty-Five, loved for the opposite reason. He’s had his nickname since childhood. It represents the height of every man in his family except for him: a giant with a voice that sounds like a stroking hand. Its cadence approaches your ear like a curious cat. Then it romps, playful, before boredom sinks in, leaving with a piece of your heart.

Which is what happens to Old Second.

SUMMER 1980. A VILLAGE WITHOUT ELECTRICITY OR HEAT, and whose name literally means High Mountain. One morning, Eldest will leave for his factory job in Fuzhou, never to come back. No roads connect High Mountain with Fuzhou, so the journey will take an afternoon and an evening. Spring Chicken will watch Eldest leave. His dark, round, curious eyes will stare until his brother dips out of sight. There are so many trees up here, so many places to hide. You can climb up a tree and disappear for hours. There’s a reason High Mountain kids don’t play hide-and-seek, and it’s not for lack of imagination. It’s simply too easy to vanish. Too easy to climb into the leaves and forget that life exists.

Today is Old Second’s turn to collect firewood. He’s already tied a bundle with rope and packed it into his basket. There’s more to be gathered, but for now, he’ll rest by the stream his brothers call River. In two hours, morning will have passed and the sun will have reached its highest peak. Sweat on his skin, under his arms and between his legs, gets splashed away in the water. Nearby, a river trap is laid—one of Eldest’s. The scene is quiet aside from the water sounds, the rustling of leaves. Old Second assumes it’s an animal until One Meter Sixty-Five falls, crashing to the forest floor.

“Shit,” he says. “You scared me.”

“I scared you?”

“All that noise you made. I thought you were a bear.”

“A bear in these parts?”

“I’ve seen them. They look just like you.”

“Where’d you see a bear?”

“Right now. He’s talking to me.”

“Don’t be funny with me. I know where you live—I’ll kick your ass here and I’ll kick your ass there.”

The play in his voice burrows under Old Second’s skin. It’s not merely the sass and the teasing. There’s also a look in his eyes. A curling of the lips that makes Old Second’s cheeks burn with anger. The boys consider each other friends despite running in separate circles. Most days, their interactions are brief. A distant nod or glance, neither of them smiling. Yet here they are: joking, grinning, the heat rising in Old Second’s belly. He’s fifteen and tends to experience every emotion as anger. Now is no exception, though this time he doesn’t feel the itch to strike. He stays and listens, observing the knots of muscle like tree roots running along One Meter Sixty-Five’s legs. The straightness of his torso, bare under a lifted flap of shirt. Most aggravating of all: his laughter, beckoning and beckoning.

“You always come to this stream, bear?”

“Why? Do you own it?”

“Sure. But you’re welcome here anytime. No fee.”

From that day on, the boys claimed each other. One because his oldest brother and best friend had left High Mountain, the other because he was bored. Curious. If I ask, will he come? He does in the day, but what about at night? They look at each other in the darkness, examine bits of face illuminated by moonlight. An eye here and a smile there. No words, because they don’t want people to hear them. Neither says it, but they know their friendship is strange. Rumors would form if they were caught. Yet all they do is silently embrace. This is what Old Second tells his mother when she finds out. He omits the part where they sneak away from home at two, sometimes three in the morning. He doesn’t talk about the waiting, his anger and impatience at always being the first to arrive. Nor does he mention the part where he performs twice the amount of work the previous day. No one will miss him if he gathers extra firewood, digs up all the sweet potatoes.

No one but Spring Chicken, who’s baffled by the extra work Old Second does.

Nine years old and curious, he snoops around like a dog. He’s too young to work, too sickly. All day and night he watches his siblings live their lives. At the first sign of suspicion, he’ll follow them: through brambles, under trees, across the stream called River. And recently there have been strange behaviors. The first is Old Second’s sudden productivity. A sibling doing extra work for no reason? Not in Spring Chicken’s world! Second, his brother’s frequent trips to the stream, all yielding zero fish. Not even a single croaker, his favorite. When Spring Chicken asks, Old Second says nothing. Instead, he darts his eyes. Where is he looking? Because it’s not here—the boys’ shared bedroom contains nothing but mats and blankets.

Maybe his behavior has to do with exhaustion. He’s been yawning a lot lately, sometimes before the sun has even set. At the dinner table, too, and while cleaning himself. A yawn followed by lip smacks, sometimes a burp blown into a sister’s face. At night he’s the first to fall asleep, and often he forgets to lower the mosquito blinds. Spring Chicken has to do it for him. He doesn’t realize that Old Second is trying to escape quietly. That’s why he sleeps with his clothes on, and why, after dinner, he leaves the kitchen door open.

But all of Old Second’s efforts go to waste because, one night, Spring Chicken wakes up. Not due to any noise—he simply has to pee. And while walking to the latrine, he sees Old Second sneaking off in shadow. Spring Chicken follows him down the mountain path, into the forest. Minute after minute of twigs snapping underfoot. Eventually, they reach a clearing. Spring Chicken is far behind, but he can hear the water, the croaking of bullfrogs. Thin shafts of moonlight are everywhere. And with the glow of fireflies, he can see his brother standing with another figure: a feline boy with skin that shines like polished metal. He’s frightened but knows better than to yell. In fact, all three boys are silent. Even when Old Second touches the figure, and when the figure touches him back. Tenderly, like a mother stroking her child. But then the figure turns and sees Spring Chicken, and begins to laugh.

OH, THE MOUNTAINS. THE MOSQUITOES AT NIGHT AND THE rabbits nibbling behind trees. You can’t see them, but they’re there. Always. This is the kind of place where words don’t matter. Only the language of bodies, and the sound of machines. Can you hear the machines? They approach slowly, but to the villagers it’s too fast. Way too fast. A road is paved; a telephone pole goes up. Then another, and another—giants obscured by gravel dust. The stream Old Second calls River becomes a puddle, and his bottle traps with the croakers still in them are buried in mud.

Old Second is no longer there, and neither is the lover with the inaccurate name. Their friendship ended the night Spring Chicken watched them hold each other.

The precious secret that once belonged to two boys now belongs to others. To Spring Chicken, who will tell his mama, who will tell her husband, who will clench his fist when Old Second approaches the dinner table. The other villagers will know, too. Try telling a nine-year-old boy not to share a secret. By the following morning, even the trees will know the truth, with their own embellishments to boot.

Did you hear about Old Second?

With Old Guan’s boy at that.

I always knew he was funny. Too pretty for his own good.

In later years, Spring Chicken will reconsider what he saw in the clearing. At the time, he told his mama that Old Second and the other boy were kissing, but age and distance have sharpened his memory. He will conclude that he was wrong. The two silhouettes, entwined like vines, were merely touching. One stroking the other’s back with a golden hand, the other sighing and sighing. It wasn’t the dirty seduction his mama had made it out to be. It didn’t justify the beatings. Nor did it justify the way his baba forced Old Second to kneel outside their home. For hours and hours his brother kneeled, and if anyone dared to help him, they’d get a smack across the face. He remembers his mother: how she refused to speak to Old Second and pretended he wasn’t there. Even after Eldest died and Old Second left to work in Mawei, the siblings were forbidden to speak to him. Forbidden to say goodbye.




TWO

DO YOU SEE her? The limping woman with the shopping bags. She walks slowly and stares with hatred in her eyes. Maybe it’s the heat. The sweat dripping from wrist to sidewalk as the carp she bought spoils in its plastic. A shiny tail pokes out from behind a bent bundle of chives, and the ice cream in her other bag is melting. The marchers crowding the streets smell the fish, or at least some imagine they can. Anything to dismiss this glaring woman whom they believe to be an enemy. There’s something haughty about her. An expression matching the crinkling of a nose, like when you see a beggar on the street and decide to cover your face. In the words of one of the youngsters, “You never know with people nowadays.” He’s not wrong, but he’s not right, either. It’s true, this woman doesn’t care for the marchers. She’ll believe in rent cancellation when she sees it, but right now she’s got a carp spoiling below her wrist and all these people in the way. The white ones she pushes, especially if they’re posing for pictures. She’s kinder to the Chinese marchers, but her sympathy lies solely with the old men and women.

A few are her neighbors, two of them illegal. To her, their courage is stupid. What if the cops get you, and what if you are infected with the new illness? It’s better to be safe than sorry, especially in this part of the world. She shakes her head and walks up the stairs of her building. The steps haven’t been swept in weeks, and scraps of paper are scattered everywhere. Receipts, lotto tickets, scratch-off cards, and a child’s drawing—ugly. Her apartment is on the third floor, a one-bedroom, and the door opens the moment she shakes out her keys.

“Did you get the shrimp paste?” Old Second asks.

The woman doesn’t respond and instead places her groceries in the fridge. They’ve been married for thirty years and rarely address each other by name. A grunt is greeting enough for them. Instead of calling her Bao Mei, Old Second clears his throat and glances in his wife’s direction. It’s the kind of communication you see in very old couples—ones who’ve gone through things together.

“It’s a million degrees out, and all those people,” Bao Mei says.

“Did you remember the shrimp paste?” Old Second asks again.

“No. Out.”

“Are you sure? They always have it at the big store. Near Canal.”

“Why don’t you go yourself if you have all the answers?”

“It’s one block over. Doesn’t take more than five minutes.”

“Okay,” Bao Mei says, thrusting her shopping bags at him. “Why don’t you go now? Walk through all those people, I dare you. God. It’s so sweaty out there, so sticky. You touch someone and you’re stuck to them like tape.”

“Next time go the other way. The crowd is gathered on one end of the road.”

“I don’t have time to talk to you anymore. I’m going to lie down. With all those people out I haven’t been able to sleep at night.”

“The protests only started this morning.”

“Yeah, well.” She blinks while lying on the futon. “Let’s hope what happened to us doesn’t happen to them.”

TOGETHER, BAO MEI AND HER DREAMS REMEMBER EVERYTHING. Not just her own memories, but those of others. Asleep, her body twitches and so does her mouth—choking on silent words as they fail to enter waking life. Today, however, a scream exits her lips, mixing with the thick August air. When she wakes, it’s to the loathsome sound of Old Second running from the bedroom. They perform their usual routine. He asks if she’s all right; she tells him she’s had a dream. No, she doesn’t want to talk about it; yes, she’ll take a bowl of water. The warmer, the better so she won’t taste the tap flavor like blood in her mouth. She swishes it. Looks around at this apartment they’ve built together as husband and wife.

It’s a one-bedroom apartment, and the bedroom has no door. Instead, there’s a curtain that’s too short and a little cumbersome. Feet and the bottoms of old furniture are visible from the living room. A bedpost, scratched. Table legs—you can tell that they wobble. The things unseen include a dresser draped with a dust cloth, an old TV, and a mattress too solid for Bao Mei to sleep on. Napping on it could break bones, and rolling over in the night feels like an hour on the rack. No, no. Not good. Let the old fart sleep on it if he wants. Bao Mei prefers the futon. A table sits in front of it, so she sleeps facing the cushions, soft as belly meat. On the table are items that make her feel protected. A wallet with pictures of herself and Old Second. A phone and a TV remote. She grabs one or the other when waking from bad dreams. With the push of a button, she can play a video to keep the nightmares at bay. But before that, she always reaches for the most important item of all: an ancient ring of keys older than her grief.

Standing at the window, Bao Mei clutches the keys. The marching continues outside, but there are no more speeches, no more shouting. Just the steady one-two one-two of many dozen footsteps and the fluttering of banners. They have slogans and hashtags. “Cancel rent.” “Save Chinatown.” “Please donate.” Search online and you’ll find links to mutual aid funds and Venmo accounts. Artists have collaborated with restaurants to sell T-shirts with—as Old Second would say—hideous designs. A black polyester shirt with three smiling buns is not worth twenty-five of his hard-earned dollars. But Bao Mei buys them. Secretly. Not because she wants one but because the East Broadway Mall is too important to fade into a dream. Lately, she’s been fantasizing about a fund that would’ve saved her friends and her brother’s spirit thirty-five years ago.

What if, she thinks. What if, what if, what if.




THREE

IN 1984, A priest gives a list of numbers to a teenage Bao Mei. He explains that these dates are for the burial of her brother. He also tells her the best time of day to move the body. When to break ground and when to cremate—if that’s what her family wants. Bao Mei accepts the list with a grateful nod, sniffling. She’s sick from days of running around, asking for favors. It turns out death isn’t merely sad. It’s obnoxious, too. Relatives must be notified; workers must be hired. Grief has rendered her father useless, and all day long he sits in the field, watering crops with bloodshot eyes. At home, he stares into space or at his son’s coffin, left open the smallest crack. When he thinks he’s alone, his breath catches. Becomes a gasp, then a sob, then a wail.

Bao Mei hears it often. Her father’s footsteps and his endless sobbing. He repeats the same words over and over: “Hen Bao . . . bloodlines . . . my boy, my heart.” She listens, sleepless, and feels something like anger harden in her chest. The anger turns out to be phlegm, and the phlegm will later turn into illness. Right now, however, she walks from the temple to her home with a bag of funeral items. Afterlife money, joss sticks, a little white grieving cap. It’s November, which, in this part of China, means a lot of wind and even more rain. Trees shake with a noise resembling a young boy’s speech. Bao Mei believes that this is Hen Bao trying to contact her. Since childhood, whenever they were apart, he’d send her dreams. It happened the day he left to work at the pants factory in Mawei, and it happened the day he died.

The dreams are so mundane, they feel like memories. In one, Bao Mei and Hen Bao sit in their shared bedroom, talking about what they ate and what they plan to eat. In another, he gives her a tour of his apartment in Mawei. It’s attached to the pants factory, and Bao Mei sees the factory floor in yet another dream. The cafeterias with their migrant workers and lunch ladies appear to her, too, and sometimes she eats their twice-a-day bun meals with a man Hen Bao introduces as his “friend.” “We met at the cinema,” Hen Bao says, and Bao Mei knows not to ask for details. The final dream, the night before her brother dies, is burned into Bao Mei’s mind. She sees the outside of the cinema, ruined and lined with litter. When she looks closer—at the creepy, too-familiar woman working the box office—Hen Bao suddenly pushes past her, sprinting. His last words are: “I have to go inside, you don’t understand yet, I have to . . .”

That morning, Bao Mei wakes with a feeling of dread. Her father does as well, and so do the chickens—eggless. They know. Before the man comes to their door with bad news—“Sit down, uncle, sister, I need to tell you something”—they know.

IT’S INTERESTING: HOW DEATH IS DIFFERENT IN REAL LIFE. Bao Mei’s gone to the movies many times, and there, death is a grand, dramatic, and heroic event. It’s waterworks and fists against the chest. Soldiers wailing and a wife-mother-sister collapsed on the ground. When the man comes to her door, she wants to cry, but her eyes are dry as chalk. Sadness more vicious than monsoon winds lash at her throughout the mourning period, but not one tear escapes her eyes. She pretends to sob in public, however, because people look at you funny if you don’t. They’ll judge you and spread rumors.

Bao Mei remembers how her father negotiates the price of Hen Bao’s coffin with an artisan who insists that he’s selling at a loss. How that artisan points at his three daughters, dressed like royalty by comparison, and says that they need to eat too, your dead son be damned. How her father kneels in that same artisan’s shop, begging yet full of dignity: “Please help us, mister. We’re poor. Come, daughter, come. Kneel with me.”

Then there’s the morning she sees Hen Bao’s body. He’s but a face inside a cheap coffin, the interior lined with fabric scraps. Anger like a sickness spreads through Bao Mei, and the first thing she does is fight her brother. His face is calm, looks ready to wake up. His is not the kind of dead body you hear about from elders. The kind that dies without wanting to, whose eyes have to be weighed down by coins. No, Hen Bao’s body is like when a child goes to sleep. The only difference is the lack of breathing. The lack of movement in the chest, which Bao Mei decides, in a moment of rage, is a trick. Why does he get to rest? Why does Father have to kneel, and why must I as well?

She decides to pinch him.

Pinching is what she used to do when they argued, and the act used to bring her great satisfaction. But now the only thing she feels is terror. The texture of Hen Bao’s face is nothing like she imagined. She expects the limpness of a cheek. The oily texture of pores. But what she doesn’t expect is sawdust on her fingers. Coarse and hair-raising. Nothing prepares her for the raised welt that doesn’t bruise; nothing prepares her for the raised welt that doesn’t go away.

BAO MEI STARES INTO SPACE WHILE HER RELATIVES SING AT Hen Bao’s funeral. She sits in the back of the room, annoyed and holding back her rage. Grief stuns her like a knife against her neck. She’s barely able to tolerate her family’s death pageant. The sobs of her father, the chanting of the priests. The loud prayers of her uncles: dancing and pretending to throw themselves against the casket. Bao Mei knows that these actions are customary at a funeral. But the boldness of them—the wildness that could be confused for joy—causes her nostrils to flare. What do these people know about the death of a sibling? About Hen Bao, who will never sew another garment, never tell another joke? At the end of the day, they’ll go home and pat themselves on the back. But for the rest of her life, Bao Mei will sit with her brother’s absence: scrambling but failing to fill it with ghosts.

Two priests signal the next segment of her brother’s funeral. As is the custom, his loved ones will carry the casket to a burial spot determined by shamans. But it’s storming today, and the wind lashes Bao Mei like a whip. She refuses to acknowledge how her father has to be dragged like a drunkard behind the pallbearers; ignores the whispers of a neighbor seeking gossip. Trying to suppress her fury, Bao Mei shifts her thoughts to the question of money. Bao Mei’s never had much of it, and her job isn’t enough to support her family. What’s worse is the irregular nature of her father’s labor, seasonal and dependent on his health.

These days he doesn’t wake with the energy to move stones. Not in middle age, and not when he’s grieving his only son’s death. He can only do that kind of work twice, maybe three times a week—if he’s lucky. Manual labor is difficult and low-paying, and the government has plenty of men to recruit. Bao Mei sees the signs everywhere. “Help China expand, help China modernize!” The mountains with names like Stone and Drum are the first to change. Mountainsides are carved, bored into, and dynamited into tunnels. Roads are built. Poles are erected; temples are renovated. If you’re unlucky, the government will take your land. Their notices promise payment, but it won’t be enough. It’s never enough. To say no, however, is to risk your life. Bao Mei’s heard of this happening before: the government sending thugs to beat those who refuse their offers. Stupidity, she thinks. At this point she’d gladly take any money she could get.

Because here’s the other thing she learns about death: It’s expensive. Death means paying for a funeral and losing income. Hen Bao used to send a portion of his paycheck home every month, and now Bao Mei has to make up the difference. Nobody suggests this to her; nobody tells her to do anything. But while marching at her brother’s funeral, she decides that this is what she must do. Inside, her mind is a complete and total calm.

*

HEN BAO’S GHOST FLOWS LIKE WARM AIR AGAINST THE mourners’ shoulders. He floats above and sometimes beyond the trees, watching as dirt is piled over his body. Gravel falls into the coffin his sister had to beg for—dirtying his face and the suit that once belonged to his father. It’s not one he liked in his waking life. The color is ghastly, and the fabric is cheap. He used to joke that he “wouldn’t be caught dead in that thing.” But look at where he is now: He’s both dead and in that thing, and the realization causes him to erupt in a tantrum. For days he goes around blowing out fires. His father lights firewood under a stove, and Hen Bao tries to knock out every ember. But a ghost is not quick enough and can’t compete with a human’s ability to pile on coals. Even if the ghost stomps his feet, cursing, the human will always win.

Like how Bao Mei always wins when lighting candles in her room. Hen Bao blows them out to get her attention, but she lights them again and again, each time in a haze. She doesn’t notice that these candlewicks are strangely weak. She doesn’t notice, either, that there shouldn’t be drafts in her bedroom, which is windowless and without cracked walls. Her brother’s death has shocked her into a state of numbness. She walks everywhere without a jacket despite the wind and the November rains. Days ago, at the coffin-maker’s house, Hen Bao saw Bao Mei kneel with their father in an outfit as thin as it was ugly. His hatred rose when the coffin-maker rejected their offers for a reasonably priced anything. He had to intervene by dropping into the artisan’s head and knocking things around like a hammer on thin wood.

Hen Bao can only play tricks in places where people believe in ghosts. Elsewhere, his presence would be explained away. Dismissed. For instance, Bao Mei’s blown-out candles aren’t so strange when you consider the age of the wicks. There’s also the way her father, unscrewed by grief, keeps opening, then shutting the door. November winds enter their home and blow everything out—the stove fires first. Believers, on the other hand, will interpret these events as the work of a spirit. They’ll light incense and burn afterlife money and leave bowls of rice on altars painted an austere red. Cold against the arm is enough to change the direction of their route. Finally, this happens to Bao Mei as she marches down High Mountain after burying her brother. A redness starts to spread in the breast of her funeral robe, and upon reaching home, Hen Bao’s last words reenter her head.

I have to go inside, you don’t understand yet, I have to.

Hen Bao watches her from a corner of the room. He’s sitting on a dresser made of bamboo, his legs dangling above a clump of dirty clothes. There’s the funeral robe. The white headband and the fabric shoes—ragged and frosted with mud. Red socks pass through his kicking legs when Bao Mei throws them against the dresser. He doesn’t care because excitement and relief wash over him like a tide. He’s sure that he’ll be able to communicate with his sister again if she goes to the cinema. Within those walls exists a force that allows the hidden parts of people to be seen. Come alive. Like the first time he went, and a man offered him a cigarette, and Hen Bao learned that sweat and saliva and piss were the smells of love. Or the second time, losing his mind, when a man said he had a husband who worked at the bank.

“A what?” Hen Bao asked.

“A husband.”

“A husband?”

“A husband.”

The cinema is a place where a certain kind of reality pauses. Where, if a sissy’s hand brushes against another man’s knuckle hairs, his first reaction is to grab it. Hard. Then harder, and harder again, until that nameless, scentless flower blooms. In the cinema, you don’t have to worry about your parents’ demands. The pressure of a father wanting to further the bloodline (for what purpose?), a mother obsessed with grandbabies. Hen Bao smiles, watching his sister, and the smile becomes a calmness in her mind. She’s lying in bed, worrying about money, when the image of the Mawei City Workers’ Cinema flashes into her head.




FOUR

A YEAR AND SEVEN months later, Old Second leaves his apartment to buy food, mess around, and—he tells himself—do nothing at all.

It’s a warm day. Windless, with knee-high fog blanketing the ground. The men who offer tricycle rides rest in tea shops or under the eaves of markets. They wear their shirts open, baring brown chests with jutting ribs and, if they’re eating, noodle bits on their collar. It’s 1986 and Mawei’s new roads are already dirty. This is fine, maybe even preferable. It feels comforting to have the streets smell like overripe fruit. And with the stalks of unsold vegetables everywhere, the city looks more like home. A crowded one, if you ignore the side alleys: empty and full of insects. The one that leads to the Workers’ Cinema has nothing but a pay-per-use toilet and its bored attendant.

Old Second walks to the cinema for the second time in his life. The first time was last week, and he had lost his composure, running out in the middle of a war film. Not because of anything onscreen but because the men in the audience were touching each other. He could see it from the aisle. Sissies sitting in dark corners with contorted bodies and wandering eyes. There were sounds, too (Old Second heard one man ask another for money), and smells. The moment he entered the Workers’ Cinema, its love-feeling quickened the pace of his heart. The ticket taker could sense the change in him through the box office window.

“Are you sure you’re in the right place?” she asked.

“Yes.”

He’s sure because he’s looked for it his entire life. A place where men like him meet. He tried the parks before, the public toilets, but whenever someone approached him, he freaked. One time he grew so angry that his fists came out. He only stopped himself when the man shrank back, crying. He was as old as Old Second’s father, but his face wore the urgent grief of a child. Wordless, Old Second left the man in the park. He wanted it, but every time he got close to someone, the memories came back. Not just of his father’s anger, or the disgusted look on his mother’s face. Their beatings had hurt, sure, and so did the hours of kneeling. But worse than both was the belly-up tone of One Meter Sixty-Five’s laugh. When Spring Chicken found them that night, the first thing Old Second thought was: Deny it. Fake it. We’ll return in two weeks and nobody will follow us then. But before a word could leave his mouth, One Meter Sixty-Five began to cackle. He slapped his knees, rolled on the ground. Cried and cried and cried.

Old Second knew then that it was over.

The laughter is what Old Second remembers when he meets a man in the park. He wants love—there’s no question—but fear always returns like a reflex. It’s such a problem that he prays to the gods for help. For strength, too, and courage, and a prosperous year without illness. This time, when he returns to the Workers’ Cinema, it’s after a long night of deliberation. The ticket taker notices the bags under his eyes. Chuckles.

“You sure you’re in the right place this time?”

“I’m certain of it.”

“Sure, sure. Don’t run out again.”

Flushed with embarrassment, Old Second says nothing. Glares.

“It gives us bad attention. I have to spread rumors and tell people the place is haunted.”

“I’m certain I’m in the right place.”

“I didn’t ask for all that.” She slides him his ticket. “Enjoy the show.”

ONCE AGAIN, HE’S IN THE DARK ROOM. ONCE AGAIN, THERE are cigarette butts in the seats and burns from fallen ash on the floor. Last week’s war film continues to play on the big screen. A grenade goes off, and the sound shakes the seats of the three men in the screening room. Two sit together; one is alone. This last man is Shun-Er, and Old Second sees him looking from a corner of the theater. There’s no fluke here, no act of the imagination. His pockmarked face, angled to the left, stares like a Roman statue, its expression one of appraisal. Is he? Does he want to?

A courtship begins.

A slow, “accidental” movement toward the other man is the first step. If he doesn’t pull away, or if he glances back at you, you can move closer. Sit behind him, offer a cigarette. Look closely. Is he watching the movie, or is he feeling the space around him? Either way, accepting the cigarette means he wants you. If he doesn’t, move on. It’s no big deal in a city like this.

Old Second doesn’t smoke, but he accepts Shun-Er’s cigarette. He puffs on it and coughs so wildly Shun-Er has to pat him on the back—rub, rub, rub—while the other men in the theater laugh. The touch is tender, reminds Old Second of One Meter Sixty-Five. It calms him. Soothes him, even though Shun-Er stares with bewildered eyes.

“Why’d you take the cigarette if you don’t smoke?”

“Seemed like the right thing to do.”

Like children, they giggle. The kind that hurts the chest. Old Second laughs so hard he doesn’t notice Shun-Er’s ugliness. He also forgets about the night in the forest clearing. He just laughs and falls forward, nudging Shun-Er a little. They’re intimate without meaning to be, and they move like a pair of drunks. Hands snake toward wrists, then arms, then shoulders—all of it smelling like sweat and cigarette smoke. When, finally, Shun-Er leans forward to give Old Second a kiss, it’s to the sound of death on the movie screen. Nobody watches, but a soldier, running into a battlefield, is
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