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范文点评：《巷口那杆秤》好在哪，三个情节怎么落地

先读一篇约六百字的范文，再逐段点评，看看称重足量、顾客排队、老板的话这三个情节是

怎么长在一个故事里的。

范文开头不写店，先写我：我上三年级那年，妈妈每天早上给我两块钱买早饭。巷口有家早

餐店，玻璃柜里码着白胖的包子，门口支着一杆老秤。卖包子的是个黑脸膛的叔叔，大家都叫他

秤叔。买两个包子，他往秤盘里一放，秤杆翘着，他就再塞一个小笼包进去，嘴里说，宁多不少。

有一回我亲眼看见，秤盘里差了一星，他背对着队伍也照样补上。那天没什么人盯着他，他还是

补了。

第二段写队伍。别家包子便宜两毛，队伍却总在他门口拐了弯。排队的有赶早自习的学生，

有拎公文包的叔叔，大家边等边聊天，说这家的秤不用看。我妈妈单位食堂换了承包商以后，她

干脆天天来这儿买，说贵两毛，踏实。队伍从巷口一直排到电线杆，冬天排，夏天也排。

第三段写老板的话。有天一个穿皮夹克的人劝秤叔，面粉再掺点啥，秤上松一点，一天能多

挣几十块。秤叔正在给包子出笼，热气糊了他一脸，他半天没说话，然后把那杆老秤擦了一遍，

说，我在这巷子里卖了十二年，秤缺一次，街坊就不来第二次。你们谁想少二两，出门左拐，别

在我这儿。皮夹克讪讪走了，队伍里有人笑，说秤叔这话说得值。

点评一：称重足量这段赢在背对着队伍也补秤这个细节。诚信最动人的地方，恰恰是没人看

见的时候。点评二：排队一段没有直接夸老板，而是借便宜两毛却排别人门口这个对照，把信任

写成了看得见的队伍。点评三：老板的话放在有人劝他作弊之后才说，道理是秤缺一次，街坊就

不来第二次，土话比口号有分量。三个情节一环扣一环，小见大也就自然出来了：一杆老秤，称

的是十二年的信。

Model Essay Review: What Works in The Scale at the Alley

Corner and How the Three Plots Land

First read a model essay of about six hundred words, then review it paragraph by

paragraph, and see how the three plots - full weight, the queue, and the owner's

words - grow inside one story.

The model does not open with the shop but with me: in my third grade year, Mom

gave me two yuan every morning for breakfast. At the alley corner stood a breakfast

shop, white plump buns stacked in a glass case, an old scale set up by the door. The

seller was a dark-faced uncle everyone called Uncle Scale. Buy two buns and he drops

them on the pan; if the beam tips short, he slips in one more small bun, saying

better a little more than a little less. Once I saw with my own eyes that the pan was

off by a notch, and even with his back to the line he still topped it up. Nobody was

watching that day, and he still added more.

The second paragraph writes the queue. Another shop sells buns two mao cheaper,
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yet the line always bends toward Uncle Scale's door. Students rushing to morning

study and uncles carrying briefcases chat while waiting, saying at this shop you need

not watch the scale. After my mother's office canteen changed contractors, she simply

came here every day, saying it costs two mao more but feels honest. The line

stretched from the alley corner to the utility pole, in winter and in summer.

The third paragraph gives the owner his words. One day a man in a leather jacket

urged Uncle Scale to mix the flour, loosen the scale a bit, and pocket dozens more a

day. Uncle Scale was taking buns out of the steamer, steam fogging his face. He said

nothing for a while, then wiped the old scale clean and said: I have sold here twelve

years; cheat the scale once and the neighbors never come back. Anyone who wants two

liang less, turn left at the gate, not at my counter. The leather jacket left

embarrassed, and someone in the line laughed and said those words were worth every

cent.

Comment one: the weighing scene wins on the detail of topping up with his back to

the line. The moving part of honesty is exactly when nobody sees. Comment two: the

queue paragraph never praises the owner directly; through the contrast of a cheaper

rival with an empty door, it turns trust into a visible line. Comment three: the

owner speaks only after being urged to cheat, and his line about losing the neighbors

with one cheat lands as earthy speech, not slogan. The three plots link tightly, and

small-to-big follows naturally: one old scale weighs twelve years of trust.


