R F

SEBLIITE FoR, Mo I, BOEIEFARBORTEZE R REATIR o 2P E S IR K,
H ARG 70T Sk XA UF LR IR AR 22, I REARRAE, S5 RARIEON . XA A 13K
AR ERRE S — 14T,

HUE TR, B S 7 ican ik, Gimf s 7 —3 1, oM ROty —
ks R, BAREIRT, ToOastit. RIERITRIESE 0, TBHCTREE, BREE MR N,
YRR, AKX AR S . AT I IEARIRAR RN Ze L IR ),
K —ABEk: BTN T AT FRAT, ReAia B 73, fa R, Ry
. flftZs, AT, fHEZE, O ML TR . s LR, B f & i,

WO RSN TR AT BOLAEIS 553, BRI DR IBE AT &R T, K&
95, BEE DB B, SORBIET 51018 .. BASE TS, Jes, fhikdkis. b
THALRE, RWRED T, BOKMRKEND 74 b hfEEEE T WEER, FT=
RA R, SEEARAETO M T 7, B BETIRRIE, A RS

RS AR, EEARMERE 7, WAERE  RIIZRE . XAER G SR F
FESGE - RRIER . W HACRIR S BFEARUE, SORRERITTITA S FEE IR
BEZk, AT PAAIE A8 B A I . AR BB R A7, Al U AR IO LD B 2

W BRI AIETE AT, kg —FE T ENIAZERM, A Egisk, AR
B = T R (2 X 1/l N8

P RERe, RS R E . il TR, WA TET . JaREd: REERE, X
BHHNT . SRR, Rt T .

MRBCEIRPAE R E SRR, 5T 800, WA AR 1T k.

The Coach’ s Hands

The lights in the cinema went down. As the screen lit up, I was pushing half a
bag of popcorn under my seat. Our teacher said we had to write a reflection after the
film, and I had long fixed the opening in my head: this film is about the female
volleyball team winning the championship; the road was hard, the ending moving. I

could write twenty lines of such sentences with my eyes closed.

Halfway through the film, I slowly forgot about noting details. The girls lost
one match after another, and the red numbers on the scoreboard climbed one notch at a
time. I gripped the armrest, my palms covered in sweat. At the final point of the
last game, the main hitter jumped, the ball brushed the net tape and fell. The whole
arena inside the screen boiled over, and our row stood up clapping too. But what
really made me sink back into my seat and sit there dazed was one shot during a

timeout: the camera moved close to the hands of the coach. Those hands were wrapped
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in white tape, the edges of the tape yellowed, the knuckles thick, an old scar at the
base of his thumb. He clenched a fist, opened it, clenched again, and pressed his
palm down on the tactics board. Just a few seconds, without a single line of

dialogue.

When the film ended, the street lamps had just come on outside. Walking beside my
mother, I suddenly remembered one winter. That year the chain of our bicycle slipped
off. It got dark early, the lamp at the mouth of our stairwell was dim and yellow,
and my father squatted beside the bike to fix it. I held a flashlight for him; the
light shook, and he told me to hold it steady. The backs of his hands were covered
with frostbite, his knuckles cracked, black grease settled in the edges of the
cracks. He pinched the chain and pushed it back link by link, failing twice before it
clicked into place. He stood up, breathed warmth into his palms, and said: the chain,

in winter, is simply stubborn.

In the film the coach says a championship is not won at the final point but in
every day of training. If I put that sentence into my essay it would turn into a
grand moral again. But the thing I remember is different: after that winter, my
father squatted down to check the chain before leaving home every day, and wiped the
dust off the seat with a cloth while at it. He never said the word perseverance. He

simply did those few seconds of things every single day.

Those hands on the screen and those hands at the mouth of the stairwell, it turns
out, are the same kind of hands. They hold no trophies and never appear in close—ups;

they just do one thing over and over, day after day.

Back at school, my deskmate asked what was good about the film. I talked about
the scores for a while and could not go on. In the end I said: go and watch it
yourself, and watch the hands of the coach. When the film reaches the moment he

clenches his fist, you will understand.

That night I bent over my desk and wrote my reflection, a full page, without a

single sentence from the opening I had planned.

www. vv99. net



