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教练的那双手

影院的灯暗下来，银幕亮起的时候，我正把半袋爆米花塞到座位底下。老师说要写观后感，

我早就想好了开头：这部电影讲女排姑娘们夺得冠军，过程很艰难，结局很感人。这样的句子我

闭着眼睛都能写二十行。

电影放到大半场，我渐渐忘了记细节这回事。姑娘们输了一场又一场，记分牌上的红数字一

格一格往上爬，我攥着扶手，手心全是汗。决胜局打到最后一分，主攻手起跳，球擦着网带落下，

全场在银幕里沸腾，我们这一排也站起来鼓掌。可真正让我坐回去、半天没回过神的，是暂停时

的一个镜头：镜头推近教练的手。那双手缠着白胶布，胶布边上卷了黄，指节粗大，虎口有一道

旧疤。他攥拳，松开，再攥拳，掌心朝下按了按战术板。就这几秒钟，没有一句台词。

散场的时候外面刚上灯。我走在妈妈旁边，忽然想起一个冬天。那年自行车链条掉了，天黑

得早，楼道口的路灯昏黄，父亲蹲在车旁边修。我举着手电筒给他照，光晃，他让我扶稳。他的

手背全是冻疮，指节裂着口子，黑色的油泥嵌在口子边上。他捏着链条一节一节往上卡，卡了三

次才成功，站起来往手心里呵了口气，说：链子这东西，冬天就是硬。

电影里的教练说，冠军不是赢在最后一分，是赢在每一天的训练里。这句话我写在作文里肯

定又是一句大道理。可我记得的是另一件事：那年冬天以后，父亲每天出门前都会蹲下去看一眼

链条，顺手用抹布把车座上的灰擦掉。他从没说过坚持两个字，他只是每天都做那几秒钟的事。

银幕上的那双手和楼道口的那双手，原来是一样的手。它们不拿奖杯，也不上镜头，只是把

一件事一遍一遍地做下去。

回到学校，同桌问我电影哪里好看。我说了半天比分，说不下去了。后来我说：你去看看吧，去

看教练的手。等电影放到他攥拳那一下，你就明白了。

那天夜里我趴在桌上写观后感，写了一整页，没有一句是我提前想好的开头。

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.


