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The Clock Repairman Is in No Hurry

Last month my father took me to a film. In the film there is a narrow lane, and
at the far end of the lane sits a clock repair shop. The old repairman bends over his
bench, a ring of magnifying lens fixed on his eye, and his tweezers hold a gear
smaller than a grain of rice. When this part appeared, the whole hall went quiet, and

even the little boy beside me forgot the popcorn in his hand.

The line that impressed me most is what the old man said to his apprentice: no
clock is beyond repair, only people who cannot wait. The apprentice urged him, saying
the customers waiting outside stood in a line. The old man did not even lift his
head. He said one clock takes him three days, because every gear must be cleaned,
oiled, and tested by itself; a clock made in a hurry will stop again one day, and the
fault of that stop lies in the hurry of the hand that made it. Later the square clock
that had stood still for twenty years began to move again, and the ticking filled the
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shop. Sitting before the screen, I suddenly felt that something inside me also

clicked into place.

I thought of my own week. I finished my math homework in twenty minutes and never
once checked it. The next day four red crosses sat on my exercise book, and none of
them came from not knowing the lesson; all of them came from hurry: a plus sign read
as a minus, a unit missing in the answer line. I am also quick with words. I cut
people off before their sentence ends, and at a class meeting I answered before the
teacher had finished the question and got it wrong, and my face burned the whole day.
The words of the old repairman made me think seriously for the first time: a clock

cannot be rushed back to life, and neither can words or thoughts.

The film teaches no big lesson. It only shows me a pair of hands that are in no
hurry. Since then I have set two rules for myself. First, when homework is done I put
down the pen, go and pour a cup of water, come back, and check every line of
questions and numbers with my finger, one by one. Second, when someone speaks to me,
I wait until the sentence is finished, count to two quietly in my heart, and only
then open my mouth. I have kept these two rules for two weeks. The red crosses on my
exercise book are fewer, and my deskmate says I seem to think once before I pick up a

conversation now.

Now the old wall clock in our home still ticks on and on. Every time I hear it, I
see the back of the man with the magnifying lens at the deep end of the lane. A good
film gives me no standard answer; it teaches me to stop and think, and then to turn

what I understand into new rules for my own days.
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The Lamp of the Shadow Puppet Master

Our school took us to see a film about an old shadow puppet master who guarded
one lamp and one cloth screen and performed on it his whole life. One scene stays in
my memory: behind the screen the master trimmed the wick brighter and said to his
young apprentice, hide does not cheat people; those who cheat the hide cheat only
themselves. Once the lamp is lit, every cut and every line on the screen can be seen
clearly by everyone sitting below. On the way home that day, my head was full of that
lamp.

I have practiced calligraphy for three years, since the summer of Grade Three. At
first I wrote with great energy, then more and more wearily: one horizontal stroke
had to be written dozens of times, one pressing stroke kept being corrected, and the
characters in the copybook seemed to stand in line against me. Once, in a hurry, I
finished a whole page by swinging the brush carelessly, and the strokes came out
rough and fuzzy. The next day in calligraphy class the teacher posted that page on
the display board, said nothing, and wrote four words beside it: the brush cannot
lie. My face burned, and I went home and sulked in my room, sure the teacher wanted

to shame me.

While watching the film I suddenly understood those words. The puppet master says
the hide cannot cheat, my teacher says the brush cannot lie, and they mean the same
thing: every laziness of the hand will finally stand in the light, and no one can
hide it. In the film the little apprentice also cut corners at first, leaving out one
carved line on a piece of hide. Under the lamp that piece looked dull on the screen,
and beside the fine parts anyone could spot it at a glance. Later he carved it again,
until the calluses on his hands grew harder than the hide, and only then did the

shadows on the screen come alive.

The first thing this film taught me is to see annoying repetition as the skill

itself. From now on I plan to practice like this: ten characters a day, carefully;
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before the brush touches paper I read each character in the copybook three times;
after writing I place my character beside the printed one, find the one point that
differs, and repair exactly that point the next day. I will not rush through page
after page. Like the old master, I want every cut to sit where the lamp can inspect
it.

A few days ago I posted my new writing at the corner of the display wall, not in
a showy place, but I know those ten characters are all worthy of the lamp. The film

ended two weeks ago, yet the lamp inside my heart has never gone out.
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The Scoreboard Never Blushes for Anyone

At the weekend my father watched a sports film with me, the story of a women
volleyball team climbing back to the podium from its lowest days. When the film
ended, other viewers talked about how sweet the final match was, but my mind kept
returning to the scoreboard in the middle of the film. That set was lost badly, and
the scoreboard hung cold above the hall, its red numbers unable to blush, unable to
soften, unable to make excuses for anyone. The coach gathered the players at the
sideline and said the line I cannot forget: a ball game may be lost, but a person

must not stop wondering why the game was lost.

There is a sequence of shots I love. The coach never scolds. He only makes the
players watch the video of the lost match again and again, until they can hardly bear
it, and then he asks: for this ball, was your position right, and in the next step
were you thinking of blocking or of protection. The players understood as they spoke.
It was not the hands that failed; it was the mind, half a step behind. Later they
faced the same opponents and the same balls, and because they moved half a step
earlier, the balls came up. So the very place where a game was lost can also grow the

method of winning.

My face grew warm there, because I remembered our class debate last month. Our
side lost, and at home I could only shout to my mother: they favored the others, the
judges were unfair, the opponents were lucky. I pushed every cause of the loss onto
other people, just like the players in the film who refused at first to watch the
video. My father asked me only one question: in your own part, what exactly did you
say, and what did you miss. I could not answer, because all I remembered was anger,

and I had never once thought about my own words.

What this film taught me is to take winning and losing apart. Winning is not
luck, losing is not the world bullying you, and the part in the middle that you can
examine is the part that truly belongs to you. My plan from now on is this: after any
debate, match, or exam, I first write three lines on paper, what I did right, what I
did wrong, and the one thing I will change next time. Only after writing may I feel

sad, or feel glad.

I also mean to bring this habit into my studies, especially into my essays. I
used to write reading responses full of slogans, and after shouting them I did not
know what I had written. Now I first find one detail that stings like a scoreboard,
and then I write about something real from my own life. This response you are reading

is the first essay written with the new method.
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