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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
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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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