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被同一束光照着的人们

那天我买到了影厅正中间的座位。灯一灭，我做的第一件事不是看银幕，而是借着从背后涌

来的光，看周围的人。黑暗里，一张陌生的脸凑近看，是白天在街上绝对看不到的东西。

左前方是个穿校服的少年，银幕的光把他眼镜片照成两块小小的屏幕，上面有时是海，有时

是雪。他整个人前倾，像要从椅子里站起来，却始终坐着。右边是一位系围裙的阿姨，像是从店

里直接赶来，手上还有没洗净的面粉印。银幕演到母亲送孩子出门那场戏时，她的脸亮着，眼泪

顺着法令纹往下走，她不擦，也不看旁边有没有人看见。再远处一个年轻人攥紧了拳头，光一明

一暗，那只手始终没有松开。我们互不相识，却在同一束光里，把白天藏起来的表情一张张交了

出来。

银幕上的故事讲的是一群修路的人，在深山里凿了十年，最后凿穿的那一瞬，隧道那头的光

照进来，厅里所有人都跟着那束光屏住了呼吸。我听见一排人同时出气，像潮水退了一下。这就

是影院和手机的区别：手机上的感动是一个人滑过去的，影院里的感动是一屋子人一起接住的。

灯亮了，散场。奇怪的是没有人急着走。人们在出口处不约而同放慢脚步，互相让一让，眼

神都是软的，像刚从同一个梦里醒来，还没互相确认。系围裙的阿姨在门口站了一会儿，掏出手

机，大概是想给她的孩子发一句什么。穿校服的少年把眼镜摘下来擦了擦，又戴回去。

我站在台阶上，看散场的人汇进傍晚的人流。他们回到各自的生活：继续开店，继续上学，

继续修他们自己没修完的路。谁也不会记得谁的脸。可我总觉得安慰：那两个小时里，几十个陌

生人被同一束光照着，为同一件事心跳。电影留下的从来不只是故事，还有那些脸——黑暗里明

明灭灭、把最真的表情交出来的那些脸。下次走进影院，我大概还会先回头看一眼黑暗，确认那

些脸还在。

The People Lit by the Same Beam of Light

That day I got a seat dead center in the hall. The moment the lights went out,

the first thing I did was not look at the screen but, borrowing the light surging

from behind, look at the people around me. In the dark, a stranger's face seen close

up is something you could never see on the street in daylight.

To my front left sat a boy in school uniform; the screen light turned his lenses

into two tiny screens, now showing a sea, now snow. He leaned forward as if about to

rise from his chair, yet never did. On my right was a woman in an apron, apparently

straight from her shop, faint traces of flour still on her hands. When the film came

to the scene of a mother sending her child off, her face was lit, tears traveling

down the lines beside her mouth. She did not wipe them, nor check whether anyone

noticed. Farther off a young man clenched his fist; through bright and dim, that hand

never opened. We knew none of each other, yet in the same beam of light we each

handed over the expressions daytime hides.
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The story on the screen was about a crew of road builders, carving through a

mountain for ten years. The instant the tunnel broke through and light from the far

side poured in, everyone in the hall held their breath along with that light. I heard

a whole row of people exhale at once, like a tide pulling back. This is the

difference between a cinema and a phone: moved on a phone, you slide past alone;

moved in a cinema, a whole room catches it together.

The lights came on. The show let out. Strangely, nobody hurried. At the exit

people slowed in unison, yielding to one another, their eyes soft, as if just waking

from the same dream, not yet sure of each other. The woman in the apron stood at the

door a while, took out her phone, perhaps wanting to send her child a line. The boy

in uniform took off his glasses, wiped them, put them back.

I stood on the steps watching the departing crowd merge into the evening flow.

They returned to their lives: keep the shop open, keep going to school, keep

repairing the roads of their own that remained unfinished. None would remember any

other's face. Still, I felt comforted. For those two hours, dozens of strangers were

lit by the same beam, hearts beating over the same thing. What a film leaves behind

is never only a story; it is those faces - flickering in the dark, surrendering their

truest expressions. Next time I enter a cinema, I will probably glance back at the

darkness first, to make sure those faces are still there.


