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After the Film Ended, That Line Kept Echoing: Try Once

More

The film about the diver moved me most not in the champion scene but in the
training hall. The young man fell into the water from the ten—meter platform for the
hundredth time, and the coach shouted from the shore: try once more. The boy climbed
out, his body covered in red marks, stood dazed at the edge, then turned and jumped
again. Applause rose in the cinema, and my palms were all sweat. After the film

ended, that line stayed in my ears.

The year I learned to swim, I was stuck at breathing for two whole months. The
coach said to 1ift the head and empty the lungs, and I understood it all, yet the
moment I was in the water, a drop in the nose made me panic, and panic pulled me
down. The water in the pool held the same temperature every day, but my panic grew
heavier day by day. Xiao Yu from my class swam fast, and as I watched him pass lap
after lap, I buried my head deeper. Once I told the coach flatly that I would quit.

He did not argue, and said only: one last lap today, try once more.
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On that lap I pushed off the wall with my eyes shut, blew my breath out
underwater into a string of bubbles, lifted my head, and drew in one full breath of
air. Just one. I coughed by the pool edge for a long time, holding the side, and
laughed. On the way home I wondered whether the boy in the film, climbing back to the

edge of the platform, had just drawn in one such breath too.

After that I learned to breathe and to tread water, and by the end of summer I
could cross the whole pool. Later I ran the eight hundred meters at the school sports
meet. At five hundred meters my ears buzzed and I only wanted to walk. On the last
lap my legs felt filled with lead, classmates shouted my name from the stands, and
what rang in my head was that line. I did not sprint fast; I simply did not stop.
After crossing the line I bent over gasping, feeling that I too stood at the edge of

the ten—meter platform.

Now when I meet a difficulty, I say those four words to myself: a lesson I cannot
memorize, a problem I cannot solve, a piece I cannot play smoothly. Last week my
piano kept failing at one repeated passage, so I started the metronome and went
measure by measure, and only on the tenth pass did it flow. It is not cheering myself
up; it is knowing that the one full breath waits in the next try. The film ended long

ago, but that line is still inside me, holding me up like pool water.

www. vv99. net



