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没有英雄的那场电影

那部片子没有英雄，没有大场面，只讲一户人家。爸爸修车，常年不说话；儿子长大后才明

白他为什么不说话。最动人的是最后一场戏：儿子替父亲收摊，把扳手一把一把擦干净放进木盒，

父亲站在旁边想搭手又不知道该搭什么，两个人谁都没说话，但谁都没走。

那场戏的十分钟里，我爸把手机屏幕按灭了。他很少看电影，那天是我妈提议的，票是三张

连座，我坐中间，左边是我妈，右边是我爸。

回家路上我爸开车，忽然讲起他和我爷爷的事。他说他和爷爷年轻时闹过别扭，爷爷从没去

开过他的家长会，也没接送过他上学，他一直以为爷爷不在乎他。后来爷爷去世，家里整理遗物，

抽屉里有一沓车票，去我爸爸工作那个城市的，日期横跨好几年。我爸说，那些票都是爷爷攒的，

想着哪天真去了再开口，结果一直没去成。我爸讲到这里把车停在路边，摘下眼镜用衣角擦了擦，

其实他的手在抖。我和我妈都没插话，车里安静了很久。

快到家时我开了口：妈，上次我顶嘴，不是嫌你唠叨。那次月考没考好，我憋着不想说。我

妈接了一句：病历本我也有。我们仨都笑了，笑完谁也没再提这件事，可有些东西不一样了。进

楼时我妈走在最后，我看见她给姥姥发了条语音；我爸把车停好，拉了三下门把手确认锁上，才

上楼。那天夜里我想把这事写下来，终究没写——有些东西比记下来更要紧，是接着往下过。

那部电影的最后一帧是修车摊的灯：儿子收了摊，父亲先走了，灯还亮着，像专门留给谁的

路。那天之后我重新理解了家人——不是发现了他们新的样子，是终于看见他们一直在那里、却

没被点开的那部分。灯从来没灭，是我们回来得太晚。

The Film Without a Hero

The film had no hero and no grand spectacle. It told of one household. The father

repairs vehicles and rarely speaks; only when the son grows up does he begin to

understand why. The most moving scene is the last one: the son takes over closing the

repair stand, wiping wrenches one by one and laying them into a wooden box, while the

father stands beside him wanting to help yet not knowing what to touch. Neither

speaks, and neither leaves.

During those ten minutes, my father pressed his phone screen dark. He seldom

watches films. That day was an idea of my mother, three seats in a row, me in the

middle, my mother on my left, my father on my right.

On the way home my father was driving when he suddenly began telling me about him

and my grandfather. They had quarreled when he was young. Grandfather never once came

to a parent meeting and never walked him to school, and he had always believed

grandfather did not care about him. Years later, after grandfather passed away, the

family sorted his belongings, and in a drawer there was a stack of train tickets to

the city where my father worked, dates spread across several years. My father said
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those tickets had been saved by grandfather, each one waiting for the day he would

truly go and finally speak. He never went. My father pulled the car over at the

roadside as he said this. My mother and I did not interrupt. The car stayed quiet for

a long time.

Nearly home, I spoke up: Mom, when I talked back the other day, it was not

because I found you nagging. I had done badly on a monthly exam and kept it to

myself. My mother answered with one line: I have a medical record book too. The three

of us laughed, and afterward none of us mentioned it again, yet something was

different. Walking into our building, my mother brought up the rear, and I saw her

send a voice message to her own mother. My father parked, then locked the car three

times before coming upstairs.

The last frame of the film is the lamp at the repair stand: the son has closed

up, the father has gone ahead, and the lamp stays lit, like a road kept for someone.

After that day I understood family differently. It was not discovering a new side of

them; it was finally seeing the part that had always been there, waiting to be

opened. The lamp never went out. We simply came home too late.


