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从那双破了的鞋尖开始

小雨从前最怕老师留那种看完一部电影写一段话的作业。别人能写满满一页，她坐在灯下咬

笔杆，觉得电影看完就散了，像一碗汤见了底，捞不出什么可写的东西。上个星期五，老师布置

看一部老武侠片，说下周一交体会。小雨周六看完，周日晚上本子上还只有片名。

周一早上，老师临时换了题目。她说，这次不写整部电影，只写一个地方，最让你动的那一

个地方，一句话、一个镜头、一个人都行。小雨背着书包往回走，一路想，她想起那个反派。全

班都讨厌那个反派，抢宝刀，害师父，最后被打败，活该。可小雨想起他的鞋。镜头扫过的时候，

那双靴子的鞋尖破了一个口，线头翘着，补过，补得歪歪扭扭。

她坐在窗前写。她写，那个反派坏，可他的鞋破着。一个连鞋都舍不得换的人，为什么非要

那把宝刀。他偷刀那晚，蹲在墙头，把破了的鞋尖往墙缝里藏，像怕人看见他的穷。小雨写着写

着，笔慢了下来。她发现自己不是在编，是在想。那个反派没有一句解释自己的台词，可他的鞋

替他说了。她给那段话结尾写：坏人不等于不苦，苦也不等于不坏。这两件事同时放在一个人身

上，人才是真的。

周二，老师在班上把那段读给大家听。读到鞋尖往墙缝里藏，教室里静了。读完老师说，细

节里藏着思考。有同学回头看小雨，眼神像在看一个发现了秘密的人。小雨把下巴埋进围巾里，

耳朵有点热，心里却像有一盏小灯被拧亮了。

从那以后，小雨看电影会留意鞋、手和背影。她妈发现她看电影变慢了，一部片子要倒回去

好几回。她妈问，你以前不是最烦倒回去吗。小雨说，我现在不是看得更认真，是看得更慢。慢

下来以后，电影里的人会回头看你，他会站在你心里，问你一个问题：你懂他吗。

上周，小雨的观影本里多了新的一页，上面写着：先找一个地方停下来，再替那个人多想一

步。她不知道这算不算老师说的会思考。她只知道，从那双破了的鞋尖开始，电影不再是看完就

散的汤。汤底捞出来的东西，够她写很久。

It Started from the Torn Toe of Those Shoes

Xiaoyu used to dread the assignment in which the teacher asked everyone to watch

a film and write about it. Others filled a whole page; she sat under the lamp chewing

her pen, feeling that a film scattered the moment it ended, like soup down to the

bottom of the bowl, with nothing left to scoop out. Last Friday the teacher assigned

an old martial arts film, to be written up by Monday. Xiaoyu finished watching on

Saturday, and by Sunday night her notebook held only the title.

Monday morning, the teacher changed the topic on the spot. She said: this time do

not write about the whole film, write one place only, the one place that moved you

most, a line, a shot, a person, anything. Xiaoyu walked home with her backpack on her

back, thinking, and she remembered the villain. The whole class hated him, stealing

the treasure blade, betraying his master, defeated in the end, serving him right. But
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Xiaoyu remembered his shoes. When the camera swept past, the toe of his boot had a

torn hole, threads sticking up, mended, mended crookedly.

She sat by the window and wrote. She wrote: the villain is bad, but his shoes are

torn. Why would a man unwilling to replace his shoes want that treasure blade so

badly. The night he stole it, he crouched on the wall and tucked the torn toe into a

crack, as if afraid someone would see his poverty. As she wrote, her pen slowed. She

realized she was not making things up, she was thinking. The villain never had one

line explaining himself, but his shoes spoke for him. She ended the passage: being

bad does not mean being bitter, and being bitter does not mean being good. Put both

on one person at once, and that person becomes real.

Tuesday, the teacher read the passage to the class. When she came to the part

about hiding the torn toe in the crack of the wall, the room went still. Afterward

the teacher said: details hide thinking. Classmates turned to look at Xiaoyu, their

eyes like people looking at someone who had found a secret. Xiaoyu buried her chin in

her scarf, her ears a little hot, while inside her something like a small lamp was

being turned up.

After that, Xiaoyu watches for shoes, hands, and backs in every film. Her mother

noticed she watched more slowly, rewinding a film again and again. Her mother asked,

did you not hate rewinding most of all. Xiaoyu said, I am not watching more seriously

now, I am watching more slowly. Once you slow down, the people in a film turn back

and look at you; they stand inside your heart and ask you one question: do you

understand him.

Last week a new page appeared in the viewing notebook of Xiaoyu: first find one

place to stop, then think one step further for that person. She does not know if this

counts as what the teacher calls thinking. She only knows that, starting from those

torn shoe toes, a film is no longer soup that scatters when finished. What she

scooped from the bottom of the bowl is enough to keep her writing for a long time.


