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那束光穿过三十年的草顶

人到中年重读《草房子》，是被一场秋雨引回去的。老家的瓦房漏雨，父亲在电话里说，雨

顺着瓦沟淌成一条线，他在下面接了盆水，听了一夜。我放下电话，从书架上抽出那本旧版《草

房子》——油麻地的草房子也漏雨，我中学读它时正为赋新词，嫌它土气，如今才看懂，那层草

顶是书里最暖的东西。

书里的教室漏雨，桑桑和同学们仰头看水珠，先生领大家把书声放大，说把雨声压下去。我

读到这里笑出声，笑完鼻子又酸。我老家的瓦房也这样：每逢大雨，祖母把全家的盆摆成一排，

叮叮咚咚，她管这叫听雨。原来穷日子的体面，各地都是相通的——不骂雨，把雨过成一段声响。

年轻时读桑桑，只记得他闹：拆碗柜做鸽子窝，穿棉鞋蹚水。这一遍读他奔跑，读到的是另

一样东西。他举着竹竿从秋天里跑过，笑声撒在河堤上，那是还没被生活收走过的小孩才有的跑

法。后来他大病一场，重新站起来跑，人瘦了，步子稳了。我在深夜的台灯下读到病愈的桑桑重

新跑起来，忽然想起自己生那场大病时，也是扶着墙在楼道里一步一步走。原来书早就写好了答

案：人这一生，跑不动不要紧，要紧的是好了以后还肯跑。

最扎心的是杜小康的摊子。少年时读这一段只觉得惨：杂货铺少爷站在校门口卖铅笔。中年

再读，才看见书里那些不起眼的字——他把摊子摆得整整齐齐，铅笔按长短排，橡皮按大小码。

他不吆喝，也不躲熟人的眼睛。一个人把失去的日子重新码放整齐，这就是一个平民能做到的全

部英雄主义。我店周转不开那年，也摆过一阵摊，难怪这一段我当年读不懂，是拿今天的自己才

读懂的。

合上书，雨停了。书里那束光，穿过油麻地的草顶，穿过我老家的瓦缝，落在我这个中年人

的桌上，不刺眼，但确实在。它让我信一件事：穷和难都不白过，苦日子里存下的体面和勇气，

会在往后某场雨里，替你把盆接好。

A Beam of Light Through Thirty Years of Thatch

Reading Grass House again in middle age, I was led back to it by an autumn rain.

The tiled house in my hometown leaks, my father said on the phone: the rain runs down

the grooves of the tiles in a single line, and he set a basin under it and listened

all night. I put down the phone and pulled the old edition of Grass House from the

shelf. The grass houses of Youmadi leak too. When I read it in middle school, writing

for sorrow's sake, I thought it rustic and dowdy. Only now do I see that that layer

of thatch is the warmest thing in the book.

In the book the classroom leaks in the rain. Sangsang and his classmates tilt

their heads to watch the water beads, and the teacher leads everyone to read louder,

saying they will press the rain down. I laughed out loud at this, then felt my nose

sting as the laugh faded. My hometown's tiled house was the same: at every heavy rain

my grandmother lined up every basin in the house, drip drip dong, and she called it

listening to the rain. So the dignity of poor days is the same everywhere—do not
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curse the rain; turn the rain into a piece of music.

Reading Sangsang when I was young, I remembered only his mischief: taking the

cupboard apart to build a dove nest, wading through water in cotton shoes. This time,

reading him run, I saw something else. He runs through autumn holding a bamboo pole,

his laughter scattered along the river bank—the way only a child not yet collected

by life can run. Then he fell gravely ill, and when he stood he ran again, thinner,

his steps steadier. Under my desk lamp late at night, reading the recovered Sangsang

running again, I suddenly remembered the year of my own bad illness, when I too

walked the corridor step by step with a hand on the wall. The book had written the

answer long ago: it does not matter that you cannot run; what matters is that once

you are well you are still willing to.

The sharpest part is Du Xiaokang's stall. As a boy I read it only as misery: the

grocer's young master standing at the school gate selling pencils. Read again in

middle age, I finally noticed the unremarkable words in the book—he keeps the stall

arranged neatly, pencils lined by length, erasers stacked by size. He does not hawk,

and he does not dodge the eyes of people he knows. When a person takes the days he

lost and stacks them straight again, that is the whole heroism available to an

ordinary man. The year my shop could not turn its capital around, I kept a stall for

a while myself. No wonder I could not read this passage back then; it took today's me

to understand it.

I close the book. The rain has stopped. That beam of light in the book passes

through the thatch of Youmadi, through the gaps in the tiles of my hometown, and

lands on the desk of a middle-aged man like me—not dazzling, but truly there. It

makes me believe one thing: poverty and hardship are never wasted. The dignity and

courage saved up in hard days will, in some future rain, hold the basin for you.


