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一篇「毕业前最后一堂课」日记示范，逐段看情感怎么落地

下面这篇示范日记题目叫《最后一堂课》。先读全文，再一段一段看：每一段的情感是从哪

个动作、哪句原话里长出来的。

第一段：「6月20日，晴。今天早上进教室，黑板上多了一行字：『孩子们，慢慢走，别忘了

为什么出发。』李老师是左撇子，这行字是右手写的，最后一个『发』字收笔有点歪。我猜铃响

的时候她只写了一半。」拆：日记规矩先立住——日期天气一行。寄语原样抄下来，这是全文最

重要的一句原话。左撇子用右手写、收笔歪，两个细节说明老师是赶着写的，心意藏在「歪」里。

「我猜」用得诚实，观察日记里推测要标明。

第二段：「课上到一半，李老师讲我们三年级时她刚带我们班的事，讲着讲着停了。她转过

身，假装看黑板，用手背在眼睛上很快抹了一下。再转回来时她笑了一下，说『好了，看书』。

坐在第一排的林小曼递了半张纸巾上去，李老师没接，摆摆手。」拆：这就是「老师转身擦眼泪」

场景。全文没有一个「哭」字，也没有「感动」：停、转身、抹、转回来、笑、摆手，六个动作

连着走。递纸巾没接这个细节敢写——老师不想让场面变成告别仪式，这个「不接」比任何抒情

都重。

第三段：「下课前十分钟，李老师说，我们一起再读一遍《匆匆》吧。第一遍读得不齐，后

排男生拖拍。第二遍齐了，读到『我们的日子为什么一去不复返呢』，四十多个人的尾音拉得很

长，像一列火车出站。读完没人说话，安静了大概五秒。」拆：齐读场景写的是声音和安静。两

次读对比出变化；「像一列火车出站」是全文唯一比喻，只用一个，不堆。「安静五秒」是声音

的反面，也是情感最重的一刻——写不舍，不写哭，写读完之后的那五秒。

第四段：「放学我收拾书包，把那句黑板上的字又看了一遍。擦黑板的值日生举着板擦站在

讲台上，没落下去。」拆：结尾回收黑板寄语，形成闭环。「值日生举着板擦没落下去」——全

班都舍不得擦掉那行字，一个动作顶一百句「我不想毕业」。

看完全文再对照：五百字上下，三个场景各一百二十字左右，原话两处（黑板寄语、『好了，看

书』），动作一串，比喻一个。情感没有一处直接喊出来，全在抄下来的字和看见的动作里。

A Sample Diary of the Last Class Before Graduation: See

How Feeling Lands, Paragraph by Paragraph

The sample diary below is titled 'The Last Class'. Read it whole first, then go

paragraph by paragraph to see where each feeling grows — from which action, which

quoted words.

Paragraph one: 'June 20, sunny. When I entered the classroom this morning, there

was a new line on the blackboard: 'Children, walk slowly, and never forget why you

set out.' Ms. Li is left-handed, but this line was written with her right hand, and

the last character ended a little crooked. I guess the bell rang when she was only

halfway done.' The diary rules are set at once — date and weather on one line. The
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message is copied exactly; it is the most important quotation in the piece. A left-

hander writing right-handed, the crooked ending stroke: two details showing the

teacher wrote in a hurry, with her heart hidden in the crookedness. 'I guess' is

honest — in an observation-style diary, inference must be marked.

Paragraph two: 'Halfway through the lesson, Ms. Li started telling us about the

year she first took our class in third grade, then stopped in the middle. She turned

around, pretended to look at the blackboard, and quickly wiped her eyes with the back

of her hand. When she turned back she smiled and said, 'All right, books open.' Lin

Xiaoman in the front row held up half a tissue; Ms. Li did not take it, just waved

her hand.' This is the 'teacher turns to wipe her tears' scene. There is no word

'cry' and no 'moved' anywhere: stop, turn, wipe, turn back, smile, wave — six

actions in a row. The detail of refusing the tissue is brave — the teacher does not

want the moment to become a farewell ceremony, and that refusal weighs more than any

lyricism.

Paragraph three: 'Ten minutes before the bell, Ms. Li said, let us read 'Our

Days' one more time together. The first reading was uneven; the boys in the back

dragged the beat. The second was together, and on the line 'why do our days never

return', the ending vowels of more than forty voices stretched long, like a train

pulling out of the station. Afterward no one spoke; it was quiet for about five

seconds.' The reading scene is written through sound and silence. The two readings

show change; 'like a train pulling out' is the only simile in the piece — one, not a

pile. 'Five seconds of silence' is the reverse side of sound and the heaviest moment

of feeling: to write reluctance, do not write crying — write the five seconds after

the reading ends.

Paragraph four: 'At dismissal I packed my bag and looked at the words on the

blackboard once more. The student on blackboard duty stood at the podium with the

eraser raised, and did not let it come down.' The ending calls back to the blackboard

message, closing the loop. 'The eraser raised but not brought down' — the whole

class cannot bear to wipe those words away; one action is worth a hundred 'I do not

want to graduate's.

After reading, compare the plan: about five hundred characters, three scenes of

roughly a hundred and twenty each, two quotations (the blackboard message and 'All

right, books open'), a string of actions, one simile. The feeling is never shouted

directly; it all lives in the copied words and the actions witnessed.


