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A Park Lives in My Observation Diary

In my desk drawer there is a green checkered notebook. It holds no essays and no
class notes, only things I picked up from spring. In early March our school took us
to the park to view flowers, and the teacher assigned a strange task: do not write

essays, just record. From that day on, my observation diary has never stopped.

The first entry was by the park gallery, where a row of winter jujube flowers
hung down in pure gold. I crouched to count petals, planning to write four, but by
the third flower I was stunned: this one had six, that one five, and no two on the
same branch were alike. I hurriedly drew them, five-petaled ones on the left, six—

petaled on the right, with big words in between: the petals of these flowers are
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quarreling. Beside them I added the colors: the front of the petals is bright yellow,
the back leans orange, and the color is deepest at the heart, as if someone dropped a

dot of orange juice there.

The magnolia was the second to move into my notebook. I deliberately chose three
trees of different colors, one white, one purple, one white outside and purple
inside. I wanted to pick a petal and trace its shape in my palm — no, the teacher
said look and record only, no picking. So I traced from a distance, and found
magnolia petals look like little spoons, the thick kind that could scoop up a little
light. Beside the shape I wrote: the rim of the white petal spoon has a slight wave,

and the back of the purple spoon is dark, like burnt sugar.

By the thirtieth page, something strange happened. I no longer needed a park to
observe; observation grew legs and ran into my daily life. While lining up for lunch,
I noticed the pothos on the cafeteria windowsill had sprouted a new leaf, its tip
curled like a hand stretching awake. On the way home, I found a nameless grass in a
wall crack blooming rice-sized white flowers, six of them in a string. My eyes,
trained by the park flowers, now specialize in finding small things others cannot

see.

The diary also cured one of my bad habits: concluding too fast. Before, seeing a
wilted flower, I would say it was dead. Now I watch two more days and find it merely
drooped at noon and stood straight again by evening. Look clearly first, speak second
— that habit I learned from the flowers, and later even my math teacher said my

test—checking slowed down while my mistakes dropped.

The green checkered notebook is now more than half full. Open it, and the five-
petal and six—-petal flowers are still quarreling, the magnolia spoons still holding
light. I suddenly understand that the greatest harvest of flower viewing is not how
many flowers I saw, but that the whole park followed my pen into the notebook, and
from the notebook into my eyes. Walking forward with these eyes, no spring ahead will

be wasted.
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