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I Wrote Spring Down in My Observation Notebook

Dear teachers and fellow students, hello! The title of my speech is I Love the
Flowers of Spring. I have a blue observation notebook, and since March the first 1
have been writing flowers in it every day. Today I would like to read the spring from

my notebook aloud to everyone.

March first: the first winter jasmine flower opened, and I drew a small circle
beside it. March ninth: the magnolia by the flower bed bloomed, and I wrote, the
whole tree is flowers with not a single leaf, like a tree holding up white candles.
March seventeenth: the first bee came, and I drew its winding flight path next to the
bee. March twenty—fifth: the nameless little purple flowers opened, and I wrote, do
not know the name, so record the look first, four petals, purple touched with white.
April second: I drew a whole row of little flags in the notebook, because that day 1
counted thirty—seven flowers open in the flower bed, and I put one dot beside every

single one.

Last Saturday I took my notebook to the park. I wrote in it: the flower field in
the park is yellow, one huge piece; the flower beds at school are bed by bed, small

piece by small piece. The big one makes me want to run; the small one makes me want
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to squat. That day I sat on a bench copying down colours, and copying, copying, the
unhappy things inside me quietly slipped away at some point without my noticing. On
the bus home I leaned against the window and flipped through the notebook, from March
the first to that day, and suddenly I realized that spring had come one day at a

time, not all at once.

The last few pages of my notebook are not about flowers but about me. I wrote:
today my maths quiz did not go well, but after school I saw the magnolia by the
flower bed in bloom, and suddenly I felt that one bad quiz is nothing, the flowers
are still blooming. When my mum flipped through my notebook, she said it was the best
diary she had ever seen. Really, I just watched the flowers day by day and wrote them

down.

Fellow students, if you love something, write it down. You can draw it, copy its
colours, or record the dates like I do. When summer comes, open your notebook, and

your spring will still be blooming on the paper. Thank you, everyone!
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