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My Little Observation Notebook Saved My Weekly Journals

This term I picked up a new habit: carrying a palm—sized notebook in my
schoolbag, dedicated to recording flowers. How did this habit begin? It is a little

embarrassing to say, but it was forced on me by my weekly journals.

In the past, the weekly journal was my biggest hurdle. What was there to write?
Things at home were the same every day, so I started making things up. I invented
helping grandma sweep, invented helping an old man cross the road, and later even I
blushed reading my own inventions. Once when the journals came back, my teacher wrote
at the end: is this story true? I stared at that line for a long time and had no face

to deny it.

In early March, our science teacher assigned an observation of the flower bed,
requiring everyone to record it continuously. On the first day I wrote only one line:
two flowers bloomed. The science teacher called me over and asked: what colour were
the flowers? In which corner of the bed did they open? Were there any insects nearby?
I could not answer any of it, because I had not really looked. That day after school,
I squatted by the flower bed and watched for twenty minutes, then recorded what I saw

in my little notebook: winter jasmine has five petals, the corner by the wall blooms
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earliest, an ant climbed up a flower stem, slipped halfway down, and climbed again.

Since then I have recorded two or three times a week. I recorded how many days it
takes a bud to turn from green to yellow, how petals after rain stick to the ground
in a ring, how bees only visit fully open flowers and ignore half-open ones. The
little notebook grew thicker and thicker, and suddenly my weekly journals had no
shortage of things to write. Last month my journal was about that ant that slipped
and climbed again, and my teacher wrote four characters as a comment: this is real,
with a tiny five-pointed star drawn beside it. That day I turned my journal over and

read it three times through, happier than on any day I had earned an A.

Looking back now, what I gained this term is more than better journals. I learned
something more fundamental: first look honestly, then record honestly, and only then
can what you write stand on its feet. Invented stories cannot survive a single line
of comment, but recorded details grow clearer the more you read them. That palm—sized

notebook works better than any study guide, because inside it are my own two eyes.
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