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我的观察小本本

去年以前，我最怕星期的日记。每次拿起笔，脑子里就剩三句话：今天我很开心，妈妈做了

红烧肉，我度过了愉快的一天。三句话写完，我还得拖上半个小时，因为要凑够老师说的行数。

转折是在三月一个星期六。妈妈塞给我一个巴掌大的蓝皮本，说：从今天起，你每天去院子

里找一个新鲜东西，找到就记下来，找不到不许吃饭。我以为她在开玩笑，结果晚饭真的没做，

她坐在桌边等我。我只好下楼。

那天我在墙角发现一溜蚂蚁，正往一块饼干渣搬家，领头的两只碰了碰触角就分开了。我蹲

了二十分钟，回来一口气写了六行。妈妈看了一眼本子，什么也没说，第二顿红烧肉做得格外香。

从那以后，小本本成了我的宝贝。柳芽一天一个样，我给它画了三次像；燕子在屋檐下衔泥，我

数过它们一天来回几趟，最多的一次是三十七趟；春雨落在铁皮雨棚上，声音和落在水泥地上不

一样，我把两种声音都写了下来。

夏天我记录了一只蝉壳。它在老槐树腰上，空空的，背裂开一道缝，我守着它等了两个傍晚，蝉

终于出来了，翅膀皱皱的，像被揉过又展开的糖纸。那篇日记我写了一整页，自己读了一遍，居

然有点想笑又想哭。

秋天我捡过十七片不同的叶子，夹在本子里，每片下面写日期和它掉下来的地方。冬天第一

场雪，我伸手接住一片，看它在掌心化成一个小小的湿圆点，赶紧记下来，怕忘了。

变化是什么时候发生的，我也说不清。只知道后来周记交上去，本子发回来，上面多了一行

红字：你的句子会动，读得到画面。老师还在课堂上念了我写蝉壳的那一段，念完全班安静了两

秒，然后鼓掌。

我忽然明白，从前我不是不会写，是日子里没有东西可倒。小本本逼着我去看，看够了，句

子自己就排着队出来了，拦都拦不住。

现在那个蓝皮本已经写满了两本。第一本的字歪歪扭扭，第二本的字密一些，也稳一些。它

们躺在我的书架上，像四个季节排着队躺在我家里。

要问我最大的体会是什么，我会说：四季是我最耐心的老师。它不催我，也不给我题目，它

只是把柳芽、燕子、蝉壳和雪，一样一样摆在我每天放学经过的路上，等我自己弯腰去捡。

My Little Observation Notebook

Before last year, the thing I feared most was the weekly diary. Every time I

picked up my pen, only three sentences were left in my head: today I was happy,

mother made braised pork, I spent a pleasant day. After those three sentences I still

had to drag on for half an hour to reach the number of lines the teacher asked for.

The turn came on a Saturday in March. Mother handed me a blue notebook the size

of my palm and said: starting today, go find one new thing in the yard every day,
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write it down if you find it, and no dinner if you do not. I thought she was joking.

She really did not cook, and sat at the table waiting for me. I had no choice but to

go downstairs.

That day I found a line of ants in the corner of the wall, moving a crumb of

biscuit home. The two at the front touched antennae and then split up. I squatted

there for twenty minutes, came back and wrote six lines in one breath. Mother glanced

at the notebook, said nothing, and the second pot of braised pork that evening

smelled especially good.

After that the little notebook became my treasure. The willow buds changed a

little every day, and I drew them three times. The swallows carried mud under the

eaves, and I counted their trips in a day, thirty-seven at most. Spring rain on the

tin awning sounded different from rain on concrete, and I wrote down both sounds.

In summer I recorded one cicada shell. It sat on the trunk of the old locust

tree, empty, with a crack down its back. I watched it for two evenings, and at last

the cicada came out, its wings wrinkled like candy paper that had been crumpled and

then smoothed open. That diary entry filled a whole page. I read it once myself, and

felt like laughing and crying at the same time.

In autumn I collected seventeen different leaves, pressed them in the notebook,

and wrote under each one the date and the exact spot where it fell. At the first snow

of winter I caught one flake in my hand and watched it melt into a small wet circle

on my palm, then hurried to write it down, afraid I would forget.

I cannot say exactly when the change happened. I only know that later, when my

weekly journals came back, one line of red ink had been added: your sentences move; I

can see pictures in them. The teacher read my cicada-shell paragraph aloud in class,

and after she finished the room stayed quiet for two seconds, then everyone clapped.

I suddenly understood that before, it was not that I could not write; my days

simply had nothing in them to pour out. The notebook forced me to look, and once I

had looked enough, the sentences lined up and came out on their own, impossible to

hold back.

The blue notebook has now been filled through twice. The handwriting in the first

is crooked; the handwriting in the second is denser and steadier. They lie on my

bookshelf like four seasons lying in a queue inside my home.

If you ask me my biggest lesson, I will say this: the four seasons are the most

patient teachers I have ever had. They never rush me and never set me a topic. They

simply place willow buds, swallows, cicada shells and snow, one by one, along the

road I pass after school every day, and wait for me to bend down and pick them up

myself.


