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The Window Seat, My Season Post

At the start of term when seats changed, everyone fought for the middle rows,
while I raised my hand to ask for the window seat. My deskmate laughed: the wind
leaks in by the window in winter, are you silly? I did not argue. Inside I said: the

ginkgo tree outside this window belongs to me.

Here was my thinking: the classroom has four walls, and only this window changes
its own painting. In spring it hangs out pale green, in summer deep green, in autumn
gold, in winter a bundle of bare branches. Others look at it for one term; I get to

watch it for a whole year.
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I made a card for the ginkgo and pinned it inside my pencil case lid: March 12,
the buds swelled up, as if a tree full of small buttons had been fastened on; April
9, the leaves reached the size of my fingernails, and when the wind blew they
rustled, a sound nicer than the recess bell; September 28, the first yellow leaf

landed, and I picked it up and pressed it inside my math book.

Recording details began as the observation homework the teacher assigned, once a
week. Later I changed it to one sentence a day, written on the back of the card. Just
one sentence, never more. Do not underestimate that one sentence. To find it, I
stopped resting my head on the desk at recess and stood at the window watching

instead.

The change appeared after the midterm exam. In that essay about autumn, most of
the class wrote that autumn is a golden field, while I wrote about a ginkgo leaf
landing on the windowsill like a bookmark someone mailed me, and about the leaves
running along with the broom as the class monitor swept. When the essay came back,
the teacher had drawn three circles at the end and written four characters: words of

your own.

In November, our homeroom teacher photocopied my observation cards and put them
on the class bulletin board under the title: The Four Seasons of One Person.
Classmates gathered to look, saying they never knew this tree had so many doings. 1
felt proud at that moment, not because my work went up on the wall, but because I
realized I had truly grown familiar with that tree day by day, the way one grows

familiar with the face of a friend.

In winter the leaves all fell, and I thought there was nothing left to record.
Then I found an empty bird nest hidden in the fork of the branches, and noticed that
the perching spots of the sparrows on the bare twigs changed every day. Only then did
I learn that observation never clocks out; when the leaves are gone, there are things

to see precisely because they are gone.

Now my composition notebook has grown from three lines of a dull account to two
full pages, and the red—-pen notes from the teacher have grown from blank to a string.
If you ask what I have learned, I would say: it is not that I fell in love with
rhetoric, but that I fell in love with looking. The window is an honest teacher. It
does not talk and does not quiz me. It simply lays one year of one tree before my

eyes and lets me count it myself.

Next spring that ginkgo will bud again, and my card already has blank pages

saved. I want to keep this season post for a long time, until we graduate.
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