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Our Classroom Windowsill Is an Autumn Weather Station

At the start of Grade Four, our homeroom teacher put a glass bottle on the
windowsill with a calendar clip in it, and said that this year our class would keep a
season diary on duty, one person per day. I was scheduled first, and I thought, how
hard can that be.

The first day was September first. I picked up a poplar leaf still tinged with
green downstairs, put it in the bottle, and wrote on the slip in the clip: the leaf
is still green today, the wind is soft, and I am a little scared of Grade Four. The
next day my duty partner picked up a leaf with black spots and wrote: the leaf grew
spots, and my tooth fell out too. I lisp when I talk today. The whole class laughed.
And so the leaf on the windowsill changed every day, and the slips went up one by

one. Some wrote about the weather, some about the leaves, some about what happened in
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class that day: sports day sign—ups opened, the garlic in the nature corner sprouted,
Li Xiaoman in the front row brought a cicada shell, and now the bottle held a cicada

shell besides the leaves.

In mid-October my second duty day came. That day I picked up a maple leaf, half
red and half yellow, and I wrote on the slip: the maple leaf is red on one side and
yellow on the other, like autumn walked halfway and forgot to finish. That afternoon
the teacher stood looking at the windowsill for a long time and said nothing. The
next morning she took down all our slips from the past two months and pasted them on
the back wall board in date order, with a title: The Weather Station of Autumn. She
pointed at my maple leaf slip and read it aloud, then said: even a great writer might
not come up with this sentence. I sat at my desk with sweaty palms. Students from
other classes came to look at that wall afterward, and our windowsill became the

famous weather station of the whole school.

Later, fighting for duty turns became the thing in our class. So many people
wanted to record the leaves that the teacher changed one day one person to half a day
one person. I also slowly found that writing slips and writing compositions connect.
I wrote about the leaf with spots, about autumn walking halfway. For the monthly exam
composition Autumn on Our Campus, I wrote in every leaf from the weather station,
from green all the way to red. The day the notebooks came back, there was a red star

at the end of my composition.

After a year as a season diary monitor, my biggest lesson is this: observing is
easy to drop alone, but a whole class will never drop it. Changing one leaf a day
takes one minute, but three hundred and sixty—five minutes put together means our
whole class watched autumn all the way through. Feelings have to be written down too:
a lost tooth and a lisping voice, being scared of Grade Four. At the time they seemed
like nothing. Only when they were pasted on the wall did we see that the autumn of
each person is different. Now there are two glass bottles on the windowsill, one for
leaves, one for the things of spring. I look forward to my turn, and to what kind of

leaf will appear on the windowsill tomorrow.
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