BR T —HRHEHT, £MEHCE

YN, R SCEIMESRBATS HAd, R AWAT. BOPK=RMS A TR T, KRR
F2E, A SN JEREME T A1 AFHESH A, USRI AEAR P AR,
WA TR T — Fdtint, i mI e il A b, 57 —60) Kb —ag—im, |l
AR, BIERRDHTL

MR EAT T Ipike FRBEAMRSRIE A7, AFamt 7y, BRI A HAC— it k. A7
TR 2, gedingid s ﬁmw%@%%%,@~mmm A I THEE B N X 7, B
WEMNEI . TGS —Wa, GeRMAaft, WERRKENSHE. PRERKSE: W1k
M, WEAME, FRPAE T Eo ﬂﬁ%%%%% BB T AT, B L.

AR ORI HACAN W T, B R B T ERARA, AKX
WA, ST N P HIRIGESCR B, ST ﬁ@l,@m%ﬁTE@I,E%u
2 HAC e 3—Wr, Wb i IE 2 BRTR S A A A B AR ok 1Y, ok (R s
21, B SRR ) T

MREHR Y T, AR, B ERIREAOXEFEGHE T Hid. REMEEAT, #2EH
3 AR KE T FANE, Wi, JERLUE —a)iE, EREERE, K TaiikT.
?‘Zﬁmm E%o

WAER T, W RAR T, RS vKE. AR SERETH LR, Rk, 5
HACAAE, MERRREREFEREE. BEEHE, RIEPAERT, HNEL w71, b
WER T B R IR AR R AL — e, XL F@%ﬁﬂﬁ,ﬁﬂﬁaﬁﬁ%To
EAIIE 7/ AR S 7 p i 11N i ) S (W = 5 A VA TIPS B E A (D AR TE 2

I Collected Leaves All Autumn and Pasted Them in My
Diary

In the second term of Grade Three, our Chinese teacher asked us to keep a diary.
One sentence a day was enough. I gave up after three days. I go to school and come
home every day, what is there to write? Then the teacher taught us a trick: if you do
not know what to write, write about one thing right in front of your eyes. That day
after school, I picked up a plane tree leaf at the school gate, pasted it into my
diary at home, and wrote one sentence: this leaf is half green and half yellow, and

the yellow side has a brown ring along the edge, like the burnt edge of a cookie.

From that day on I had my method. After school I look down for one leaf, any
leaf, bring it home, and paste it on the page of that day. Some leaves are full of
holes, eaten by insects; some have veins so clear they look like a little net; some

come from another compound entirely, shapes I have never seen. I write one or two
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lines about it, what it looks like, and what happened that day. On a rainy day I
wrote: the leaf was wet and would not stick, so I pressed it under a book all night.

On a windy day I wrote: I chased a spinning leaf half a block.

By the end of autumn my diary was covered with leaves, forty—-seven of them. My
deskmate said my notebook looks like a specimen album. I thought that was a wonderful
word, and my heart swelled a little. In the Chinese class at the end of October, the
teacher read a model essay aloud, then said: this is not a model essay, it is a diary
entry from one of you. I listened, and she was reading exactly what I had written the
day before about a maple leaf: the edges of the maple leaf curl up, and the curled
parts are the reddest, like hands that were scorched by fire and pulled back.

That day I was praised, and my face got hot. That evening I wrote the whole thing
into my diary. My mother flipped through my notebook, stopped in the middle, and
said: your notebook has grown taller. I did not understand. She said, the first pages
have only one sentence each, and the later pages have more and more, so the book

puffed up. I thought about it. She was right.

Now it is winter and there are no leaves to pick, so I collect other things: ice
shards, pinecones, bird footprints left on snow. My lesson is this: keeping a diary
is not hard; the hard part is finding one thing to look at every day. But as you keep
looking, your eyes grow sharp. Other people see a yellow leaf; I can see its burnt-
edge color, the insect holes, the reddest curled part. Write these into the diary,
and the diary becomes good by itself. When the teacher praised me, she was really

praising those forty—seven leaves. They speak for me, with more words than I have.
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An Autumn Hidden Inside My Diary

To be honest, at first I really hated keeping a diary. Every day is eating,
school, homework, and what I wrote was all the same. When the teacher asked us to
write about autumn, I wrote: autumn has come, the weather is cooler, the leaves are

yellow. I read it back and it was as if I had written nothing.

The turn came on an afternoon in mid-October. I crossed the road through a pile
of fallen leaves, my feet crunching and crackling, and for no reason I felt happy,
and I went down the whole street on my toes. That evening, without quite deciding to,
I did not write autumn has come. I wrote: the leaves on the road today were brittle,
each step made a sound, and I stepped on them all the way, like walking on an
instrument that plays itself. I read it three times. So this is what a diary can

hold: that little jump of joy in my heart.

After that I changed how I wrote. The day the wind turned my umbrella inside out,
I did not write about the big wind. I wrote: the umbrella suddenly opened toward the
sky, and it almost carried me off. I gripped the handle, my palm sweating, scared and
laughing at the same time. The day the first snowflake fell, I wrote: it landed on my
sleeve, I stared at it, it slowly became a wet dot, and I held my breath, afraid to
blow it away. My mother saw me writing this and said: now you write like a real
person talking. That does not sound like a compliment, but I know she was praising

me.

At the class meeting in November, our homeroom teacher read two of my diary
entries aloud, one about the leaves and one about the snow. The class laughed, and
she said: this is observing, this is feeling. I lowered my head and pretended to flip
through my notebook, my ears burning. After that day, keeping a diary stopped being
an assignment and became my own thing. If I skip a day I feel bad, as if that day was

wasted.

After sticking with a season diary for more than two months, I gained more than I
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expected. A feeling written down is kept. The joy of crunching leaves would have been
forgotten, but now it lies in the book, and it sounds again whenever I open to it

Sticking with it is not gritting my teeth either. I myself want to see what the
leaves look like tomorrow, and the diary keeps it for me. I used to envy classmates
who wrote good compositions. Now I know good writing is not born from cleverness. It
is saved up, leaf by leaf, wet dot by wet dot. An autumn is hidden inside my diary.
Nobody is allowed to look through it. That is what I have saved.
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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
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

www. vv99. net



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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