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A Hundred Movies Live in My Viewing Notebook

Before watching a movie, I put a blue notebook on the coffee table. My name is on
the first page, and on the second page 1 drew a crooked line, with dates on the left
and film titles on the right. In Grade Three I could only write two words after a
title: good. In Grade Four I started adding one more line after the word good, saying

where the good was.

Last Saturday our whole family watched that film about a father and his daughter.
Halfway through, the father squatted beside a bench at the station, took loose coins

from his pocket, counted them once, then again, four times in all, and pressed the
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money under a glass plate. I pressed pause and wrote in the notebook: he counted the
money four times. My mother came out of the kitchen and asked why I kept pausing a

movie. I said this part must not be missed.

The notebook grew thicker. Little by little I made my own rule: do not record the
plot, only record the places where my heart moved. A line someone said, the back of
someone, any shot that stung my nose, I wrote it down. The ticket clerk handed over a
ticket and let a blind passenger feel the raised dots on it, I wrote that. The woman
at the bun stall slipped one more bun to a small boy while pretending to scold him,
come earlier next time, I wrote that too. After each entry I drew a little star,

meaning I loved that one.

Later I copied the most important entries onto cards cut from an old wall
calendar, one place per card: the time, the film, the detail I saw. At first I
thought I was grading movies. Only later did I understand that I was saving things
up. My mother leafed through the notebook and said, lay these cards out and you
already have a piece of writing. [ tried one, starting from the father who counted
the money four times, writing why he pressed it under the glass, writing how his
daughter years later pressed a bill under the table of a rented room in a faraway
city. That day I wrote over four hundred characters in one sitting and startled

myself.

A teacher once said to watch movies with your brain. I did not understand then; I
thought it meant remembering the plot so you could answer when questioned. Now I
think it means letting one place in a film move into your heart, and then going on
living for it. My card box holds more than twenty cards now. Last weekend my little
cousin found one and read it aloud: he counted the money four times. She asked, who
is this. I said, a father from a movie, and he has lived in my notebook for half a

year.

I still write good or bad after a film title. But then I pause and see whether
any shot is worth recording. If one is, I rewind and watch it again, and again, until
I see it clearly, and only then write it steadily into the notebook. Between a movie
and a piece of writing there was only the distance of one notebook all along. What
matters is not how many films I have watched, but whether at least one truly lived

inside me.
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