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The Line in My Quote Notebook Grew Into My Own Thought

My quote notebook started in Grade Three. Back then the teacher assigned copying
exercises, so I picked the shortest lines from movies, the shortest, because they
were fast to copy. The notebook was full of pretty sentences, but none of them had

anything to do with me. I copied, slept, and forgot by morning.

The change began last winter. I watched an old film in which the aged captain
says: a ship in harbor is safe, but that is not what ships are built for. Just that
one line, and something inside me was knocked. I copied it down and added a line
after it: I did not dare sign up for the drawing contest, is my ship sitting in

harbor too. That was the first time I wrote my own story after a line of dialogue.

After that I changed the rule: copy only the lines that ring inside me. Some
lines look beautiful at the moment but go silent after copying, and I leave those

out. Some lines keep turning in my ears two days later, so I add them to the notebook
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and circle the date when I do. The circles multiplied, so I started using three pens:
black for the line, blue for what I thought then, pencil for what I understood later.
Under one line, blue ink says it reminded me of my grandmother, and pencil says, so

longing is something you can learn slowly.

Last term I used a copied line in my composition. Writing about that animal film,
I used the line, what is truly important is invisible to the eye. After it I added my
own words: like the stitches my grandmother sews, the side you cannot see is denser
than the side you can. The teacher drew a wavy line under it and wrote two words:
apt. I brought the exercise book home to show my mother. She said, look, the words

from the movie entered your head and grew into words of your own.

My quote notebook has reached its third volume. The first is all in the words of
others, the second is half theirs and half mine, and in the third my own thoughts are
sometimes longer than the lines I copied. My deskmate asks what copying is good for,
since exams do not test it. I open the third volume for him. On one page a line
reads, what matters is not how fast you run but whether you still know the direction
after you fall. Below it my pencil note says: I bombed the math test last week, and I
drew an arrow on the paper pointing at that question, telling myself, know the

direction, try again next time.

The notebook sits on the easiest—to—reach shelf. I no longer think of it as
taking notes for movies. The line comes in, the thought goes out, and somewhere

between the coming and the going, I seem to have grown a little taller.
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