BRI A BRI KX

JETEAET, B AT AME T A TG | BRI AN A JE fn, f =L
ERN, BERIEN T ERK . EOEI TR, e R

JCUU T TI/NRRTELF, BOTE MR . DIRTER T AR A0IL, R IR A e st MR
AR ZE, BT EIA: appledfiapliple, MBiic PRGN, JoINTAF PR, sy Ik
¥ T=3ik] - B obBie=aw, hArBRd, BERTEER . I A, AFE RNt
BT\

PR AR o X I S AR R AN G, R T AN A7 [l 3, B4 RK R
AT WA T Y DIRE B, R nsipise. | g a, abRE, AR, 2
TR T, N A R ) 22 R L SR

Wb RO 6 H BLA I, R RS G FRRANE IR T B4, il AU k=M
Lo B T AR, RM g, Bk EatAT, MUANMT, BUHURRU. ORI T AR
B EIAEN T, REEH D RIS BALIR 0 X5 8aC TN, R RN ifE
#—Ffo

SIRVEWTE S, WIS YTE A T ok, PAATSe RS AL, DA s A A 1A
e A BRI A . 5 — [P Blltransport, 4R HportiX AN AR, ARd i port 2 (4]
Wz, ZE—TFEE T R TRV iERYF 7, MWANIRFEEMASS S, Ui X2k
AR

SR BEL R RGN . TP D A0, SR, SeE. BXA K. b
PR T, BOAREMYE TP R . BT B AN B, e AR R
H, WEHELEEX T,

KA R BN S E : FCART LI REE e dtdr, BLAERERED SE UG . — A
PR A, A AN S ATRETE Rt P NRRPELIIME R . R
AHEX Tk AR, SR, HEAVA.

The Daily Bet on Twenty Words

Before the winter vacation, my good friend Fang Xiaozhou and I made a “word bet”:
every day we quiz each other on twenty English words, and whoever misses more than
three buys the other soy milk the next day. This reflection is about that bet and
what it taught me.

First, the tutoring. Fang Xiaozhou is strong in English; English is my lame leg.
I used to memorize words by brute force, guessing what follows the letter s. She
could not stand watching, and taught me to take words apart: apple splits into ap
plus ple. She said memorizing words is like taking building blocks apart—Ilearn the

pieces first, then assemble the whole. She also gave me her “three—-pass method”: read
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three times in the morning, write once from memory at noon, write once more before
bed. I followed it for a month, and my monthly test English went from sixty—eight to
eighty—-one.

Second, the mutual supervision. The fiercest part of the bet is not the soy milk
penalty but the daily routine that never breaks. Once I tried to weasel out, saying I
was too tired to quiz that day. She took out a small notebook and said: “Then it is
recorded—one debt, plus two extra cups.” I glared at her, she glared at me, neither
gave in. The next day I took the quiz honestly and missed only one of twenty

words—the shame of the excuse of the previous day worked better than soy milk.

She also fell behind. In the twelfth lunar month her family had affairs to
handle, and three days of quizzes were missed. On the day she made them up she missed
seven words, and without a word she brought over three cups of soy milk. I drank two
and left one for her, saying making it up is enough. She said no—the rules are the
rules. That day I understood: mutual supervision supervises not the other person but
yourself. If you slack once, the other has the right to record you; and when the
other is recorded, there is no hard feeling, because the rule is the same for

everyone.

The three—pass method sounds clumsy, but it pulled me out of the pit of guessing.
Before, I did cloze passages entirely by feel; now when I meet a new word I first
think of the pieces she taught. Once the test had the word transport, and on the spot
I took out the root port, remembering she had said port means to carry—carrying
things—and the answer settled at once. After class that day, when she heard I had
taken the word apart, her eyes curved into crescents and she said: that is my
building blocks.

The shared progress came home to me later. When the teacher read the list of
improved students at the start of term and reached our two names, the whole class
applauded. Only then did I notice that her math had improved too, because I had
explained equations to her for two terms. Neither of us ever took extra classes. One
taught one subject, the other taught another, and teaching went on until both

subjects rose.

My final reflection: I used to think progress came from working desperately. Now
I know it comes from rules plus company. Alone, memorizing words invites laziness;
with a bet between two people, nobody dares. Alone, explaining problems gets tiresome
halfway; taking turns, two people keep explaining. Next term we upgrade the bet to

all subjects. The soy milk penalty stays, and neither of us is afraid.
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