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The Summer Vacation Is Packing Itself Up

One morning near the end of August, I looked at my desk and suddenly felt it: the
summer vacation is packing itself up. It does not say goodbye out loud. It just gets
smaller and smaller, day by day, until one morning you look up and almost all of it

is already gone.

The Chinese holiday workbook was finished. The math practice papers were
finished. The English reading book had only three pages left, and I could finish them
in one evening if I wanted to. In the corner of my room, the mosquito coil had burned
out. There was no more watermelon in the fridge, and the watermelon season had gone
with it. The popsicles in the freezer had melted into one solid block of ice. The

summer did not leave with any big ceremony. It has been leaking away little by
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little, and now it is almost empty.

I decided to pack up my homework properly. While I was turning the pages and
checking them, a folded note fell out from between two sheets. It was a note I had
written to a classmate back in July: Saturday morning, bring your bike to the river,
and whoever does not come is a dog. That was the funniest and best day of this whole
summer. The four of us pushed our bikes down to the river, rode forty minutes to get
there, jumped into the water with our shirts only half off, and then stood on the
bank competing to see who could skip a flat stone the farthest. When I got home that
evening, my mother was waiting at the entrance of the village with a broom in her
hand. But when she saw my sunburned black face and my dripping wet shirt, she raised
the broom, looked at me for two seconds, and then put the broom back down. Now,

months later, holding this little note in my fingers, I want to laugh out loud.

This was my first summer vacation in middle school, and it was more lively than
all six years of elementary school put together. We swam in the river in the
afternoons. At night I went out with a flashlight to catch cicadas, and the cicadas
sang so loudly that the beam of my flashlight shook in my hand. On a rainy night, my
father took me to the bridge to watch the flood water rise, and the river sounded
like a truck driving under the bridge all night long. I wrote every one of these
things into my diary. Now, flipping through the diary to look back at them feels like

watching a movie I have already seen, and I still want to watch it one more time.

Getting ready for the new term is serious business, because second year brings a
new subject: physics. Our homeroom teacher says that physics is the easiest subject
to pick up in second year and also the easiest one to fall behind in. So I made a
plan for myself. I will get up twenty minutes earlier every day and read English out
loud before breakfast. I will read the first three chapters of the physics textbook
before the teacher reaches them in class. I wrapped the covers of the new textbooks
with brown paper, sharpened five pencils and put them in the pencil case, and hung my
uniform out the night before. My mother laughed at me for making such a big deal out
of it. I did not mind. Doing these small things properly is what makes me feel that I

am really about to become a second—year student.

The summer vacation and the school term are like the two banks of a river, and
tomorrow I have to cross the bridge back. But crossing the bridge does not mean
losing the summer. The summer taught me how to play: it taught me to ride a bike
forty kilometers, to skip stones, to keep a diary. The school term teaches me how to
learn. Both of them are lessons a person has to study hard at in this life. I looked
at my clean desk one last time, turned off the light, and said good night to the

summer vacation.
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