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The Notebook at the Foot of My Bed

On the first day of summer vacation I got myself a notebook, kraft—paper cover,
planning to record something this summer. Before school opened I flipped through it:
the early pages had big, drifting handwriting, the later ones grew steadier and

steadier, like another person walking all the way up to me.

The thickest page of July records the half day I spent alone at the exhibition
hall in the county town. The notebook says: bus at seven forty, ticket nine yuan; the
air conditioning inside was strong; the dinosaur fossils stood taller than the
photos; lunch was a bowl of beef noodles at a noodle shop, eight yuan, broth too
salty; I fell asleep on the ride back and passed one stop, then walked forty minutes
home. I ended the page with: do not panic when you pass your stop; just know the road
back. That line still feels hot to read now.

The footnotes of August record housework. I took over the family laundry, and the

notebook shows the water bill rising from the sixties to eighty—four yuan, then
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falling back to seventy—-one, because I merged two days of washing into one. It also
records the first time I mopped the whole house: my back would not straighten, and I
lay on the sofa for half an hour. In the margin of that page I wrote one line: Mom
does this every single day. After writing it I wrote nothing more; the entry of that

day was a single line.

The last page records the evening of August twenty seventh. My parents were
reconciling accounts under the lamp, and I went over to work the calculator for them.
I heard my mother say how much to send grandpa next month, and my father say she had
lost weight lately. On the back of the notebook I wrote: they get tired too, they
miscalculate too, and when they do they cross it out and start over. I closed the
notebook and set it at the foot of my bed.

This summer I did two things I never did before: worked with my hands, and looked
back. Working with my hands taught me I am capable; looking back taught me why. The
notebook cost two yuan fifty cents, but it keeps the memory that growing up 1is

recorded day by day, not something that happens all at once on a single day.

The kraft paper cover of the notebook has curled corners, and one page in the
middle was once torn out. I tore it in a fit of pique one day in August, and the
ticket from the exhibition stayed tucked behind it without falling out. On the night
before school opened I found the torn page back and pressed it under the glass plate
of my desk, without gluing it in. I leave the missing page missing, so that it can

remind me I too once had a day I did not want to record.

www. vv99. net



