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The Notebook at the Foot of My Bed

When this summer vacation ended, the blue checkered notebook at the foot of my
bed was written full, and its corners had curled up. It is the harvest I am proudest
of from this holiday.

On the first day of the vacation I put an old notebook at the foot of my bed,
planning to write down the funny things of the holiday. For the first two days I
could not think of anything to write, and I kept only one line: today hot, cicadas
crying. On the night of the third day my father turned off the lights, and the whole
family carried bamboo chairs downstairs to enjoy the cool. I looked up and saw, in a
window of the building opposite, someone shining a flashlight at the wall, and a moth
circling in the spot of light. When I got home I wrote it down: the moth circled the
light of the flashlight, circled more than ten times, and did not stop. From that

night on, the lines in the notebook slowly grew more.

In July I wrote down catching cicada shells: on the old locust tree by the wall

of our yard there was a row of seven empty shells, and I stood on tiptoe to break one
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off. It was thin as a fingernail, and its legs were still bent, as if still hugging
the tree. I wrote down the ice cube from the fridge: I held an ice cube up to the
sun, and a little rainbow appeared on the ground; I moved it three times, and the
rainbow moved with it three times. At the beginning of August I learned to ride a
bicycle uphill, the chain fell off, I squatted by the road to fix it, and the black
grease on my hands took three washings to come off. I wrote that down honestly too,

together with the two blisters rubbed into my palms.

Before school began I sorted the notebook and counted more than thirty entries,
big and small. The teacher assigned writing about funny summer events, and I opened
the notebook, picked the entry of the ice—cube rainbow, and wrote it down paragraph
by paragraph. When I finished I counted more than six hundred words. Before, when I
wrote compositions, I sat at the desk chewing my pencil and could not squeeze out
three lines in half a day; that time my pen ran smoothly, because every sentence was

something I had seen with my own eyes.

My mother looked through the notebook and laughed at me for writing only trivial
matters. But the teacher once said that trivial matters, written carefully, become

good writing. I copied that sentence onto the first page of the notebook.

This holiday taught me that good writing is not invented; it is noted down. Funny
things pass by every day; before, they slid out of my head, and now I catch them with
an old notebook. For the new term I have changed the place of the notebook; it sits
in the side pocket of my schoolbag. I plan to keep writing until I cannot write

anymore.
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