RIBEHE, JTEHFT KT

PRI, BEWDTRS HACR MR, Bot s IEmn . LUREREARRIEAT, 7 REE
diedsl, —ATEEOR . FeA R AR O A B EE I ENDR, BRI
HoK 7AW, RUMS L TRUK EORE . SEwsatirak, Rl RESRRRKICHE, WA HA
E TR LR R

IR LR FFROITA T, EANRESATRLICE T&, B AL AR R I
K FAEM RS, JOD/MUERIE . iR BT R, RS T R, SESR s 4y
Pk QIR WCFRMICH & _ERIER AR, FMEE L0, Je Ol 17— LYY
Fe AT (R 5 F IS DR B R R I i AR VKA

W —MH, OO T I B A MBS — S 8 Had . BSR4 kB, 4
ZHRLACHE T, BT AR, wH A O HASRe R e b, SRR NS . BRI
WS, A CHSKH T, WA EREA A, RUERSH, kg RBE T B

IR T o PEiREei LB 2B, P, HARLEITE, 4R It 1.
A ESE T = 0F, e 2. Jhih, PRS2 Zd . T el R ERE AL
Az g, B DR AA T X LRE e .

BERIMEAE e ko B — FonfECE 2B, RIBEEITHID, MEHEENE k. ik T
SESRPTIRATF,  DR O D3 G R G AR BE 7 F) e NIRRT TR, B e B AT N
To FRIAERMAESC Rk BN, XA . FACIKX AL 1 = .

PAERIAR, XA i KFOGRA L 25 TR be 7 AT4, W27 7 — A>3 Tk ME
P HAdRERRAE TN A, AlgF2 i, BIAAE S RREAEKRINEH, JakOgtaedt; AA
SRR REI R, RITA Tt fedk. TN PlfuXss, KIET .

FACEA OB R = ATIE LR R 27 LR, FIEAE; Gl N B, iR
—i A RECIC I AR CE . BT IIRIT A AR, WRIOR, Rt AR LEH . 2
IR, A B T R

My Summer Diary Saved Me at the Start of School

Let me be honest: when I started writing my summer diary, I was pushed into it by
my father. For the first few days I wrote in the laziest possible way, with letters
as big as earthworms, and I would finish after only one and a half lines. The turning
point came one evening in the middle of vacation when Dad returned from a business
trip and asked me to tell him about my summer, and I stood there stammering for ages

with nothing to say except the half day at the water park.

Dad did not scold me. He only said that if I jotted down two or three lines every
day, I would not be standing there right now staring into space. That night I

reopened my notebook, read the sloppy early pages, and felt my face burn with shame

www. vv99. net



all by myself. From the next day on I got serious, recording only what happened that

day, and only small and true things.

I wrote down falling off my bicycle with a scraped knee, and the vegetable seller
auntie handing me a bandage; I wrote down the storm that blew our balcony flowerpot
over while Dad and I picked up the muddy pieces late at night; I wrote down Grandma’ s
old palm fan, the crickets downstairs, and the last ice pop we rescued from the

freezer during the blackout.

After a month of recording, | added one more good habit: reading through the
whole week’s entries every Sunday evening. Only then did I discover that I had
already forgotten many of my own recorded events, and reading brought them all back.
Reading my own diary was strangely fun, like reading a story written by somebody

else, and when I reached the storm entry I laughed out loud by myself.

Mom appeared in the doorway asking what was so funny, and I said it was my own
writing, so she leaned over and read a paragraph too, and then she laughed as well.
Then the new term began, and in our class meeting everyone took turns sharing their
summer on stage, and when my name was called my heart was pounding, but the words

came out smooth the moment I opened my mouth.

I picked three entries to tell: the bicycle fall, the storm, and the cricket
hunt, and the class went from laughter to complete silence and back again. On my way
down, my deskmate asked how I remembered so many things, and I patted the notebook in

my pocket and said they are all stored right in here, waiting for their turn.

The bigger favor came later. Our first unit composition was about summer life,
and at home I opened my diary and the material stood in a line waiting for me to
choose. I picked the story of the vegetable seller auntie, because when she handed me
the bandage she said: little girl, do not cry over a scraped knee, look, this bandage
has a little duck on it.

Under my composition Mr. Li wrote a comment I have read three times: touching
details, and this is what life means. Looking back now, the greatest harvest of my
summer was not any trip or game but one habit: putting in small effort every ordinary
day. A diary takes five or six minutes daily, yet at the start of school I could
speak about things others could not recall, and I could pick compositions from my

notebook while others stared at blank pages.

I summarize my lesson in three sentences for my classmates: record the same day
while it is still warm, record small things because small things are the funny ones,
and read your entries once, because only rereading turns records into your own. I
plan to keep writing until the end of this term, and then I will own a whole year of

fifth grade, and when I open that book again, an entire year will smile back at me
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from its pages.
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