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Write the Fun Down, or It Slips Away

At the end of the first week of summer vacation I gave myself a little test, and
the result honestly scared me. I tried to remember everything I had done that week,
and after thinking for a long time I could only recall half a day at the water park,
while everything else had completely vanished from my mind. I had clearly fed the
pigeons in the park and spent a whole afternoon helping Mom wrap dumplings, yet not

one shadow of those days remained.
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Mom told me something I never forgot: a day that is not written down is a day
that leaks away. So starting from the second week, I began recording one fun thing
every night before bed, sometimes one sentence and sometimes one whole paragraph, and

slowly my little notebook became a lively place full of small events worth keeping.

I wrote down how my little brother swallowed a watermelon seed and got so
frightened that he refused to eat dinner, and the next morning he squatting in front
of the toilet studying the seed for a long time. I wrote down how the kid from
upstairs and I had a bubble blowing contest, and my soap mixture blew a bubble as big

as a volleyball before it burst all over his face.

By the third week something strange happened: the things I had written down grew
clearer and clearer, while the things I had not written grew fuzzier and fuzzier. 1
can still picture my brother’ s face when he swallowed that seed, because it was in my
notebook and I read it aloud that night, but for the pigeon feeding I cannot even say

whether the birds were gray or white.

Memory, I realized, is not a warechouse but a flowing river, and a notebook is the
cup you hold under it. Recording also taught me to observe. Before, looking was just
looking, but now, so that I would have something to write at night, I look a second
longer: at how the melon seller chooses his melons, at how a snail crosses the wall

after rain, at how Dad secretly moves a chess piece back when he is losing.

All these things turn out to be wonderfully funny once they are written down,
because they were hiding inside ordinary days all along, waiting for somebody to lift
the 1id and take a look. In the new term our class meeting had a session called
Summer Fun Sharing, and I brought my diary on stage and simply read and told whatever

page I opened to.

I told the story of my brother and the watermelon seed, of the volleyball sized
bubble bursting on my neighbor’ s face, and of how at night we chased crickets in the
stairwell with a flashlight, caught one, and then set it free because it kept singing
and we wanted it to keep singing. The whole class laughed from the first minute to

the last, and our head teacher said it was the most vivid sharing she had ever heard.

After 1 stepped down, several classmates borrowed my notebook and passed it
around. My deskmate turned to the snail page and said she never knew that a snail
climbing a wall could be this interesting. In that moment I understood that my fun
notebook had not only kept my summer, it had also handed my happiness to other

people, turning one fun moment into many.

In total I recorded forty seven fun things that summer, and counting them taught
me one more thing: the most precious memories were not the faraway trips but the tiny

daily events, one plate of dumplings, one big bubble, one slow snail, worthless to
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the world but priceless to me.

Now whenever anyone asks me how to spend a summer that is both happy and full, I
simply hand over my notebook. Fun only happens once while you play, but once you
write it down it truly belongs to you, because recording is taking a photograph of
your memory, and on the first day of school you can open the page and watch your

whole summer smile back at you.
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