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The Two—Week Experiment

Before the summer of my second year in junior high, I made a small plan for
myself: for two weeks, read for thirty minutes every evening and run two laps around
my neighborhood. I told neither my mother nor my father, and I did not write it on a
chart for the wall. I simply opened to a blank page at the back of my notebook and

drew fourteen small squares. Each day I finished, I filled one square.

The first days went smoothly. After dinner I read a chapter of a book, ran two
laps downstairs, and came back to tick a square. The squares filled up one by one,
and I began to think this was far too easy. Halfway through the third book, I noticed
that the thirty minutes after dinner passed faster than before, and the phone seemed

less interesting.

On the ninth day it rained hard in the evening. I stared at the window and
thought, the rain is this heavy, let us call it a day. The phone was already in my

hand when I remembered the fourteen squares, and five empty ones would look too
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obvious. I put on my raincoat and went down. Since I could not run around the
neighborhood, I ran up and down the six floors of the building. The motion—controlled
lights in the stairwell came on floor by floor, and my footsteps echoed through the
building as if someone were running along with me. My shoes were soaked when I came

back, but that square was filled.

On the fourteenth day I filled the last square. Looking back, the thirty minutes
of reading had carried me through the whole book, and my running had grown from one
lap out of breath to three laps without stopping. What surprised me more was that
after the two weeks ended, I still wanted to read and to run every day. The
experiment was over, but the habit kept growing. My mother found out on the sixteenth
day. She saw the squares in my notebook and asked what they were. I said it was an
experiment, and it had already expired. She laughed and said, then continue for two

more weeks. I thought about it and drew fourteen more squares.

I used to think self-improvement had to be a grand declaration: a big chart, an
announcement to the whole family, and then giving up after three days. This two—week
experiment taught me something else. Set no big goal; set a small one you refuse to
break, and let the habit grow out of it. The real enemy is not rain or laziness but

the single thought of calling it a day.

Now, whenever I want to start something, I ask myself first: can you hold on for
two weeks? If yes, go ahead. That page of fourteen squares is still at the back of my

notebook, and I have not torn it out.
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