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Roll Call by the River: Sangsang, Bald Crane, Paper Moon

(Lead) By the river of Youmadi, roll call today. Whoever hears a name, step
forward. First, Sangsang. (All) Here! (Lead) Sangsang steps forward, smelling of dove
feathers, carrying the bare poles of the dismantled mosquito net, pockets full of

sheep’ s eyes and half a brick. (All) This is Sangsang, the loudest bell of Youmadi.

(Lead) Second, Bald Crane. (All) Here! (Lead) Bald Crane steps forward, very
slowly. His head has no hair. His head has sunlight. (Lead) When people laughed, he
slid his hands into his pockets. (All) Now he lifts his head. (Lead) The marching
commands are his, one—two—one, his voice, and the whole river falls into step. (All)

This is Bald Crane, the brightest lamp of Youmadi.

(Lead) Third, Paper Moon. (All) Here! (Lead) Paper Moon steps forward, her bag
straps smoothed flat. (Lead) She walked past the reeds, past the bridge, past the
unfriendly eyes, and never cursed one word. (All) She folded her grievances into
paper boats. (Lead) Count how many float on the river now. Paper Moon set them all.
(A11) This is Paper Moon, the lightest wind of Youmadsi.
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(Lead) Roll call is not over. Fourth, Sangsang’ s white doves. (All) Here! (Lead)
Fifth, Bald Crane’s shining head. (All) Here! (Lead) Sixth, Paper Moon’ s paper boats.
(A11) Here! (Lead) Seventh, the golden straw houses. (All) Here! (Lead) Eighth,
Grandma Qin’ s mugwort field. (All) Here! (Lead) Ninth, the river. (All) Here!

(Lead) Every name is called. Now tell me, where are they. (All) Inside a book.
(Lead) Where is the book. (All) In our schoolbags. (Lead) Where are the schoolbags.
(A11) On our shoulders. (Lead) Where is Youmadi. (All) In our hearts. If the heart
holds it, the straw houses light up, the mugwort smells sweet, and the river keeps

flowing.

(Lead) Tomorrow s roll call, whom do we call. (All) Ourselves. (Lead) Why. (All)
Because we have read it. Children who have read The Straw House have their names
lined up too, by that river, waiting to answer. Sangsang, Bald Crane, Paper Moon, and

you. One—two—one, march forward.

www. vv99. net



