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The Sticker Book Won with Tickets

On the way home from school, I kept flipping through that sticker book, and on
the last page I found a small note tucked inside, in my deskmate Lin Xiaoman’s
handwriting: next time let’s go for the big bear together. I stared at that line and
smiled, my steps light as if I could fly. This sticker book cost three prize tickets.
It was hardly the grandest prize, but it was the best thing that afternoon left me.

To know how I got it, we have to start from that morning.

Our whole class came in early to decorate the classroom. My job was tracing the
outline of the rainbow on the blackboard. The chalk was thin, and I traced it
carefully, afraid of dragging yellow into blue. Zhou Tao stood on the podium tying
balloons to the ceiling, knotting the string three times while we watched from below

with our heads tilted up. His hand slipped, a red balloon broke free, rose along the

www. vv99. net



fluorescent light, curved around, and squeezed out through the crack of the window.
The whole class watched it off with their heads raised for a long while, nobody
speaking, until our class monitor broke the silence: forget it, it went to admire

another school. The classroom erupted in laughter.

The games began at nine, each classroom door hosting one game stand. I started
off lucky: I picked up a marble on my first try, bounced the ball fifteen times, and
blew a ping—pong ball across the course with my mouth, collecting three tickets in no
time. At the ring toss I got cocky, thinking it was easy, and threw right away. My
first ring flew too high and bounced off the top of a bottle; the second landed too
early and rolled to a stop far from the bottles. The stand keeper warned me I had one
throw left. My palms were sweaty, and the ring I sent out wobbled crookedly and
missed everything. I stood there unwilling to leave, staring at those glittering
bottles.

Lin Xiaoman caught up from behind and pressed her last ticket into my hand,
saying she had already traded hers for stickers at the riddle stand, so I should play
one more round. I tried to push it back. She glared at me: take it, and buy me candy
later. I clutched that ticket and queued up again. This time I got smart: I crouched
lower and eased my wrist slowly. The ring wobbled onto the head of a yellow bottle
and landed. The stand keeper handed me a ticket, making four in total. I had wanted
the Ultraman eraser, but Lin Xiaoman grabbed the sticker book for me instead, saying

only a full collection counts as impressive.

Looking back now, the brightest things that afternoon were not the balloons or
the stickers, but the warmth in Lin Xiaoman’ s palm when she pushed the ticket into my
hand. I put the sticker book and the note together on the top shelf of my drawer,
waiting for next year s Children’ s Day. Three tickets for one sticker book, one act

of generosity for a promise to go again together — by any math, I came out ahead.
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