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Seven Red Circles on the Treasure Map

That Children’s Day, the garden party was changed into a campus treasure hunt.
Each of us got a treasure map, the school drawn on it by hand, with seven red
circles, each holding half a riddle. The homeroom teacher said: find all seven
circles and trade in at the finish line; the answers are stuck at the matching spots
— tear them off and paste them on the back of your map. Wang Duoduo, Chen Yifei, Li
Xiaoman and I naturally formed a team of four, spreading our maps on a desk to study

like four little detectives.

The first riddle read: I have one finger and never stop. Wang Duoduo figured it
out first, ran under the basketball hoop, and indeed fished out a slip with the
second riddle on it. We ran faster and faster, too busy to retie undone shoelaces. By
the flowerbed, behind the ping—pong table legs, on the hook behind the library door -

one by one the red circles got pasted onto the backs of our maps, a whole row of
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them, like four medals.

We got stuck on the fifth circle. The riddle read: three plus four equals what;
the answer hides behind the answer. We circled the blackboard classroom three times.
Chen Yifei counted every name on the duty roster — wrong. I stared at the arithmetic
problem left unwiped in the corner of the blackboard: three plus four equals seven,
behind the answer — the seventh slot of the duty roster. Standing on tiptoe, I felt

for the slip on the hook, my palm drenched in sweat.

The sixth circle sat under the piano bench in the music room. Li Xiaoman lay on
her stomach and reached in, pulling out a slip caked with dust. She blew on it, the
dust flew up, and the four of us coughed in a heap. Teams from the corridor turned to

stare; we didn’ t care one bit.

Nobody could find the seventh circle. We turned our four maps over and over ten
times. Its riddle read: I am in the place you least want to go. The place we least
wanted to go — we took turns guessing: the equipment room, the staff office, the
washroom. All searched, nothing. Finally the teacher at the prize desk dropped the
hint: the last one is at the prize desk. The four of us looked at each other and
laughed until we squatted on the ground. The answer had been waiting at the finish

line all along.

A long line waited at the prize desk. We handed in maps with six slips pasted on,
and the teacher still traded us a prize — a goldfish in a small plastic bag, orange-—
red, its tail bigger than its body. Wang Duoduo proposed taking turns carrying it,
one stretch of road each. The bag changed hands three times, and not one hand
trembled.

The goldfish now lives on my windowsill, named Little Seven, because we got it
for seven minus one circles. Sometimes I watch it circling the glass, and I remember
four shadows running through the campus that day, strung together. Prizes from
Children’ s Day grow old, the goldfish will grow up, and that map covered with slips
sits pressed under my desk’s glass plate, our four names still crowded in the bottom

corner.
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