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Forty-eight Candies in the Teacher’s Tin

The night before the party, Teacher Song counted candies in the staff room. She
poured the fruit drops out bag by bag, counted forty — not enough; forty—eight
students at two each would need ninety—six. So she changed the math: two each is too
many, one each plus two spares. She counted out forty—eight and put them into the

biscuit—tin with its printed 1lid, shook it once, and the candies rattled inside. Then
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she swapped two of them for milk candies and set them at the tin’s edge — she
remembered the girl by the window in Group Four who wouldn’ t eat fruit drops, only

milk ones.

At two in the afternoon the desks were pushed to the walls, clearing the middle
for musical chairs. Teacher Song stood at the back of the classroom, tin in hand. The
publicity monitor ran the music; she let them be. Eight children circled the chairs,
hands clasped behind their backs, walking like patrolling ducks, and she couldn’t
keep the corners of her mouth down. When the music cut, her class’ s scrawny boy
lunged into a seat, and she nearly lunged with him, pressing her hand down on the tin

lid instead.

The last round left two students and one chair. The music dragged on, thirteen
laps, and she could see neither child dared sit first — whoever sat first looked like
a grabber. She was about to speak when the music stopped and they sat half and half,
the class chanting for a rematch. She walked over and said: No rematch — today
everyone gets candy. The words surprised even her; she had changed the candy math the
night before, one each plus two spares, and she had just spoken by the old rule. She
looked down at the tin: forty—eight candies, the two spares sitting where the milk
candies were. She scanned the room — forty—eight children, one each, exact. That line

about everyone getting candy had been neither too much nor too little.

She stood her ground through the student acts. During the seconds the card trick
failed and the class went silent, she heard the whisper from the back row — it failed
— and her palm left a ring on the tin. She considered going up to rescue the act, but
before she moved, the boy in the grown—up suit turned the flop into a joke on his
own. She unclenched her hand from the tin; a red circle sat in her palm. Later the
prop candy rolled into the aisle and a girl in the front row picked it up and ate it,
and she pretended not to see — party rules: candies are candies, props are props, and

this one broke nothing.

The candy pass started from the front row. Halfway through she could let go of
the tin; the children passed it themselves and took their pieces. She retreated under
the blackboard on the back wall and watched it travel row after row, the candies
dwindling, the rattle thinning. When it came back to her from the last row, she
opened the 1id — two candies lay inside. Not leftovers: arranged neatly, one fruit
drop, one milk candy, and under the milk candy a slip of paper with four penciled
characters: For Teacher Song. She stood under the blackboard without moving and
closed the tin. Only after a few seconds did she remember that forty—eight pairs of
eyes were on her from across the room. She waved at them, unwrapped the fruit drop,

and ate it.

After the party she returned to the staff room and set the tin on her desk
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drawer. She couldn’t bring herself to eat the milk candies right away; one went with
her homework marking that evening, the other she saved for the next day. She told the
math teacher beside her that this year’ s candy distribution was odd — two extra came
back at the end. The math teacher said: so you lost out. She thought a moment and
said: No loss. Forty—-eight candies traded for fifty portions of laughter - try
finding that deal anywhere.
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