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June 1st Diary: I Became a Little Host

June 1st, Saturday, Sunny.
Today I did something tremendous: I became the host of the Children’ s Day show.

Actually, before school yesterday our homeroom teacher asked who wanted to host,
and my hand went up higher than my head — and I started regretting it the moment it
was up. The classroom burst in laughter, the teacher called my name, and sitting at

my desk my palms went sweaty all at once.

This morning Mom did my hair three times. The first time she said it was crooked
and took it down; the second time I said it was too tight and loosened it; the third
time she said it looked the part. I wore my white dress to the auditorium backstage,

hosting cards in my hand, their corners gone soft from my grip, covered in
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fingerprints of sweat.

Just before the first act, the teacher in charge pushed me to the edge of the
stage. The curtain opened, lights came on, and downstairs it was a dark mass of
heads. I walked to the microphone, my legs a little shaky, holding the card up to my
chin. I began: Dear teachers, dear students. My voice boomed out of the speakers and

startled even me. But that very sound scared away half of my panic.

I went on: Next up, Class 3-2 with the dance Little Mushroom Picker. After that
line I stepped back to the side of the stage, heart pounding — and while it pounded,

I actually burst into a smile I could not press down.

I announced six acts in total. I misspoke only one word, saying dancing instead
of dance, and nobody downstairs noticed, but I did; my ears went hot for a moment,

and I kept announcing without stopping.

When the show ended, the lines walked back to the classrooms. Our homeroom
teacher waited for me at the auditorium door and, in front of many classmates, patted
my head and said: You hosted beautifully — clear and steady voice. I hung my head and

smiled, rubbing my shoe tip on the ground.

In the evening I put the hosting card under the glass plate on my desk. It was
covered in sweat marks, its corners soft, but looking at it I felt that today was the

proudest day I have ever had.
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May 31st Diary: The Name on the Back of the Card

May 31st, Friday, Cloudy turning clear.

Tomorrow is Children’s Day. I cannot sleep, lying on my stomach writing this
diary, because tomorrow I am going to be the host. My heart feels like it is holding

a rabbit; the moment I lie down it starts bouncing.

We rehearsed this afternoon. The auditorium was empty, not one audience member,
just rows of dark chairs. My partner Wang Xiahe and I stood at the center of the
stage. He is half a head taller than me. The card was in his hand; he announced the
first half of each line, I the second half. When I got to Next up, the fourth-grade
choir, I looked up and saw the empty front row, and suddenly panicked. My voice got
smaller and smaller, small as if I were talking to the chairs. Wang Xiahe whispered
beside me: Louder — the back rows cannot hear. I announced it again, and this time my
voice hit the wall of the empty auditorium and came back buzzing with echo. I heard

it myself - and stopped being nervous. So my voice is actually that big.

After rehearsal, our homeroom teacher walked over, squatted down to our level,
and said: Announce exactly like this tomorrow. Do not be afraid. Once the voice comes
out, the person comes out. She straightened Wang Xiahe’s crooked bow tie, then tucked

my bangs behind my ear. My nose stung a little, and I nodded hard.

Back in the classroom they handed out the official cards — stiff cardboard, white
letters on blue. On the back, our two names were written in pencil, in our teacher’s
handwriting. Her character for small always has a final hook that curls extra long. 1
put the card in the innermost layer of my pencil case, under a ruler, afraid of

creasing it.

Mom came in to hurry me to bed, saw me sprawled on the desk, and asked what I was

writing. I said: Tomorrow. Mom laughed: What is there to write about tomorrow? I
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said: Tomorrow I announce the program, and the whole school listens.

The pen has stopped, but the rabbit is still bouncing. Fine, let it bounce.
Tomorrow it bounces and I announce. The two names on the back of the card sit next to
each other - mine on the left, his on the right - like two people already in

position, just waiting for the curtain to open tomorrow.

Bed. See you tomorrow.

AHZHRIH®E: EHRKNKRE

ANHTH BEH

AN, L B EIE R e . WERIE TR ARG, RIS RIEE R R, B
— FRISCH TR, TOMA —milid.

SR EFEEr R EDEE, B RAAR AL, TITE, P gorAe imlces i 7. it
I, BRE G FERASNTREA L g IR, iRtk BufE G R, fadvieok,
YT AR, BB ANER T, IRAMSHEI A T3

PRI o BN RIAE T, shfE PR Tm, CHm i, EER IR P ATH,
FHRHEE. Jal AP R L. BB S TR 1, Al f EE?T)\Eﬁﬁaéill
FRESR ! XY ARG JM S, Al s RSB A BIMER RN AR, B R

T AT A

$$%W Py J)LE WA E M. WITHR BRI 7 PO A —— e MR 4 A
o AR I G I ARSI S B . vt TR T8y, ANANWH, — K
A %%M HoRA? BT, W ERETTOAET, RAAEE T nlJFa, BigUE
AP BRI, BB AN 7Bk, RORBUBIAS 5K T

RS, 5 TR H ] AT, 2 TR ASIEs, 5%, 5RE. &S5
M. RS: EAGHR, Wb E 5, TXEEUE, ST . guifEs B
o, RS PR,

H58iX e HAC, BACHEIRIR sk~ WOCH G B R, ek AR 0. KA ﬁﬂ
EE%%%A%%,@MM%LE%Zﬁ IR B 1, BERRT T IR s B AL BT ] 1 48
o BT BRI T, RmER T Mk

www. vv99. net



June 2nd Diary: The Warmth Left on the Microphone

June 2nd, Sunday, Sunny.

Children’s Day is over, but the thing inside my heart is not over yet. Yesterday
me hosting the show still feels warm today, like touching a microphone just switched
off — a little warmth left in the palm.

This morning Mom took me to the youth palace, passing our school’ s auditorium.
The door was open and the lady who shows people in was stacking chairs inside. She
recognized me and called across the steps: The little host from yesterday! Your voice
was so steady — not a crack in it. I stood below the steps, my face heating up, said
good morning, auntie, but my feet slowed down, wishing I could hear that sentence one

more time.

Recess was livelier. Wang Xiahe imitated me, standing at the front of the
classroom with a broom as the microphone, squeezing his voice thin: Next up, the
second—grade choir. A whole row of kids collapsed on their desks laughing. I chased
him around two rows of desks, and running he shouted: Clear and steady voice! That
was our homeroom teacher’ s exact praise from yesterday, and he had copied it

perfectly. When I caught him, I laughed first and let him go.

At lunch, Grandma asked how my Children’s Day went. I shook out my skirt to show
her — the same white dress from yesterday, its collar still holding the bow from the
performance, too dear to take off. I said: I hosted the whole show, six acts, not one
of them botched. Grandma asked: Were you nervous? I thought and said: My palms were
all sweat before I went on, the card went soft in my grip. But the moment I opened my
mouth, that voice in the speaker was so loud it startled me, and after that I had no

time to be nervous.

In the afternoon I did homework, the title My Holiday, and my pen paused for a
long while. Others wrote about fairs, gifts, performances. I wrote about the
microphone. I wrote: It stood at the center of the stage, a little taller than me. I
spoke into it, and the whole school heard. It stood on stage listening to me, and the

whole school sat downstairs listening to me.

After writing this diary, I took yesterday s hosting card out of my pencil case
and slipped it into this page. On its back, the two names in our teacher’s pencil,
that hook still curling long. School starts tomorrow, and when I enter the gate 1
deliberately detoured past the auditorium door. My reflection appeared in the glass

door, and I gave it a nod.
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