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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
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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? 1

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.
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