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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
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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. 1 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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