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Children’ s Day Bazaar Diary: The Fairy Tale Sold for

Three Yuan Two

June 1st. Sunny.

Mom woke me up at six this morning. The bazaar booths by the sports field would
not open until seven, but our group had agreed to meet at six thirty. [ carried two
years of old books and a washed gray rabbit doll, squeezed onto the back seat of

Dad’ s electric bike, the corners of the books pushing my schoolbag out round.

First we set up the booth. We borrowed an old classroom curtain and spread it on
the ground as our cloth, holding the four corners down with bricks. Li Xiaoman stood

a cardboard sign in the middle, marker writing on it: charity bazaar, buy anything
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and get a blessing free. I lined the books up in three rows by height, put the gray
rabbit on top, and taped a line on the ground so customers would not step inside. By

seven twenty the booth finally looked like something.

A little past eight, business came. A small first—grade boy squatted in front of
the booth, picked up the copy of Andersen’s Fairy Tales, and asked the price. I said
five yuan. He flipped through it, then fished a handful of coins from his pocket,
counted them for a long time, and looked up: three yuan two, that’s all I have. I
said five is the lowest, this is my favorite book. His mother came over, looked at
the book, and said the boy had saved his pocket money for a long time, so we should
work out a price ourselves. I thought for a moment and said then three yuan two, and
I will throw in a blessing. He asked what blessing. I said, may you afford every book
you ever want to buy. The boy smiled and laid the coins on the cloth one by one. I

counted twice: three one—-yuan coins, two one—jiao coins, exactly three yuan two.

We made seventeen sales in the morning. At noon we closed up, and I spread the
money on the cloth to count: thirty-one yuan in notes, seven yuan six in coins,
thirty—eight yuan six in all. Li Xiaoman wrote it in his notebook, the number extra

large.

What T will remember most is the donation box. A red box stood at the auditorium
door with a big golden character on the front: donate. I split our thirty—eight yuan
six into two stacks, pushed the notes through the narrow slot, and the coins took two
tries. The box swallowed the money with a soft rustle, like a short rain. A teacher

took our photo while I still held the last two coins, forgetting to put them down.

On the way back to the classroom, Li Xiaoman said he had earned his first bucket
of gold in life. My pocket had not a cent left, yet I felt richer than anyone. The
gap the fairy tale book left, I plan to fill with new books next week. So this is

what it feels like to sell a thing and then give the money away — pure joy.
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