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Children’ s Day Bazaar Diary: The Last Coin Before the

Donation Box

June 1st. Cloudy.

At two in the afternoon I stood in front of the red donation box by the canteen
door, our group’ s last coin pinched between my fingers. My hand had warmed it
through. The golden character on the box glinted in the sun. I lined the coin up with
the slot but did not let go right away. In that one second, all of this morning came

back to me.
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In the morning our group hauled six desks to the edge of the field. We carried
them down flight by flight from the third floor; I was in front, and a table corner
knocked the stair railing with a boom the whole corridor heard. Once the desks were
set, we spread a blue checkered cloth and laid out the goods one by one: old books, a
plush bear, my dinosaur with one ear missing. Chen Jia stuck price tags on
everything, peeled them off and restuck them when crooked. Heaviest was the old desk
lamp from my house; I placed it dead center of the table, like casting it as the
lead.

At nine thirty, a stout bespectacled uncle stopped at our booth, picked up the
lamp, looked it over left and right, and asked the price. I said fifteen, it’s an
eye—care lamp. He rotated the shade and said twelve, I happen to need a lamp. I said
thirteen; he said no more, twelve. I said then buy a dinosaur too — twelve yuan
five, and the dinosaur counts as half a friend I throw in. The uncle roared with
laughter, handed me a twenty, and told me to keep the change. I gave him back seven
yuan five anyway, stuffed the dinosaur into his plastic bag, and he left carrying the

lamp and the dinosaur, walking lighter than when he came.

The haggling never stopped. The plush bear went from nine yuan down to seven,
sold to a girl with ox—horn pigtails; a box of old magazines went as a five—yuan
bundle, lugged off by two third-graders. I recorded every sale in Chen Jia s

notebook, and by closing time two pages were full.

We counted the money in the classroom. The whole class gathered around, our
group’ s takings in the middle: sixty-one yuan two. The homeroom teacher asked what we
planned to donate. The five of us exchanged one glance and said in one voice: all of

it. The teacher said nothing and gave us a thumbs—up.

Which brings us to this moment. Sixty—one yuan two — the rest already went in,
only this one coin left. The slot is narrow. I stood the coin on edge, pushed it in
sideways, and it took two tries. The box rustled inside, as if it were counting our

sixty-one yuan two all over again.

Back in the classroom, Chen Jia wrote on the notebook’s last page: income sixty—
one yuan two, expenses sixty—one yuan two, balance zero. She looked up and asked me
whether we had wasted the whole day. I stared at the notebook for a long moment and
said, yeah, not a cent left for us. Then we both laughed. But I know none of us

wasted this day.
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