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Children’ s Day Bazaar Diary: Haggling at the Lemonade
Booth

June 1st. Sunny then cloudy.

At six thirty in the morning our group of four met at the east corner of the
field. Our booth was a row of old school desks pushed together: first wipe the desks,
then spread newspapers, then hang the sign. I painted the sign last night — a red
sheet with Charity Bazaar Shop written on it, and a lopsided piggy bank drawn beside.
Zhang Yutong carried over three buckets of her family’ s lemonade, and I tied three
balloons to the table legs with string; whenever the wind blew, the balloons bumped
the table, thump thump.

Sharp at seven we started selling. Our lemonade was five jiao a cup, the paper

cups bought wholesale at one jiao each. The first cup went to Wang Duoduo at the next
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booth; she drank two in a row and insisted on paying a whole yuan for the second,

telling me not to give change. By noon we had sold forty—six cups of lemonade alone.

The fiercest haggler was a fifth—grade boy. He picked up Zhang Yutong' s old toy
car and asked the price. She said eight yuan. He turned the car over, looked at the
wheels, and said these wheels are worn flat, three yuan. Zhang Yutong panicked and
said flat or not it still runs, six yuan, no lower. The boy pulled a five-yuan note
from his wallet and said five, deal. Back and forth they went, and it closed at five
yuan; the boy also bought two cups of lemonade on the side. Zhang Yutong admitted

later she had meant to open at ten yuan, and somehow it came out as eight.

We closed at one in the afternoon. The paper cups stacked into a pile, and the
money box was stuffed. We poured everything on the table and counted: five one—yuan
notes, eleven five—jiao notes, and a heap of coins — fifty—three yuan four in all.
Counting the coins went jingle jingle, and kids from the next class craned their

necks to watch.

The donation box stood by the canteen door, taller than our table. Our fifty-—
three yuan four went in four rounds. The notes slid through fine, but the coins
jammed at the slot. Zhang Yutong pressed the last handful in one by one, and halfway
her hand shook, dropping a few on the ground. We squatted to pick them up and pressed
them in again. The box rattled for a while, as if someone inside were shaking a
little bell.

On the way back I kept thinking about that toy car with the flat wheels. It
should be in that fifth—-grade boy s hands now, probably still not running fast. But
its five yuan is already inside the box. For the first time I learned that money can

be given while it still aches a little.
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