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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
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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
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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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
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
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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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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.

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.
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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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