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Children’ s Day Rehearsal Diary: Break Times from Monday

to Friday

May 25th. Monday. Overcast.

From today our class’s textbook play enters the countdown. The teacher fixed
rehearsals at every long break, at the small plaza behind the teaching building. We
are performing Yan Zi’s Envoy to Chu; I play a retainer of the King of Chu, with
three lines in total. The wind is strong at the end of the corridor, so the lines
have to be thrown from the diaphragm. In the first run—through, Zhou Yang, who plays
Yan Zi, flipped his line Who sent you into Who did you send, the whole class
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collapsed laughing, and director Liu Ran shouted again from the top. The wind

snatched one page of the script and I chased it twenty meters to get it back.
May 27th. Wednesday. Sunny.

Today s break rehearsed scene two. My three lines are so familiar I could say
them with my eyes shut. The trouble was Li Duo, who plays a court guest: the moment
he entered he went same—side—same—foot, arms and legs on the same side across half
the plaza, his face red before his lines. Liu Ran did not scold him; she had him
practice walking against the wall twenty times. After that his walk was fixed, but
once back on stage he started touching his nose. We counted beats for him from the

side, one—two—one, one—two—one; he walked on our counting and finally got it right.
May 29th. Friday. Light rain.

Yesterday s dress rehearsal in the auditorium was a disaster. In the final scene
everyone was supposed to step forward and bow, but the music stopped ten seconds
early, and the three of us in the back row were still behind the prop trees,
scrambling out in a mess, the formation ruined. Nobody spoke on the way back to the
classroom. Liu Ran wrote on the blackboard: walk the blocking thirty more times. And
today at the break we really walked it thirty times — in from behind the prop trees,
back, then in again. By the fifteenth round, even the mischief-maker Zhao Tianye had

stopped laughing.
June 1st. Thursday. Sunny.

The show was at night. While waiting backstage my palms were soaked, and my three
lines ran through my head four times. The curtain opened, the lights hit me, and I
could not see the audience — only a wall of darkness. When my line Bestow a seat for
the King of Chu came out, my voice was steady and bright, startling even me. In the
final scene, when the music finished, we stepped forward and bowed along the path we
had walked thirty times, not one step wrong. When the applause rose from the dark, 1

suddenly thought of that afternoon chasing the page of script the wind had stolen.

Afterward in the classroom, wiping off makeup, Li Duo said his group rehearses
next week and asked for advice. I had no grand wisdom, only one sentence: walk the
blocking thirty times. He paused, then laughed. This week was truly exhausting, but

the moment the curtain rose, it all paid for itself.
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