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Children’ s Day Rehearsal Diary: Singing in the Stairwell

May 26th. Tuesday. Sunny.

The music teacher scheduled our choir rehearsals at noon every day, in the
stairwell. The stairwell gathers sound — forty voices squeezed between two floors,
so the singers frighten themselves first. We are singing Tomorrow Will Be Better,
split into two parts. In the first run, the lower part kept getting dragged off by
the higher part, and the teacher called stop six times. She did not say sing it
again; she only said, lend your ear to the person beside you. On the second run the
stairwell truly went quiet for one second, and then forty voices found their places

on their own.
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May 28th. Thursday. Overcast.

The trouble came for Chen Wan, our lead. In the second chorus, two bars past the
intro, her voice never came in. Forty voices were there, and only her highest line
was missing. The teacher did not stop us; she carried everyone through the song, then
turned to look at Chen Wan. Chen Wan stood frozen, her fingers clawing the edge of
the music stand. On the way back to class she walked at the very rear. The class
monitor caught up and walked shoulder to shoulder with her, heads bent together the
whole way. At noon the next day, Chen Wan walked up to the music teacher herself and

said: give me one more rehearsal.
May 30th. Saturday. Sunny.

We added an extra session today, devoted to the chorus entry. The teacher had
Chen Wan close her eyes, listen only to the intro, and come in on the third note.
They ran it a dozen times until her ear memorized that note. After rehearsal she
stood at the stairwell window and apologized to everyone one by one. Nobody accepted
the apology; the class just heckled her into one more round. She froze for a second,

then laughed too.
June 1st. Thursday. Sunny.

The performance was in the third period of the afternoon, the auditorium packed.
When the intro of the second chorus began, I held my breath in the back row. Two
bars, three bars — Chen Wan’s voice came in, half a tone higher than in rehearsal,
steady above every other voice. My nose stung a little at that moment. The last note

closed, the auditorium stayed silent for two seconds, and then the applause burst.

Backstage, undoing bow ties, Chen Wan said she had cried five minutes in a
bathroom stall before going on. The music teacher walked past, heard it, pretended
not to, and only said: well sung. On the way back to class, the forty of us walked
single file down the corridor, nobody talking, yet everyone humming that chorus. The
hardest thing this week was not the voice — it was the voice stuck inside those two

bars of intro, finally walking out on its own.
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