A—HgHE: NE—2FARRKRE

A=A RH B

WA KIS, BATTHE R PRAS R BE AR VT %W%H%%Ei%ﬁﬁ@ b i A e T
N %kﬂ]ﬁﬁ%ﬂﬁg (ZrAidt) , BEEENTT, I =A) GERRCEROR, SR HA
RER T SUIER P %@%?Mﬂﬁ%%ﬁ%mﬁm%mAﬁT%ﬁﬁ%m,éﬂ e
%ﬁ%%%i% WAERALREE 75K, FABH & KA K.

HHZAEH A= i

SRRKREHEE 7. REAGHECLTA T, HERARED . R RETTH L,
b Iz, FFRBGE 7T, B 2L T k. W%&ﬁ%,tmwﬁ% 3 A .
GIOCEZ MY T, Wil — LGSO R & 1. Bl asmtinr, ——=— ——=—, fi
R BAIM A EE, AT .

HHZAUH B N

WERAEALEREHE, HMKHT o fja ek bardly, 459R5 R+ 7, JAaHE
AN NIGAETE BT, Pebiesk ok itk, BUBAL. B BB XIERR 5.
AL FE =t S RKRBIFATHEE T =+, ANERWFmsE, B, k. LR+
b PR IR, T e U B R R B AR 5

ANH—H 2 g

IEA AN o IR T 0 a0tit, =A) G iAo B 7. SAhoIr, A6
ok, WEAREG T, AEWN B, BIDRAE LM, Bs S RS, oA CHI T —
Bo B4, EORWSE, AMZ AR AT, %L, &R R f
He 2 AR AEGESIB I8 BT KU B PR JRIAS (RIS R 4

R, 2T N R, Rk, RWEARAAGEH, Hl T A
R =g, M5 5, KT X MBRZEM, AR, AHME T .

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
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Yan Zi, flipped his line Who sent you into Who did you send, the whole class
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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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
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stairwell truly went quiet for one second, and then forty voices found their places

on their own.
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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Children’ s Day Rehearsal Diary: The Week I Recall After
the Curtain Call

June 1st. Thursday. Sunny.

We just took our curtain call. I am sitting on the backstage steps, legs still
sore, the rhinestones on the costume pressing into my chin. The auditorium lights are
going off one by one, and my head is full of this past week’s scenes, playing
backward like a film.

What comes back first is yesterday s dress rehearsal. The stage manager called
five, four, three, and the eight of us waited at the side curtain when Ma Xiaotiao
stepped on his own shoelace mid-spin and toppled into the prop flowers, knocking a
whole row of plastic blossoms flat. He lay there shouting I'’m fine, his voice already
changed. The dance teacher crouched to check his ankle — no swelling. On the way
back to class, Ma Xiaotiao said he would not perform, someone should replace him.

Nobody answered. The class monitor said there is one day left, a replacement is
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impossible, so let us change his spin into two step—togethers. He nodded, tears

rolling in his eyes.

Further back is every break time this week at the rehearsal spot by the water
room, where there is a patch of concrete. We practiced to the music on a phone,
entering on the eight-beat intro. While stretching our legs, the dripping faucet kept
time, and the little kids who stopped to watch were chased away by us three times. On
Wednesday we drilled the formation; the eight of us always squeezed into a blob
trying to form a diamond, so the teacher stuck eight dots on the ground and had us
walk with our eyes shut. On the eighth round we opened our eyes, and the diamond was
there by itself.

The earliest scene is Monday. The teacher played the music, we danced, and when
it ended she said one sentence: you look like eight people dancing alone. That day
the whole class stayed behind and broke the entire dance into eight—beat sections,

counting through one section after another until dismissal.

And then today. Music on, eight beats of intro, the eight of us slid from the
side curtain onto the stage without a wrong step. Ma Xiaotiao' s two step—togethers
were solid, even neater than the old spin. The final pose froze, and the audience lit
up in white. At the curtain call we lined up, counted one, two in our heads, bowed

together, and rose on three — the audience laughed and clapped at once.

Now the backstage is quiet, and Ma Xiaotiao’ s shoelaces are tied in two double
knots again. He said he will dance again at next year s show. I counted the
rhinestones on my costume one by one: sixty—eight in all — exactly the number of

times we rehearsed this week. So persistence can actually be counted.

www. vv99. net



