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Children’ s Day Field Trip Diary: Twelve Circles on the
Stamp Card

June 1st. Sunny.

At eight in the morning a long line snaked up to the gym door, and everyone got a
stamp card. Mine is pale yellow, with Field Trip printed across the top and twelve
neat empty circles below, like twelve mouths waiting to be filled. The teacher
handing out cards reminded us: eight stamps redeems a prize, twelve wins the grand
prize. I tucked the card into my shirt pocket and pressed it with my palm to make

sure it was still there.
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The first event was ring toss. Water bottles, little potted plants, and pencil
cases sat on the ground behind a white line two meters away. The boy ahead of me
threw five rings and hit nothing, his neck reddening with each miss. My turn: the
first ring flew out, bounced off a bottle. For the second I crouched lower and aimed
at the bottle’s mouth; the ring dropped dead center. The girl in charge of stamping
went slap — a smiley stamp on my card. First stamp: easier than I imagined, and more

satisfying too.

Marble carry was my Waterloo. Pick up glass marbles with chopsticks, five into
the bowl within thirty seconds to pass. First round I got only three; the marbles
slipped on the chopstick tips as if oiled. Onlookers chanted for another round, so 1
queued up again. Second round I wiped my chopsticks on my sleeve, gripped the marbles
low and eased them to the bowl’ s edge — one, two, five, right on time. The stamping

girl said her palms were sweating just watching.

Blind drum was the funniest. Mask on, world dark, spin three times, then grope
toward the drum with the mallet. I clearly heard the drum on my left, walked that
way, and walked straight into a side table; the whole crowd’ s laughter banged along
with my mallet. I did finally hit the drum blind and got the stamp, though my ears
burned a little.

By noon I had run nine events for nine stamps, then picked up three more after
lunch, and my card clapped crisply in my hand. The one I missed was jump rope — 1

tripped after thirty seconds and failed.

In the afternoon we lined up at the redemption counter. Eleven stamps — what to
take? The girl ahead of me traded twelve for a desk lamp, enough to make anyone green
with envy. When my turn came, I handed over the card, and the teacher behind the
counter asked whether I wanted to fill the missing one. I thought a moment and said
no, I'11 take a pen holder. It is blue, with a whale printed on it. That card with
one circle left empty, I pressed into my diary. Twelve circles, one still open —
looking at it long enough, it feels like a space saved for next year’ s Children’s

Day.
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Children’ s Day Field Trip Diary: The Two—Person Ball

Carry

June 1st. Sunny turning windy.

Today is the field trip, and my deskmate Sun Xiaotiao and I agreed to run the
events as a pair, one stamp card each, neither allowed to ditch the other. The card
station was beside the rostrum; the cards are pink, with twelve empty squares printed
on the back waiting for stamps. The staff said each event stamps only once per
person, so a full card means running all twelve events. Sun Xiaotiao gasped on the
spot and called it manual labor. I said, that is exactly why two of us should race

side by side.

We took the easy-first route. Blow the ping—pong ball, beanbag toss, shuttlecock
kick — three events green—-lit in a row, stamps going slap slap slap. Sun Xiaotiao
kicked nineteen shuttlecocks in one round and the onlookers applauded; his tail went

up and he walked bouncing.

We stalled at the two—person ball carry. The rule: two players carry ping—pong

www. vv99. net



balls on rackets, walk from start to turn—around and back; drop the ball and start
over. On our first run, halfway there, his ball fell and rolled to the feet of the
crowd; a first—grader fetched it back for us. Second run we chanted one—two, one—two,
and at the turn—around my ball dropped. The third was the closest: the ball bounced
twice on the racket, Sun Xiaotiao reached out to steady it — forbidden by the rules
— and could only watch it roll away. A girl in line told us: keep the racket flat,
clamp the arm tight, stop steering with the wrist. On the fourth run we pressed the
rackets dead level, arms clamped like penguins, shuffling step by step — twenty
meters, turn, twenty meters back, the ball sitting obediently on the racket. The

stamping guy said that was the steadiest run of the whole field.

The remaining events went faster and faster. In balloon stomp I popped six in one
pair; in three—-legged race we half-fell and still finished. The last event was
lantern riddles: Sun Xiaotiao and I stared at one riddle for five full minutes, and

the answer was dictionary — we shouted the three characters almost in unison.

Twelve stamps, the card s front packed solid, corners stamped crooked and all.
The grand—prize shelf at the counter held a desk lamp, a globe, and dictionaries. Sun
Xiaotiao claimed he won the riddle duel, so the prize was his, and he took the blue-

covered dictionary. I redeemed a pack of bookmarks, each printed with twelve circles.

On the way back to class the wind was strong, and Sun Xiaotiao hugged his
dictionary like a medal. We made a pact: next year s field trip, still a pair, still
the easy—first route, still crashing at the two—person ball carry — crash once, win

once. Only then has Children’s Day been truly spent.
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Children’ s Day Field Trip Diary: The Last Stamp at the

Counter

June 1st. Sunny.

At the redemption counter, the staff member held the last stamp hovering above
the thirteenth square of my card — no, the twelfth. I stared at that stamp and
counted to three in my head; it came down with a slap. All twelve squares stamped. In

the very second it landed, the whole morning came flooding back in reverse.

What returns first is getting the card. At seven thirty I was tiptoeing in the
line, craning forward. My turn: the card is mint green, twelve squares on the front,
a line of small print on the back — each event stamps only once. The staff asked
whether I wanted the grand prize or a small one. I said I wanted both. She handed me

the card and said then vote with your feet and run all twelve events yourself.

Next back is the humiliation at cup stacking. Six cups, stacked into a tower from
big to small, then taken back to the original layout, within ten seconds to pass.
First round I reached the fourth cup and the tower listed, cups clattering across the
table. Second round my fingers knotted and I went over time. The boy behind me
whispered: arch your palms, grab the cups by the waist with your fingertips. Third
round, arched hands, fingertips on the cup waists — the tower rose, came apart on
cue, eight point four seconds. When the stamping girl called pass, my palms were

drenched, and two handprints stayed on the stacking table.

Further back is the classmate who gave me his stamp. At the three—-legged race,
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Wang Xiaoman and I were bound leg—to—leg when the strap loosened and we both went
down on the mat, knees scraped raw. The judge said this pair did not pass. Wang
Xiaoman got up, dusted off, and bargained with the judge for one more try; the judge
shook his head. On the way back he wilted completely. Later at balloon stomp he
popped eight in a row, earned two stamps, and forced one on me, saying he had enough.

I refused; he shoved it into my hand and ran off, his stamp card a blur in his fist.

And last is noon: I stood at the redemption counter clutching a card with eleven
stamps, one short. The teacher behind the counter checked her watch and said the
field trip ends at two, and the jump rope challenge still has one slot. I ran to jump
rope, the rope whistling, one hundred and forty in a minute, pass. Running back

brings us to this moment — the last stamp falls, the twelfth square fills.

I redeemed the globe from the grand-prize shelf. It is heavier than I expected;
give it a spin and the blue seas turn slowly into view. That last stamp landed
crooked, half its print overlapping the square’s line, yet it is the finest of all
twelve. On the way back to class I decided: next year, when I get a mint green card,

I will start with cup stacking again.
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