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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
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kick — three events green—1lit 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
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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