A—rE<HE: B EHNRE—HE
ANA

S ST, TAEN RSB G — M, BAERERE RIS =M Er——AXE, 25
T A RITHEMMCE, ORI =, ek R oK. M TR AR T AR T
— B, X B RE R R

OGRS R . B RASR DAL GTE, BT, FRE@mesr, B
T AT, WHEE AT BEANIUH R B IR TAE A G ) JAR R N2, Je
AR Mt REay 3, BUAUT PSS, + AN H A 2.

RGP A RE MR IR NPT, WRBI NS s, el r:, A sl
WK HEEACRBBENMM T, BET, MR . B IETIRITES, . e
RS AN R, ST EHGER, HHRRIN FIE. 25 =18, WPET, FHRIEENIE,
BEEkT, HrHET, BN, sEAamad R mn i, TR, S TR EE T
EROSRELE

FHEMR], 2R IERERN S, A=k, B ENRERIE S, 4R T, il
R AE R b, REE I 1 R AR AAT R, FEAMBIGENIR L, MR IREAEE,
PRIk, Bk DL HAR I BN HES . R R AEER TR ILERR TS, E T
A, RS A, YRGS . RAE, MIESERE, SRR T SR BB

R, REE MR R AR ST, . ARG TER, i
el 2 W5 i 4R, BRABPRARIE T — DA JRE i Bkan, 48 RARREREN, — 2t DA,
WK MR, WU e ——iJa M ROk, S T T

Pl TRBDMHBRAL o B FAR R, el Bt iR iR e ok . MR B
HEi R [, PN TERAR TE L, e EAERESEN A IHEER S ERA, UE
ARBFEATER IR, BAE N KB IR,

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
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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,
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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