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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.

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
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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, 1’11 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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