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My Pencil Case, a Little House

My pencil case is a little house, sitting on the corner of my desk, watching me

do my homework every day.
When the zipper goes zip, the door of the little house opens.
Three little friends poke their heads out and shout together: Good morning!
Pencil is the tallest resident in the house.
He wears a yellow striped coat and stands straight at the edge of the box.
When the homework notebook opens, he rises on tiptoe and starts to dance.
One turn of dancing, and one line of neat characters appears on the page.
When he gets tired, his body grows shorter and shorter.
The pencil sharpener spins once, and he is tall again, smelling fresh and new.
Eraser is the roundest resident in the house.
She never talks:; she always crouches quietly in the corner of the box.

When I write a wrong character and sweat with worry, she jumps down without a

word.
She rolls over the mistake once, twice, three times, and leaves everything clean.

When she stands up, her body has become a little smaller.
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She whispers to me: it is all right, getting smaller is part of growing up.
Ruler is the straightest resident in the house.

He sleeps at the bottom of the box, like a little bridge laid flat.

When math homework asks for a line segment, he stretches himself long.

He lets my pencil walk along his back, steady and straight, without a single
wobble.

One, two, three, four, the marks on his body are little steps.

He says: step on me, and you can draw the straightest line.

Sometimes the three friends play hide—and-seek inside the little house.
Pencil hides behind the notebook paper, and Ruler hides under the desk mat.

Eraser has not finished hiding when the zipper opens, and they all laugh out
loud.

When the three of them help each other, the little house is at its liveliest.
Pencil steps along Ruler and draws a perfectly straight house.

Eraser carries away the extra lines, and the house becomes clean and bright.

The sun sets in the west, and I close the door of the little house, click.
Pencil, Eraser and Ruler lean back to back and fall asleep.

They dream together about tomorrow s reading class and tomorrow s math problems.
In winter, the little house is warm from my hands.

In summer, the little house smells like the sunlight I carried to my desk.

My pencil case, my little house, small but full of love.

Every morning it opens its door for me on time,

and lets me carry a whole box of brightness, skipping all the way to the

classroom.
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