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The Goodnight Song of My Pencil Case

Night falls. The desk lamp lets out a little yawn, the homework book closes its
eyes, and everyone who should go home goes home. I put the pencil case right in the
middle of the desk and announce: it is dark outside, friends, line up and go back to

your places.

The pencils stand in line, walking from the pen rack back into the case one
square at a time. Number one sleeps in the blue square, number two in the green,
number three in the yellow. The squares are their little beds. They lie down one by

one, pointy heads all facing the same way, like a row of dreams wearing hats.

Eraser played all day, its white body picking up a few little black specks. It
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rolls back to its soft nest in the lower right corner, the little bed I made for it
out of old cotton cloth. It turns over, rubs the black specks off onto the cloth,

pats itself, and lies down nice and flat.

Ruler stretches its long waist and climbs into the slim pocket by the lid, lying
flat, filling the whole strip. The colored pen sisters hold hands, red next to
orange, orange next to yellow, like a little train that choo—choos into the station

on the top shelf, each one stopping firmly, nobody pushing anybody.

The pencil sharpener comes home last, its belly holding one curly pencil shaving,
Brother Pencil’ s bedtime snack. It squats into its little round nest, lets out a full

little burp, closes its mouth, and smiles with its eyes shut.

Roll call check: pencils standing in line, present; eraser back in its nest,
present; ruler lying flat, present; pens at the station, present; sharpener in its
nest, present. Not one missing, not one out of place. Inside the case it is quiet as

a tidy little village.

Last of all, the lid closes like a big blue quilt, pulled from this side to that,
covering every square, nest, bed and little train. The zipper is the button on the
quilt’s edge; I pull it gently, click, done. The quilt is warm and lets no wind
through.

A thin sound rises from inside the case: it is the goodnight song. Pencil says
goodnight to Eraser, Eraser says goodnight to Ruler, Ruler says goodnight to the
Pens, the Pens say goodnight to Sharpener, and Sharpener says goodnight to Pencil.
The voices grow smaller and smaller, like a string of bubbles popping softly one by

one.

It is my bedtime too. Tomorrow when the lamp lights up, the 1lid will lift again,
the pencils will stand in line for roll call, and Eraser will roll out stretching its
arms, the same tidy family. A pencil case that puts everything back where it belongs

even dreams smoothly.

Goodnight, pencil case. Goodnight, pencil, eraser, ruler, colored pens, and

sharpener. Goodnight, see you tomorrow.
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