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The Little Battlefield in My Pencil Case

Before the midterm math paper came out, my pencil case was a real little
battlefield. Pencils lay on the desk, the eraser had rolled somewhere unknown, the
ruler sat at the bottom of my schoolbag, and the cap of one marker had long since
vanished. That day I needed a long straight line. Other students drew theirs with
rulers, swish—swish, while I pressed my palm on the desk and produced a crooked line

like a drunk caterpillar.

Worse came later. I got a word problem wrong and hunted for the eraser, turning
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the whole case upside down and shaking out only pencil dust and a tiny part of the
sharpener. In the end I rubbed the wrong answer with my finger, and the page looked
bombed, with a big question mark circled by the teacher. That exam, I wasted minutes

just hunting for stationery and almost failed to finish the last big problem.

That evening Mom helped me clear my desk and pulled a mountain out of my bag:
capless pencils, an eraser worn black, crumpled practice paper, half a box of markers
missing caps. I had no idea I lost so many things. Mom said, you did not lose your

things, you simply never walk them home. That sentence pricked me like a small thorn.

After school the next day I decided on a big cleanup. I emptied the whole pencil
case and wiped away the pencil gray, sharpened every pencil one by one, found caps
for every marker, put the ruler into the slim pocket inside the 1id, and fixed the
eraser in its corner at the lower right. I sorted all stationery into four groups:
writing, drawing, measuring, correcting, like assigning every classmate to a team of

their own, with nobody wandering between teams.

Cleaning once is easy; keeping it up is hard. I made a pact with myself: hold it
for one week, and walk everything back to its place after every use. The first two
days felt fresh and I did it every time. On day three I rushed off to see a classmate
and left a pencil at the far edge of the desk, so I ran halfway back to walk it home.
On day four I nearly gave up, but opening the case and finding everyone standing

neat, how could I have the heart to mess them up again.

When the week was up, something strange happened: I could find things with my
eyes closed. Needing the ruler, my hand went to the lid pocket by itself; needing the
eraser, my fingers found the lower right corner by themselves. In the weekly quiz
after that, I never lost a single minute to a pen or an eraser, and my handwriting

came out cleaner than before.

Now I am slowly understanding that tidying a pencil case is not only about
cleanliness. A person who can put every thing back in place can also put every task
back in place. I am still only a primary school student, but if I can manage even a
small pencil case, maybe I can slowly manage my homework, my time, and myself. That
little battlefield inside the pencil case, I do not want to fight on it a second

time.
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I Kept a Time Account for My Stationery

In science class our teacher taught us that experiments need recorded data. That
week my pencil case was a hopeless mess: pencils lying here and there, the eraser
ground into a little gray ball, the ruler buried under a watercolor painting, and
finding one thing meant digging for ages. It suddenly hit me that I had an experiment

idea: how much time do I actually waste hunting for stationery in a day?

For the first week of the experiment I organized nothing and only recorded. The
result startled me. On Monday, hunting for the eraser added up to four minutes; on
Wednesday the ruler took six; on Friday I spent a full eleven minutes looking for a
marker cap and lost my mood along the way. The whole week, I fed forty-two minutes to

a messy pencil case. Forty—two minutes is enough to finish a thin storybook, enough
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for six hundred rope jumps, yet all of it vanished into a cluttered box.

The second week was cleanup week. First I gave the case a big sorting: one shelf
for writing, one for drawing, one for measuring and correcting. Pencils went
sharpened and lined up; markers stood from tallest to shortest by color; the ruler
moved into the slim pocket inside the 1lid; the eraser moved into its little nest at
the lower right; the sharpener hung on the zipper. Every item got a name and an
address, like Eraser living at the lower right corner and Ruler living upstairs in
the pocket.

Sorting is easy; keeping the sorting alive is hard. I set a rule for myself: hold
it for one week, and after every use walk each item back to its address. On Tuesday,
after painting, the markers tried to lounge on the paper, but I remembered their
addresses and walked them home one cap at a time. Thursday night my eyes were heavy,
yet a pencil still lay on my homework, and I carried it back with one eye shut.
Friday nearly broke me: a classmate shouted for me to come play, and I tossed the
last pen onto the desk and bolted, only to run back downstairs — an experiment

cannot have holes; a week must be whole.

During the organized week I recorded again. Hunting time dropped from forty—two
minutes to three, and two of those minutes I spent deliberately dawdling, just to
confirm the items really were where they always are. They really were. In a test, the
moment the teacher said draw a diagram, my ruler was in position in three seconds. It

felt magnificent, like a general drawing his sword.

This time account taught me a lesson: the mess is not the things’ fault, it is
mine; and tidying is not Mom’s job, it is mine. Stationery cannot grow legs and walk
home, but I can walk them home every day. Holding on for one week saved me nearly
forty minutes and revealed a secret — a person who can stick with one small thing

dares to stick with other things too.

My experiment is still running; I simply changed the deadline from one week to a
lifetime. I have managed the time of one pencil case. Next I want to manage the time
of my homework and the time before bed. A primary school student who keeps a time

account probably will not panic too much when he grows up.
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The One—Week Pact I Signed With Myself

My pencil case used to be an unreasonable place. Pencils and erasers squeezed
into one corner quarreling, the ruler folded its back at the very bottom, and marker
caps vanished one here, one there. Every morning before leaving I turned the case
upside down and shook it three times, stuffing whatever fell out back in at random. 1
thought every child s pencil case was like this, until my deskmate opened hers and
showed me — every item sitting quietly in its own place, like rows of little

soldiers.

That evening I wrote a pact on a small slip of paper and signed my name carefully
at the signature line: one, end the mess — empty everything out and sort it anew;
two, writing tools, drawing tools, measuring and correcting tools each live in their

own shelf; three, walk everything back after use, hold it for one whole week, not a
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single day broken. I stuck the slip on the wall in front of my desk as a contract.

Mom laughed and asked, pact with whom? I said, with myself.

A pact with others is easy; a pact with yourself is hardest, because nobody
supervises you. Day one I was full of energy: pencils lined up by length, eraser in
its nest, ruler in the pocket, the case shining like new. Day three brought the test.
At half past nine I was dizzy with sleepiness, three pencils spread across the
homework book, the eraser rolled against the table leg. One voice inside said,
tidying tomorrow is the same. Another said, the contract is on the wall, your own

signature. I walked them all home before brushing my teeth.

Day five was the most dangerous day. School sports meet — I played wildly all
day and crashed home ready to sleep. The pencil case sat at the bottom of my bag; the
pencils must be toppled everywhere. My fingers could barely move, yet I still emptied
the bag and lined the pencils up one by one. After the last one, I suddenly found I
was not that tired anymore — the feeling of finishing a task is far more comfortable

than lying beside a pile of mess.

On the seventh evening I counted the check boxes on the wall: seven ticks, not
one missing. That week, my morning box—shaking disappeared, the panic of hunting for
things disappeared, and even Mom said the desk lamp seems to shine brighter. I know
best of all: what changed is not the pencil case but me. I began to believe that what

I say, I can do — even if my only audience is myself.

The pact still hangs on the wall, only its term now reads valid for a long time.
I have tasted the sweetness of self-discipline: it is not gritting one’s teeth with a
sour face, but the neat, comfortable feeling in the heart after finishing small
things each day. Tidying the pencil case manages objects, but it trains me — only a

person who keeps faith with himself deserves others keeping faith with him.

Next week I plan to sign a second pact: pack my own schoolbag, record my own
homework. Everything the first pact taught me fits perfectly. That child who once
left home by shaking his box has now built a trustworthy relationship with every

friend inside the pencil case.

www. vv99. net



