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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. I
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.
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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
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.
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