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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
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
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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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