S NI BARTRELE, BRICEMNTHIR

B SCH G AL oK ERE, sath, Ameat 7. ElRA 47T SIS REA
R FE. BRAMARIE, BERNBEGEY] I35 M. XA inE AR,
MR TR Z A .

IH&E TR ELOMINAT G L, ik B IR M. ©NBONFEL - HH 2]
= AN AR S S WERA DA, —EGERN R ITIEMZE.
AT ZERE L W —math . R A SRR BE, T AREERZE, kSR EAE
LR R . A B A A A, BRI, JEB AR MBI L b, SCHRMER DT, 5
BN 2 TP e MEE IR A, HORE TR IR BAC R AR

WA £, BACEAR ARG ik AN =D A 3R, FgthEm, o
= HE . SRR, PRk et b, AR I ED I L. AN R T, S ET AR
TFe RTINS  d R AR TR, BT B T ARSI, R
PP R — R IRE: ARKRIGRZ, EEINAMEE .

JFEEnr, WA T, A RER LR G RN AT A E: RS
HHEM 30 SR . REERE#, HUE TR, BAIE LR TIRAA S M.
RERE LA G, B WE, HENE. KJLREEESIR, 265 Focilldsnr, o0
HMER N BUR T -F o bR, A RGERAEAE s, 6 SR e aa M, 45 BUITE B T .
LLJE HABE R T .

AT I P 23 LGRS TH 2B A8 USRI SR I ML 71, 2 A7 s e BUAE I & 13T IRt ie 4l
=R, AR A NRIA UL B, e — Rk ok O . JiRBAkss), &
BOSCHAYOR SRR S BRZ —FBUNARYE, W B2 s

NG e 7 1, Z8BibsE. BRI ETE R RE K, K H IS B — /M
2, RBANFEHREEM A BTG T, & BT Fra T B SO0 ik,
P N EW RO, B ka7 SO, SRR, ST
AN o P — B IR SEIC AR S eI HE AT, BHIHE
FE)H o

The Note Inside the Lid Keeps the 0ld Me in Mind

mg -

Taped inside the 1id of my new pencil case is a yellow sticky note with curled
corners. It carries one line: finish the thing you least want to do today. I wrote it
in the first week of eighth grade. But it truly started working only after my old

case retired.

The old one was an army—green canvas roll pouch with a red string I had tied to
its zipper pull. It served me from sixth grade through seventh, carrying the whole

household of upper elementary: two stacks of notebooks, a roll of draft paper, the
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red pen for corrections, and a pack of tissues Mom had stuffed in. Back then my case
was a warchouse. I threw everything in and spent ages digging out a single black pen.
One math quiz in seventh grade, I hunted for my compass, upended the whole pouch on
the desk, and stationery clattered everywhere while two minutes of exam time drained
away. The proctor said nothing, just glanced at me. I remember that glance to this

day.

On the night of finals, I sorted everything in the pouch into three piles: still
in use, untouched for three months, long broken. Broken went out, untouched went into
a drawer, and what I still used went back in. The pouch went flat and felt half as
heavy in my hand. The next day I placed the flattened pouch on the lowest shelf of my
desk, without throwing it away. It did not leave because it broke. I emptied it. That
was the first time it struck me: there were not too many things; I simply could not
hold on to what mattered.

Before the new term, I picked out my new case myself, a standing pen—-box style.
While packing it I made one rule: one of each tool, no spares. For the last slot, 1
stuck on that note, after thinking a long time about the words. Every morning I open
the 1lid and see it before I see the pens. For the first days it annoyed me. Before
the unit test on the first chapter, 1 stared at the hardest word problem for ten
minutes, then remembered the note and forced myself to start there. That problem

earned full marks. After that, the note stopped bothering me.

Sometimes I recall that afternoon of digging for a compass, and my face still
warms a little. Now the new case opens to everything at once, a three—second scan, no
digging. What I saved was not just two minutes but a kind of panicked feeling. I came
to understand that managing stationery is really managing attention: every useless

item in the case adds another note of static in the head.

The old pouch still sits on that shelf, red string attached. Last weekend I took
it out to wipe off dust and found a stub of pencil inside, the one I had chewed on in
sixth grade. I put it back and closed the shelf door. In the new case, one sticky
note was used up. I peeled off the full one and replaced it with a fresh one, my
handwriting neater than half a year ago. The case is new, the note is new, and the
person writing is quietly changing too. The one thing unchanged is the reminder:
finish the thing you least want to do first. It remembers the old me for me, and

keeps an eye on the present one.
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