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盒盖内侧的那张便签，替我记着从前的我

我的新文具盒盖内侧贴着一张便签，黄色，边角已经卷了。上面只有一行字：先把今天最不

想做的事做完。写这句话的人是我，写它的时间是初二开学第一周。可这句话真正开始起作用，

是从那只旧盒子退场之后。

旧盒子是个军绿色的帆布卷笔袋，拉链头上拴着一截我系的红绳。它从我六年级一直用到初

一，装过整个小学高年级的家当：两套课本大小的笔记本、一沓卷起来的草稿纸、订正用的红笔、

还有妈妈塞进去的一包纸巾。那时候我的文具盒像个仓库，什么东西都往里塞，找一支黑笔要在

里面翻半天。初一上学期有次数学测验，我要找圆规，把笔袋整个倒在桌上，文具哗啦散开，考

试时间过去了两分钟。监考老师没说什么，只是看了我一眼。那一眼我记到今天。

期末那天晚上，我把笔袋里的东西全部分拣出来：还在用的、三个月没碰过的、早就坏掉的，分

成三堆。坏掉的扔掉，没碰过的收进抽屉，还在用的重新装回去。笔袋一下子瘪了，掂在手里轻

了一半。第二天我把瘪掉的笔袋放进书桌最下层的格子里，没有扔。它不是坏了才退场的，是被

我整理空的。这件事让我第一次意识到：不是东西太多，是我抓不住重点。

开学前，我自己挑了新盒子，一个能站立的笔筒式笔盒。装东西时我做了一个决定：每样文

具只留一支，多余的不再带。装到最后一格，我贴上了那张便签。那句话是我想了很久才写下的。

每天早上打开盒盖，先看见它，再看见笔。头几天我嫌它碍眼，第一单元测验前，我对着那道最

难的应用题发了十分钟呆，才想起便签上的话，硬着头皮从它开始做，结果那道题拿了满分。从

那以后我不嫌它碍眼了。

有时候我会想起旧笔袋里那个翻找圆规的下午，脸还是有点热。现在的盒子打开就是全部，

三秒钟看完，不用翻。省下来的不只是那两分钟，还有一种慌慌张张的心情。我慢慢体会到，管

理文具其实是管理注意力：盒子里每多一样没用的东西，脑子里就多一分杂音。

旧盒子还在那个格子里，红绳也还在。上周末我把它拿出来擦灰，发现里面还留着一小截铅

笔头，是我六年级咬过笔杆的那支。我把它放回盒子，合上格门。新盒子里的便签又用掉一张，

我撕下写满的那张，换上一张新的，字比半年前工整了些。盒子换新的，便签换新的，写字的人

也在悄悄换。唯一没换的是那个提醒：先把最不想做的事做完。它替我记着从前的我，也盯着现

在的我。

The Note Inside the Lid Keeps the Old Me in Mind

Taped inside the lid 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 warehouse. 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, I

stuck on that note, after thinking a long time about the words. Every morning I open

the lid and see it before I see the pens. For the first days it annoyed me. Before

the unit test on the first chapter, I 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.


