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An Accusation and an Apology from a Pencil

Hello everyone! Before we begin, one announcement: yesterday, a pencil filed a

complaint against our whole class.

I read the complaint in the lost—and—-found basket. The pencil lay among broken
rulers and capless markers, with two small characters carved on its shaft: my name. I

recognized it. It was the pencil I had whittled too short to grip last term and

www. vv99. net



tossed into the basket. Its complaint: You lent me to your deskmate; when I fell on
the floor, you stepped over me; when you threw me into the basket, you did not even
look. Friends, my face burned as I read this. I remembered how my pencils meet their
end: too short, thrown away; tip smashed blunt, thrown away; eraser missing, so I pry
with the pencil, then throw it away anyway. I never considered that before a tree
becomes a pencil, it passes through logging, hauling, shaping, lacquering, and
refilling. It traveled so far to reach my hand, and I disposed of it in three

seconds.

And not only pencils. I lost a half-used eraser in a rainy corridor puddle; I
lost the straight ruler we measured height with, left behind in the art room; I lost
a whole pencil case because at dismissal I was busy racing a classmate to tie our
shoes faster. Every loss had its excuse. But all excuses add up to one fact: in my

heart, stationery ranked last, behind snacks, comics, and the dismissal bell.

The turning point came at midterms. Needing to draw a diagram, I could not find a
ruler in my bag, the borrowed one was too short, and my bar chart came out crooked,
costing me points. That evening I dumped the whole schoolbag on the sofa, and what
spilled out shocked me: three crushed biscuit tins, five crumpled test papers, a
capless pen, half an eraser of unknown subject. My schoolbag was a room with no

rules, and the exam had simply collected the room s overdue rent.

That night, Mom helped me re—house the pencil case and the bag. The case got
three zones: writing, correcting, measuring, one main tool per zone, never spares.
The bag got three layers: textbooks against the back, workbooks in the middle, the
pencil case in the outer pocket, the bottle alone in its mesh net. Mom also gave me a
plain trick: pack tomorrow s bag in class order before bed, and mornings stop being a
panic. I did it for a month and discovered something new: the bag got lighter, and so
did my heart. The time saved hunting for things bought me two more minutes of sleep,

and even my walk steadied.

Friends, I did not come here to read a self-criticism. I came to apologize, and
to invite. I apologize to that pencil, and to every tool I disposed of on a whim. And
I invite you to three things: this weekend, deep—clean your pencil case, clear out
what you do not use, and give what remains a fixed place; starting Monday, pack your
bag by timetable each night and check your desk before dismissal; and next time you
reach to throw away a still-usable pencil, pause three seconds and think how far it

traveled to reach you.

Stationery cannot speak, but it remembers everything: whether you used a knife or
your teeth, whether you returned what you lent, whether you looked back when you
threw it away. Friends, be a person your stationery remembers kindly. Start with the

pencil case. Start today. Thank you!

www. vv99. net



