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A Missing Person Notice from Inside the Pencil Case

Dear classmates, hello! In today’ s class meeting, I want to start by reading a

missing—person notice.

Notice: Mr. Pencil, black, eighteen centimeters tall, a row of tooth marks on his
head, habitually bitten by his owner. Last seen: Classroom 3, Grade 5. Ms. Eraser,
white, a small notch at the lower right corner where her owner poked holes in her.
Last seen: near the playground. Grandpa Ruler, transparent, thirty centimeters long,

back slightly bent from years pressed at the bottom of a schoolbag. Last seen:
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unknown. Friends, this is not a fairy tale I invented. It is the true scene of our
lost—and—found corner. Its little basket has sheltered sixty—three pencils, nineteen
erasers, and fourteen rulers this term. They have no names and no claimants, because
their owners could not recognize them. They were never looked at closely, never given

a fixed home.

Shamefully, I am a regular at that corner. Last term I lost my entire pencil
case. On art class day, I set the case on my stool, then grabbed my drawing board and
left. By the time I remembered, the stools had been flipped and stacked. I ran back
and searched under every desk, borrowed a flashlight from the security guard, and
swept the corridor. The next day the case turned up in the basket, half its contents
scattered: the ruler snapped, two marker caps missing, and my favorite strawberry-
scented eraser gone. I was sad for a full week. Not because the case was expensive,
but because I realized I could not even say what I had lost. I had never taken

inventory of my stationery, the way I had never counted my friends.

Since then I made house rules for my pencil case, and I share them today. Rule
one, register on arrival: every new tool gets a small mark, my name written where
others cannot see it. Rule two, separate rooms: pencils sleep in the grooved bed on
the left, the eraser in its little nest on the right, the ruler in the 1lid pocket,
markers lined up by height. Rule three, nightly roll call: before homework, I open
the case and count. If one is missing, [ search that same minute, never overnight.
Rule four, bed for everything: when homework ends, every tool returns, and the case
stands in the schoolbag’ s side pocket. I have kept these rules for over a year, and

my case has never entered the lost—and-found basket again.

Friends, how can a person who cannot count his pencils keep track of his
homework? How can someone who cannot walk a pencil home walk himself home on time? We
say we are growing up. Growing up is not getting taller. It is being responsible for

your own things.

So on behalf of our group, I propose to the whole class: first, before Friday,
everyone take inventory of your stationery; claim missing items from the basket by
checking their marks. Second, starting next week, spend ten seconds before dismissal
returning tools to the case and zipping the bag. Third, hold a monthly pencil case
visit, comparing whose case is tidiest; the tidiest case wins the class Care for
Stationery badge. Let the basket hold fewer and fewer items, and let every tool have

a home to return to.

That is my speech. Tonight when you get home, open your pencil case and greet the

old friends inside. Thank you!
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