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The Eraser’ s Last Journey

Teachers and fellow students, good morning! My speech is titled The Last Journey

of an Eraser.

Let me tell you something real. Last month, my eraser went missing. It had been
lying in the lower right corner of my pencil case. At noon, after erasing my mistake,
I left it on the desk and went to the playground. When I came back, it was gone. 1
rummaged through my bag, shook the pencil case, turned my drawer upside down, and

even asked classmates in the corridor: have you seen a white eraser? A little dirty,

www. vv99. net



with one corner chipped off. Nobody had. That eraser was a birthday gift from my
sister, and I still keep its wrapping paper. It did not grow legs and run. I failed
to walk it home to its case. Friends, think for a moment: this term, how many

stationery items vanished from your own pencil case the same way?

I ran a small survey in our class. Of forty—five students, thirty-nine lost a
pencil this term, twenty—seven lost a ruler, and thirty-one lost a sharpener. Added
up, the pencils our class lost could fill three pencil cases. They were not stolen.
They did not walk away. Their owners lent them out and forgot to ask them back, left

them on desks after use, or let them jumble in a case and fall to the floor unheard.

Stationery is not expensive, but each piece came from someone who cared: the
pencils came with the exercise books Dad bought in bulk, the ruler was a reward from
our teacher for progress, the pencil case was chosen by Mom after visiting three
shops. They work for you every day, writing, drawing lines, wiping out mistakes, and
then sleep crushed at the bottom of your bag. We say thank you to our friends. Have

we been too stingy with the tools that help us every single day?

So today I want to share my pencil case with you. It has only three layers.
Writing tools live in the first: pencils lined up, tips facing the same way.
Correcting tools live in the second: the eraser in its old corner, the sharpener
hanging on the zipper. Rulers and markers live in the third, each in its own slot. My
schoolbag has rules too: books lined up by size, the pencil case always standing in
the side pocket, never squeezed next to the water bottle. I was not born knowing

these rules. I learned them one by one after losing too many things.

Friends, I propose three small things starting today. First, tonight at home,
empty your pencil case completely, wipe it clean, and give every item a fixed home.
Second, starting tomorrow, spend ten seconds before school ends walking every tool
back into the case, and the case back into the side pocket. Third, if you lend a tool
to a classmate, ask for it back in person, without shyness. A person who cares for

his things is a person worth trusting.

My eraser is probably gone forever. But I hope its last journey can bring home
the hundreds of pencils and erasers our class has lost. Friends, caring for
stationery begins with the pencil case; tidying your schoolbag can begin with those

ten seconds before the final bell. Thank you all!
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