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Keep Your Pencil Case in Order, Keep Our Campus in Order

Dear teachers and dear fellow students, good morning! As the five—star red flag
rises in the morning light, I am honored to speak for all sixth—-graders under the

flag, on the theme of My Pencil Case.
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Before I begin, let me tell you something that happened last Thursday morning.
When the long—break bell rang, students poured out of the classrooms. At the
stairway, someone knocked a pencil case off a desk, and pencils, rulers and erasers
rolled across the steps. One passer—-by after one stepped over them, and nobody bent
down. Not until a first—grade girl came downstairs, squatted, and put the stationery
back into the case one by one was the mess cleared. I asked her name. She scratched
her head and said: My mom taught me to pick up anything that falls on the ground. The
red pencil case with a cartoon picture on it had been placed carelessly on the outer

edge of its owner s desk. One brush of a shoulder, and it flew off.

You may think this is a small thing. Then let us look into the lost—and—found box
in the corridor. At the end of last term, the duty class kept a count: more than two
hundred pieces of stationery had been picked up during the term, erasers being the
most, then pencil sharpeners and rulers. Only a dozen or so of them carried a name.
The rest lay quietly in the box, waiting for owners who would never come. One eraser
bought in September was still more than half its size after two months of use, yet it
had already changed masters three times between the lost—and-found box and the
teachers’ desk. It was found, taken away, and lost again. How many such pieces of

stationery does our school have to buy again every year?

I am the class keeper of public supplies, and I keep a record book. At first I
only wrote down who lost what. Later I found a pattern: classmates who often lost
stationery had pencil cases so messy that the lids could hardly close, with loose
sharpeners and pencils sharpened too short rolling out through the seams by
themselves. The students who never lost anything kept their pencils in a row, their
rulers in the divider, and their erasers in small cloth bags. Their stationery seemed
to know the way home. This term our class started the ten—seconds rule: before
leaving our seats after each class, we put every piece of stationery back in its
place. Some classmates complained at the beginning. After two months of persistence,
our class has not lost a single piece of stationery, and the dozen or so entries in

my record book each week have turned into blank pages.

Keeping a pencil case tidy brings far more than not losing things. When you open
the case and everything sits where it belongs, you no longer have to rummage through
your desk in the middle of a lesson and break your train of thought. When a borrowed
pencil returns to its place, you feel a small, quiet sense of trust. When parents buy
replacements, they no longer have to guess what you lost. A tidy pencil case is like

a small drawer inside your mind: what is put in neatly comes out neatly.

On behalf of all sixth—graders, I call on the whole school: starting today, write
your name on your eraser, sharpener and ruler, so that every piece of stationery
wears a name tag; spend ten seconds putting your stationery back in place before

school ends each day, and keep it up for one month; at next month’s flag ceremony, we
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will invite several classmates onto the stage to share the changes inside their own
pencil cases. Let us begin with the ten seconds of every day, beginning with the

pencil case on our desk.

Fellow students, habits are never built by one loud slogan. They hide in the
motion of bending down to pick up an eraser, in the sound of a pencil case 1id
clicking shut. If we can manage the palm-sized pencil case in front of us, we can
manage our life in elementary school, and one day manage our own future. This is my

speech. Thank you all!
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A Whole Term Inside a Pencil Case

Dear teachers and students, good morning. My topic under the flag today is My
Pencil Case. Please allow me, as a homeroom teacher, to begin with a few scenes 1

have seen in my classroom.

Every morning when I patrol the classroom, my eyes go first to the desks. Some
desks look clear at a glance: the pencil case sits at the upper right corner, its lid
closed tight. Other desks make me stop and look: the case stands open with pencils
sticking out at an angle, the lid refusing to snap shut because a ruler broken in two
is jammed inside; the little box of a pencil sharpener is packed with shavings, and
when you tip it out it snows pencil dust; the eraser has been dug into irregular
little chunks, still bearing the needle holes of a compass. I have asked several
students gently: when did you last clean out your pencil case thoroughly? The
children thought for a long time and shook their heads. One said it was packed on the

first day of school and had never been opened and tidied since.

These messy pencil cases show their true colors at certain moments. During the
midterm exam last term, a boy in my class raised his hand in the last ten minutes of
the math test, his voice trembling: Teacher, my eraser is gone. He turned his pencil
case inside out, shaking out three pencil stubs and a handful of paper scraps, but
the eraser could not be found anywhere. The drawing question at the end was never
erased cleanly, and a gray smudge stayed on the paper. Walking out of the exam hall,
his eyes were red. His pain was not about the score. It was that he remembered

preparing everything, yet could not produce it at the moment he needed it most.

This term, the boy’ s mother bought him a pencil case with compartments and taught
him every night before bed to sharpen the pencils and lay them in the grooves, put
the ruler in the long slot, and wrap the eraser in its little bag. The change began
with a small thing: one day his deskmate forgot a ruler, and he drew one steadily out
of his case and handed it over. The motion was crisp and natural, like a soldier
taking a rifle from its rack. In the quizzes that followed, he never once lost focus
over stationery. When I asked him how it felt, he said: Before, I kept worrying about

losing things in class. Now I do not have to think about it. They are all there.

Students, this is the benefit of tidiness. It does not appear on the report card,

but it hides in the focus of every lesson and the calm of every exam. A clean pencil

www. vv99. net



case saves you from rummaging through a forty-minute class; a complete set of
stationery makes you trust your own preparation in the exam hall; and ten minutes of
tidying before bed each night teaches you to take responsibility for your own things,

which is the most important first step of growing up.

So, on behalf of all the teachers, I call on every student: this month, please
give your pencil case a thorough cleaning, empty out the shavings, replace broken
rulers, and wrap your eraser in a paper sleeve; before school ends each day, put
every piece of stationery back and snap the 1id until you hear the click; after four
weeks of persistence, ask your parents to write one line of comment in the signature
column. Four weeks later, we will invite class representatives to bring their tidiest

pencil cases and display them on the stage.

Students, a pencil case is small, small enough to hold only a few pens. A pencil
case is also not small: it can hold the order of a whole term, and a child s
standards for himself. May you open it each day to find every piece of stationery
clean and in its place, waiting to carry you through the next lesson. This is my

speech. Thank you all!
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Roll Call Inside My Pencil Case

Dear teachers and dear fellow students, good morning! I am a representative of

the third graders, and my topic under the flag today is My Pencil Case.

To be honest, when I received this topic, my first reaction was to go dig out my
own pencil case. The moment I opened it, my face went a little hot. My pencil case
used to be a tiny junk drawer: inside lay half an eraser whose other half was never
found, three pencils no longer than a little finger, a pencil sharpener with its cap
lost, two pieces of lead that could never be joined, and a paper ball rolled up at
some unknown lesson. The ruler was bent, because its neighbor had once been a ink
bottle that spilled and was wiped dry. Mom counted at the start of term: there were

twelve things in the case. That day I counted again, and only six still worked.

What truly made me decide to change was last month’s art class. Our teacher asked
us to invite every piece of stationery onto the desk, saying she would take roll
call: pencils wave, rulers lay flat, erasers let me squeeze them. The classroom
filled with the clatter of desktops, and my classmates’ cases stood lined up like
troops. When it came to mine, the stationery I laid out was missing arms and legs:
one pencil so short it could barely be held, an eraser with five compass holes in it,
a sharpener that rattled and clicked when turned, its blade loose. My deskmate
whispered: Your stationery looks like it has been through a war. The whole class
laughed, and I laughed along, but while laughing my heart turned sour. They were not
born this battered. The short pencil was one I nibbled shorter bit by bit out of
boredom in class; the riddled eraser was one I practiced poking with a compass; the

paper ball was one I rolled while daydreaming. The battered look of my stationery was
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really the battered look of me.

That day after school, I stood at my desk and gave my pencil case a thorough
cleaning. The unusable pieces went into a paper box to be returned to the school’ s
recycling corner; the usable ones I wiped with wet wipes, sharpened the pencils one
by one to the same length, scrubbed the ink off the ruler until it turned clear
again, and sewed a small paper sleeve for the eraser. I wrote my name on the back of
every piece, then assigned them seats by size: the long ruler in the outermost slot,
the pencils in the grooves, the eraser in its paper sleeve. That night I glanced at
the closed case, and for the first time it shut without effort, no pressing hard, no

wrestling with a springing lid.

The changes came slowly over one month. At the next art—class roll call, all my
stationery answered present, and the teacher praised my sharpener as the cleanest in
class. While doing homework, I never once rummaged through my schoolbag for a missing
ruler. The surprise was that I caught myself daydreaming far less in class. It turns
out those little habits of rolling paper balls and nibbling pencils were my hands
worrying on behalf of a messy pencil case. When the hands grew still, the mind grew

quiet.

Fellow students, on behalf of the third graders, I call on the whole school:
before school ends every Friday, take roll call of your own stationery, look for the
absent names, replace the broken ones; write your name on every piece so they know
whose treasure they are; keep this up for one month, and next month under the flag we
will invite several classmates to bring their pencil cases onto the stage and take

roll call in front of everyone.

Fellow students, stationery cannot speak, but it remembers how we treat it. How
we treat the small things at hand will grow into the kind of person we become. May
every one of our pencil cases be able to produce a loud, orderly roll call. This is

my speech. Thank you all!
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