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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.

Before I begin, let me tell you something that happened last Thursday morning.
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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

will invite several classmates onto the stage to share the changes inside their own
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pencil cases. Let us begin with the ten seconds of every day, beginning with

pencil case on our desk.

Fellow students, habits are never built by one loud slogan. They hide in
motion of bending down to pick up an eraser, in the sound of a pencil case

clicking shut. If we can manage the palm-sized pencil case in front of us, we

the

the
1lid

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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