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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
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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
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
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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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