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The Green Pencil Pouch Left in the 01d Drawer

Dear teachers, dear classmates: hello! My speech is titled My Pencil Case. The

one I want to tell you about is a pencil case that is no longer beside me.

It was a green canvas pencil pouch with a silver zipper, and on its side a small
mesh pocket that held my set square just for itself. Grandma sewed it for me when I
was in third grade; the green cloth was cut from an old curtain, so there is no
second one like it in the whole world. In the summer vacation before fourth grade, my
family moved to another city. On the night before the new term, while clearing the
desk, I packed my newly bought pencil box into my schoolbag and placed the green
pouch into the drawer of the old desk. Before pushing the drawer shut, I took the set
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square out of its mesh pocket and put it into the new box.

In the moment I let it into the drawer, my head filled with all the evenings it
had kept me company. Homework was light in first grade, and it was always the first
to empty out: the pencil went out to write three lines of new characters and came
back to sleep. From third grade on, homework piled up, and it stayed busy until nine
every night, the pencils coming and going, the eraser rubbing over the math notebook
again and again, its belly bustling with warmth. The term before I transferred was
especially hard. At the new school nobody knew me, and in the first week I spoke to
no one. That evening while doing homework, I pressed my face against the pouch. The
green cloth carried the smell of the old curtain, the smell of sun. I suddenly
remembered Grandma saying that this cloth used to hang in the living room, and every
morning at seven the sun would shine on it. The pouch cannot speak, but after that
night I began borrowing the eraser from my deskmate on my own initiative, and

borrowing, borrowing, I made friends.

The pencil box in the new city is a transparent plastic one where everything is
visible, clean and tidy, and I like it a lot. But on the first night of the term I
felt something was missing. I found the leftover corner of green cloth from the
pouch’ s side, folded it twice, and laid it at the bottom of the plastic box. Ever
since, a small patch of green always sits inside the transparent box, and the set
square, the pencils, and the eraser all do homework standing on that green cloth. It
is like a little bridge, one end at the drawer of the old desk, the other end at the

desk lamp in the new city.

A few days ago I called Grandma. She said the old desk still stands empty, and
she has not taken the pouch out of the drawer, waiting for me to come back for it
when I have time. I said okay. After hanging up, I thought: actually it finished its
mission long ago. It kept me company through the three lines of first—grade
characters, through the math problems of third grade wiped clean and rewritten, and
it carried a child too shy to speak all the way to friends at the new school. The
companionship of one pencil case lasts only once, but the courage it accompanied into

being travels with me wherever I go.

Classmates, look at the pencil case on your desk. It may be ordinary, it may be
worn, but right now it is accompanying you through the brightest stretch of your
life. Be kind to it tonight: sharpen the pencils, put the eraser back where it
belongs. Every silent companionship deserves to be treated well. This is my speech.
Thank you all!
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