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My Pencil Pouch Is a Mirror

The day the midterm report came out, I yanked my pencil pouch out of my bag and
threw it on the desk. Math sixty—eight, English seventy—four, physics barely passing.
My mother asked from the living room how I did. I said fine. The lie sat heavy in my
chest, but harder to explain than the scores was something else: I sat at my desk

every single day, so why could I not hold onto anything?

That night, hunting for my mistake notebook, I turned the whole pouch upside

down. I had bought it canvas—made at the start of seventh grade, with three

www. vv99. net



compartments. By the second half of eighth grade those three compartments had merged
into one cave: black pens, red pens, and pencils jammed together, two caps missing,
the red pen too dry to write; my math set squares tangled with a Chinese bookmark;
plus half a tube of old glue, three crumpled notes, and a button that had rolled in
at some unknown date. I dug things out one by one for ten minutes, and a small
mountain grew on the desk. The mistake notebook never surfaced; instead I found my

class schedule from the first term of seventh grade, its corners worn round.

Sitting before that mountain, the past half year came back to me. The pouch did
not get messy overnight. In seventh grade I knew exactly what lived in each
compartment; the red pen came out only for correcting my own notes and went back to
the middle layer. In eighth grade, I drifted in class more often, my notes grew
patchy, and the pens began cohabiting carelessly: red mixed with black, because I had
not corrected my notes in two weeks; set squares mixed with junk, because I could not
follow geometry and closed the book whenever that chapter came. Every mess inside the
pouch matched one surrender in my studies. I had thought a messy pouch was just a
habit problem. It was a mirror. My academic disorder had been recorded inside it,

item by item, all along.

That weekend I did two things. First, I inventoried the mountain: dead pens into
the trash, button and glue into the junk drawer, the old schedule tucked into the
pouch’ s clear mesh pocket. The three compartments got new jobs: writing tools in one,
correction and instruments in one, spares in one. Second, I opened the mistake
notebook I finally found and started repairing errors from the first problem of
chapter six in math. Its blank pages were like the empty compartments of my pouch. I

filled three pages a week, not many, but redoing every problem myself.

The change did not happen overnight. At the December monthly test I scored
eighty-one in math. Not a high score, but that afternoon as I packed up, everything
sat in its own compartment and the zipper closed in one pull. Half a year ago that
same motion needed two presses. I found that order is contagious: when the pouch
returns to order, the notes follow, the mistakes follow, and when the hand knows what

to reach for, the mind knows what to listen for.

My pouch is still that old canvas one. After every monthly test I dump it on the
desk and clean it, like wiping that mirror. If it is clean, I know I have not been
slacking lately; if it starts to mess up, | know there is a subject I am hiding from
again. The method is not sophisticated, but it works for me: when I cannot control my

thinking, I start by controlling the small patch of order within reach of my hand.
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