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My Blue Pencil Case

The best friend in my schoolbag is a blue pencil case. Mom gave it to me on my
birthday. It is made of tin, a little longer than my palm, and blue all over, like
the deepest lane of a swimming pool. The 1lid has a spaceship printed on it, with a
string of stars trailing behind. The edges of the spaceship have gone pale from my

fingers, and one star has rubbed away, but I still think it is handsome.

The case has a little latch. Push it left and, with a snap, the 1id springs open.
Inside there are two layers. The upper layer has seven round grooves, and my pencils
lie in a row, sorted from short to tall: on the far left is my worn—down dotted
pencil, then two everyday writing pencils, then a soft drawing pencil, and in the
back sleeps a red one used only for corrections. The lower layer is a shallow tray
where the eraser, the ruler, and a tiny pair of scissors squeeze in together. The
eraser used to be white; now its four corners are gray. Beside it lies half a lump of

modeling clay I squeezed into a little person.

Every morning I drop the pencils in one by one, the 1id snaps shut, and the case
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climbs into the outermost pocket of my schoolbag. On the way, the bag bounces, and I
bet the pencils inside are dozing. At school it crouches on the corner of my desk. It
listens to me read aloud in class, and during tests, when I get nervous, my hand
reaches into the bag and finds its cold tin edge, and my heart settles a little. In
the last math test I worked out the final word problem three times, all thanks to the
soft drawing pencil scratching line diagrams across the scratch paper, breaking the

hard problem open for me.

The case has a hidden trick too: on the inside of the lid sticks a fingernail-
sized class schedule I copied myself at the start of term. Its corners have curled
up, and I have re—taped it with clear tape twice. With it, I never dig through the
bag for the schedule in the morning. On the bottom of the case is a small strip of
tape with my name and class written on it; last term the case was found by the

playground and came back to me because of that strip.

After school I wipe the case clean, put every pencil back, and tuck the red one
into the back. The pencil case cannot talk, yet I am with it every single day. The

worn pale spots on it are marks left by our school days together.
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