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Two Families Inside the Pencil Case

My pencil case is blue and square, like a little two—story blue house. It has
stood on the upper right corner of my desk for more than a year. Its outer wall shows
a spaceship, and on the lower right corner a chip of paint has knocked off, baring

silver—-white tin — the scar from the day this autumn it jumped off the desk.

The house has two floors, home to a big family of stationery. The upper floor is
the pencils’ bedroom, its beds a row of round grooves. The long pencils sleep on the
left, the short ones on the right, and the red pen’s bed is deepest in, because it
works the evening shift and sleeps heavily by day. The lower floor is the living room
of the eraser, the ruler, and the little scissors. The eraser is small and rolls
around, never sleeping straight; open the lid in the morning and you often find it
lying across the hallway. The ruler is the longest, lying diagonally with one head
pushed against the wall. The scissors curl in the corner, showing only their two

round ears.
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Every morning at six thirty, the little master straightens each pencil, shuts the
front door, and locks it with a snap. The house sets off with him. Inside the
schoolbag it squeezes against the textbooks, rocking the whole way. In the classroom
it is invited onto the corner of the desk and sits there all day. When class begins,
the little master 1ifts the lid and takes out a pencil, which walks across the paper
with a rustle, leaving neat rows of characters. On exam day the red pen is woken up
to circle the mistakes. In art class the soft drawing pencil comes out to draw trees

and returns with its nose ground round.

The house has bad days too. One day it poured, and the little master forgot to
shut its door tight; rainwater flooded the lower floor, the eraser swelled soapy, and
two rust spots appeared on the scissors’ ears. That evening the little master set the
house on the windowsill to dry, blotting every corner with tissue, talking to it as
he blotted, almost apologizing. The next day the pencils lined up as usual, the ruler
lay diagonally as usual, and the house stood back on the upper right corner of the

desk.

In the evening at home, the pencils are wiped clean one by one and climb back
into bed, the eraser shakes off its crumbs, and the ruler returns to its place.
Before bed the little master always strokes the blue roof of the house, making sure
every pencil is home, before going to wash up. This is my pencil case: a little blue

house that carries its whole family to school and back every day.
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