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Confessions of an 0ld Pencil Case

I am a tin pencil case, blue, with a white whale on my lid. I have lived in this
girl’ s schoolbag for three years. Now the two corners on my right have lost their
paint, showing silver tin underneath, like two front teeth chipped off. She does not

mind. Her fingers come to rub those two bare patches every day.

My paint did not chip off in one day. The first fall happened in a math class in
the second term of third grade. She tried to catch me as I slid off the desk edge and
missed. I hit the floor on my side, and that is how the first right corner got
dented. Later I learned a craft of my own: when sliding off a desk corner, land on
the side, never belly—-down — belly—-down puts a dent in the whale. She learned too.

When I fall now, she only lifts her eyelids.

What I hold inside, I know better than any pen in her pouch. I have kept crumpled

paper she wrote badly, half a snapped eraser, and a note. The note was stuffed in one

www. vv99. net



evening in the first term of fifth grade. That day she came home crying, over a best
friend moving away. The next day another girl slipped a small folded square of paper
into my case. She dared not read it in class, read three lines after class, and
pressed it back into the crack at my bottom. That press has held for over two years.
I cannot make out the writing clearly, but I have guarded it for her tightly, keeping

even the pencil dust out of the crack.

This week her mother took her to a stationery shop. When they came back, a new
gray box with a zipper sat on the desk, one that folds into a pen holder, its surface
bright enough to show a reflection. The new box lay beside me and whispered: “How did
you get so many dents?” I did not answer. It has never fallen, never held a note,

never heard crying in the middle of the night. Of course it shines.

Whether to switch is really her call. That evening she opened the new box and
closed it, opened and closed it again. Then she picked open the crack at my bottom,
drew out the note, looked at it, and put it back. She wiped me clean, put me in the

side pocket of her new schoolbag, and left the new box on the desk.

Now I am still in her side pocket, walking two bus stops with her every day. My
corners are still the chipped ones, my whale rubbed pale from wiping. She is in sixth
grade now, graduating next year. She told her mother that on graduation day she will

take me home. The note inside me is not old yet, and so I cannot be old yet either.
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