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一本算不完的文具账

《我的文具盒》里最让我心里一动的片段，不是文具们开会，而是主角的妈妈讲她姐姐的一

条规矩：文具不到用完，不许申请新的。姐妹俩的铅笔盒里，铅笔按长短排队，长的先写，短的

排队等，谁也不许插队。我读到这里忍不住笑，笑完又有点脸红，因为我家刚好相反，我的铅笔

按胖瘦排队，胖的先用，瘦的收进笔筒，而那个笔筒里的瘦铅笔，一年比一年挤，没有一支被写

到底过。

上周末妈妈让我整理零用钱的账，我顺手把文具的开销也列了出来。不看不知道：两年里我

弄丢或者报废的文具，加起来花了三百多块。里面最贵的是一个自动铅笔盒，一百二，功能有按

钮开关、卷笔刀、密码锁。它现在在我床底下，不是坏的，是我嫌密码锁太麻烦，三年级下学期

把它退居二线，换了一个普通的拉链笔袋。卷笔刀我一次都没用过，密码锁我玩了一个星期就腻

了。书里那个铁皮盒子，据主角妈妈说，是废品站两毛钱捡回来的，修了三次，用了六年。我这

一百二，连两年都没撑过。

丢文具我最厉害的一次是期末考试周。那周我弄丢一块橡皮、两支笔芯、一把套尺，套尺是

透明的，三片一套，丢了一片，整套作废，只能重买。妈妈没有骂我，只把那张购物小票压在冰

箱上，压了一整个寒假。我每次去拿牛奶都能看见它，十二块五。那把套尺不是用坏的，是被我

弄丢一片之后连累另外两片一起退休的，它们三个本来好好的。

今后的打算，我把它做成了一张贴在书桌前的清单。买文具学书里那位妈妈的姐姐：旧的没

用完，不开新的申请。每样文具进家门先登记，写明买的日子和价钱，丢了按账赔偿，从我零用

钱里扣。每月底给文具做一次体检，笔芯剩多少、橡皮剩多少，剩得多的不许再买同类。三百多

块是我两年交出去的学费，我不想再交第三年的。珍惜身边的每一样东西，说白了就是把每一样

东西用到它服气为止。

The Stationery Bill I Could Never Settle

The passage in My Pencil Case that moved me most was not the stationery meeting,

but the mother telling how her sister kept one rule: no new stationery could be

requested before the old was used up. In the sisters' case, pencils lined up by

length, the long ones writing first, the short ones waiting their turn, none allowed

to cut in. I laughed at that, then blushed, because my house runs the opposite way.

My pencils line up by thickness: the plump ones get used, the thin ones go into a

holder, and that holder grows more crowded each year without a single pencil ever

written to its end.

Last weekend my mother asked me to audit my pocket money, and I listed my

stationery spending too. Without looking I knew nothing; looking, I found that in two

years I lost or wrote off over three hundred yuan worth of stationery. The dearest

item was an automatic pencil case for one hundred and twenty, with a button clasp, a

sharpener and a combination lock. It now lives under my bed. It did not break; I

found the lock troublesome, demoted it in the second half of Grade Three, and
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switched to an ordinary zip pouch. I never used the sharpener once, and the lock

bored me after a week. The tin box in the book, according to the mother, was picked

up from a scrap yard for two cents, repaired three times, and used for six years. My

one hundred and twenty did not even last two.

My worst losing streak happened during final exam week. In one week I lost an

eraser, two refills and a set of transparent templates, three pieces in one set.

Losing one piece voided the whole set, and I had to buy it again. My mother did not

scold me. She pressed the receipt onto the fridge for the whole winter holiday. Every

time I went for milk I saw it: twelve yuan and fifty cents. The set was not worn out;

one piece went missing and dragged the other two into retirement while all three were

still fine.

My plan for the future is a list taped to my desk. Buy stationery the way the

aunt in the book did: no new application until the old is used up. Every new item is

registered with its date and price; anything lost is paid for from my pocket money.

At the end of each month I give my stationery a check-up, counting how much refill

and eraser is left, and forbidding duplicates while supplies remain. The three

hundred yuan was my tuition for two years, and I do not intend to pay a third year's.

Cherishing everything around me simply means using each thing until it can say it has

no regret left.


