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The Stationery Moves House

November 3rd, Tuesday, sunny.

My pencil case is a two—storey little house with a 1lid. Today I asked all its

residents to move out so the house could have a big cleaning.

I opened the lid and tipped the house upside down. The residents rolled out one
after another. The pencil king led the way, his body short and chewed by my teeth.
The eraser princess came last, already shrunk to the size of a fingernail. The ruler
gentleman was long and thin, his markings worn away. The protractor brother was
missing half his body, from the day he fell down the playground steps last term. And

there were a few paper balls, the little villains who had moved in without asking.

I took the house out and wiped it from top to bottom with a wet wipe. The bear
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sticker on the lid smiled a little brighter, and the blue checkered walls turned one
shade whiter. The cleaned house sat on the desk, smelling faintly of strawberries,

which was the smell of my wet wipe.

Now it was time to move back in. The tall pencils went upstairs and stood in a
row. The flat ruler gentleman and the eraser princess went downstairs and lay
perfectly straight. The half protractor brother took the small pocket by the door,
saying that way it was easier for him to get out. The paper balls asked, can we live

here too? I said no, this is a clean house. So they rolled into the rubbish bin.

The little pencil sharpener was too fat for the front door. I pushed him in
through the side pocket, and he squatted there like a tiny stool that came with the
house. The pencil king told everyone to stay put. When the pencil case closed, nobody

rolled around any more. Every resident knew his own room.

After school I told Mom the residents had moved back into their rooms. She opened
the pencil case, checked inside, and said, wow, everything is in order. The pencil

case clicked, as if it were nodding happily.

Before bed I thought: if the residents can each find their way home every day, I
will not need a big cleaning like this again. Put things back right after using them,

and the house stays clean every single day.
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