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Moving Day in My Pencil Case

October 14th, Wednesday, cloudy.

At the end of school today our teacher said, everyone tidy up your own pencil
case. | thought that would be easy. But when I really started, my pencil case was a

disaster.

I turned my pencil case upside down and dumped everything onto the desk with a
crash. Out jumped three erasers: a white one gone grey, one with a hole poked in it
by my ballpoint pen, and one so small I could hardly pinch it. Then five pencils
rolled out, all blunt, their bodies still showing the tooth marks I had chewed into
them. There was also a ruler with its markings worn away, half a protractor, a
handful of paper balls, and some pencil shavings. In one second my desk looked like

the ground outside a stationery shop.

I took out the pencil case and wiped it with a wet wipe. The blue checkered

pattern that had been hiding under the dirt came out, and even the little bear
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sticker on the corner of the lid seemed to lift its head. I wiped once, then a second

time, and the inside of the 1lid was spotless too.

Then came putting things back. My two tallest sharpened pencils stood in the
front row, the ruler lay flat in the second row, and the eraser and the half
protractor tucked into the small side pocket. The paper balls went into the rubbish
bin, and I poured the shavings into the garbage bag. The pencil with the chewed—off
head and the eraser too small to pinch, I thought for a moment, then put them into an

old glasses case at home. Mom said they can still be spares.

At noon, Xiao Dong held up his pencil case to show me. His was even messier than
mine, with a handful of broken pencil leads inside. I told him mine used to be like

that, and his eyes went wide with surprise.

The pencil case shut with a click, half as thin as before. I shook it, and it no
longer rattled. Tonight I wrote in my diary: taking things out is easy, but putting

them back in order is the harder part. Still, I love my thin little pencil case.
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