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The Case of the Missing Pencil Case

November 5th, Thursday, cloudy then clear.
My pencil case is gone.

It is my blue tin pencil case, two years old, with a chip of paint knocked off
one corner, showing the silver metal underneath. During the break after the second
period I had even cracked a walnut with it. But in the first lesson of the afternoon,
art class, I reached into the side pocket of my schoolbag for a pencil and found
nothing. The zipper of the side pocket was open a crack, and the crack held nothing
at all.
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I turned my whole schoolbag upside down. Textbooks, water bottle, jump rope
crashed onto the desk, and no pencil case. Then I crawled under my desk and rummaged
through the desk cubby three times, pulling out only a stub of chalk and the half
eraser I lost last week. The art teacher asked what I was looking for. I said my

pencil case. She told me to borrow a classmate’ s pencil for now.

At the break I walked back along the route I had taken. Not at the stairway, not
in the corridor, not under the bench by the playground. I even went through a rubbish
bin, and a student on duty saw me. My face burned so badly I pretended I was looking
for my jump rope. Back in the classroom I sat down and felt worse and worse. That
pencil case was bought by my father at a railway station on a business trip. Inside
the 1id there was a small piece of tape with my name written on it in ballpoint pen,

written in Grade Three, the characters all crooked.

Ten minutes before evening study, I was still digging in the desk cubby. My
deskmate Chen Yue came in through the back door holding something blue, walked to my
desk, and set it down: I saw it this afternoon on the cabinet at the back of the art
room, and since you kept using it all afternoon, I put it away for you first. Sorry I
did not tell you.

The pencil case lay on my desk. On its 1id was a small note in Chen Yue's
handwriting: borrowing you for the afternoon. I held that note, and the heavy thing
that had sunk in my chest all afternoon floated up at once. I asked him why he had
not handed it to the teacher. He said he had spent a long time reading the name on
the tape inside, finally recognized it as mine, and figured he would surely run into
me before school ended. He had not hidden it from me on purpose. He just wanted to

help without making a trip to the teachers’ office.

Tonight I put the pencil case in the very middle of my desk, lid facing up. I
wrote in my diary: you only know how much losing a thing hurts after you lose it.

From now on, when I leave a place, I look back once. Just once.
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I Found a Pencil Case

November 5th, Thursday, cloudy.

Today I did a small thing, but my heart was uneasy the whole day, so I write it

down first.

The second lesson of the afternoon was art. We were making masks, and halfway
through the scissors and glue I went to the cabinet at the back of the art room to
get some stiff cardboard. On top of the cabinet sat a blue tin pencil case, a chip of
paint knocked off one corner. I recognized it. Only one old-fashioned tin case in the
whole class belongs to my deskmate Lin Xiaoman, and the whole group has heard her

pencil case crack walnuts.

I almost took it straight to the teacher. I stopped at the edge of the podium:
everything the teacher collects goes into the cardboard box under the podium, and my
jump rope went in last term and still has not come out. I thought, Lin Xiaoman needs
her pencil case this afternoon anyway; giving it to her before evening study is fine.
So I carried it back to our classroom, put it on her desk, and stuck on a note:
borrowing you for the afternoon. 1 was rather pleased with myself. I thought that

line was funny.

But when I walked into the classroom before evening study, Lin Xiaoman was
slumped on her desk, her shoulders shaking, her desk cubby turned inside out, her
schoolbag upside down on the chair. She looked up and saw me, her eyes red, and said

nothing. My heart dropped: she had not just needed it this afternoon. She had been
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looking for it all day. My line about borrowing her for the afternoon was not funny

at all now.

She picked up the pencil case, held my note for two seconds, and said, thank you.
Just three words, her voice still hoarse. I said sorry, I should have given it to you
right away or handed it to the teacher. She shook her head and held the pencil case
against her chest, like hugging a cat that had come back.

Tonight I dug out my jump rope and signed the register to take it back from the
teacher’ s box. So while my rope had been waiting inside the box, I had been searching
outside for it. I wrote in my diary: from now on, when I find someone’ s thing, I
return it to their hands at the first chance, and I do not decide for them how long
they should wait. After writing it, I thought again of Lin Xiaoman hugging her pencil
case. The next morning I brought her a packet of biscuits and left it at the corner

of her desk. She glanced at me and smiled.

b Y

+—H-EH BN .

SR EA KRB T RO, @ B2 TR, — RN, WS R, B
FERG AR AR A B, W SEIR PR (0 5541 T

WG ARIE AT 22 53 S R AR G B o b, WA 1, BUS et — A i Sc R R
T8, KSR T RIR. BIOHTR, HUG R RARE T .

HIR M RAHE R, BAPUBUMAR=EE, PRI, B RW, i g, W
Wk, $r b 7o AR SEER ORI SO AENAE L. BRI A R, HIHWLAT, HhialgE T
AN, MBS, R REE k. B TR, WA T, BT
Ko BB BEAFEFEA R I o

PRI T i, RKBUEIE AR A, FEH R R, . RN RRYy, B
FHEE TR, IRAS W . AT R BoE AR R TR0, U, A MG E S AR A
Wo ALK G B EIBAH, SASENUATT? A ey it il g ?
REAEGREALT, A P IZ IR T AR Lok

TR RAEARR V3 WL R, 2 R /N E T, A Tt = UK. dbiA)
WEATARE T, JER T 1 WG, 4800, eEdek. MR, JOE T RAEIERE,
ME AR BOR G SCR,, Fa B LG =S

Wt WERME RIGATRZA R RIAC LRI, EEIRE TR, AR . HEd R,
MHA FISWEAEERRE ROt - R, TSR

www. vv99. net



KPR HIC KGR RAERME: [HREAEE, TEERERICE ZFHE. &
e DU EARTERZT, SCIESCRGRIETAE, SRR, XAARME T, SRBEEER A
T

A New Sticker on the Lid

November 7th, Saturday, sunny.

Today my pencil case is back on my desk, and its lid has a new sticker on it: an
orange kitten, stuck on a little crooked, right over the corner where the paint

chipped off, covering the silver mark completely.

The sticker was put there by Zhou Yutong, our class life monitor. She said, cover
the wound, and from now on it is a little cat pencil case that has been through
something. I laughed, and right after laughing my nose stung. Because the day before

yesterday, I thought I would never see it again.

The last lesson that afternoon was PE, and we left our schoolbags in the
classroom. When we came back, I packed my water bottle, pulled the side pocket
zipper, click, it shut. But my dark green cloth pencil case was not in the side
pocket. I sewed it myself, two pieces of old canvas with an elastic band stitched
between them; the pencils slide into the elastic, their tips poking out one by one.
It had been with me for three years. The elastic had gone loose and pencils kept
sliding out, and I liked that. It felt like mine.

First I searched the classroom, pulling open every desk cubby, my classmates
helping. Nothing. Then I ran to the playground and walked a full circle around the
track, my eyes glued to the ground. The PE teacher asked if I had lost something. I
said yes, so quietly I could barely hear myself. I sat on the steps by the playground
and thought: it is so old, maybe someone threw it away as a rag? Maybe it is already
on the rubbish truck? The more I thought, the more scared I got, scared until the

dumplings I ate at lunch wanted to come back up.

At dismissal I bumped into Zhou Yutong at the stairway. She was carrying the
little lost—and—-found basket, with five umbrellas and three water bottles sticking
out of it. She asked what it looked like. I described it: old canvas, handmade,
pencils poking their heads out. Her eyes lit up, and she turned the whole basket
upside down and fished out my pencil case from the bottom, three pencils still in its

elastic.

She said a student found it after PE yesterday and handed it in, and it had been
pressed at the bottom of the basket all day, sorry about that. When I took it back,
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there were a few biscuit crumbs from the bottom of the basket on it. I did not mind

the dirt at all. I pressed it to my chest.

I wrote these two days’ diary entries very slowly. I wrote: old things are worth
little, but this one kept three years of pencils for me. And I wrote: before PE
class, put the pencil case into the main pocket and pull the zipper all the way. I

have done this one. Today after school I checked again.
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