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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
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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. 1 described it: old canvas, handmade,
pencils poking their heads out. Her eyes 1lit 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,
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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