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The 01d Pencil Case in the Drawer

November 2, Sunday, sunny.

Today I did something that others might find a little strange: I put my pencil

case of more than two years into a drawer instead of throwing it into the trash can.

The old one is made of tin, army green, handed down to me by my cousin after he
finished high school. It was already not new when it reached me: the green paint on
both corners of the 1id had been knocked off, showing the silvery metal underneath;
the hinge was loose, so the 1lid tilted once before standing steady when opened; a
patch of paint on the bottom had worn thin and felt smoother than the rest. On the
lid side inside there was a line of small print, the factory address, half of it worn
away, and I could recite it with my eyes closed. Over these two years it shielded me

from many things: my deskmate’ s pen bag once burst open, and a ballpoint pen flew out
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and hit it, leaving a shallow dent.

The idea of replacing it came last week. Its hinge went completely loose, the 1lid
hung down, and pens rolled out twice in class; once a pen rolled to the feet of the
girl in front, and I climbed down to fetch it with a red face. After school on
Friday, my father took me to the stationery section of the supermarket. I did not
pick a fancy one; I chose a gray cloth pencil case with a smooth zipper and clear
inner compartments. At the checkout my father asked what to do with the old one, and

suggested throwing it away. I said: no.

After we got home I found an old towel and wiped the tin case inside and out. The
knocked—off paint did not come back, but the dust came off. I stood it upright in the
desk drawer, leaning against the base of the desk lamp, like resting against a wall.
The drawer also holds a half box of refills from last term and a stack of draft
papers with folded corners. They are the same kind of things, all off duty.

After lying down I thought for a long time about why I could not bear to throw it
away. My mother did not buy this case; my cousin passed it to me. He got into a
university and is far away now. Every dent and every flake of paint on it has its own
story. Throwing it away would be like tossing away something that had been handed
down. Keeping it in the drawer is different: it is still there, just no longer on
duty.

The new pencil case stands ready on the desk, and the old one stays in the
drawer. I think that every time I open the drawer from now on, I will remember that

ballpoint pen it once blocked for me.
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