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The Day the Zipper Finally Gave Up

October 18, Saturday, cloudy.

Last night while I was doing homework, the zipper of my old pencil case finally
gave out. The metal teeth of the slider had been snapping off one by one for the past
two years, and in the end only the last tooth was holding on. I poured all the
stationery onto the desk, tried to fix it for a while, then gave up. The blue pattern
on its surface had long been rubbed to a whitish gray, both corners were frayed, and
the basketball-player sticker I used to paste on had peeled off, leaving a pale
rectangle on the lid. The grooves inside were packed with pencil lead marks and

eraser shavings, and no matter how hard I wiped, faint black marks remained.

This pencil case has been with me since my first day of junior high, three years
now. It was knocked off the desk more than ten times; once it was stepped on in the
corridor, and its strap was sewn back by my mother with needle and thread. During
every final exam in Grade 7 and Grade 8 and every weekly quiz, the pens and 2B

pencils it carried were taken out, used, and put back; it never missed a single day.
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On Saturday morning my mother took me to the stationery store to pick a new one.
There were so many pencil cases on the shelves that my eyes went dizzy. The plastic
ones were hard, but when they fell they went clang and drew the eyes of the whole
class; the automatic ones had buttons and hidden compartments, and I was afraid I
would play with them in class. I picked up a dark blue canvas one: soft, quiet when
it falls, with two layers, one for pens and one for rulers and compasses. My mother
said it was too plain, but I insisted. I would be the one using it, and I knew best
what I needed.

When we got home, my mother picked up the old pencil case to throw it into the
trash can. I stopped her. I wiped the old one clean with a wet wipe, cleaned the
black marks in the grooves as much as I could, put it into a clean cloth bag, and
placed it in the second drawer of my desk, right beside the pile of old exam papers.
My mother laughed and asked why I washed it so clean if I was not throwing it away. 1
could not answer well, so I just said: it is like a retired soldier; you cannot send
him off dirty.

Tonight when I opened the new pencil case, the canvas smelled faintly new. The
pens stood straight inside, and the lid closed smoothly. I thought: the old one held
my stationery for three years, and from now on this job belongs to the new one. The
old one rests in the drawer, and I am moving up to Grade 9. The drawer is like a

retirement room, and I am still on the road.

www. vv99. net



