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The Day the New Case Arrived, I Left a Note for the 0ld

One

August 26, Saturday, sunny.

The new pencil case arrived today. The courier box was small, and I opened it
quickly. Dark gray, three layers, the one I had spent two weeks deciding on. As I

unwrapped it, a voice inside me said: time to hold the handover with the old one.

The old pencil case was one I picked myself at a stationery stall by the school
gate before Grade 7 started, a hard plastic purple one that cost a dozen yuan. In one
year it aged faster than I expected. Its handle broke off at the root, and I wrapped
it three rounds with clear tape, the tape now yellow and stiff; the clasp of the 1lid
went loose, so pressing it would not pop it open and I had to pry with my fingernail;
two patches of the thin lining were worn bald, and one divider of the pen groove
snapped, so pencils and rulers mixed together and I had to stir them every morning.

At the end of summer vacation I emptied my schoolbag to take inventory, and only then
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noticed the seven or eight wounds on it. Not one was an accident; every one came from

daily use.

Choosing the new case took a long time. I favorited four in a shopping app: one
with a combination lock, one printed with a team emblem, one multi—function with a
built—in sharpener, and this current one, the plainest. My mother suggested the
emblem one, saying my head was always in the team’ s business. I hesitated, but in the
end chose the plain one. I know my own flaw: with something fancy I stay excited for
two weeks, then I cannot resist taking it apart in class. A plain case will not give

me that opening.

I took the old case out of my bag and wiped the pencil dust inside with a tissue.
I did not fix the broken handle. On a small slip of paper I wrote: Grade 7, thank you
for your hard work. I tucked the note into the case, closed the 1id, and put it in
the bottom drawer of my desk, together with the leftover half stack of exercise paper
from Grade 7. The drawer slid shut with a soft sound, like closing a door gently for

someone.

The new case sits on the desk, pens placed in their slots, the clasp popping open
at one press, crisp and clean. School starts the day after tomorrow, and I will be a
Grade 8 student. I have only one demand of the new case: when it hands over a year
from now, I hope its wounds were earned in the right places, not from my throwing it
or taking it apart. The old case keeps Grade 7 for me in the drawer; the new one will

keep Grade 8 for me. I am turning this page, and it turns with me.
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