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I Waited on the Teacher’ s Desk for Three Days

I waited in the corner of the teacher’s desk for three days.

I am a blue pencil case with a dinosaur on the lid, missing half its tail — that
faded when my little owner scratched it with a ballpoint pen at age three. A knot of
blue thread is tied to my zipper pull; her grandmother tied it, so it would be easier

to pull.

On Friday after school, the classroom was like a pot of boiling water. My little
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owner set me on the desk to help a classmate pick up a backpack, and then the crowd
poured out the door. I lay beside the ink bottle, listening to the footsteps fade. 1
wanted to call her, but pencil cases cannot call. When it grew dark, a big hand
lifted me into the desk drawer. The drawer smelled of chalk dust, and I waited there

the whole weekend.

On Monday morning the drawer opened. The teacher held me up in the air and asked
the class: whose is this? I saw my little owner in the third row, raising her hand
halfway and pulling it back. She thought I was lost and was afraid to speak. The
teacher called her name. As she walked up to the desk, I wobbled gently in the

teacher’s hand — I wanted to say: I was here the whole time, I never went anywhere.

The teacher opened me in front of her and counted, one by one: three pencils, one
eraser, a ruler, and the note folded into quarters that she had tucked in my
innermost pocket, with half an unfinished song written on it. My little owner hugged
me tightly when she took me back. Later, lying in the side pocket of her backpack, 1

heard her whisper to me: from now on I will count you every night.

That evening, through the opening of the side pocket, I heard her mother on the
phone. The teacher said the child had left me on the desk and had been too afraid to
speak up for three days. There was a pause on the line, then the mother said that at
home everything was done for the child — the backpack packed at night, the pencils
already sharpened, even tomorrow s clothes laid out by the bed. Her voice dropped: I
never imagined she would be afraid to speak about losing something. The teacher said:
let her count her own things herself. A child who has counted her pencils knows where

they were left.

That night, my little owner really spread me out on the desk and counted me
pencil by pencil. She set me on the little stool by the door, so I would not be
forgotten tomorrow. Her mother stood in the doorway for a while, and did not reach

out her hand.

I slept soundly on that stool. Later she lost a ruler and an eraser, and found
both of them herself. The way she rummages through her backpack is clumsy, but that,

I think, is what her own hands are for.

Things left behind on the teacher’s desk wait to be claimed. But some things,
like the habit of doing things yourself, have to grow in a child on their own. I sit

in her side pocket, counting the days for her.

www. vv99. net



