e LR AAR

O RSCRG, G M ST =K.

MR, iy BENR/NEIRE TR AR, Bk ERE - BIRLITIE . FEEiEok
(Roi e, W BT SEVR Sl R R i —— e AR, AR I

EIEMNRTE e AN TR A, s EALIEE R, RIPI RIS AR, AR
LU AL SR OS50 . BT et e, AR T s Lt ek k. R E A T,
KT, —HBAAEZTK,

Jil— R b, RACEASGEK, W AeYE RN . BEER L T, BN LI TR
b, ORT M. WA T, WD ANEERIVRG T, RSk RECAE T, A
Bl BHFMMIICSCRGEITIr, A e =S, PR, R, ik
B VYT N AR, FELE R R DA L, Wbl e 25, e, HAR4 T .

R, REMOANRIRIE SR THE, SNSRI TG B, = RAHOTH . 3l
P W AR PR T KB B AT ARSI AR EEARM AR SR R,
ZrRDACET. WS BB E TARAE, - HUOM U2 R

Hlolte: Jm T, ka8 Bt B OB T, A RIE R A
B, Al mE T, ARiED T ARIGE A ARk,

BRI, BAETERM T AN MR B PR B, MRS AL, A
B, RE B KRR, HOMPE. ZPAHERE M AR, BERUEG A BRSNS
No AR BB B, 19125 (s BT (7] 54958 TR 1

FAFER NN W R RAT A ik B SR B BOURE, HIRIIIR, Nk
WA — H R SR G, MR R A o BV Es e R, hiE LR IS

A Tisg i, OHA: PFE BN HOCRG, . MG ERHIRIIARYE, A

o=
=

/N,
The Pencil Case on the Teacher’ s Desk

The blue pencil case sat on the corner of my desk for three days.

Its corners were worn white, the little dinosaur printed on the lid was missing
half its tail, and a knot of blue thread was tied to the zipper pull. When I picked

it up, I heard pencils rolling inside — it was full, and well used.

It belonged to Lin Xiaoyu. That Friday after school the classroom was in an
uproar, and when I returned to organize my lesson plans, I found it lying quietly
beside the ink bottle. I put it in the drawer, sure the child would come running back

for it. But the hallway emptied, the sun went down, and no child came.
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On Monday morning I held it up and asked the class whose it was. There was a
moment of silence, then a girl in the third row raised her hand halfway and let it
fall again. I called her name. She came to the front in tiny steps and said, head
down: I thought it was lost, and I was afraid to say so. I opened the case in front
of her and counted, one by one: three pencils, one eraser, a ruler, and a small note
folded into quarters, tucked in the innermost pocket. She took the case, held it to

her chest, and the roots of her ears turned red.

After school I messaged her mother, telling her that Xiaoyu had left the pencil
case on my desk and had been too afraid to speak up for three days. Her mother
replied at once with a long message: at home everything was always tidied for the
child — backpack, clothes, even the water bottle packed the night before — the
child hardly ever did anything herself. She wrote: I never imagined she would be

afraid to speak about losing something. I always thought she was just careless.

I wrote back: let the child touch and count the things that belong to her. A
child who has counted her own pencils knows where they were left; a child who has

counted knows that a lost thing must be gone after by herself.

The following week I made a small change in class: anything left on the floor or
on the desk goes to the corner of my desk, and I do not keep it for anyone — the
owner must come describe it and take it back herself. The children treated it as a
game, and every day a little line formed at the corner of my desk. One child

collected an eraser and, on the way back, carried off her deskmate’s hat as well.

I don’ t know whether Lin Xiaoyu s mother ever let her pack her own backpack. I
only know that at the end of the month, Xiaoyu came to claim a classmate’ s pencil
case, and described it perfectly: the dinosaur on the lid is missing half its tail,

and there is a blue thread knot on the zipper.

I handed her the case and thought: a pencil case left behind on the teacher’s

desk is a small thing. But what grows out of small things is not small.
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