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One Week Was Enough

On Friday evening I emptied my pencil case onto the desk. Half a glue stick, a
mechanical pencil with a snapped lead, a compass with one bent leg, and a damp
crumpled note from a math class message that had stopped halfway last week. I threw
the note away without regret. My mother stood in the doorway and said the case was
messier than my room. [ talked back, but I remembered spending four minutes digging
through my schoolbag for the compass last week while the math teacher watched me from

the platform.

Sorting took forty minutes that night. I made three piles: things that worked,
things that did not, and things I could not decide about. The third pile was the
biggest, and in the end all of it went into the trash. Half the case was suddenly
empty. Pens went into the first layer, rulers and compasses into the second, erasers
and spare leads into the small pocket. I felt proud of myself and decided to keep it

up every day from then on.
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The streak broke on the third day. Wednesday brought heavy homework; I finished
at eleven, tossed the pens into the case, and went to bed. By Thursday and Friday the
pens and rulers were mixed together again, and a roll of tape jammed the zipper. On
Friday evening I pushed the case toward him without saying anything, and he
understood right away and started taking things out one by one. While sorting, he
muttered that keeping up was harder than tidying: forty minutes of tidying was over

once and done, but keeping up had to be done every single day.

On Saturday morning my hand reached for the case before the alarm rang, and I
realized I no longer needed the alarm. I made the rule smaller: only two layers, two
minutes before bed, put everything back where it belongs, no more perfect sorting.
With half as much stuff, finding things got much faster. During last week’s test I
pulled out the compass in ten seconds. The proctor was walking down the aisle; when I
fished the compass out of the second layer, my hand never stopped moving and my eyes
stayed on the paper. The kid in front turned around and asked when I’d gotten so

quick, and I said just this week.

My mother asked what good keeping it up for a week had done. I said having less
stuff and finding things fast was the small part. The big part was discovering that 1
can stick to one thing. It was only one week, but it was a rule I set for myself, and
I kept it. The case is still the old one, and the zipper is still stiff, but when you
open it, the first layer is pens and the second is rulers, and you can find them with

your eyes closed.
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