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The Duty Student Carries the Pencil Case Down the Hall

The duty student at the second—floor reading corner was Chen Yiming from Class
Five. On Wednesday afternoon, the reading corner teacher handed him something green
and said it had been found in a gap between books while dusting the shelves, it
belonged to Class Three, there was a frog sticker on the lid, and your duty students
should walk it home. Chen Yiming took it: a pencil case, zipper open, half its
pencils scattered, one of them broken with its sharp tip poking out. Afraid they
would spill again on the way, he re-slotted each pencil one by one. For the broken
one he thought of a fix: he tore a strip from his scratch paper, rolled it over the
tip, and slotted it in. The class schedule inside the 1id had a corner curling up, so

he fastened it with clear tape from the office desk, then zipped the case shut.

He went downstairs carrying the case, walking very slowly. A classmate teased
him, one pencil case, really that serious, just toss it over. Chen Yiming did not
answer. He held the box at his chest like carrying a bowl filled to the brim with
water. He remembered losing his own jump rope last term, how his classmates found it
for him in the equipment room, and how upset he had been, too worried to eat lunch.

He knew what it felt like for a kid who lost something to wait for it to come back.
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When he reached the door of Class Three, the lesson bell rang. Chen Yiming set
the case on the podium, squared it, opened it once more to check that every pencil
was in place, quietly explained to the Class Three teacher, and turned back into the
corridor. He did not know who the case belonged to. He only saw a girl in the row by

the window lift her head, her eyes lighting up for a moment.

The case went back to the girl named Xiaoya. She later learned that a duty
student had re-slotted every pencil, wrapped the broken one in paper, and taped the
schedule down. She wrote in her diary: the day my pencil case came home, someone
along the way had taken good care of it. The Class Three teacher told the story at
the class meeting, and from that day a paper box labeled lost and found sat on the
podium, where found items went with the place they were found written on them. Chen
Yiming of Class Five never heard about it, but every child in Class Three remembered
that afternoon, when a duty student from another class carried a pencil case down the

hall, walking slowly and steady.
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