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The Green Pencil Case Comes Home

At the break after second period, I reached into my schoolbag’ s side pocket for
my pencil case, getting ready for art class. The pocket was empty. I turned the bag
upside down and shook it; textbooks, my water bottle, and the jump rope all fell out,
but the green pencil case was nowhere. I had definitely put it there yesterday, with
the zipper half closed. My voice started to shake. My deskmate told me not to worry,
and my eyes went red anyway. Grandpa had bought that case for me, with a green frog
sticker on the lid.

Class monitor Liu Yang came over and asked what was wrong. After I explained, he
turned and clapped his hands twice on the podium. A dozen classmates stood up at
once, as if by agreement. Liu Yang assigned teams: he and Wang Xiaoyu would check the
playground and the monkey bars, where we played at break; Pudun and two boys would
take the stairs and the second—floor corridor, looking down step by step; Li Duo

would go to the music and art rooms and ask the teachers there if anyone had found a
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pencil case. I followed Liu Yang across the playground, eyes sweeping the ground.

Something green sat in the grass; we ran over and it was a green bottle cap.

The searchers came back one after another, all shaking their heads. Li Duo
returned last and said no too. We stood in the corridor, and nobody said it was
surely gone. Wang Xiaoyu said he would go back to the classroom first and check every
place the case could be hiding: inside textbooks, in the desk cubby, behind the
brooms. I went back with him. The cubby was empty, and so was the space behind the

brooms.

The class meeting bell rang, and our teacher walked in holding something green.
The pencil case. She said the teacher at the second—floor reading corner had found it
while dusting the shelves, with the 1id open and the pencils scattered beside it;
afraid something would go missing, she had gathered everything up and left it on the
podium for the duty students to bring to our class. I held the case and opened it to
check: pens, eraser, and watercolor markers were all there. The class schedule inside
the 1id had been re—taped by someone with clear tape, and a broken pencil had been
wrapped with a paper sleeve over its tip. I did not know which classmate had done it.

I only knew that among all the people who had searched, someone had paused to tidy it
up.

At dismissal I zipped the case all the way shut, the green frog shining in the
sunset. [ sewed an elastic band over my side pocket, a trick Grandma taught me. The
next day I handed the case to my deskmate to check the zipper and told him that from
now on we would check each other’s bags before school ended every day, so nobody s

things would get lost again.
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