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“Cealie, that dress is a disgrace. It’s nothing more than a rag. I’d think your mother would have better sense than to send you to school looking like this. Look at her class; isn’t she a disgrace with those knee socks dragging over her shoes?” growled Mrs. Griffith, the fourth grade teacher.


Everyday, Cealie left school crying. She wished she had pretty dresses, nice shoes, a cool backpack, and a pencil case with colorful pencils. But she knew that was not possible because her family was too poor.


At school one day, Cealie spotted her classmate’s new, hot pink pencil case. She was fascinated with it, and when Jane pulled out three thin, rainbow-color pencils, she knew she had to have them. From that moment on, she dreamed they were hers, and began plotting on how to get them.


She thought. It shouldn’t be too difficult; after all, Jane sits right across from me. She tried to keep her mind on her work, but it didn’t happen. The hot pink case seemed to have a magnetic force drawing her to it. The long, thin pencils

of  blue, pink, and yellow, flashed in her eyes. They were so bright, she had to close her eyes, and turn away. She thought. Mom has always taught me to never lie or steal, but I know that I can’t fight this temptation. I’ve gotta have it, all of it.


She whispered to her self, “It’s not fair. She has two pencil cases, and lots of new pencils. I have none. I have one fat, ugly, green, school pencil that I hate, and its print is so dark and gross, I can’t write a neat paper. I know Mommy can’t get me anything like Jane’s because we’re so poor. It’s just not fair.”


Finally she forced her mind off the case and pencils, and worked on her assignments; Mrs. Griffith called the class to attention just as she finished.


“Class, it’s time for restroom break. Put your work neatly together on the left corner of your desk. I’ll call you by rows to get in line.”


Cealie’s row was the first called. As she walked past Jane’s desk, she gave one last glance at the hot pink case. Yes, it’s still there, she thought. Mrs. Griffith called the last rows, and the class marched out of the room and down the hall.


As Cealie headed to the restroom her thoughts were on how to get the pencil case. If I can get back to the room before anyone else, maybe I can get it.


Wasting no time, she used the toilet, washed her hands, skipped the drink, and then, went back to the classroom. It was empty, and the hot pink pencil case was begging her to take it. 


“Wow! No one is here. I’m in luck.”


Quickly, she snatched it up, slid it into her desk, and waited for the class to return. Jane was the first to enter and went directly to her desk.

Immediately, she saw it was gone. She was quiet as she glanced around at each desk. After that, she bent down and saw it in Cealie’s desk. She looked up at Cealie with blazing eyes. “You thief, you took my pencil case with my three new pencils in it.”

Cealie said nothing as Jane continued calling her a thief. Mrs Griffith hearing the commotion came to see what was happening.

“Jane, what’s the problem? What’s going on, here?”

“Cealie took my new pencil case.” With tears forming, she pointed to the hot pink case in the corner of the desk. “See, it’s there sticking out of her desk.”

“Cealie, did you steal Jane’s new pencil case? I bet you did. Your parents don’t have money for something like that. They can’t even buy you clothes or shoes. Give it to me,” she scolded.

“It’s mine, Mrs. Griffith. My mom bought it for me,” she lied, as she handed it to the teacher.

Holding it up, and looking it over, she said, “I don’t believe you. I’ll find out about this. Class does this belong to Jane or Cealie?”

Cealie held her breath and was sure she was in deep trouble. She waited for the answer, knowing what it would be. But to her surprise, the whole class agreed the pencil case belonged to her.

They all began to clap and cheer. “It’s Cealie’s. It belongs to her.”

Mrs. Griffith was in shock. She turned white, glared at Cealie, and growled like a bear. “We’ll see about this, you rag-a-muffin. I’m writing a note to your mother. Your oldest sister will get it to her. I’ll make sure of that. You know you’re in big trouble for stealing and fibbing. Take your chair and work to the coatroom. You get no lunch, and you’ll stay there the rest of the day,” she ordered.

Cealie couldn’t get away from her fast enough. She picked up her chair and her books, and headed for the tiny coatroom. She worked in the small room until dismissal. By then, her stomach hurt from no breakfast and lunch, and the thought of the punishment that awaited her at home.

During the two-mile walk home, she thought. Oh boy, the two things mom hates, and I’ve done both. Lying and stealing, oh Mom, what have I done? Harriet, couldn’t wait to tell Mom. She just had to run on ahead, so she’d be sure to get the note to Mom before I could explain. I know I’m in big time trouble.


Cealie watched her mom as she read the note, and she felt her mom’s disappointment and pain. She loved her mom so very much, always showing her respect, even when she sternly ordered. “Cealie, you go get a long, slender, branch from the willow tree out back and bring it to me.”


“Okay, Mommy,” she said, as she turned and walked out the door.


She went to the tallest, most sturdy tree to choose the weapon for her punishment. She broke off a long, thick flexible branch, skinned off the leaves, walked back into the house, and handed it to her mother.


Her mom gave Cealie a half smile. “Now, pull down your panties, and bend over,” she said, “I’m going to warm your bottom so red you will never steal or lie ever again.”


Baring her teeth together, and ringing her sweaty hands, Cealie did what her mother had asked and took her punishment.


After that, her mom reached out and took hold of her hand, and said, “Now, you give me that pencil case.”


Cealie passed it to her mom, and she said, “What I’d like to do is tell your teacher that I bought this pencil case for you. And why would I want to do that? Well, because she is so cruel to you. She makes a fool out of you in front of the whole class, and that’s not right. But lying and stealing is not right, you know that. So the only right thing to do is have you return it to Jane tomorrow. Do you think you can do that?”

Cealie’s bottom hurt and pained from the whipping, but she was still able to give her mom a big, wide smile. “Yes, Mommy, I can, and I’ll never do a thing like that ever again, as long as I live; I promise.”

She looked Cealie straight in the eye. “Good, that’s what I want to hear. Take it, and be sure to give it back to her tomorrow. You do understand?” She repeated.

“Yes, Mom, I will,” Cealie assured her.

Tears flooded Cealie’s flushed face, and her bottom burned with pain, as she ran to her room. She flopped down on her stomach, buried her face in her pillow, and thought. How can I give the pencil case back to Jane? Mrs. Griffith will punish me when she hears that I did steal it. What am I to do? Guess I’ll have to do it no matter what happens.
Finally she fell asleep with dreams haunting her of the stolen pencil case. She tried to give it back to Jane, but Mrs. Griffith caught her, and heard her say she was sorry for stealing it. And then, Mrs. Griffith yanked her to the front of the classroom, and called her a thief in front of everyone. After that, she called the police to have her locked up.

At that moment, Cealie woke trembling. She lay there for a few minutes, looked at the clock, and realized it was time to get up and get ready for the hardest day of her life. She staggered out of bed, used the toilet, showered, dressed, brushed her teeth and hair, and headed for the kitchen.


Her dad and two older sisters were having breakfast, but she passed, made a half a peanut butter sandwich for her lunch, and left for school. Later on, her two sisters caught up with her, and then, they tormented her about owning up to her lies and stealing. When she could take it no more, she ran as fast as her legs would go, and she left them behind.

When she reached the classroom door, she felt her pocket to make sure the pencil case was still there. She sighed with relief, and thought. Good I didn’t lose it. And then, she entered the classroom to take her punishment.


Luckily Mrs. Griffith was out of the room, and only a few students, and Jane were there. Cealie sighed with relief.


She thought. God, this must be my lucky day. If I get this to Jane before the teacher gets here, maybe she won’t say anything about it. But what will I do when Mrs. Griffith asks for the note from Mom? I don’t know. I’ll just have to wait and see what happens.


Cealie went back to her desk, slid into her chair, pulled out the pencil case, and tapped Jane on the arm with it. She ignored Cealie and continued working on last night’s homework.


“Jane,” Cealie whispered, “here, take it. It’s yours, and I’m sorry I took it from your desk.”


Jane frowned, snatched it up, looked it over, and then put it in her desk. Cealie was shocked at her silence. But she was glad because a few seconds later, Mrs. Griffith came in the room, followed by the rest of the class.


She looked sternly at the class. “Be seated, class, so I can take the attendance.”


After that, she explained the day’s assignments, and told the class to get busy. A few minutes later, she called Cealie up to her desk.


“Do you have it?” she asked, reaching for the note.


Cealie felt her knees shake, and her stomach pain, so she paused a moment.


“No, I…Don’t…But before she could finish explaining, Jane was racing to the front of the room. In her hand was the hot pink pencil case.

“Mrs. Griffith,” she said holding out the hot pink case, “this is Cealie’s. I gave it to her. I’m sorry I said she took it.”


“You what? You gave it to that little liar, rag-a-muffin,” she snarled.


“Uh…Yes, I gave it to her. It’s hers.” Jane bluntly said. 


“All right, have it your way. Both of you go sit down. Get busy on you assignments,” she scolded.


Jane and Cealie quickly took their seat and got busy. 

Later that day at recess, Cealie found Jane alone by the swings, went over to her, sat down, and asked, “Why did you lie for me?”


“I didn’t do it just for you. I hate that awful teacher, and I don’t like the way she treats you. She is so mean, and worse than mean to you. You can’t help it if you’re poor. I hate it when she calls you that awful name. So that’s the reason I did it. But Cealie you shouldn’t steal.”


“I know Jane. I’ll never lie or steal the rest of my life. I’ve learned a valuable lesson, especially from what Mom did to me. But the worst part was worrying over what Mrs. Griffith would do. She scares me to death. I even dreamed she called the police; they came, handcuffed me and put me in jail.


“You dreamed that? You poor thing, Cealie I want to be your friend, and every time Mrs. Griffith calls you a name, or makes fun of you, I’m going to speak up and defend you. And I know of some others in the class who feel the same way.”


Hot tears began streaming down Cealie’s flushed face. “Thank you Jane, now maybe I can make it the rest of the year in fourth grade.
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