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PRINCIPAL’S NOTE
It was a delight to see many students and parents enjoying
the first volume of Hearts and Voices. Many were excited to
see their wonderful pieces of writing celebrated by other
classmates, teachers and parents.
Character building is the bedrock of education in St Andrew’s
Junior School. We are privileged to share this new collection
of essays and poems which celebrate our school values of
Thanksgiving, Resilience, Unity, Empathy, Wonder, Integrity,
Self-discipline and Excellence (TRUE WISE). At the same time,
this collection also celebrates our students’ demonstration of
skills acquired in holistic thinking and communication.
I would like to congratulate every Saint who has put in effort
to share his thoughts and express what these school values
mean to him. It is also a reflection of him working towards
being a holistic thinker and skilled communicator with
exemplary character.
My special appreciation goes out to the teachers of SAJS who
have worked tirelessly over the many months to coach each
child to fulfil his potential.
Up and On!
Mrs Wong Bin Eng

3

CONTENTS
THANKSGIVING
Breakfast made with love by Enzo Yio Yankai, P3T
Courage, my loyal friend by Darren Lee, P4T
Paid with a bottle of painkillers by Ethan Ong, P5T
A Time I Felt Grateful by Timothy Chua, P5I
Thankful for a man’s best friend by Roshan Naushad, P6E
My best friend Spike by Zechariah Tan, P6E
Thanksgiving by Zacchaeus Tay, P1T
Thanksgiving and Gratitude by Christian Hunter, P1T
Give thanks for the people around us by Oliver Chua, P2T
Lovely people in my life by Isaac Wong, P2T

RESILIENCE
R.E.S.I.L.I.E.N.C.E by Keith Ng, P1R
What Saints should exhibit by Lim Yan Yang, P1R
I will never ever quit by Nathan Mao, P2R
Enduring all by Lim Xiao Tang, P2R
Carving out my place on the track by Jethro Yeong, P3R
Focus on the can, not the cannot by Julian Low, P3R
Racing with resilience by Aiman Wafiq, P4R
Achieving my goals by Dylan Law, P4R
Face your fears by Samuel Chareonsri, P4R
Fishing for success by Darien Siew, P5I
Dare to challenge yourself by Leroy Ong, P5R
Climbing the rocks of resilience by Ho Kah Howe, P5T

UNITY
Put your egos aside by Garreth Wong, P3U
The meaning of Unity by Reuel Lee, P3U
Unity is strength by Arjun Mishra, P4U
A kind helping hand by Ho Kah Howe, P5T

8
9
11
14
17
19
22
26
27
28
29

30
31
32
33
34
35
38
42
45
47
51
55
60

64
65
69
73
76

4

Brotherly love by Kyler Peh, P5T
United we stand by Lam Guoyi, P6T
We stand as one by Zechariah Chia, P1U
Oneness by Ethan Neo, P1U
U.N.I.T.Y by Jonathan Tan, P2U
United to do better by Johann Loh, P2U

81
84
90
91
92
93

EMPATHY

94

We are with you by P1 Empathy
E.M.P.A.T.H.Y by Benjamin Lee, P2Em
Care for the elderly by Josh Jong, P2Em
A bowl of Empathy by Gregory Tan, P5R
Pick him up by Leroy Ong, P5R
The price of not giving up a seat by Joel Chin, P5T
A little kindness goes a long way by Keane Lee Jing, P5T
A brother’s love by Ryan Chin, 6T

95
96
97
98
102
107
110
114

WONDER
The joy of discovery by Leong Shon, P3W
My adventure with time by Jordan Tai, P3W
Curiosity saves the day by Daven Wong, P4W
The magic of learning by Muhammad Aqil, P4W
Wonder by Branson Chun Joo Yeow, P6W
An Unusual Invention by Joshua Lim, P6W
The day the sky was not so dark by Premraj Jaziel Robin, P6W
An Unusual Invention by Samson Ong, P6 Wonder
Wonder is like a spider by Marcus Leong, P1W
I wonder about… by Lim Ze Yi, P2W
W.O.N.D.E.R. BY Mohamed Irfan, P2W

INTEGRITY
Stand up for Integrity by Reynath Chiang, P1I
Doing right even when alone by Alexander Tan,
P1I

118
119
121
123
125
128
131
134
136
138
139
140

141
142
143
143

5

I.N.T.E.G.R.I.T.Y. by Brian Chwee, P2I
Do what is right not what is popular by Choy Mun Hin, P2I
Guilt can weigh a tonne by Mohamed Haneef Ishaq s/o Mohamed
Haleem, P6SD
My great change by Joshua Sim, P6U
Choosing to be honest by Ryan Chin, 6T

SELF-DISCIPLINE

144
145
146
149
153

158

A sacrifice made by T. Shridhar, P4T
Reaping success through self-discipline by Tan Jun Wei, P4R
Mittens, hoops and some self-discipline by
Nathan Lim, 5U
My tower of self-discipline and resilience by Nathan Chin, P6I
Don’t let yourself down by Avinash, P5 Unity
Self-discipline by Nathan Lee, P1SD
S.E.L.F. D.I.S.C.I.P.L.I.N.E. by Ryan Tan, 1SD
Exemplary Character by Aidan Ng, P2SD
Self-management by Dylan Soh, P2SD

EXCELLENCE

159
161
164
164
168
174
178
179
180
181

182

E.X.C.E.L.L.E.N.C.E. by Ryan Tay, P2Ex
Everything done well by Jairus Lim, P2Ex
Coach KK and an excellent swimmer by Jae Lee Jing Kitt, P3W
An unforgettable soccer match by T. Shridhar, P4T
Striving to achieve a dream by Max Wong, P4T
Overcoming the odds when faced with a difficult problem by Elliott
Chan Rui Qi, P4R
Giving one’s best in a challenge by Matthew Tan, P4R

183
184
185
188
191
195
198

6

7

THANKSGIVING

8

Breakfast made with love by Enzo Yio Yankai, P3T

Two days before Mother’s Day, I still had not decided
on what to give her. Present and gift ideas filled my head.
“I could make her breakfast in bed,” I thought to myself.
“My mother has done so much for me so now I should show
her my appreciation.”
The next day, I knew that I had to choose a present for
my mother as it was Mother’s Day the following day. I settled
on breakfast in bed because we had leftover pancake mix
from the previous day in the fridge. There were even a few
strips of bacon to go along with it. So, I woke up at seven
o’clock which was two hours before her alarm sounded and
started preparing the pancakes and bacon. I wanted her to
have an early Mother’s Day present. I coated the pan with
butter and waited for it to heat up. Meanwhile, I put the strips
of bacon into the oven and waited for them to cook.
There was only one more hour left before she woke
up. The food was ready and the table was set. This was going
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to be the perfect moment. It was going to be her best
Mother’s Day yet! There was only half an hour left. The
suspense was killing me. Would she like it? What would she
think of it? I was very nervous. To pass the time, I read my
favourite book, ‘Geronimo Stilton and the Kingdom of
Fantasy’. She would wake up in ten minutes.
My heart pounded excitedly as I heard her spring out
of bed to go to the toilet. This was the moment that I had been
waiting for. She emerged from the room, noticed the
pancakes and bacon and wondered why they were on the
table. “Happy Mother’s Day!” I exclaimed. With a big smile
she said, “You didn’t have to do this for me …” and added
happily, “It’s the thought that counts.”
She enjoyed the pancakes and bacon. It really was the
best Mother’s Day she had ever had. It was also one of my
best days ever.
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Courage, my loyal friend by Darren Lee, P4T
I looked helplessly at Courage, my pet dog, with
sympathetic eyes. My heart ached at the sight of its scrawny
body. We were at the veterinarian’s clinic. Courage was very
sick. The vet had told me to be mentally prepared that
Courage might die. At that moment, Courage gave a little
“yelp” as if he was trying to cheer me up. That brought me
back to the unforgettable moments I had with him …
Courage had always been my best friend, making me
laugh and keeping me company whenever I felt sad and lonely.
Once, when I was sick, Courage brought me my slippers,
sensing that my feet were cold. Every afternoon when I
returned home from school, Courage would be waiting for me
at the gate. He would wag his tail and bark happily as soon as
he saw me. His loud and cheerful bark could be heard down
the street.
Courage first came into my life when he was just a tiny
little puppy, the size of my two palms. Back then, his bark was
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as soft as a kitten’s purr. He looked at me with his cute little
puppy eyes and we bonded almost instantly. One weekend,
while I was mopping the floor, Courage started sliding around
on his back instead of walking. I thought he was helping me
to mop the floor with its fur. It was so funny that I laughed
heartily. The sight brought tears of joy to me.
Courage gave a little whimper and that brought me
back to reality. The vet told me to bring Courage home as any
hope for recovery was very slim. Slapped with the bad news
from the veterinary surgeon who tried in vain to save him, I
held Courage in my arms and walked as slow as a snail out of
the clinic. He looked at me as though to assure me that his
time had not come and he still had things to do. After ensuring
that Courage was settled comfortably at home, I went with a
heavy heart to the pet store to buy Courage’s favourite food.
When I returned from the pet store, I saw the house
on fire and my family standing helplessly outside the house.
However, Grandma and Courage were not with them. Fear
pulsated within me. I feared the worst as I thought Grandma
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and Courage were burnt to ashes in the fire. My lower lip
trembled as I struggled to hold back my tears.
Suddenly, we heard a bark. I could not believe my eyes
when I saw Courage leading Grandma out of the house. A
deep sense of relief came over me. Grandma explained that
Courage had gone back into the house to look for her despite
being sick and weak. I hugged Courage and thanked him
profusely for saving Grandma.
Seeing that Courage did not have the appetite to eat
his favourite food, tears began to form in my eyes. I was
deeply saddened by the fact that no amount of help could
save Courage, nothing short of a miracle. Nevertheless, I was
truly thankful that I could be with Courage, my loyal friend,
even for just a few more days.
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Paid with a bottle of painkillers by Ethan Ong,
P5T
"Stop thief!" the owner of the house hollered.
Clutching the bottle of painkillers in my hand, I dashed out of
the house. My mother was bedridden, and my father had
passed away leaving nobody to pay the medical bills. I dashed
out of the house and looked back. The owner had just come
out of her house. Suddenly, I bumped into something soft. By
the time I realised that it was a tall skinny man, the owner of
the painkillers was standing behind me, arms akimbo. Fear
struck me, sending a chill down my spine. What was going to
happen to me?
She glowered, "Give back the painkillers! It isn't
yours."
The man that I had bumped into immediately fished
out his wallet and asked the woman how much the painkillers
cost. A pang of guilt gnawed at me.
"Fifty," she scowled. I saw the man take out a fifty
dollar note and pass it to the woman. Upon receiving it, the
angry woman stomped back into her house, and the man told
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me never to steal again. Before he could even finish, I had
taken to my heels, as fast as my legs could carry me.
Thirty years later, I had become a world-renowned
surgeon. It was another mundane Tuesday afternoon. I was
sitting on my plush leather cushioned couch, reading my
newspaper.
Ring! Ring! I walked over to the telephone at the
coffee table and picked it up. It was the hospital. Someone
was injured in an accident and needed a liver transplant. I
'flew' to my car and raced to the hospital. Upon arrival, a
nurse directed me to Surgical Room Two. My stomach
churned with anxiety. A young woman, in a cyan dress, lay on
the bed. My team of surgeons were already there and getting
ready. Together, we worked round the clock. Everyone was
anxious. One mistake and it could take the patient’s life away.
After several hours, the surgery was successfully
completed. It felt like a hefty weight had been lifted off my
shoulders. As we walked out of the room, an old man stood
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outside. He asked feebly with a quiver in his voice, "How's my
daughter?”
"She's fine, doing well," I replied. This man looked
vaguely familiar. Later that day, I peeked at the young woman
in the medical ward. Her father sat by her side, looking at the
bills anxiously. That was when I realised he was the man that
helped me pay for the painkillers thirty years ago. I decided
that since he was kind to me, I should repay him. I quickly told
a nurse to reprint the receipt and waive the bills. When I got
the reprinted version, I wrote ‘paid with a bottle of painkillers’
at a corner. When the old man came back, I told him that
there had been an error on the previous bill and gave him the
new one. After reading it, a smile was plastered on his face.
Before I left, he thanked me profusely.
Now, whenever I see someone who does not have the
means to pay and needs help, I provide my services free of
charge. It not only brightens up the life of the receiver, but
also puts a smile on my face.
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A Time I Felt Grateful by Timothy Chua, P5I
I walked over to the mobile repair shop with the
broken phone in my pocket. Every time I looked at it, I recalled
what happened two years ago …
“Mum, I’m going out to skateboard. I’ll be back in an
hour!” I said to Mum as I ran out. In a few minutes, I got to a
park. As I entered it, the sweet aroma of flowers flooded my
lungs.
I got onto my skateboard and started riding around
the track. After a while, I decided I was good enough, so I got
out of the designated track and started skating on the
pathway. Although it was bumpy, I continued to skate off
track and ventured further away from it. I fell down a few
times, but it was fun to skate off the track. Evening came
quickly and I decided to head home.
Along the way back, my phone beeped loudly so I
fished it out of my pocket and started to read the messages
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while riding my skateboard. I did not pay attention to my
surroundings.
“Hey kid!” someone shouted from the front. When I
looked up from my phone, I realised I was about to fall into a
deep drain. It was too late to prevent it from happening!
Crimson red blood oozed from my shin. Suddenly, I noticed
an old, pimply man walking over.
He asked, “Do you need help?” I recognised his voice.
He was the one who had alerted me earlier. I accepted his
help and he pulled me out of the drain along with my
skateboard. He then reached into his pocket and pulled out a
plaster. I gratefully accepted it, applied it on my gash, then
thanked and even hugged him.
It was a time I felt truly grateful.
Snapping back to the present after hearing a car honk,
I walked over to the mobile repair shop. This time, I was
careful to pay attention to my surroundings – especially for
people who might need some help.
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Thankful for a man’s best friend by Roshan
Naushad, P6E

The streets were hustling and bustling. People were
rushing to have breakfast while others were taking a quiet
stroll. I had gone walking with my family at East Coast Park
that fine Saturday morning. It was a joy to take in the pleasant
sights all around me. I saw a mother pushing her baby in the
pram and a police officer talking to passers-by and handing
out crime-prevention pamphlets. Of all these people,
someone else caught my eye – a blind old man struggling to
walk. At his feet, however, making the impossible come to
pass was his dog, guiding him through the dense human
traffic along the street. A warm smile spread across my face
as my mind reeled back to over twenty-one years ago when
my dog had helped me.
“Come on Mom! It’s over here!” I shouted to my
mother who was struggling to keep up.
“John! Wait!” my mother screamed back.
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I

was

rushing

to

my

favourite

toy

store

‘Kozonawamona toys!’ It was founded by the Japanese
Osamakio Shizonawa Kozonawamona to appeal to the
Japanese children during the 1960s. It was so popular that it
set up branches all over the world and on 21 July 1969 it came
to Singapore. But before we could get there, I had to cross a
road.
I was so excited about getting a new Iron Man and
Batman action figure and comic book that I failed to realize
the traffic light had not turned red and the pedestrian
crossing light had not turned green. I was puzzled why my
mom was not behind me. I thought she was just a little slow.
While pondering that, the loud barking of my dog made me
lose my train of thought and turn around. That was when I
noticed a car. “It’s probably going to stop! The pedestrian
light is green!” I said to myself.
However, when I turned to look, my face turned pale.
I faced the harsh reality that the pedestrian light was red. I
ran back as fast as my legs could carry me, cursing myself for
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eating the extra piece of Kentucky fried chicken that morning
which was obviously slowing me down. I made it back just in
time to see the driver heaving a sigh of relief as he drove past.
I looked behind and saw my dog, Pat, staring at me. I hugged
him tightly for saving my life. Pat really was the textbook
example of a loyal dog.
“Err are you ok?” my mother asked me putting a hand
in front of me and moving it up and down. My mind
immediately snapped back to the present.
“I am fine, mom,” I replied. “That puppy over there is
going to be a loyal dog just like Pat who kept me out of harm’s
way when we were crossing the road many years ago.”
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My best friend Spike by Zechariah Tan, P6E
"Come here Spike!" I called out and he ran over to me
in less than a second. That is how Spike is, always energetic
and a bundle of fun and joy. He has a perfect coat of golden
fur, except for one small mark, a scar on his leg. Looking at it,
I recalled the events more than a month ago …
"Can you swim, Spike?" I asked as we were nearing the
beach.
"Roof!" Spike barked, sticking his tongue out.
"I guess that's a ‘yes’, huh?" I asked again.
"Roof!" Spike replied.
He looked really foolish with his tongue flapping in the
wind.
"Don't treat Spike as if he is human! He might not
understand what you mean!" Dad said to me.
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"Says you,” I muttered disapprovingly under my breath
refusing to believe him.
When we reached the beach, I jumped onto the hot
sand and started building an enormous sandcastle. Spike
obviously did not find as much joy in it, preferring to knock it
over. After he had done that seven times, I got bored of
rebuilding it and jumped into the water. Spike followed me in.
To my delight, I realised that Spike could swim too.
"Don't go too deep!" Dad shouted to me.
"Alright!" I replied. "Wow! I didn't know you could swim,
boy! I thought only certain dogs could swim. Impressive! Let’s
race!" I exclaimed.
"Woof!" Spike replied.
"3...2...1... GO!!!" Spike somehow understood what I
said so he swam as fast as he could. This was so much fun!
After a while of swimming and trying to outdo one
another, something changed. I felt a sharp twinge in my calf.
Then, an awful realisation dawned on me, plunging my
23

situation from bad to worse. I said, "Uh-oh... I can't touch the
floor! Help! Someone! Please help!" The tide started to get
stronger and swept me further and further away from the
shore.
I kicked furiously trying to keep my head above water,
but the currents were too strong! This was going to be the
end, I was sure.
"Woof!" Spike barked. I opened my eyes and saw Spike
licking me. Lots of people crowded around, looking at me. I
looked to the side and saw that I was not in the water
anymore, but on land!
"What happened?" I sputtered, spitting salt water out
at the same time.
My dad, who looked as pale as a sheet obviously from
worry, told me that he had seen everything and explained
what had happened. He also scolded me for not obeying him
but was grateful that I was not left in the sea to die. He then
told me that I was pulled out of the sea by Spike whose leg
got gashed by a rocky outcropping on the way back to shore.
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I glanced at Spike’s leg and the nasty wound made me feel
squeamish. But Spike seemed oblivious to the pain and just
kept licking my face. Silly Spike!
When we reached home, we treated Spike's wound and
gave him a huge meal as a reward for saving me. After all, this
was an adventure not to be forgotten.
From this incident, I have learnt that we have to be an
honourable and loyal buddy to our friends. For me, Spike is
not just a dog. He is my best friend!
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Thanksgiving by Zacchaeus Tay, P1T

26

Thanksgiving and Gratitude by Christian Hunter,
P1T
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Give thanks for the people around us by Oliver
Chua, P2T
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Lovely people in my life by Isaac Wong, P2T
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R.E.S.I.L.I.E.N.C.E by Keith Ng, P1R
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What Saints should exhibit by Lim Yan Yang, P1R
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I will never ever quit by Nathan Mao, P2R
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Enduring all by Lim Xiao Tang, P2R
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Carving out my place on the track by Jethro
Yeong, P3R

I have always enjoyed sports, in particular running.
Every day, I have regular track and field practices after school.
This sport requires a lot of stamina. I enjoy it very much even
though it is tough. Apart from physical resilience, running also
teaches me perseverance in overcoming difficulties. It all
happened that fateful day when I encountered one of my
biggest challenges.
On that day, I was going down the steps to the canteen
to get some food. It was teeming with students and in my
moment of inattention, I missed a step. I took a hard fall and
twisted my left ankle badly. I started groaning in pain and that
attracted the attention of a teacher who was on recess duty.
After being helped to the General Office, my parents were
informed and an ambulance was called. At the hospital, the
doctor told me that I had to be on crutches for two weeks and
refrain from any strenuous exercise. I was devastated after
hearing the doctor’s words that I had to miss training as I was
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preparing myself for the school annual track and field event.
I had no choice but to heed the doctor’s advice with a heavy
heart.
After two weeks of rest, I resumed my training.
However, my muscles felt weak after the lack of training. I felt
so discouraged and wanted to give up as my timing was far
behind that of my teammates. Sensing my disappointment,
my teammates and coach decided to encourage me with kind
words and little displays of support. My heart felt strangely
warmed and because of them I was determined to overcome
the challenge and train hard.
Finally, it was the day of the race. ‘Bang!’ The race
started. Runners were all zooming around the track. I was
running fast when suddenly, I felt a sharp pain in my left ankle.
The pain crippled me and most of my competitors overtook
me. But I was not going to give up. I persevered and focused
on my goal, which was the finish line. I was doing it not just
for myself, but also for my school. I darted towards the
finishing line with all my might. I was so absorbed in this aim
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that I forgot the pain in my ankle. With each stride, my speed
increased and I eventually caught up with my rivals. Pushing
myself to the very limits, I took the lead and finished the race
in first position!
I was elated and on top of the world. I could not
believe I did it!
As I received the trophy, tears of joy rolled down my
cheeks. As long as the passion for running remained in my
heart, I would keep racing and carving out my place on the
track. My perseverance had really paid off and I could not
thank my friends and coach enough.
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Focus on the can, not the cannot by Julian Low,
P3R
“Argh!” Tom groaned.
“Why do these words jump off the page? My test is
only a day away!” Tom thought.
Tom’s mother opened his bedroom door. “Tom! Go
and sleep. It is late,” she reminded him. Tom knew that there
was something different about him. He heard that he had
dyslexia. His friends could read easily, but for him reading
every sentence was a struggle.
It was the big day of the test. Tom took deep, slow
breaths to calm himself. His heart was pounding loudly
against his ribcage. As the teacher placed the test paper on
his desk, beads of perspiration started to form. When the test
started, he turned the page to write his name. Then, he
moved on to the questions. He could only catch glimpses of
them. When he could see the words clearly, he found that he
could solve the questions easily.
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“That’s weird, I can solve them only if I can see them
clearly,” he thought. He tried to concentrate again but the
words danced and floated around, making it hard for Tom to
read. Despite his difficulty, he persevered and tried hard to
solve the problems before shading the answers on the Optical
Answer Sheet.
Before long, the teacher made an announcement,
“You have fifteen minutes left.” Tom was struggling through
the last question and determined to finish it well. Many of his
friends had already finished the test and staring blankly at the
ceiling. Tom broke out in cold sweat when he finally
completed the test. Strangely, he had a feeling that he had
done well. He went home that day feeling slightly more
confident in his own abilities. He smiled as he thought about
what he could achieve when he persevered and put his mind
to it.
The next day, when the results were announced, Tom
felt his world weighing down upon him. He had passed but
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scored the lowest marks in the level. He hung his head low in
shame as everyone laughed at him.
After school, Tom’s mother was there to pick him up
for lunch. He slumped in the car seat, overwhelmed with
depression.
“I did it again, mom. I got the lowest marks in the level,”
sulked Tom.
Tom’s mother reminded him about how Leonardo Da
Vinci overcame dyslexia. She encouraged him to continue
working hard and focus on what he could do, rather than
what he could not. By the time they reached home, Tom was
determined to battle dyslexia. He practised different reading
strategies and kept persevering for many hours. It was tough,
but stories of other Leonardo Da Vincis spurred him on. He
maintained his perseverance and resilience through the many
years of his school life. He did not always score top marks, but
he always put in his best effort. It bore fruit later.
Tom grew up to become a very successful
businessman. However, he never forgot his struggles with
40

dyslexia and was determined to help other people overcome
it. He always encouraged others to keep on practising and
never give up. He taught them perseverance and cheered
them up whenever they were down.
When Tom passed away, he was remembered as one
of those people who overcame dyslexia and his story inspired
others to be like him.
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Racing with resilience by Aiman Wafiq, P4R

It was a bright and sultry Wednesday afternoon.
During our Physical Education lesson, my class was practising
for our 1.6 kilometre NAPFA test that was coming soon. Beads
of perspiration trickled down my forehead as I ran vigorously.
After completing the 1.6 kilometre run, I felt
depressed and devastated as I had failed to complete it within
the given time. My teacher believed that I could do it and told
me to keep practising. After that, I was determined to
perform better by practising at school and during my

free

time.
That Saturday, I decided that I had to improve on my
timing for the 1.6 kilometre run, so I ran at the park near my
house. My father, who is a PE teacher, saw that I needed
some help and thus volunteered to be my personal running
coach. While at the park, my father timed how fast I
completed every round. He continuously encouraged me
every time I saw him at the 300-metre mark line.
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When I finished running, I was delighted with myself
as I had managed to run within 10 minutes 30 seconds. I also
felt that I could improve and do much better. When I returned
home, I looked in my personal organiser and found out that I
had achieved a B grade. I looked at the timing to achieve an A
grade − 9 minutes 40 seconds. I knew that I would never be
able to run that fast.
The day of my actual NAPFA test arrived. I was a
nervous wreck and on tenterhooks as I was worried that I
would fail the test. Our teacher was calling out the names of
some pupils. My heart was beating fast when mine was called
out. We then followed him to the starting line and got ready
for our run. "Ready, set, go!" my teacher commanded and all
of us started running and giving our best.
During my run, I actually monitored my timing using
my watch. While doing so, I suddenly had some pain in my
stomach and felt that I was not able to finish the run. However,
I persevered and pressed on. I kept telling myself that I had to
do better than before.
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Upon reaching the finishing line, I was completely
exhausted yet it blew my mind when my PE teacher told me
that I done it in 9 minutes 38 seconds! I was full of glee as

I

had improved on my timing and managed to get an A grade.
He congratulated me and said that my hard work had paid off.
I could not wait to share my achievement with my parents.
Since that day, I have learnt to be resilient and never give up
no matter what stands in my way.
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Achieving my goals by Dylan Law, P4R

There were many challenges I faced when I first
entered St Andrews Junior School. Things were new and
different from my kindergarten days − new teachers and a
different environment. However, the biggest challenge for
me was coping with homework.
During the first week in Primary 1, when my teacher
gave me homework, it was not so difficult. It was not until
Primary 3 when it became hard for me to keep up as there
was more homework. The only subject that I struggled with
was Math. In Primary 3, Math was not easy because there
were a lot of new techniques to learn, as well as more tedious
questions in the worksheets and practice papers. On some
days, I really wanted to give up.
When I got back my practice paper for Maths at the
beginning of the year, I was shocked and at the same time
disheartened and sad. Then I wondered why I did so badly. I
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looked at all my mistakes and realised some of them were due
to carelessness while others were because I just did not know
how to do them.
I spoke to my parents about this issue, and they
suggested that I needed a Math tutor. I thought for a while
and then agreed. A week later, my tuition teacher came to my
house to teach me how to tackle the questions I did not know
how to do. I also learned how to manage my time better. I cut
down on my free time so I could do an hour of Math practice
every day. It took a lot of self-discipline but I was determined
to do well.
After a few months of practising very hard, I sat for
another Math practice paper and I achieved very high marks.
I was delighted as I had improved tremendously. I was
thankful for my teachers and their help. But deep down, I
knew that it required something on my part too. I discovered
that if you have self-discipline and work hard, you can achieve
your academic goals.
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Face your fears by Samuel Chareonsri, P4R
“Ahhh!” I awoke with beads of cold sweat running
down my forehead. I let out a frustrated sigh. It had been the
same nightmare all over again. The loose grip of my hand on
the bicycle brakes, the soaring in the air, the crash to the
ground.
Just at that moment, my father walked into the room.
“What’s wrong?” he asked, concerned. Upon seeing my state
of discomposure, he understood what was going on. “This has
gone on long enough, Tim,” he said firmly. “I think the best
way to overcome your fear is to face it. Let’s go to the park
tomorrow and try riding a bicycle again.” I was devastated by
that idea but my father was insistent.
“Okay,” I mumbled. Wearily, I tried to go back to sleep.
The events of that day played vividly in my mind – the fear,
the pain, the bad injuries …
Two months ago …
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The rush of excitement filled me as I mounted my new
bicycle. Just then, a familiar voice rang out from behind me.
“Learning how to cycle?” Shawn called out. “Guess what? Me
too! Let’s race down the hill!” he challenged. “I have a little
plastic toy trophy. If you win, I will give it to you.” Not wanting
to appear cowardly, I agreed.
“One, two three, go!” Shawn shouted. Instantly, both
of us went speeding down the hill. My heart pounded wildly
as I felt the bicycle wobble under my weight. As I went down
fast, objects whizzed past me in a blur. Woof! Suddenly, I
heard a dog bark. To my shock and horror, a bulldog was
coming towards me in the opposite direction. Wasting no
time, I squeezed the brakes but to no avail. The bicycle
lurched forward and the next moment, I was airborne.
Landing on the ground, I felt a pain shoot through my body
like electricity. In the end, I suffered a few broken bones and
a deep cut on my leg. Ever since that day, I never got onto my
bicycle again and it lay forgotten in a corner of the storeroom.

48

I knew what my father said was true – I needed to
overcome my fear. The next day, my father and I set off. The
weather was balmy and a gentle breeze rustled the leaves
above us. As we stepped into the park, the aroma of
barbecued chicken wafted through the air. Naughtily, I turned
to my father and asked, “Why don’t we just go for a
barbecue?” However, he was firm about what he said and his
decision. “Come on, Tim, let’s do this!”
My heart pounded in a familiar way as I approached
my bicycle. I could feel my hands turning clammy and I forced
a weak smile on my face. Taking a deep breath, I mounted the
bicycle as my father held on to the back of it. Slowly, I stepped
on the pedals. Terrified, I felt my heart beat in double time.
“You can do it, Tim,” my father urged me. “Instead of
thinking of the accident, maybe try to imagine yourself cycling
very well with the rest of us.” Encouraged by my father’s
words, a sense of determination began to fill my heart.
Although my heart was still hammering away, I began to cycle
a little better and I pedalled on.
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“Go, Tim! You’re almost there!” My father shouted
from a distance. Willing to believe his words, I gathered all my
courage and pressed on. Finally, I reached the end of the path.
Turning back to see how far I had cycled, I realised it was
merely a few metres. My shoulders slumped, as I thought to
myself that I would never be able to do it. Sensing my
discouragement, my father patted me on the back. “Look!
You have made it this far. As long as you improve, you will get
there. After a few more tries, I was able to get the hang of
cycling more steadily.
Looking back, although my first few attempts were far
from perfect, I kept at it. My father’s words rang out in my
mind each time I went back to the starting point. By the end
of the week, I could cycle without much difficulty! More than
that, I gained a more valuable lesson in life – not to run way
from my fears, but to face up to them and be an overcomer.
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Fishing for success by Darien Siew, P5I

One windy Friday, during recess in school, my friend,
Jun Han, and I were talking about some things we were
planning to do during the weekend. I told Jun Han that during
the weekend, I could buy anything I wanted as long as it was
below fifty dollars. It was my reward from my parents for
scoring full marks for my Math test. Jun Han was green with
envy after he heard what I had said, but he also felt happy for
me so he just said, “Lucky you!” We both laughed loudly in
the canteen.
Now, it was his turn to tell me what he was going to
do during the weekend. Jun Han told me about his hobby,
fishing. He had bought his first fishing rod from a fishing store
beside a shopping centre. He also told me about how he was
going to a famous fishing river to fish that weekend. He
sounded so excited when he said that that I wondered if I
should try fishing myself. We finished our food amidst much
talking and laughing and then went back to class.
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After school, when I was walking back home, I thought
about getting a fishing rod with my fifty dollar reward so I
could try fishing that weekend. I remembered Jun Han talking
about the shop beside a shopping centre that sold cheap but
reliable rods. The next day, I told my parents that I had
decided to buy a fishing rod with my fifty dollars. They
brought me to the shop Jun Han had mentioned after I had
told them about it. The amount of fishing equipment and
materials sold there amazed me. There were rods hanging on
the walls, shiny fish lures, little brown worms for bait and a
lot more! I could not decide on what I wanted as I wanted
them all. Eventually, I chose a blue and gold fishing rod and
some bait. I wanted to ask the friendly staff how to throw a
line but I was too shy to go up to them. I just told myself that
it would be simple and that I could do it myself. It would be a
new challenge for me to catch a fish.
My parents and I went to a river nearby and I tested
out my rod. I put on the bait and cast the line, but the line
went backwards instead and hooked itself onto a branch of a
tree behind me. I was lucky no one was behind as I might
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have injured him or her. I spent the next hour casting and
patiently waiting for the fish to take the bait. But it was to no
avail. The sky was getting darker. People were leaving the
river one by one.
I was very anxious and almost wanted to give up when
I saw Jun Han fishing nearby! I realised that this was the river
that Jun Han had told me about. He was also about to leave
but when I told him about my problem, he decided to stay
behind and teach me how to cast a line. Before he started, I
told him about my new challenge to catch a fish. After he had
taught me, he said he had to rush home for dinner. I thanked
him profusely for all his help and told him not to feel bad
about leaving. He smiled and assured me that I would be fine.
My fishing line lay slack in the water. After a few
agonising minutes without a single bite, I was about to give
up. Just then, I felt a slight tug at my rod. I gave a little pull
and realised that I had caught my first fish! I now knew why
that was a famous river – the water was teeming with fish! I
took a picture of my first catch and released it back into the
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river. I had overcome my new challenge and was extremely
happy.
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Dare to challenge yourself by Leroy Ong, P5R
I lay on the ground, clutching my bleeding knee as my
brother’s smug laughter reverberated in my ears. Grimacing
in pain, I looked up as he towered over me, pointing and
making nasty jabs at my most recent failure. The look on his
face was enough to spur me on. “I must complete this dare!”
I told myself. Brother’s slight made me feel so angry that …
“We’re here!” I cried. Brother and I had decided to
spend the Saturday afternoon cycling around East Coast Park.
Having just learnt how to cycle, I was eager to put my
newfound skills to the test. We were cycling around the park
casually from end to end, allowing the cool sea breeze to
caress our faces. I was just starting to feel satisfied with my
progress when I saw that familiar glint in Brother’s eyes.
“Hey, look at that!” Brother said, pointing to a ramp
nearby. “I dare you to flip on that ramp. If you manage to do
so, I will give you ten dollars.” Ten whole dollars! Think of
what I can get with that much money! I must definitely
succeed. I nodded my head enthusiastically while I wheeled
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my bicycle into the arena where the ramp awaited. My heart
pounded with excitement and anticipation as I started
dreaming of the things I would get with the money I won.
Once I got closer to the ramp, I immediately regretted
my decision. The ramp was very steep. How was I going to
succeed? Suddenly, the lure of the prize money did not seem
so appealing to me. I gulped and turned around to face my
brother, wanting to tell him that I had changed my mind. I
opened my mouth only to find that it had gone dry. I wanted
to forfeit the dare but I did not want Brother to mock me and
call me a ‘scaredy-cat’. That was when I realised I had gone
past the point of no return. I had to go on with the challenge!
Staring straight ahead at the obstacle in front of me, I
quickly ran through the many YouTube videos and channels
on bicycle tricks that I had watched for the past few months.
I recalled a few inspirational videos which had the tagline
“Just do it!” I played those scenes over in my mind and it
seemed to get the adrenaline pumping through my veins.
“Just do it! Just do it! Just do it!” I repeated to myself under
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my breath as I gathered my courage and sat myself on the
bicycle. I lined myself up with the ramp, ready to complete
the dare. Then, with a sudden burst of energy, I pedalled up
the ramp and tightly shut my eyes. I visualised myself flipping
the bicycle upside down and then right side up again.
However, before I could even launch myself off the edge of
the ramp, I hesitated for a tiny moment. I lost my momentum
and flew off the ramp. Losing control of my balance and my
grip on the handlebars, I fell off my bicycle in mid-air. I landed
heavily and slid down the slippery ramp as though I was
coming down a slide in the playground. As if that was not bad
enough, my bicycle tumbled down next to me and hit my left
knee.
Feeling utterly humiliated, I felt my face heating up.
I opened my eyes slowly, only to see that I had sustained a
deep cut on my knee. Blood oozed from the wound and I
could feel bruises developing everywhere, especially on my
bottom where I had landed. As if I had not been embarrassed
enough, hot tears welled up in my eyes, threatening to spill
over. How I wished I had never agreed to Brother’s dare.
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Brother sauntered over and looked at me smugly, “Ha!
What a pity. That tumble you took was such a sight. Too bad
I didn’t have a video camera with me. It would surely have a
million hits if I were to put it up on YouTube! Why don’t you
forfeit the dare now, you won’t have to pay me!” With that,
Brother started sniggering uncontrollably and started to walk
out of the bicycle park.
… all the pain I felt seemed to melt away. I found some
reserve energy in my legs and whilst pulling myself up, I
screamed at his retreating back, “Never!”
I picked up my bicycle and lined it up once more. “I can
do it!” I thought. I started pedalling again and up the ramp I
went. Playing the perfect version of the trick in my head, I felt
as if everything was happening in slow motion. I gripped the
handlebars tightly. This time, I was not going to let go. I picked
up speed as I neared the end of the ramp and flipped
backwards into a perfect cartwheel.
Woosh! Despite my eyes being wide-open, I stared
blankly as I pedalled furiously, trying to maintain my balance
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as I flew down the ramp after landing heavily at the end of
cartwheel. It was not until I heard loud cheering and clapping
from the sidelines that I let out the breath that I was
unconsciously holding and started to slow down. Looking
around as I came to a halt, I realised that I had completed my
stunt successfully. My first stunt! I felt my heart swelling with
pride as I gazed at the surprised look on Brother’s face.
Still shaking from the adrenaline, I dismounted from
my bicycle and walked unsteadily over to Brother with a
foolish grin on my face. He moved quickly towards me to help
me maintain my balance. Silently, he pulled a ten-dollar note
out of his wallet and passed it to me. “I’m never spending
this …” I whispered to Brother as we walked out of the bicycle
park with our arms around each other.
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Climbing the rocks of resilience by Ho Kah Howe,
P5T
"Please welcome the World's Number 1 Rock
Climber .... John Gan!" the emcee announced. Beaming with
pride, I slowly made my way to the stage. I was going to be
interviewed by Joshua Wee, the world renowned singer! After
I settled down in my seat, the first question came quickly,
"How did you start rock climbing? Did you face any
challenges?"
I smiled. Closing my eyes, I recalled my first days of
rock climbing.
"Oh No! Why did I even think of doing this?"

I

thought to myself as I stared at the towering rock wall.
I gulped. My stomach churned uneasily. My father who was
standing behind me encouraged me, "Go John! I believe in
you! You can do it!" Instead of feeling encouraged, I felt
scared. My hands turned clammy as an ominous sense of
dread swept over me. I had never rock climbed before and

I

just wanted to try it out as I thought it was ‘cool’.
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"Watching people rock climb is much easier than
actually doing it," I wondered aloud.
Armed with my gear, I breathed in and out. I was also
afraid of heights, making the problem worse.
"Go on John! Don't be scared!" my father hollered out
to me.
Suddenly, my instincts and ego coerced me to climb
the wall. "I am ready!" I shouted as I placed my hand on the
rough surface.
Finally, I managed to find my courage and before I
knew it, I had already scaled the wall to the midpoint.
"Hey, I am starting to get the hang of this!" I thought
with pride. Deep in my thoughts, I was oblivious to my
surroundings and my legs froze. Just then, I slipped.
"Ahhhh!" I cried out in terror.
Suddenly, everything went silent. People around me
stared with their mouths agape. Someone clad in rock-
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climbing gear raced up towards me and signalled for me to
stay on top of a rock. But I could not make out what he was
saying. I could only hear distinctive cheers of encouragement.
"Help! I’m going to fall!" I called out in distress.
Suddenly, father's reminder rang in my mind. "If you
encounter a difficulty, take three deep breaths and continue."
With that in mind, I took three deep breaths and as if like
magic, my fears melted. I somehow found the courage and
resilience to continue scaling the wall.
I looked up and when I saw what was ahead, I almost
passed out from joy. The summit of the tall wall was just five
steps away. I could not contain my excitement and I increased
my speed.
Looking at the breathtaking sight in front of me, I
punched my fist in the air exuberantly. Although it was a very
short climb, I still felt a sense of achievement. My heart
swelled with pride as I placed my team’s flag on that wall.
Even though it seemed ridiculous, I loved that moment as I
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was the one who placed the flag at the top. I had overcome
this challenge!
As I was climbing down the wall, I recalled the day's
events. I felt as happy as a lark. Upon reflection, I realized that
only with determination and hard work could the challenge
be overcome. After all, as the saying goes, "Hard work will
lead to success". Once I reached the bottom, my father
thumped my back and said, "Good job, son. I am proud of
you!"
I was brought back to reality when Joshua Wee asked
me yet another question.
I would always remember this incident as my first
challenge in my rock climbing career. Even if I have dementia,
this incident will forever be etched in my mind.
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UNITY
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Put your egos aside by Garreth Wong, P3U
One sunny morning, my teacher, Miss Sim, told us that
we had to work in pairs to complete a challenging group
project for Science. My friends and I were very excited.
Immediately, all of us started to stand up and move around
boisterously to pick the person with whom we wanted to pair
up. We did this before Miss Sim gave us any further
instructions and she was not pleased at all.
“STOP!” shouted Miss Sim angrily. “Sit down and I will
pair you up!” This was the result of our excitement and bad
behaviour.
After a while, Miss Sim took out a jar with strips of
paper in it. I realised that our names were written on the
strips of paper and wondered what she was going to do next.
I could not wait for her to continue.
“Jan and Kazen, Jaydon and Joshua Sng, Reuben and …”
Miss Sim started calling the names of pupils whom she was
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pairing. I did not hear my name so I raised my hand eagerly
and said, “Miss Sim, you did not call my name.”
“Okay. You and Josh Lim,” she replied.
My eyes widened immediately and I screamed, “No…”
I turned around and looked at Josh.
“Chill dude, why don’t you take a chill pill?” Josh
sniggered. I rolled my eyes to the right and said angrily, “As
if …” Both Josh and I started to argue incessantly. Josh was the
most disagreeable person I had ever worked with. Nobody in
the class liked him. I really wished Miss Sim had not paired me
up with him.
“Stop it! What’s the matter with both of you? Can you
learn to cooperate with one another just like the other boys
in the class and work together to complete your task?” Miss
Sim’s face turned purple with rage as she reprimanded us.
Both of us bowed our heads and glared more angrily at each
other.
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“Hurry up, do your work!” Miss Sim continued. We
stopped squabbling and started to think about what we
wanted to do for our mini-project. After what seemed like an
eternity, we finally agreed to get a cardboard and make a
dinosaur with it. Josh was good at drawing and I was good at
painting. We worked on it for three days though we
continued to argue over trivial details. Finally, we completed
our dinosaur. After that, we did some mini-research and came
up with a simple write-up. Despite our differences, we
managed to collaborate on the project and we were both
happy with the outcome. We handed in our dinosaur project
to Miss Sim at the end of the week.
Two days later, we were surprised when we got an ‘A’
for our project. Miss Sim praised us for our hard work and told
us that we could have done a better job if we had worked well
right from the start.
Josh and I agreed with her as we realised the
importance of teamwork. We apologised to each other for
not displaying the value of unity at the beginning. Since that
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day, Josh and I have learnt to appreciate each other more and
I did not mind doing another project with him. We learnt a lot
more from each other when we cooperated and put our egos
aside.
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The meaning of Unity by Reuel Lee, P3U
One scorching hot day, as the birds were singing
sweetly in the tall trees, a cloud of black smoke was puffing
out from a crimson red bus which was ‘screaming’ and
‘coughing’ for attention. It was my school bus! It was racing
down a black, rocky road.
Mike and I were chatting merrily on the bus. We were
feeling excited as it was our school’s Sports Day! Soon, we
arrived at the stadium. I scanned the crowd and saw many
spectators punching their fists in the air. I waved cheerfully to
my classmates and they waved eagerly back at me. Mike and
I made a beeline for the water cooler. My best friend, Joe,
came up to me and patted me on my shoulder.
“You can do it! I know you can!” Joe said in an
encouraging tone. I appreciated the encouragement but
deep inside I was a bundle of nerves. I was shaking
uncontrollably when I saw the other competitors stretching
and doing leg exercises. I felt as though I was a chicken that
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was waiting to be slaughtered. I was about to tell my coach
that I wanted to quit but I did not want to disappoint my
teammates.
“Participants of the 4 x 100 metre relay, please
proceed to the track now and pick up a baton for your team
from your respective coaches.”
I was panic-stricken when I heard the announcement
though our coach’s encouraging advice helped me relax a
little. Still, I could not help but feel the spine-tingling chill
whenever I looked at our opponents with their bulging
muscles. They looked very strong indeed.
Bang! The race had started. All the competitors
dashed off as fast as lightning. Our opponents could barely be
seen as they ran like streaks of lightning. They quickly took
the lead and left us trailing them by a significant distance. Oh
no, our team was losing!
Shortly after that, it was my turn to run. “It’s all up to
me!” I mumbled as my teammate passed the baton to me. I
dashed off as fast as my legs could carry me. Our opponents
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seemed to be a mile away. I accelerated and tried to catch up
with them. Soon, we were running neck and neck towards
the finish line. For a moment, I thought I could make it.
Unfortunately, I lost my balance and tumbled down.
The rough surface of the track scraped against my
bare knees. I was horrified. I sat down looking at my wound.
The pain was excruciating but the heart-wrenching looks that
my teammates gave me when they ran over was even more
unbearable. Tears welled up in my eyes as I looked at them
and noticed how worried they were. I mustered all my
strength and picked myself up. I ran like the wind until I finally
reached the finish line.
Breathlessly, I dropped to my feet but my teammates
came and gathered around me. Though we had lost the race,
my team encouraged me and thanked me for my effort. They
dressed my wound and dried my perspiration. “No worries,
you have done your best!” they comforted me.
“I’m glad you did your best!” Joe said to me.
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“I’m pleased to see my team work so hard. Thank you
everyone!” exclaimed our coach.
Tears welled up in my eyes as I was deeply touched. I
shook hands with my friends and we said in unison, “We stand
together, win or lose! What matters is that we have given our
best!” I will never forget that day when I finally understood
fully the meaning of ‘Unity’.

72

Unity is strength by Arjun Mishra, P4U

It had been three years since I last played in a match.
Sitting beside my window, sipping a cup of aromatic coffee, I
stared out of the window and saw children enjoying
themselves at the playground. Then, I turned my eyes and
gazed upon an article on the wall that read ‘Golden Eagles
clinch their maiden championship trophy!’ How could I ever
forget that match?
It was a hot Saturday afternoon. The brilliance of the
sun filled the earth and the fluffy cumulus clouds were
scattered in the sky like candy floss. My team was
representing the Eagles in a hockey match against St Peter’s.
I was feeling a little nervous as our opponents looked rather
strong with their bulging muscles and fearsome forearms.
Henry was my best friend and we shared a strong
friendship both on and off the hockey pitch. However, in this
game, things seemed different. In the first half, after we had
scored a goal, I constantly asked Henry to pass the ball to me
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but he turned a deaf ear to my cries. He just continued playing
as though I did not exist. I could not understand his actions at
all. In one instance, he tried shooting the ball into the goal but
the goalkeeper saved it. In a swift movement, the opponent’s
goalkeeper hit a cross to his midfielder who swung his stick
and passed it deftly to the striker. That striker made no
mistake from the edge of the penalty box and skilfully scored
a goal. That was when I got a little frustrated. I shouted at
Henry and pulled him aside.
“Hey James, stop pushing me! The team could have
tackled him too!” he yelled at me.
While we were arguing, the opposing team scored
another goal. It was this lack of unity that caused our team to
trail our opponents by a goal at the end of the first half. Then
Mr Singh, our coach, explained to us that to win the finals we
needed to stay united. He reminded us about our team values
and how we had progressed so far − together. Henry and I
looked at each other sheepishly and extended a hand of
apology towards each other.
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In the second half of the game, we decided to play
properly and as a team. We passed the ball to each other and
then to Daniel, our star striker. Daniel shrugged off many
defenders skilfully and weaved in and out of their defence. He
then passed the ball to me and I smacked it into the net. My
team celebrated exuberantly. After that, we were determined
to defend every attack from our opponents. In the final few
minutes, we had possession of the ball. I passed it to Henry at
the goal box and he scooped the ball into the goal with a
terrific shot. It was a stunning goal!
“Pheet” the referee blew the whistle, signalling the
end of the match. We cheered and rejoiced at our victory. The
spectators in the stadium were roaring away with delight as
my team had clinched the golden trophy.
From this experience, I began to have a better
understanding of the wise old saying ‘Unity is strength’. Unity
is, indeed, an important value that is so essential in our daily
lives for effective teamwork.
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A kind helping hand by Ho Kah Howe, P5T

I have a very peculiar nickname. I was constantly
labelled as "the most unwilling to help". Whenever people
called me that, I always thought to myself, ‘What’s so great
about helping others? It's not my business. Why should I care?’
However, my thinking changed after an accident, that one
significant incident. It made me feel very good. Everybody
treated me like a star. I closed my eyes as the events of the
day came rushing back ...
"Ring... ring ..." the shrill bell sounded for recess. Like
bees to the honeypot, we made our way to the field to play
soccer. We were ‘mad dogs’ on the loose! My bosom buddy,
Jim, was beside me.
"Finally! Mr Tan is so boring!" he whispered as Mr Tan
was just behind us. I looked at him with a smile we both
understood. Freedom! The word rang in my heart.
I glanced at my watch and realised we were five
minutes late. "Hey Jim, we are late already! Race you to the

76

field!" I hollered. Immediately, Jim sped down the stairs. "Hey!
Wait for me!" I exclaimed as I ran down, two steps at a time.
Scant moments later, we were at the bottom of the
stairs. The field could be seen from where I was standing.
I saw my friends chasing after a loose ball, as if a shark was
behind them. “Woah, why are they suddenly so fast?” I
thought.
Ahh! A piercing scream interrupted my thoughts. I
looked in the direction from where the shout came and saw
Jim clutching his leg and groaning in agony. His face was as
pale as a ghost! I immediately rushed to the scene, wondering
what was happening. As I inched closer, I saw something red
on his left leg. It was blood! Blood was oozing out of a gash on
his leg, flowing like a crimson rivulet. I stood there mouth
agape, rooted to the spot, at a loss as to what to do. What's
going on? Questions raced through my mind, each vying for
attention, clamouring to be heard as an ominous sense of
dread swept over me. Should I rush to the General Office and
leave Jim alone or should I shout for help and stay with him?
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I was in dilemma − to leave or not to leave? My stomach
churned uneasily and my hands turned clammy. I
uncontrollably broke out in cold sweat.
“Calm down, Kah Howe ... Don't be hasty,” I told
myself. “If I leave him, his condition may get worse. But if I
stay, most likely he will be alright as he will have someone to
help him.” I thought the second idea was more sensible and
trusted my instincts.
"Help!" I hollered but to no avail. "Help! Help!" I tried
again but still no one responded. I was getting more tired and
my eyelids were drooping. Shouting is really hard work!
Mustering up strength, I roared like a lion, "HELP!" Following
that, I fell to the ground.
"Who’s that shouting?" a gruff male voice asked. I
immediately tilted my head up. Mr Tan! He spotted us and
rushed to our aid.
Once he looked at Jim's wound, he understood the
gravity of the situation. "Kah Howe, run to the General Office
and get the first aid box." I will stay here to look after him,"
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Mr Tan instructed. Even though I was so tired, I still nodded
my head.
I dashed towards the General Office. With every step
I took, energy was being zapped out of me. ‘Come on, Kah
Howe! Persevere!’ I encouraged myself. At last, I reached the
General Office. After getting the first aid box, I used whatever
energy I had left to run back to where Mr Tan and Jim were.
After what seemed like an eternity, I finally reached
them and handed Mr Tan the first aid box. He took out a
plaster and some ointment from it to apply on Jim's wound
and assured me that Jim would be alright. It seemed as if
Mr Tan knew the contents of the first aid box like the back of
his hand.
Jim started thanking me profusely and said that I was
his saviour. Soon, the news of what I had done spread like
wildfire. Before I knew it, everyone I knew started treating me
like a hero. The following day, I was even mentioned in the
daily morning devotion for the kind act!
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You would not believe the extent of Jim’s gratitude to
me for the help I had rendered. It was immeasurable! As a
famous Chinese saying goes, "Helping people is the root of
kindness." I realised this to be true and decided to lend a
helping hand to anyone in need from then. This incident will
forever be etched in my mind.
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Brotherly love by Kyler Peh, P5T
The school term had just started, and along with it came
the annual Math Competition that our school hosted yearly. I
had won the competition for two years already. When
registration opened, I was one of the first to sign up, and I
realised that there was a humongous difference − nine topics
were added to the long list of existing ones. That would mean
I had a lot more to study. The bell rang to signal the end of the
lunch break and I quickly dashed up to class, not wanting to
be late.
We were dismissed after school ended, and the
moment I got home, I took out the long list of subjects I had
to revise. "Fractions ... Angles ... Patterns ... Why did they
have to add all of these at once? Couldn't they have added
them one by one each year? The number of topics is
astronomical!" I cried. Mother walked out of the kitchen,
a bowl of piping hot mushroom soup in her hands. She placed
the bowl of heavenly goodness on the table and added a few
slices of garlic bread on the side before I heartily dug in.
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"You know, if you need help, you can always ask Tom
for help with your preparation," my mother said gently.
Tom was my, smart, older brother who always had
good grades. Thinking his help would be useful, I licked
my bowl clean before scampering off to find him.
He had come home early and continued to study for
his upcoming chemistry test. He had been focussed on this
assessment for the past month and was as busy as a bee. I
knew that distracting him would not be helpful. “But with the
amount of studying he has done, he should be able to pass
with flying colours. I mean, I don't normally do any revision
for my topical reviews, and I do just fine,” I said to myself. I
knocked on his door and asked him if he could go through the
topics I had to study with me. He hesitated, turning away from
me, but agreed after I shed a few crocodile tears. I thanked
him profusely, and he told me not to waste his time and get
started. But I could tell from the look on his face that he liked
it. He began with the topics I did not know, so I had difficulty
understanding what he was saying all the time. Thus, he had
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to repeat himself numerous times. But at the end of the
three-day preparation period, I was prepared to take on any
question for the Math Competition.
The day of the competition arrived, and I easily
answered all the questions. Once all our papers were marked,
they announced the winner who had got every answer right.
It was me! I was as proud as a peacock. I walked up on stage
and thanked all of my friends and teachers who had
supported and encouraged me at school. However, I missed
out on thanking Tom, even if he was not in the audience. I
only realised it when I reached home.
So, I ran all the way to his school to thank him. I was
as grateful as one could be and I hugged him tightly. Without
his help, I would not have won the Maths Competition in 2016.
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United we stand by Lam Guoyi, P6T

“Hey Tom, go and clean the storeroom!” hollered my
mother.
Sighing, I reluctantly picked myself up from my
favourite position in the house − the sofa in front of the
television and headed to the storeroom. There in the
storeroom, through the dust motes dancing in the air, I
spotted a Golden Badge. Gingerly, I picked it up and blew
away the dust. As I held the dusty Gold Badge in the musty
old storeroom, a smile stretched across my face as I recalled
what had happened at the Boy’s Brigade Adventure Quest
one year ago.
After months of training for the respective stations of
the Adventure Quest, the day had come for us to do our best
in the actual competition. Having visited the competition
venues, Mayflower Secondary School and Bishan-Ang Mo Kio
Park, my team knew the places like the back of our hands. I
was confident. I felt we had an edge over the other teams.

84

However, there was someone that I was worried about − Jeff.
Our team consisted of Zach, Aaron, Jeff and me. Everybody
except Jeff could work together very well, and everyone knew
that Jeff was not very interested in taking part in this
competition.
During the training sessions, Jeff did not seem to care
about what he was doing and liked to wander off – physically
and mentally. Our teachers had the highest hopes for us to do
well and they kept telling us that if we wanted to win this
competition, we had to work together as a team.
As a competition requirement, we had to complete
nine different stations in three hours, proving that this was a
test of both speed and quality.
Before I knew it, the day had arrived. Before the
competition started, all of us shook each other’s hands and
wished each other the best of luck. It was a supremely warm
day. The sun had risen to its zenith, illuminating the skies and
mercilessly scorching the earth below. But without wasting
too much time, the organisers assembled all the teams and
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warned us to drink lots of water to stay hydrated. Then, they
sounded the buzzer. It had begun. As I carried all the tentpitching equipment, just running to the overhead bridge
caused me to perspire profusely. Once our team headed up
the second flight of stairs, Jeff tripped and fell.
Not letting this signal a bad start, we worked together
to hurl him up and cheered him on. Planning to save energy
for the tougher stations, we decided to start on the easier
stations first since we had a myriad of challenges to get
through. After breezing through the first few stations,
without Jeff really doing anything, we were on our way to a
station that required the teamwork of all our members. Since
Jeff asserted that we were not letting him do anything, we
decided to let him do the easiest job of collecting and
assembling the materials we needed for the next station on
first-aid.
When we reached the next station, I reminded Jeff
that he played a salient role in the team and that he might be
asked to tie a bandage. True enough, the station officer
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singled him out and asked him to do a head bandage.
I volunteered to be the victim and crossed my fingers, hoping
that Jeff had been paying attention to our teacher during the
first-aid session. Luckily for us, Jeff had bandaged my head
fairly well and the lenient officer closed one eye at the wrong
tying of a knot. Thus, we still got fairly high marks.
After enduring two hours of strenuous activity, I could
feel the muscles in my legs complaining and my chest burning.
But my heart burnt with a greater ferocity and a new sense of
determination filled me. It was time for us to conquer the
hardest station − tent pitching.
As we were painstakingly building the tent, a chill
went down our spines after we took a step back to inspect it.
After spending about twenty long minutes building it, we
realised that we had set up the tent shade upside down.
Surprisingly, among all the demoralised members, Jeff
stood up. He grit his teeth and encouraged us to rebuild the
whole tent. Displaying the value of unity, everybody played
their part and soon enough, a near-perfect tent was built.
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Even the officer, who looked really strict, was impressed with
our tent and gave us perfect score for

that station.

On the way back to school, after buying some isotonic
drinks from the vending machine, our bags got heavier. Jeff,
who seemed like a changed person and a real team player,
offered to carry the tent-pitching equipment. When we
reached school, I scanned the sea of the other participant’s
faces. Some looked happy, while others looked neither happy
nor sad. Our team did not expect to win a prize but the
unexpected happened during the prize-giving ceremony.
“For the Best Teamwork Award, we have St Andrew’s
Junior School!” announced the Guest of Honour. Thunderous
applause resounded in the school hall. Our efforts had paid
off! My heart palpitated with excitement and I could feel a
warm sense of satisfaction as I went up to the stage to receive
our Gold Badge. Clenching the Gold Badge tightly, I smiled
proudly. This was a moment to savour and no words could
express my happiness. The team smiled brightly as we took a
team photograph, but not before insisting that Jeff took the
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centre position. After all, if he did not encourage the team
during its darkest moment, we would not have achieved the
award.
“Tom! What is taking you so long?” my mother’s voice
snapped me back to the present. As I put back my Gold Badge,
I thought about how that event really showed me that
working together is the key to success. I was grateful for my
team members and learnt never to give up on any one of
them.
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We stand as one by Zechariah Chia, P1U
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Oneness by Ethan Neo, P1U
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U.N.I.T.Y by Jonathan Tan, P2U
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United to do better by Johann Loh, P2U
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EMPATHY
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We are with you by P1 Empathy

95

E.M.P.A.T.H.Y by Benjamin Lee, P2Em
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Care for the elderly by Josh Jong, P2Em
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A bowl of Empathy by Gregory Tan, P5R
Splosh! It all happened so fast. The bowl slipped out
of my hand as I tumbled to the ground. I watched in horror as
strands of noodles and soup splashed onto the floor. What
was I to do?
As I walked towards a canteen table with my food, this
incident that happened a few weeks ago replayed in my
mind …
It was time for recess. As I strolled into the canteen,
I caught a glimpse of a familiar face. It was the ‘loser’, Tom.
Tom was a lonely boy who was disliked by everyone in the
class because he was ugly and filthy. Whenever there was
group work, Tom would always be left out. As usual, he was a
‘lone ranger’ at one of the canteen tables.
“Oh look, it’s the pathetic loser, Tom!” I taunted as I
walked past him. Hearing this made him curl up into a ball,
and he started sobbing quietly to himself. “Go away and start
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crying, you childish baby!” I sauntered off and went to buy a
bowl of fishball noodles for myself.
After that, I walked back to my seat. Just then, I felt
something slippery under my foot. Before I knew it, I lost my
balance. I tried in vain to regain it, but to no avail. Slowly, I felt
the tray slipping out of my grasp. Soon, there was nothing in
my hands. First, I heard the sound of soup splashing onto the
floor. Then, the crashing sounds of bowls and cutlery. I fell
onto the ground with a loud ‘thump!’ It took me a moment to
make sense of things. Strands of noodles and pieces of fish
cake were strewn all over the canteen floor in front of me. Oh
no! What was I going to do? I had no more money to buy food
and nobody was helping me.
Looking around, all I saw were students laughing at me.
I heard sniggers and saw some of my friends pointing to me
but not helping. I was crestfallen. Tears stung my eyes and
dripped slowly onto the floor. Even my friends were making
fun of me! I stared at the banana peel that made me fall. I felt
like tearing it to shreds, but all I could do was cry.
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At that moment, I heard someone speaking to me.
“Are you okay?’’ a familiar voice called out. Whipping my
head around, I was shocked to see Tom. He extended a hand
to me and I gazed into his eyes. I could see only kindness and
forgiveness. Why was he helping me when I had been so
mean to him in the past? I took his hand, and he helped me
up.
I mumbled a soft ‘thank you’, too ashamed to face him
after all I had done. Turning around, I walked off but Tom
tapped me on the back. He pulled out his wallet from his
pocket and offered me a two-dollar note. He told me to take
it and buy another bowl of noodles. I tried to refuse but Tom
shoved the money into my hand. I mumbled words of
gratitude to him and walked off to buy my bowl of noodles,
thankful that I had something to eat.
After that, I sat down with Tom and we enjoyed our
meal. I thanked him profusely and apologised for my past
behaviour towards him. We headed back to the classroom
after devouring our meals. Ignoring his stained shirt, I put my
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hand over Tom’s shoulder as we ambled out of the canteen,
knowing I would treat him a lot nicer and that we would be
the best of friends.
“Hi Gregory,” Tom greeted me as I reached a canteen
table. This jolted my mind back to the present.
“Hi Tom, how was your weekend?” I asked as I took a
seat beside him.
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Pick him up by Leroy Ong, P5R

“Should I help him up?” I thought as I saw the new boy
trip and fall. If I picked him up, my chance of winning the
trophy would be gone, as the other competitors in the “InterSchool Race” were catching up. If I left him there, my chance
of clinching the trophy would be high. I knew that if I did, my
dream of winning the trophy would be shattered. Leave him,
I thought. He is my nemesis after all! But then, the words of
my coach drifted into my mind. “Although winning brings us
great joy, good sportsmanship earns us respect, trust and
sometimes a new-found friendship.” I knew that I really did
not have a choice. I had to do the right thing …
This is what had happened …
The crowd cheered as the competitors entered the
school stadium. The long-awaited day was here! All my
training and hard work would be for this special day, the day
of the “Inter-School Race”. I looked at the competitors I was
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up against as I stretched. The chances of me winning were
high, or so I thought, until I laid my eyes on him.
Joshua, the new kid from Greenridge Primary School,
stood proudly at his starting point. When our eyes met, the
rivalry was evident. I looked away and turned my attention to
the crowd which was packed like sardines in the stands.
Joshua’s name was written on their banners. I closed my eyes
and remembered the days when my name flew high on such
banners. Sigh, those were the days.
Just a week after setting foot in the school, Joshua
boasted that he was the fastest runner in his previous school.
Being the dominant runner in my school, I decided to
challenge him to a race. Everybody gathered at the school
field on the day of the race. Sadly though, my title of “Fastest
Runner in School” was lost. Joshua became the favourite to
win the inter-school race. Following that defeat, I swore to
regain my title. After months of training and hard work, the
race that would prove it was here.
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Everyone got into the starting position. I closed my
eyes as I got into mine. I imagined myself holding the trophy
high above my head while the crowds cheered. Suddenly, the
“image” in my head flickered, and now, I thought of Joshua
holding the trophy up high while I stood below him, with my
“Second Position” medal. I opened my eyes. That was not
going to happen, not today; I aimed for the First Prize Trophy
and my heart was set on it. I was not afraid of the other
competitors. Joshua was the obstacle in my way.
“Piiii…” the referee blew his whistle. I sprinted
forward and broke away from the other runners. My heart
leapt for joy as I realised that I was in first position. But this
did not last long. Joshua soon overtook me. I put on my “Mr.
Determined” face. This was my trophy and I sprinted forward
with a new burst of energy.
At the final bend, Joshua was about ten metres ahead
of me! I closed my eyes as we neared the end, the final sprint.
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“Arggh!” someone shouted. I opened my eyes, only to
find Joshua clutching his bleeding knee. Blood was oozing out.
“Should I help him up?” I thought.
Looking at Joshua, his face screwed up in pain, I felt
sad for him. He had prepared and trained so hard for this
competition but now he was not going to cross the finishing
line just because he had tripped. When I put myself in his
shoes, I felt that he would definitely feel disappointed. Hence,
I pulled him up and slung his arm over my shoulder.
“Why…?” Joshua asked, in agony.
I did not reply. I trudged forward, bearing our
combined bodyweight. We were slow, but steady. Before
long, we were the last two in the race. The other competitors
had passed us and were ahead. But I did not bother. The only
thought in my mind was to cross the finishing line. The crowd
started chanting both our names and waving their banners in
the air.
When we finally got across the line, the crowd went
wild. I laid Joshua on the ground while I collapsed in a heap of
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sweat on the tracks from exhaustion. When the teachers
came to attend to him, he held out his hand to me. I stared at
it blankly.
“Come on, my hand’s getting tired!” he smiled.
I took his hand and shook it, a smile spreading across
my face. The rivalry between us forever gone was replaced by
friendship.
Through this incident, I learnt that by winning a medal,
we only gain temporary happiness and pride. Only when we
care for and help others can we feel true happiness.
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The price of not giving up a seat by Joel Chin, P5T
As I entered the Mass Rapid Transit (MRT) train, a cold
blast of wind slapped me. I was so glad to finally be in the airconditioned comfort after the long, tiring and scorching walk
from my school. I shrugged my bag off and plonked myself
onto the seat. I noticed that the other commuters were
looking at me in a strange way but I ignored them. Feeling
uncomfortable, I tried to look busy and took a quick glance at
my watch.
At the next stop, an elderly woman with white hair
limped slowly into the train while leaning heavily on her cane.
I looked around and realised that I was sitting on the reserved
seat. I pretended not to notice that she had come in as I did
not want to give up my seat. After a few minutes, someone
eventually gave up his seat to the old lady. I did not feel guilty
but this would soon change.
After two more stops, an elderly man wearing
sunglasses started to sweep his cane over the floor and move
gingerly forward to avoid hitting into something. With each
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step forward, he would lean on his cane for support. He
looked as though he needed a seat. I glanced around, hoping
for someone else to give up his or her seat to the old man. But
no one did. I reasoned that this was enough for me to
continue sitting there. I still pretended not to notice, though,
and the old man was left standing.
Suddenly, without warning, the MRT train jerked
forward. The sudden movement caused the old man to lose
his balance, and he tumbled down before landing with a thud.
He looked like a mangled mess with his bags, cane and
sunglasses all around him. But it also seemed that he had
twisted his wrist and broken his leg. His leg was starting to
swell and bulge. His knee was bleeding badly. All the
commuters rushed to him, some whipping out their mobile
phones to take pictures, some trying to help. Someone had
his phone to his ear and was calling for an ambulance. Many
people tried to use tissue paper to stop the bleeding. After
about five minutes, the paramedics entered the train. They
worked fast to place the injured man on a stretcher before
wheeling him away.
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Suddenly an ominous sense of guilt swept over me. If
I had given up my seat, this would never have happened, and
no one would have got hurt. I looked around at the other
commuters who were still shell-shocked from what had
happened. I could not help but feel the burning sensation
within my chest as my heart was filled with remorse. From
that day onwards, I decided to be more considerate to others
and give up my seat to those who need it more always.
Sometimes, when I take the MRT back home, I still see
that elderly man walking around with his walking stick. My
heart feels wrenched every time I see him because he now
walks with an additional limp in his step. I feel as if I owe him
something, but I cannot do anything about it now. It was not
just about giving up a seat; it was about caring and
empathizing with others.
I do not think I will ever forget this incident which has
had a tremendous impact on me.
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A little kindness goes a long way by Keane Lee
Jing, P5T
"Hmm!" I hummed, looking up to see a raven swoop
by. Slivers of blinding, white light shone through the canopy.
The smell of old bark filled the air. Joyful laughter from some
playful children kicking a ball could be heard and the leaves
rustled as a gust of wind blew, ruffling my hair. The rough
pavement stones shone in the sunbeam as I strolled down the
path. Taking a deep breath, I extended my arms to the sky to
stretch. My feet thumped rhythmically as I strolled down the
walkway. The park was truly beautiful on that Sunday
morning.
Just then, I heard a bell ring. Turning around, I nimbly
leapt out of the way of a rickety, old bicycle with a young boy
on it. My heart palpitated as my body was shocked by the
sudden exertion. “Who is this careless cyclist?” I thought.
Anger boiled in my chest cavity like lava. Just then, the boy
turned his head around to look at me.
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Sensing the dagger-like piercing stare coming from me,
his face turned red and he meekly turned his head back and
continued cycling. Suddenly, he jerked to the right and barely
missed a lamp post. The bicycle was too big for him!
"Bwa ha ha!" I yelled, pointing at my finger at him. I
could see his face turning red. His bicycle swerved to the left
and right, narrowly missing obstacles. His face clearly showed
he was embarrassed. I blew raspberries at his retreating back
and laughed. Soon, he disappeared into the distance.
Seeing him leave, I continued on my leisurely stroll
towards a bridge. The bridge was long and narrow, spanning
the wide stream that flowed quickly between the green banks.
One or two swans glided slowly at the water's edge beside
some reeds. I leaned over the parapet and watched the
swirling water disappearing under the arches. Several
branches and leaves were twirling around after being caught
by the strong current. It was too deep to spot any fishes
though I saw several dark shapes beneath the surface that
could have been alive.
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Suddenly, I heard a shrill scream from behind me. The
young boy I had laughed at a while ago was yelling in terror.
His bicycle jerked wildly like a wild horse and it zoomed
straight towards a towering Angsana tree. He was white with
fear and his mouth seemed paralysed in shock, constantly
issuing a long, piercing scream.
This time, I did not laugh. With a resounding thud, I
saw him colliding straight into a tree. The impact caused him
to flip over, launching him off his bike. He landed onto the
ground, hands and legs bleeding.
"Hmph!" I thought, "Serves him right!" I ran away, my
nose stuck in the air. Yet each step my foot took seemed to
be getting heavier. With a sigh, I slowly turned around and
sprinted to him.
I saw a few raw red cuts running down his legs. He
looked at me curiously and tried to crawl away. However, he
collapsed after a while and lay there, panting.
"I'm here!" I cried, rushing to him. I quickly took out
some tissue and wiped the dripping blood off. He lay very still
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as he realised I was trying to help. After that, I took some
plasters out of my knapsack and pasted them on his hands
and legs. I always had a few with me wherever I went. He
looked up at me in gratitude and croaked," Thank you...
What’s your name?"
"Keane. How are you feeling?" I replied.
"Much better. I’m Caellan. Let's be friends!" he
replied.
"Sure!" I said, rather surprised at the turn of events.
Soon, we were laughing as we walked around the park.
After getting to know each other, I realised that we
shared many common interests. I was thankful that I stopped
to help Caellan as he is my best friend now! Empathy is not
always easy but sometimes a small gesture of kindness can go
a long way.
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A brother’s love by Ryan Chin, 6T

As a five-year-old, I would wait for the first drop of
rain to excuse myself from swimming lessons. I hated
swimming and everything that had to do with it. I was also
petrified of being in the water. There was always something
dark and sinister about the water in the pool. Then there was
also my twin brother, Tim. Despite being older than him by a
minute, he was better than me at everything – including
swimming. He constantly won gold awards, while I could
barely manage a consolation prize. Due to this sibling rivalry,
I hated him and in return, he resented me. It took love,
swimming itself and a turn of events to change this forever.
“Splash … splash …” the gentle waves licked against
the golden sand, all of it baking in the sun. My mother,
brother and I had been spending the afternoon around the
beach. While my mother and I had been soaking up the rays
of the sun, my brother had been frolicking in the azure blue
waters of the sea. As a salty breeze caressed my face, I sat up
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on my sunbathing mat. My brother, an adept swimmer, had
swum far out to the sea, visibly enjoying himself.
“That far out, he is sure to get into trouble. He
shouldn’t be so confident of his swimming abilities,” I thought
to myself. Grimacing at the thought of swimming, I made a
mental note that I should stay on the shore at all cost, even if
my brother was in danger. Anyway, I had nothing much to do
with him.
Out of the blue, a piecing scream abruptly shook me
out of my stupefaction. Glancing up, my eyes widened. From
where I was, I could see Tim. It looked like he was clutching
his hamstring, agony written all over his face. As he struggled
to stay afloat, I shook my head. It must be a muscle cramp.
Serves him right! Mother froze at the sight of her favourite
son struggling in the water. She could not swim, and there
was no lifeguard around, no passers-by and I … I hesitated.
Then, seeing Mother in a state of hysteria, it dawned on me
that I would have to swim to save him. How could I do that?
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Maybe it was possible but due to my foolishness, or weakness,
my fear, my lack of bravery, I could not do it. Or could I?
Having been thrown into a conundrum, I sought out
my options. I would not be able to forgive myself for not
attempting to save my brother if he perished. But was I
capable of saving someone else? Wave of doubts seemed to
overwhelm me. Then, a shimmer of wisdom appeared in my
consciousness, cutting through my shackles of fear. I had to
do it or at least try. Glancing again at my mother desperately
waving her hands at my brother, screaming out his name, I
braced myself and plunged my quivering body into the water.
I did not know how I did it – maybe it was the
adrenaline coursing through my veins, maybe it was
something else or maybe, just maybe, it was that I loved my
brother. Somehow, I managed to swim to my brother and lug
his breathless state to shore. Then a great sense of realisation
came to me – I had saved my brother because
him! However, my happiness did not last long as

I loved
I

stared at his limp and what appeared to be a lifeless body.
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Had I been too late? My body trembled uncontrollably and
then I cried. Suddenly, after a minute, he stirred and started
to throw up water, a lot of it.
In the arms of my loving mother, Tim somehow
regained consciousness. After he had recovered and having
been told of what I had done for him, he did not hesitate to
show his gratitude to me. He taught me to swim better, thus
strengthening our bond further and creating a newly
profound love for swimming in me.
Swimming is meant to build one’s fitness but in this
act of bravery, it played a major role in building my character,
including my bravery and my relationship with my brother.
This incident had turned from one of the most frightening
moments of my life to by far the most valuable. I now love
swimming but even more so, I love my brother.
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Wonder
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The joy of discovery by Leong Shon, P3W

As rays of sunlight lit up my room, I jumped out of bed
feeling excited. I looked out of the window. Fluffy clouds
waltzed across the vast blue sky. At the park opposite my
block, tall palm trees swayed in the gentle breeze, and lent
shade to the passers-by who gladly took refuge.
To my astonishment, I found out that my mother was
taking me to the MacRitchie Reservoir for a nature hike.
When I stepped out of the house, I inhaled a deep breath. The
fresh cool air filled my lungs, rejuvenating me. When we
reached our destination, my mother and I strolled happily on
the footpath.
Suddenly, I came across a bug that I had not seen
before. I stood wide-eyed at it. I pointed at it in wonder and
asked, “What kind of insect is that, Mummy?” I listened in
rapt attention for her reply.
Finally, she said, “You will find out later!”
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With my curiosity piqued, I decided to examine the
bug on my own. I used a magnifying glass and my mother’s eencyclopaedia to identify it.
Later, I found out that it was a lady bug! I felt a sense
of accomplishment. Overjoyed, I leapt up and put my arms
around my mother’s neck. I thanked her for letting me find
out what kind of bug I was looking for on my own.
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My adventure with time by Jordan Tai, P3W

I had always wanted to go to places that held
unknown adventures. With this in mind, I begged my Science
teacher, Miss Yap, to help me with my latest invention.
Miss Yap warned me that it would be risky, but I was willing
to try it anyway.
With Miss Yap’s help and three months of slogging in
the lab, I had finally invented a time-travel portal. All I had to
do was to key in my destination and I would be transported
to wherever I wished to be. However, I was only allowed to
choose one destination at a time and be there for only

ten

minutes.
My first destination was 14 March 1959 in Singapore.
It was the day of the first flood in colonised Singapore.
I recalled Grandfather telling me how he had to piggy-back his
younger brother from school that fateful day.
I keyed in the exact date, time and location. Suddenly,
I was blanketed by darkness for five full seconds.
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It felt like an eternity. I rubbed my eyes to adjust to
the bright sunlight. When I looked down, I found myself in
waist-deep water! I recognised the old house at Lorong Kismis.
It looked exactly the same as the one in the photographs
which Grandfather had shown me.
I was admiring the beautiful architecture of the house
when I heard soft whimpering. I spun around and found
myself looking directly at my grandfather and my granduncle!
I could not believe my eyes. I stared at the floodwater and the
people struggling to walk through all the debris floating on it.
All of a sudden, the same blanket of darkness
surrounded me again and I was zapped back to the present. I
called Grandfather immediately and told him that I had a
glimpse of what he had gone through on 14 March 1959.

I

could not wait to tell Miss Yap and Grandfather all that I had
seen, heard and experienced! I could not wait to plan my next
ten-minute adventure!
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Curiosity saves the day by Daven Wong, P4W

One scorching Tuesday afternoon, when John was
walking home from school, he spotted an old woman
collecting cardboard boxes and placing them neatly on her
trolley. From her old wizened look, he guessed that she could
be in her late sixties. She was struggling to push the heavy
trolley. He had seen the woman on many occasions but today,
he decided to find out more about her. He was curious why
she was collecting cardboard boxes. Didn’t her children give
her any allowance? Did they abandon her?
“Excuse me, can I ask you something? Where are your
children?” John asked while helping to push the trolley to a
nearby shelter. They had a little chat and she shared her life
story. Her name was Auntie Tan. She was a Samsui woman.
John learnt that she came to Singapore from China many
years ago. Life was hard back then but it was enough for her
to survive. She worked in a construction site and was not
married. However, due to old age, she could not work and had
to collect cardboard boxes to survive.
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Upon hearing her sad plight, tears trickled down his
cheeks. He helped her push the trolley back to her house, a
small, one-room rented flat. It was extremely dark with piles
of unwanted goods everywhere, leaving a narrow alley for her
to walk around. The house had an unpleasant odour and John
had to hold his breath while he was there. However, John was
determined to help Auntie Tan.
Upon reaching home, John did some research and
tried to look for various channels where Auntie Tan
could receive some help from charitable organisations. The
following day, John told Auntie Tan about the government
initiative in which social assistance was provided to help
people in her position. A broad smile spread across her face
when she heard the good news.
This made John extremely happy and he promised
himself that he would help anyone in need as much as he
could. It was all due to his curiosity and sense of empathy.
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The magic of learning by Muhammad Aqil, P4W

Tom had a desire. He had always wanted to be a great
magician. He was amazed when he watched famous
magicians making huge aeroplanes disappear on television.
He talked endlessly to his family about the tricks that these
magicians did with much enthusiasm. His family marvelled at
his love for magic tricks and listened intently to his stories.
One Saturday morning, Tom’s mother brought Tom to
the library to search for books on designing magic tricks. Tom
was extremely excited. Right before his eyes, he saw rows and
rows of magnificent books. He could imagine burying himself
in those books, flipping page after page and gaining so much
knowledge from them. They went to the non-fiction section
and searched for books on magic tricks. Before long, there
was a neat stack next to him and he began turning the pages,
reading book after book. Some of the items needed were hard
to get so he settled for magic tricks on disappearing acts.
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“Tom, we have been here for three hours. Shall we go
back? I am getting cold,” requested his mother.
Tom was surprised that he had been in the library for
such a long time. He picked a few books and borrowed them.
He was eager to start practising his disappearing acts. He
wanted to show his tricks to his family and friends. He could
already imagine himself doing live shows in front of massive
audiences. Once he reached home, he locked himself in his
room and started to practise his tricks.
“Hmm, how can I make bigger objects disappear?”
thought Tom. He then started to read his library books to
learn more about this incredible trick. He was so determined
to be a good magician that he was willing to skip watching his
favourite cartoon on television.
Finally, he turned the door knob of his room and went
to the living room. He walked to his brother, Sam. He was
ready to perform his first trick. He showed Sam an eraser in
his hand. He closed his fist and asked, “Sam, what is in my
hand now?”
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Sam replied, “It’s an eraser. I saw that just now.”
Tom smiled. He opened his hand again and Sam
gasped. It was a ruler! The eraser was gone. Tom turned
around and performed his trick for his other family members.
They were impressed and in awe.
Once he was confident, Tom performed his magic
tricks to his friends in school. Soon, word spread and he was
asked by many people to perform his tricks for them. Tom was
famous in school. He was invited to birthday parties and all
sorts of functions. He was exhilarated to be one of the
youngest magicians in the land.
Interestingly, Tom never stopped learning. He
continued perfecting his skills and finding out more tricks to
perform. Learning tricks was indeed magical for him!
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Wonder by Branson Chun Joo Yeow, P6W
Wonder. In my opinion, it is one of the most powerful
words in the dictionary. Why, you may ask. It’s just
questioning oneself about one’s surroundings and decisions.
Nothing special, you might say. Even the definition is ‘to ask
yourself questions or express a wish to know about
something’. Nothing extraordinary, really. But what makes
this word ‘wonder’ so impactful? To me, it involves the
momentary spark of imagination to change the world.

Not

only must you have a thought, but you must also make people
believe in you and believe that your mere idea could be the
start of something great.
For example, consider your idea to be like a bowl of
rice. At first, the rice is just plain, bland and ordinary. But that
is the “foundation”. After that, you have to add your other
ingredients like vegetables, meat or sauce. These are the
people who believe in your idea and are able to enhance your
idea. But, everybody’s bowl of rice is different. Some have
more meat, less vegetables while others have less meat but

128

wonderful grains of rice ... the options are endless. That is
what makes every one of us, our ideas, thoughts and brains
unique.
By now you might think these are just empty words
without any proof. But, I am just beginning. First, let’s start
with some prominent figures. Bill Gates was born on October
28, 1955 in Seattle to a family with a rich business, political
and community service background. He believed in achieving
his goals through hard work. He also believed that if you are
intelligent and know how to use your intelligence, you can
attain your goals and targets. When Bill Gates grew up, he was
accepted into Harvard. Initially, he did not know what he
wanted to do so he signed up for one of Harvard’s toughest
mathematics courses. Within a year, Bill Gates dropped out of
Harvard. However, this led him to start something amazing.
Before long, he formed Microsoft. He was a visionary leader
who worked very hard to achieve his goals. Today, Bill Gates
is one of the richest men in the world with an estimated net
worth of 79.4 billion US dollars.
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To further illustrate my point, let us take a look at
another visionary leader, Steve Jobs. He was an American
information technology entrepreneur and inventor. He was
the co-founder, chairman and Chief Executive Officer of Apple.
Jobs was widely recognized as a pioneer of the
microcomputer revolution of the 1970s and 80s. Shortly after
the death of Steve Jobs, Walter Isaacson described him as a
“creative entrepreneur whose passion for perfection and
ferocious drive revolutionized six industries”. Apple’s net
worth is now 624 billion US dollars.
Before you get me wrong, the value of ‘Wonder’ is not
limited to these two men; it applies to everyone. In fact, it can
be found scattered in our daily lives. From telling a lie to
solving a problem, ‘Wonder’ is in almost all of our activities,
and it can benefit or cause us harm.
Like Socrates once said, “Wisdom begins in wonder.”
It is only appropriate for me to end with a question: I wonder
if it would have ended differently if I had chosen another story
for this value?
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An Unusual Invention by Joshua Lim, P6W
The azure blue sky stood out against the cloudless day.
It was perfect weather for a beach outing. A cool breeze
caressed my cheeks and ruffled my hair. I was lazing on the
sand that felt soft and cool. The waves crashed against the
sandy shores before slowly ebbing away.
I was at East Coast Park for a picnic with my family and
cousins. My cousins and I were swimming in the sea and
enjoying the gentle waves. After a while, I noticed a large pile
of rubbish near the shore. It consisted of half-eaten
sandwiches, bottle caps, Styrofoam boxes, plastic bags and
many other non-biodegradable items. The smell of the
rubbish was also atrocious. Amidst the beautiful weather and
scenic beachfront, I felt disturbed inside.
Suddenly, an idea came to my mind. I could invent a
machine that automatically cleared up rubbish from the
beach! It would have to be a large machine to clear the
rubbish from the entire stretch of the shore. When I told my
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cousins my plan, their faces brightened up as they were also
shocked by the amount of rubbish they had seen.
We decided to work together to build this machine
that would save the beach we loved. First, we listed the
equipment required to build our model. When we found out
that the cost of the equipment was quite an exorbitant
amount, we decided to raise funds via crowdfunding. We
spent many days and weeks trying to figure out how to
advertise our idea and its benefits. When it was finally
published online, we were pleasantly surprised. Within three
days, we raised more than enough funds for our project.
After we had bought all the equipment needed, we
put the parts together. When it was done, we had the
prototype of the cleaning machine! We decided to name it
‘Wonder Beach Cleaner’. During the first trial run, it ran
smoothly but it did not clear up as much rubbish as we
expected. So, we decided to make some adjustments to the
Wonder Beach Cleaner and increased its storage capacity.
When we brought the Wonder Beach Cleaner to the beach for
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the second trial run, it started to make weird noises after a
while and we had to work on it again. Fortunately, we were
able to identify that one of the cables had come loose.
After four months of hard work and another two
weeks of trial runs, the Wonder Beach Cleaner was finally
ready. It was a success! The beaches were much cleaner. Our
invention was purchased by the National Environment
Agency and it made headlines in the local newspapers and
magazines. We were famous – but success did not come
overnight!
The Wonder Beach Cleaner won many awards and
accolades around the world. Many countries bought it to
clean up their beaches and even recorded an increase in the
number of tourists who visited their beaches after the
Wonder Beach Cleaner had devoured all the rubbish. When
my cousins and I read all the good reviews, we were
extremely delighted and glad that we had done our part to
help keep the environment clean. Our invention had been put
to good use indeed!
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The day the sky was not so dark by Premraj Jaziel
Robin, P6W

The sky grew darker. I needed more light. I only had
my candle-lit lantern with me. The flame was burning low so
I could only see what was right in front of me. I wanted to
invent something, something that would get the whole world
to appreciate me and something that would light the world.
As I was only twelve, I wondered and questioned if I really had
any hope of getting to that stage. I thought hard and long
about the design and the materials I needed for my invention.
Convinced that my doubts were unfounded,

I persevered.

I had a scrap book which I used for doodling and
writing notes. I got to my study table, shut the windows and
door before getting to work. I started to sketch the design for
what I hoped would be a renowned light source in future.
As soon as I had finished drawing my designs, the
flame from my candle-lit lantern flickered threateningly and
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disappeared. What else could I do but start the long process
of searching for another candle and a box of matchsticks?
After I had finally got another candle lit, I got back to
work. I knew that the material for the outer part would have
to be glass as it had to be transparent. I also knew that the
bottom casing for the light source had to be a conductor of
electricity. The inner parts had to be metal too. But I did not
know what gas would prevent oxygen from corroding the
metal inside the contraption. I experimented on different
gases and eventually discovered that argon could do it and
was the ideal choice.
I collected and combined the materials needed, and
finally assembled the contraption. After many tries at
connecting the wires to different parts of the device, the light
bulb was finally born.
The sky did not seem so dark after that day.
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An Unusual Invention by Samson Ong, P6 Wonder

Have you ever wanted to teleport to a place you have
not been to? Well, with an amazing machine invented by a
young engineer, you can go anywhere, any time. With just a
single push of a button and by entering your location into this
machine, you can find yourself in that particular place
immediately.
In the past, many people found it inconvenient to
travel to faraway places or places which were difficult to
get to. The travelling time to faraway places, especially during
peak periods, was much too long. One day, a young engineer,
Philip Wilson, thought of a solution to this problem. After
many weeks, he had made a blueprint for the teleportation
machine. He parted with his hard earned money to get the
materials for the machine.
Day and night, the sound of metal pieces clanking
against each other could be heard from Philip’s apartment.
Philip followed the plan carefully, making sure that he
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followed every step to the letter. Finally, he completed his
creation and presented the amazing machine to the Mayor.
Upon

hearing

Philip’s

explanation

about

how

the

teleportation machine was supposed to work, the Mayor was
extremely impressed. Philip also told the Mayor that he had
got some volunteers to test if the machine worked.
After much fanfare, many people gathered in the
experiment room to witness the power of the machine. To
everyone’s amazement, the volunteers started disappearing
from one spot and magically appearing in another!
The Mayor decided to manufacture the machine so
that more people could purchase and benefit from it. The
machine became more popular as time passed. Business was
booming as news spread like wildfire about the amazing
teleportation machine. Other countries paid high prices for
the blueprint so that they could manufacture the product.
Thanks to Philip Wilson’s brilliant invention, travelling
from place to place in an instant has become a reality. It is
transportation at the speed of imagination!
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Wonder is like a spider by Marcus Leong, P1W

138

I wonder about… by Lim Ze Yi, P2W
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W.O.N.D.E.R. BY Mohamed Irfan, P2W
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INTEGRITY
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Stand up for Integrity by Reynath Chiang, P1I
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Doing right even when alone by Alexander Tan,
P1I

P1 Integrity
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I.N.T.E.G.R.I.T.Y. by Brian Chwee, P2I
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Do what is right not what is popular by Choy Mun
Hin, P2I
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Guilt can weigh a tonne by Mohamed Haneef
Ishaq s/o Mohamed Haleem, P6SD

It was a warm afternoon. The wind was howling and
the leaves were rustling. I woke up from a deep sleep and
went to the park which was a stone’s throw away from my
house. Along the way, I saw many different types of beautiful
flowers which were blooming. There was also an enormous
fountain which made me feel relaxed and at ease. Just then,
beside the fountain, I saw a visually-handicapped man trying
to cross the road.
I quickly went to help him. Then something fell out of
his pocket. I looked closer and saw that it was a leather wallet
filled with a thick wad of money. My eyes were attracted to it.
I felt a gripping sense of selfishness pounding within my chest
and went straight for the money. Picking it up, I looked
around to see if anyone was watching. There was no one
around so I sneakily reached out my hand and quickly grabbed
it. With the stolen item safely in my pocket, I helped the man
cross the road.

146

I was very happy to get ‘free money’ and skipped
merrily back home. I thought about the numerous things that
I could do with it. When I related the incident to my parents
at home, their faces turned as red as tomatoes. They said that
they did not raise me up to be a thief and told me to give the
money back to the old man.
When I heard their words, I hung my head in shame
and apologised to my parents. I reluctantly promised to give
the money back to the old man. But deep inside, I knew I
would not keep the promise. Instead, right after talking to my
parents, I went out. But I did not go to the fountain to look for
the old man. Instead, I headed to a store to buy some toys
without my parents knowing.
While looking at the rows of toys, my wide grin
suddenly disappeared. There was a strange feeling of guilt
pulling at my heart. In that moment, I knew I had done
something wrong. The old man was blind and did not
know anything.
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I ran as fast as a cheetah to the place where the old
man was last seen but it was too late. Since then, I have been
waiting every single day hoping that he will come back. But he
has not. I keep the wallet with me every day, hoping that I will
bump into him.
The wallet is not heavy, but the guilt makes it weigh a
tonne.
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My great change by Joshua Sim, P6U

I will never forget the day when integrity and honesty
blossomed within my soul. What happened is bound to
remain within the borders of my mind …
Usually, I would try my luck and attempt to cheat in
both minor and major examinations in my school to achieve
excellent grades. I thought it would always be possible to get
away with cheating, which made me feel that cheating was
completely alright. Therefore, I did not ever feel even the
slightest tinge of guilt.
However, a particular incident changed all that …
My mother transferred me to a new school to study as
she thought I was ‘too smart’, mainly due to the amazing
results I received in my former school. This new school was
none other than Saint Andrew’s Junior School, tucked away in
Potong Pasir. Unlike my old school, there was something
called ‘Morning Devotion’ on every school day where all
students had to stand outside their classrooms. In my old
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school, all we did was stand in the classrooms and take the
pledge and sing the National Anthem. Also, after having done
so, the principal in my new school would share the school
values: Thanksgiving, Resilience, Unity, Empathy, Wonder,
Integrity, Self-Discipline and Excellence. This seemed to
always bore me to death.
About a week after the transfer, I was told that there
would be a test the following day. That very day, around
evening, I began to both look into my textbook and jot down
notes on a slip of paper at the same time. Thinking creatively,
I used a ‘UV light pen’ to jot down the notes across my hand
as well. Invisible to the naked eye, the only way these words
could be seen was via the light source coming from the
pen tip.
The next day, I went to school, with the UV light pen
tucked in my pencil case. As the test began, I surveyed the
surroundings before carefully looking at my hand with the
pen. I was seated at the far corner, much to my pleasure.
Slowly but surely, I began to copy the notes to the paper itself.
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As they say, time flies really fast. The next day, the
marked test papers were handed out to the class. Expectedly,
I passed with flying colours. Unfortunately, this celebration
was short-lived.
The following Monday, the principal elaborated more
on being ‘ever true to God and right’. Another meaningless
phrase, I thought. The more she elaborated, the more
its meaning hit me. Whatever was said put a deep dent
in my heart, making me feel something I had never felt before
– guilt!
Every word she had said was true. I started to have an
itching sensation on my skin. I finally realized how dishonest I
had been over the years. After some announcements were
made by a school prefect, I ran over to my teacher and
spluttered what I had done during the test to her.
All she asked was, “Would you like to retake the test?
The questions will be different.”
“Yes, I would,” I replied, not believing her kindness.
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After hours and hours of studying, I finally reaped
what I had truly sown. I passed the test with a score of 90! For
once, I actually felt a sense of accomplishment.
The incident will forever remain in my tiny little brain.
Now, I am on the road to the Primary School Leaving
Examination. I will put in real effort for my work and study
hard to do my best without any dishonesty.
Dear reader, I hope this story will help you understand
the true reason why honesty and integrity are so important.
So, be ‘ever true to God and right’ always!
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Choosing to be honest by Ryan Chin, 6T
I had always loved winning. The sweet alluring taste of
victory compelled me to put it before everything − in
whatever competition I took part in. I just had to win, even at
the expense of my own integrity. Why was that so? I craved
its reward – the medals and the recognition. I thought that
they would prove my sporting finesse, keeping an evergrowing collection of them. Another thing that I treasured
was my friendship with John, my classmate. But he was quite
different. John displayed exemplary character at all times,
always showing integrity in his pursuit of excellence. It took
my bond with John, a banner and a turn of events to make me
change my dishonest ways, turning my life around, forever.
Jubilant

cheers

from

the

crowd

resounded

throughout the incredibly vast indoor court, creating a
buzzing atmosphere that was almost contagious. I had made
it into the Inter-School Badminton Championship final and,
coincidentally, my opponent was John. As we strode out into
the court, we were almost instantly greeted by a thunderous

153

standing ovation. Both of us exchanged hearty handshakes,
wishing each other all the best. However, under my relaxed
composure, I was determined to obtain yet another gold
medal. This was an incredibly prestigious tournament and I
had no intention of missing out on first place. I grinned. “Get
ready to get pulverised, John,” I thought to myself.
Out of the blue, the umpire blew his whistle, jolting
me out of my stupefaction and signalling the start of the
match that would change my fate for eternity. John was not
as easy an opponent as I had initially presumed him to be.
Obviously having trained tirelessly, he matched me point for
point as the scores crept up. Before I knew it, we had whizzed
by the first few sets and reached the crucial moment. This
was it. The winner of this point would clinch victory. Go for it,
Ryan, you can do it! With his clammy palm, John served the
shuttle. My heart skipped a beat as the shuttle sailed through
the air in a graceful arc. It seemed that it would land perfectly
at the edge of my court, far out of my grasp. I leapt in the air
and reached with all my might. I returned the serve with a
mighty smash. My glee turned to horror when I saw that it
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had landed just out of the area. Oh no! I had lost! But wait,
what was that? Applause?
Whirling around, I found myself staring at the crowd,
chanting my name. Perplexed, I returned my gaze to the
court, where I saw the shuttle within the playing area. What
happened? I thought I had lost! Then it dawned at me – the
shuttle had bounced back into the court, and it must have
happened so quickly that no one, not even John, had seen it.
I quickly recovered and pretended to celebrate as if I had,
indeed, won. If luck was on my side, I would take it, I
reasoned with myself. Then, I happened to look up. My face
paled.

There hanging from the ceiling, was a vibrantly

coloured banner, proudly extolling, ‘Character first, winning
second’. For the first time since my good fortune, I hesitated.
It was as if the banner had been deliberately put there for me
to see.
Faced with the conundrum, I sought out my options. I
wanted to get the gold medal so badly, but then it would
serve to haunt me of my dishonesty for the rest of my life. On
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top of that, John had worked so hard to win and it would be
unfair to him if I deprived him of a rightful victory. Glancing
at a crushed John, then at that fluttering banner, I decided
that for once, I would choose integrity.
Having made up my mind to do the right thing, I made
my way up to the umpire. Taking a deep breath, I told him
what had happened. John was the deserving winner. This
prompted the umpire to watch a replay of the match instantly
and he found that indeed John was indeed the rightful victor.
And so, the gold medal was awarded to John. I received a
silver one for being the runner-up.
As I related to a stunned John the reason behind his
unexpected win, I felt an unrivalled sense of pride for
choosing to be honest. I vowed to uphold the value of
integrity all the days of my life.
Although the silver medal that I had won that day was
physically inferior to all my other gold ones, it was, by far, of
the greatest sentimental value to me – being runner-up in
that competition did not show my great sporting finesse but,
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more importantly, displayed my integrity. I will treasure it for
all eternity. I still love winning all my gold medals but not
nearly as much as the silver medal that I had won on that
fateful day!

157

Self-discipline
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A sacrifice made by T. Shridhar, P4T
It was another gruelling day at school. "Ring!" The
school bell resounded through the school vicinity. Just as we
were pouring out of the class, our teacher, Mr Zhang,
announced that we had to finish our presentation. I showed
the 'thumbs up' signal to him so he knew that I had
heard him.
Drifting into my world of stupefaction, my friend,
Marc, tapped me on my shoulder gently and asked me if I
wanted to be his partner. I readily agreed. We walked
towards my house so that we could work on our project as I
had a computer to use for our research.
Just as we stepped into the house, I looked at Marc.
He was looking as pale as a ghost. I touched his forehead.
It was blazing hot! My mother quickly informed Marc's
mother and asked her to pick him up. She arrived in minutes
and thanked my mother and me for alerting her.
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When Marc left my house, I decided to do the project
myself by adding interesting photos, fun facts and amazing
videos. I believed Mr Zhang would think it was impressive if I
did all these things. I worked late into the night and finished
the project at around midnight.
I could have lazed around, but I had the discipline to
complete the homework. I could also have chosen not to hand
in my homework by giving the excuse that my partner was
sick. However, I did not take the easy way out. I had exhibited
'Self Discipline', an important value taught in my school, and I
felt really proud of myself.
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Reaping success through self-discipline by Tan
Jun Wei, P4R

"Josh! Aren't you going to start on your Science
revision?" Anyone could have heard my mum's thunderous
voice from two blocks away! I dragged myself to the study
room and began revising for my SA1 Science paper. It
reminded me of the time I was preparing for the Inter-School
Science Quiz the previous year …
"Josh, I think it's time you wrap up and go to bed now.
It's getting late. You should get enough rest for the big day
tomorrow." I could barely hear my mum as I was too
engrossed with the encyclopaedia and trying to cram in as
much information as I could. I was extremely nervous and felt
that I had not prepared enough for the science competition.
I was the second runner-up the previous year and I was
determined to do better this year.
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When day finally came, I was scared out of my wits.
As I took my seat, staring at the paper in front of me, I could
hear my heart thumping so hard. "Boys and girls, you may
start now," boomed the invigilator. I could hear the scratching
of pencils against the answer sheets as the other students
scribbled vigorously.
There were a few challenging questions which racked
my brain just to get the answer. When I was at the last
question, I gasped!

The question caught me totally by

surprise. I did not know the answer. My mind was completely
blank for that moment! No matter how hard I tried, no
answer came.
"Students, you have ten more minutes. From now
onwards, no one is allowed to go to the toilet. Please do a
final check," the invigilator bellowed. Suddenly, a voice inside
my head said, "Stop dreaming and start writing!" I took a deep
breath and closed my eyes. "Calm down, calm down … It's
going to be fine," I told myself. As I wrote, I prayed that I
would not get the answer wrong. Just as I was about to check,
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the bell rang. I thought I would not do well. However,
something extraordinary happened the next day.
The teacher came into the class with a smile on her
face. As she walked to the front of the class, it felt like time
seemed to slow down to a painful crawl.
"There is something I would like to share with the
class," she said, "Josh came in first for this year's Interschool
Science Quiz!"
I was dumbfounded. The class roared with thunderous
claps. I rubbed my eyes in disbelief when my teacher gave me
the gold medal. All my hard work and burning the midnight
oil had paid off!
On that day, I learned a valuable lesson. In life, there
are many challenges, but as long as we persevere, maintain
self-discipline and work hard, we will be able to reap success!
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Mittens, hoops and some self-discipline by
Nathan Lim, 5U

Every time I look at my first prize trophy for the
contest, I will remember what happened …
It was a bright Sunday. Birds were chirping loudly and
they woke me up. I jumped out of my bed, grabbed my glasses
and went outside my room. As I entered the kitchen, my cat,
Mittens, ran to me and started rubbing his soft fur all over my
legs. I smiled, reached for some cat food and fed it to him. Just
then, I chanced upon the newspaper on the kitchen table and
the headline caught my eye. I looked closely at an
advertisement about a cat show. It read ‘First prize: a trophy
and a $500 voucher for Gamenet!’

Gamenet was my

favourite video game shop. I looked at Mittens and thought
of signing him up. But judging from the way he lazily
sauntered out of the kitchen, I sighed. He would probably not
even make it past the preliminary rounds.
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Just then, my mother came into the kitchen and
peered over my shoulder to see what I was reading. She
immediately told me to sign Mittens up for it since I had
nothing to do on that day and suggested that I look up the
Internet for different tricks to teach Mittens. I decided to
listen to her.
While surfing the Internet, I came across dozens of
tricks. Given the short time I had to prepare Mittens, I chose
the easiest trick − jumping through a hula-hoop. I grabbed my
mother’s old hula-hoop and tried making Mittens jump
through it. The first time, Mittens tried to jump through but
he could not reach the hula-hoop. I held the hula-hoop a little
closer to the ground. I did not give up and carried on
practising with Mittens till he could clear the hoop. As each
day passed, Mittens became better at jumping through the
hula-hoop. There was a week left to practise for the show.
Then a thought came to my mind, “How can I win the
cat show with such an easy trick? Maybe I should light the
hula-hoop on fire. But it will burn Mittens ... I know! I can
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blindfold him!” I ran to my room and grabbed the blindfold
that I used for sleeping. I placed it over Mittens’ eyes. After
that, I tried making Mittens jump through the hula-hoop by
putting some cat treats on the other side of the hula-hoop.
I tried it for hours until Mittens could jump through the hulahoop blindfolded.
Finally, the day arrived. My mother and I packed our
belongings into our bags and put Mittens in the pet carrier.
My mother then drove Mittens and me to the venue. She
wished me good luck before driving off to work. I had a seat
while Mittens rested on the floor. “Next up is Mr Mittens!”
the cat show manager yelled. I picked up Mittens and went
up to the stage.
I placed the blindfold on Mittens and held the
hula-hoop up. “Next, we have a blindfolded cat jumping
through a hula-hoop,” said a judge. The crowd started
murmuring and sniggering to each other but I tried to remain
calm. As I held up the hula-hoop, I told Mittens to jump. But
for the first time, he remained quiet and still. I was worried as
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Mittens had never done this before. The crowd started to get
restless. There was whistling and booing.
I kept my composure and bent over to Mitten’s ears
to whisper, “Just listen to my voice Mittens. I know you can
do it.” I nervously raised the hula-hoop again and said a short
prayer. “Jump Mittens, you can do it!” I cried. Mittens heard
my voice loudly and clearly. He burst forward with a short
sprint, flew into the air and went through the

hula-hoop

perfectly. The crowd rose to their feet and applauded!
“Looks like we have a winner!” the judge exclaimed.
The cat show manager presented Mittens and me with the
trophy and the $500 voucher for Gamenet. I was proud that
my efforts did not go down the drain. By taking part in the cat
show, I found out that Mittens was not as lazy as I thought he
was! It was an unforgettable day for me.
Snapping back to reality, I stopped looking at my cat
show trophy and went to look for Mittens to give him a
tight squeeze.
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My tower of self-discipline and resilience by
Nathan Chin, P6I
I felt faint. I was stunned and did not know what to do.
It was as if I was cursed by a witch! This feeling of being totally
useless and helpless was too much to bear. If only I knew what
to do. My mind then reeled back to the events five hours ago
when it all began. Five hours? It felt more like an eternity. I
hoped this silly competition and my misery would be over
soon.
"Hurry up Nathan!" my friends said in unison. I was
preparing the tools and equipment we needed to bring for the
School National Team-Building Competition. It seemed to
take forever as my room was overflowing with useless
knick-knacks that should have been kept in the storeroom but
had somehow found root in my room instead. As I was rushing,
I packed all the rubbish I came across, including some old
burger wrappers. Ten long minutes later, we were finally
ready and I was excited yet nervous, looking forward to the
exciting competition. "Ah … what a beautiful day! Nothing can
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go wrong, right?" I remarked to my friends. Little did I know
that things would not go as planned.
After what seemed like an hour, we finally reached the
venue of the competition. When we went in, the whole place
was filled with other groups of students sprawled across the
hall. It was really stuffy and I could hardly breathe. I was
unsure if it was nerves or the crowded conditions of the hall.
The announcer then said, "All teams … please go to your
designated spots." Soon the teams were seated at their
respective areas. A deep hush fell across the hall. Right then,
I saw the reason for that. The objective of our challenge had
been revealed. We were required to build a tall and stable
tower that could stand on its own − all in an hour! What ‘killed’
me straightaway was the time limit.
My friends, Bryan, Tom, Bob and Ethan always got lazy
midway through any task and I feared that things would be no
different today.
The announcer blew the whistle to signal the start of
the competition. It was like a Formula One race as everyone
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started moving at lighting speed. I knew we had to pace
ourselves or else we would not be able to surpass the other
teams. As expected, after a few minutes, Bryan wanted to
take a break so the rest of us had to do extra work. It did not
bother me at first so I just let him rest. But my gut told me
that something would go horribly wrong soon.
Twenty minutes had passed and our tower was still
very low compared to the other teams. Then, Ethan, Bob and
Tom wanted to rest too. I could understand as they had
worked very hard. However, I thought I had to do something
or else we would lose the competition.
I could either laze around and throw my hands up in
despair or motivate my team and redistribute our workload. I
took a deep breath, mustered up all the self-discipline and
resilience I had and made the decision that would change the
outcome of this competition. I said with a newfound firmness
in my voice, "Wake up guys! We can do this! Let’s not give up
so soon. Let’s do ourselves proud. Stick together, guys!"
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Everyone suddenly became more receptive towards
working together and completing the task. I instructed them
on their specific roles and they understood what I was saying.
In just a minute, we settled our goals and roles and pressed
on with all our might to make everyone proud. We wanted to
win and that drove us forward in a very determined and
united manner.
With five minutes left on the clock, we had no choice
but to keep going. We were not giving up now! We were
exhausted, sweating and tired but we vowed never to give up!
Three minutes left ...
Our tower was now as tall as the tallest one in the hall.
But we had run out of materials. I panicked! I realised that
was useless, so I took a deep breath. To my surprise, the team
with the tallest structure also ran out of resources. It was an
exciting clash between my team and theirs.
One minute left ...
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An idea popped into my mind. I spied a burger
wrapper lying around and rolled it into a small pillar to make
the building taller. I could only make one but my friends and I
hoped that it would be enough!
Five seconds on the clock …
The countdown to the end began. "Five, four, three,
two, one and stop!" Everyone froze. The burger wrapper
“pillar” had made our tower the tallest one in the competition.
We actually won! Tears of happiness welled up in my eyes.
We felt on top of the world!
We then shook hands with our competitors. It is
important to have good sportsmanship after all. I thought we
were about to lose but we managed to clinch the title by a
few inches. As I walked up the stairs to receive our prize, I was
grateful for the leadership experience and appreciated my
friends for being the best teammates ever. I could not have
done it without them. I raised the trophy and at the top of my
lungs screamed, “YES!”
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Self-discipline and teamwork makes what we dream
work. I learnt to always trust and value the members of my
team from then. Everyone has their own strengths and
weaknesses. Thus, we must work together and always have a
common goal in mind to achieve the best result.
So, if you feel stuck in any competition or group task,
maintain your self-discipline and have teamwork to achieve
what at first thought might seem impossible.
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Don’t let yourself down by Avinash, P5 Unity
I could feel the tension in the air. There was pin drop
silence in the classroom. My heart was pounding against my
chest and this sounded like African Bongo drums in my ears.
We were all going to get our dreaded Math examination
papers back. “Clip! Clop! Clip! Clop!’’ The sound of highheeled shoes echoed through the classroom. Just then, a dark
figure stood at the door. It was our Math teacher,

Mrs

Ang! One by one, she started calling out the names of
students to collect their examination papers. My hands and
legs were trembling like jelly.
“Avinash!’’ Mrs Ang’s ear-piercing voice filled my ears.
As I stood up and walked to Mrs Ang, some of
my classmates started chuckling and muttering to their
friends softly.
“I am very disappointed, Avinash!’’ Mrs Ang shook her
head as she handed me my examination paper.
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My eyeballs almost popped out and my heart sank. I
had failed my exam! I was shell-shocked. I wondered how I
was going to show this miserable piece of paper to my parents.
That day, I walked home with my head hung low. I started
formulating different ways to tell my parents the bad news.
“Mum! Dad! I am home!’’ I called out to them in a
shaky voice. When they came out of the kitchen, they saw my
worried face and the examination paper in my hand. They
immediately knew what had happened. With fear, I handed
the paper over to my parents. Beads of perspiration trickled
down my forehead. Millions of thoughts raced through my
mind. Would I get a caning from my parents? Were my
parents going to say, “You can do better”? When they looked
at my paper, I could see they were infuriated. They started to
yell at me at the top of their lungs, scolding me for not putting
in enough effort for any of my tests and nagging at how I kept
on lazing around without revising my work. They had erupted
like volcanoes and their words, like the burning molten lava,
burnt my tender ego. After they had calmed down, they sent
me to my room. I sprinted quickly away.
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Tears filled my eyes. My new challenge was to get the
best mark ever for my next Math examination. I did not want
to be a disgrace to my parents. More importantly, I did not
want to let myself down. I then promised myself that I would
exercise some self-discipline and not laze around anymore. I
decided to work very hard to improve. Every day after school,
without fail, I would remember to do all my Math homework
and check my work for accuracy. After that, I would read my
Math textbook and do test papers from other schools. I would
even ask my parents for help. Seeing the painstaking effort I
was putting in, they felt comforted and were willing to help
me.
A few months had passed. It was my final year Math
examination. I felt confident that all my efforts would pay off
on that day. When I flipped over the paper and read the
questions, I knew that I would do well.
After a few days, Mrs Ang walked into class and
started handing out the examination papers. When she
handed me my paper, I could see that she had a smile on her
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face. Upon seeing my marks, my heart swelled with happiness.
I had passed my examination with flying colours and had also
received an outstanding grade.
When I showed the paper to my parents at home, they
hugged me tightly. My mother even gave me a kiss on the
cheek. I knew that they were proud of me. This was definitely
the best day of my life. I had faced a difficult challenge and
was able to overcome it with some self-discipline. I was so
thankful that I did not let myself down.
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Self-discipline by Nathan Lee, P1SD
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S.E.L.F. D.I.S.C.I.P.L.I.N.E. by Ryan Tan, 1SD
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Exemplary Character by Aidan Ng, P2SD
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Self-management by Dylan Soh, P2SD
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Excellence
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E.X.C.E.L.L.E.N.C.E. by Ryan Tay, P2Ex

183

Everything done well by Jairus Lim, P2Ex
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Coach KK and an excellent swimmer by Jae Lee
Jing Kitt, P3W

“Ready, on your mark, go!” I jumped into the icy
cold water and propelled my body forward. Kicking as hard as
I could, I lurched forward and I started to paddle …
There was a time when I was so afraid of water that I
dreaded going into the pool, much less swimming in it. That
was before a special person stepped into my life. He is my
swimming coach. I call him Coach KK. This is the story of how
I came to like swimming from being a person who dreaded
water. This is how it all began …
“Jae, get into the water! It’s almost lesson time!” my
brother hollered, splashing about in the swimming pool. I
yelped and took a step back. My heart pounded in my ribcage
at even the thought of stepping into my worst phobia − water.
I slowly crept to the swimming pool before dipping my toes
into the water. Closing my eyes, I jumped in.
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During the lesson, I had difficulty breathing while
learning how to swim. Coach KK led my friends and me in
some swimming drills. I was quickly exhausted and so scared
of the water that I did not dare submerge my head fully. After
the drills, I gasped for air and rested. “Why does swimming
have to be so tiring?” I complained.
During another class, Coach KK told us that in order to
become a good swimmer one had to have the spirit of
‘Excellence’ and press on no matter what. I went back home
and remembered what he had said.
During the next lesson, I put in more effort to try to
swim properly, but to no avail. My class was doing a freestyle
drill but I did not seem to float properly. Coach KK noticed the
problem and pushed me up whenever I started to sink. I was
very grateful to him for that. For every single drill, Coach KK
helped me up whenever I had difficulty. To help me conquer
my fear of water, he let me cling onto him before submerging
himself with me. When underwater, I would cling onto him

186

tightly. Sometimes, I accidentally scratched him, but he never
seemed to mind.
It took me almost three months to conquer my fear
of water. Without Coach KK, I would still have my phobia and
would not be able to enjoy swimming or other water activities.
After that, I enjoyed swimming and it became my favourite
sport. Coach KK invited me to train at Sengkang Swimming
Complex, which is where he coaches his competitive squad. I
have participated in a few competitions since then.
I am extremely grateful to Coach KK. Without him,
I would never be the confident and excellent swimmer that
I am today.
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An unforgettable soccer match by T. Shridhar,
P4T

A myriad of voices surrounded me. The spectators
were on their feet, cheering our team on at our home ground.
We had made it to the finals after having won many matches
and were going to face the toughest team, Saint Joseph's
Institution. Just then, I heard somebody calling me. I
recognised that voice. "Just remember the skills I taught you.
You can definitely win it for the team," our soccer coach
encouraged me. With that said, he gave me an assuring look.
The deafening sound of applause from the spectators
faded away as the referee blew the whistle. Our opponents
kicked off and were passing the ball around. Their formation
was strong. We could not intercept them easily. Suddenly,
from the right wing, the goal machine of the opposing team
carved his way through and blasted the ball into the net
causing it to bulge. When the half-time whistle blew, the
score was 1-0. Our team walked into the dressing room
dejectedly.
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Grabbing an isotonic drink from a cooler box nearby, I
gulped it down. In the dressing room, our coach barked,
"What happened to your spirit of excellence and teamwork?
Has everything I taught you gone to waste? Tell me, tell me! I
have told you this before, your values lead to your actions. If
you don't exhibit excellence, then obviously you will lose! One
for all, all for one!" With those words, I felt determined to win.
When the second half started, I started to dribble past
the stout defenders and passed the ball to my teammate
before our opponents intercepted the ball. Soon, I ran into
the penalty box waiting for Joshua, the right winger, to cross
the ball. When I saw the ball soaring above my head I 'flew'
and headed the ball towards goal. After landing face-first,
everything went blank. The next thing I knew, my teammates
were jumping on me. The score was finally tied.
I felt a new found surge of energy pulsating through
my body. Our team was determined to win the trophy. In the
final minutes of the game, I managed to swing in a wonderful
free kick from the left corner of the field and it was met by a
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tall defender. The ball flicked off his head and went blazing
into the net. It was a silly own goal! The referee blew his
whistle soon after that. That was it! The pursuit of excellence
and teamwork had paid off!
At the prize presentation, our team was so proud to
receive the championship trophy and the gold medals. After
the medals had been presented to the other teams, I was
called to go up to the podium to collect the 'Top Scorer Award'.
What an unforgettable day!
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Striving to achieve a dream by Max Wong, P4T
“Jerry, I need to speak with your parents regarding
your poor results,” Mrs Tan said.
Jerry was speechless when he heard the word
‘parents’. He had been an orphan since he was young as his
parents had passed away five years ago in a car accident.
Since then, Jerry had to live with his aunt and her family. They
were very poor and Jerry had to live in poverty. Jerry did not
have a lot of money to spend. He had to help out at his aunt’s
chicken rice stall at the food centre every afternoon. He had
to do that every day in order to earn enough money to pay
for his school fees and daily expenses.
One day, the principal announced that there would be
an annual culinary competition. He encouraged all the
students who were interested in cooking to take part in the
competition. As soon as Jerry heard the announcement, he
grinned from ear to ear. He loved cooking and was eager to
sign up for the competition. Working at the chicken rice stall
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had made Jerry discover a hidden talent. Not only was he
passionate about cooking, but he was also excellent at it.
During recess, Jerry went to the teacher-in-charge to
collect a registration form. However, his classmate, Tom,
jeered and discouraged him from signing up for the
competition. Tom looked down on Jerry, saying that he came
from a poor home and should not sign up for the competition
as he did not even have sufficient money to purchase
ingredients to practise cooking. Tom added that Jerry should
simply be contented with watching his aunt cook and forget
about the competition.
Jerry did not give up despite his situation. He made up
his mind that he would not allow poverty and Tom’s hurtful
comments stop him from taking part in the competition. He
knew that he loved cooking and was confident that he could
cook well. He hoped that he would win the competition and
prove himself worthy.
On the day of the competition, just a few minutes
before it started, Tom, who had also signed up, was caught
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carrying a recipe sheet into the centre and disqualified.
Participants were not allowed to refer to any recipes during
the competition. Jerry was shocked by this incident. He felt
sorry for Tom but could not do anything to help him.
Soon, the competition started. Jerry put his heart and
soul into the cooking and managed to whip up his signature
dish – his aunt’s soy sauce chicken rice. He had perfected this
dish while working hard at his aunt’s stall. When the judges
finalised the scores, Jerry stood there with sweat trickling
down his forehead. He was so nervous!
Finally, it was time for the judges to announce the
winner of the competition. All the contestants had butterflies
in their stomachs. They held their breath when the chief judge
made the announcement. “The winner is … Jerry Tan!”
Jerry was elated. He jumped for joy when he was
awarded five hundred dollars! He could not wait to share this
fantastic news with his aunt. This was just the beginning for
Jerry. He told himself that he would continue to work hard
and strive to achieve his dream of becoming a famous chef
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someday. He looked into the sky and said a prayer – he knew
where his gift had come from.
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Overcoming the odds when faced with a difficult
problem by Elliott Chan Rui Qi, P4R

One Saturday morning, during my violin ensemble
lesson, my teacher, Vit, told the class that we would be
performing at the Esplanade Recital Studio for our violin
school's upcoming concert on 30th May.
We were very excited, and when we found out that
we would be playing the suite from the Star Wars movie, we
were thrilled to bits. The eight of us, all boys, loved the recent
movie Star Wars: The Force Awakens.
We started learning how to play the piece that
Teacher Vit had specially arranged for us. He told us that we
had to finish learning the suite in three weeks, and then we
had to play from memory in a month’s time.
Cheska, who was playing Violin 2, exclaimed, "We
have to finish learning the piece in three weeks?!" His brother
Dante chimed in, "And we have to memorise it?!"
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At that moment, I realised that I would miss three
weeks of ensemble lessons because of the extended choir
practices in school. I could not miss those practices as we
were preparing for the Singapore Youth Festival Arts
Presentation for Choir. I thought, "Oh no! I will miss the violin
practices. What should I do?" I started panicking.
Three weeks later, when I got back to my violin class,
my worst fears were realised. Everyone was playing so well,
and without their scores too. There were even two new
classmates. "When did the cellists join the class?" I wondered.
As Teacher Vit was getting ready to conduct us, I
discovered that Albert, my Violin 3 partner, was absent that
day. That meant I would have to play all the parts by myself!
I had butterflies in my stomach as I waited for Teacher Vit to
start. Halfway through the song, I suddenly forgot my notes.
That moment, I felt Teacher Vit's eyes burning through my
chest. He stopped conducting and asked me sternly, "Elliott,
have you memorised the piece?"
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"Sorry, I can't remember some parts," I replied
sheepishly.
"Unless you practice and memorise the song, you will
not be performing at the concert,” Teacher Vit warned.
After that, I was determined to practise harder so that
I could overcome the uphill task. That week, I started to
practice an hour a day until I was able to play the whole song
through without any problems. I was as happy as a lark.
During class the following Saturday, I was able to play
the pieces well with everyone, and Teacher Vit commended
all of us as we sounded excellent. He even said that we would
be the highlight of the first half of the concert. We were on
top of the world and started cheering. To be able to perform
on stage at the Esplanade Recital Studio is such a great
honour. I could hardly wait to step onto the stage!
From this, I learnt that if I worked my fingers to the
bone and pressed on, I would be able to overcome any
challenges and fears.
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Giving one’s best in a challenge by Matthew Tan,
P4R
It was a sultry Friday morning. Our school was holding
its Annual Sports Day. As the National Anthem played on, I
surveyed our school flag and the colourful house flags which
fluttered in the gentle breeze. The prize table was neatly
laden with gold, silver and bronze medals and trophies which
glittered in the morning sun.
The spectators’ stand was filled with excited students
gathered according to their respective Houses. “Participants
for the 4 x 100 metre relay … please assemble at the Officials’
Tent!” the voice of the emcee, Mr. Tan, boomed with gusto
from the loudspeakers.
My heart fluttered with excitement and trepidation as
I scanned the sea of faces of the competitors of the race.
“Doomed! We are doomed this time!” I muttered under my
breath as I identified all the school team runners in the Venn
House team. I steeled myself to remain calm and kept my
focus on giving my best for this challenging race. After the
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arduous training we had gone through as a team, there was
no point in giving up. Immediately, I took my position as the
last runner of my relay team. My teammates’ faces were tight
with tension.
At the starting line, the excitement and anticipation
reached a feverish pitch as the first runners of each House got
on their marks. “Go!” Mr. Mu yelled, as he brought a small
flag down in one swift move. The first runner in my relay team,
Charles, was as fast as lightning. I tracked his every stride
anxiously. He then passed the baton to Leighton. Leighton
was as fast as an ostrich, and before I knew it, he handed the
baton to Tim. Tim ran as fast as his feet could carry him and
passed the baton to me. With blinding speed, I charged down
the track. I felt a surge of confidence with the finishing line in
sight. I grit my teeth and willed my legs to take longer strides.
My eyes remained riveted on the finish line. My heart was
pounding so fast that I could feel my ribcage exploding.
Finally, I leapt past the finish line with my final stride.
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As the tape fell at my feet, a wave of euphoria washed
over me. I staggered and collapsed to the ground.
Thunderous cheers broke out amongst the spectators. With
a cry of triumph, my fellow teammates ran towards me and
helped me up. Ecstatic, we exchanged bear hugs and chanted,
“Gomes, Gomes, the champion!”
Later, we trooped to the prize table to receive our
medals from our Principal. As soon as she had placed the
medals around our necks, our eyes moistened with joy!
Deafening cheers and applause rocked the entire stadium.
That race was indeed one of the biggest challenges for
our team and the sweetest success that would forever be
etched in my mind. Notwithstanding the keen competition
from our competitors, we persevered and gave our very best
for the race. As the saying goes, “No pain, no gain!”
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