A Frightening Experience
Ashley hung her head low and replied, “I am so sorry for
scaring you just now.”
I forgave her and smiled at her. After that, I walked
Ashley home as her house was just around the corner. We said our
goodbyes. I took a turn out of the dark and deserted alley and quickly
walked home.
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A Frightening Experience
“Shane, are you done cleaning up your room? We are
going out for dinner soon,” my mother shouted.
“Yes, Mum!” I replied, as I was jolted back to reality.
As I placed the photograph back on the shelf, I reflected
on the frightening experience. Although I initially felt frightened, I was
relieved that it was just my friend, Ashley, who was following me. Once
bitten, twice shy. I decided not to walk through a dark and deserted
alley late at night ever again. I hoped that I would never have to go
through such a frightening experience again.

Gay Hwee Shane
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A Difficult Decision
"Mary! Please clean up your room," my father called out.
I dragged my feet to my room and started cleaning. As I
was clearing my table, I came across an old test paper which I had passed
with flying colours. Looking at it, memories of an incident when I had to
make a difficult decision flashed through my mind like a tsunami crashing
onto the mainland. This was what happened...
It was an ordinary Monday morning. I was in the canteen
eating a bowl of noodles when Sylvia pulled me to the edge of the bench
that I was sitting on. Sylvia was my best friend since we were in Primary
One and we had always confided in each other. Cupping her hands
around my ears, she whispered to me that she had cheated in the English
examination the previous day as she was weak in English and had not
studied for it. My eyes widened and my mouth was agape in shock when I
heard what she said.
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A Difficult Decision
Before we went back to class, Sylvia repeatedly reminded
me to keep her secret. I could only nod, still unable to believe what she had
just told me.
I could not focus in class the entire day. I was in a dilemma.
I was not sure whether or not I should inform the teacher about Sylvia’s
grave actions. If I did, Sylvia would not want to be my friend but informing
the teacher was the right thing to do. Sylvia would also learn from her
mistakes. If I did not, she would remain my friend and that was important.
However, I would have a guilty conscience and that would go against my
values. Butterflies fluttered in my stomach and my hands turned clammy.
After thinking long and hard about it, I decided to do what
was best for Sylvia. I needed Sylvia to realise her mistakes and not
commit the serious offence again. I decided to tell my teacher. My hands
trembled at that decision. It could be last time Sylvia would ever talk to
me.
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A Difficult Decision
I walked hastily to the office to look for my teacher, Mrs
Ng, while looking out for Sylvia. Suddenly, I froze in my tracks and
hesitated. I recalled the fun times Sylvia and I had together. Was I ready to
lose our friendship? In the end, I decided to tell Mrs Ng as it was the right
thing to do.
When I saw Mrs Ng, I related the incident to her. Upon
listening to my story, Mrs Ng’s face turned as red as beetroot and her
arms were akimbo. She thanked me and told me that she would look into
the matter.
Immediately, Sylvia was called to the office by Mrs Ng.
Realising that there was no way out, she reluctantly admitted that she had
cheated. She was punished severely. Mrs Ng issued a warning letter to her
and her parents were informed. Because of that, Sylvia did not speak to
me for two days. After much deliberation, I decided to approach her on the
third day.
“Why did you break your promise? You promised me that
you would not tell anyone about my secret and I had trusted you!” Sylvia
shouted at me as she was still furious with me.
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A Difficult Decision
I explained to her why I had decided to tell Mrs Ng.
Realising that I had done it in her best interest, she turned red in
embarrassment and realised that what she had done was wrong. Sylvia
forgave me and we were best friends again. Nothing has been able to
separate us ever since.

“Mary! Did you hear me?” my father called, a little
impatiently now when he saw me staring blankly at the test paper instead
of cleaning my room.
I jolted back to reality and continued to clean my room. As I
did so, I reflected on the incident again. I felt relieved and glad when Sylvia
began treating me like her friend again. I had learnt not to be frightened of
doing the right thing and to always make the right decision, no matter how
difficult it might be.

Ang Yu Xuan
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