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True Friendship
“Roxanne, can you go and clean up your room? Chinese New
Year is around the corner and all your relatives will be coming!” my
mother yelled.
I grumbled, “Okay, fine,” as I headed towards my room.
As I tidied my messy room. I found a picture of my best friend,
Sarah and me. Suddenly, the memory of what happened a year ago
flooded my mind like a tsunami crashing onto the mainland...
It was the day of the 1.6km run for the National Physical Fitness
Assessment. It was early in the morning and the air was fresh. Birds
chirped to greet the rising sun.
Everyone in my class was stretching vigorously in preparation
for the run. Some looked nervous, whilst others looked excited. I caught
a glimpse of Sarah, my best friend, and she was stretching too. She
was the fastest runner in the class, even faster than the boys. Her hair
was tied up in a high ponytail and her expression was the perfect
picture of confidence.
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True Friendship
However, I was not stretching. My stamina was terrible and I
was too busy thinking of how I would embarrass myself during the three
rounds of the run – if I could even finish the run.
“Ready! Get set! Go!” The Physical Education teacher, Mr Tan
shouted.
Seeing everyone else run as fast as a cheetah on steroids, I
ignored my earlier resolve to go slow in the beginning and ran like I had
never run before.
Suddenly, halfway through the first round, I had a cramp. I should
have known! This cramp was the result of me not stretching properly
and over-exerting myself. Pain engulfed me as I begged my classmates
to help me. However, they just ignored me, as this was an assessment
and everyone wanted the fastest time. Helping someone would not be
in their favour. I could barely walk. I was just about to cry when Sarah
passed by and saw me in agony. She was running her second round.
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True Friendship

“Roxanne, are you okay? What happened?” Sarah’s voice was
filled with genuine concern.
“I... I am in pain... I got a cramp...” I replied, a tear trickling down
my cheek.
“Oh, Roxanne, you foolish girl. It will be fine; it will be okay. Don’t
worry!” Sarah reassured me, as she escorted me to the seat and began
expertly massaging my calf.
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True Friendship
The massage was quick but effective. She helped me up and put
her arm over my shoulder, supporting me both physically and mentally.
We walked briskly but I felt like my legs were going to give way any
moment. Sarah kept reassuring me throughout the run.
Just then, I thought, at this rate, we were going to fail. It was
alright if I failed, but what about Sarah? She could not fail. She needed
to do well as she would be applying to the Singapore Sports School,
and how could I tarnish her excellent record? I tried to speed up slightly
despite the aching pain in my legs.
After what seemed like an eternity, I saw the familiar face of Mr
Tan! The sight of him had never been so welcoming. Sarah and I sped
up and we crossed the finish line.
“You have finished in fourteen minutes!”
Mr Tan told Sarah and me jovially.
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True Friendship
What?
Fourteen minutes? I had passed! Sarah had passed! I felt like
dancing.
As we rested on a nearby bench, Sarah asked me out of
curiosity, “Why did you speed up halfway?”
I panted, trying to get air after that exhausting run. As a trace of
a smile appeared on my face, “I couldn’t... let you fail... thank you...”
Sarah grinned from ear to ear as we gathered at the staircase,
preparing to go back to our classroom.
While I waited at Sarah’s table for her to get her wallet, she took
out her phone and suggested, “Why don’t we take a picture? We will
probably be going to different secondary schools, so let’s take a
picture!”
I agreed eagerly, and she took a
photograph of us grinning widely.
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True Friendship
Sarah gave me a printed copy of the picture a few days after to
remember that fateful day, and I have kept in my room until I had almost
forgotten about it.
As the saying goes, ‘A friend in need is a friend indeed’. I am
forever grateful to Sarah for helping me during that critical juncture. To
this day, we are still best friends although we have gone to different
secondary schools. We reach out to each other often.
“Roxanne! How long does it take for you to tidy your room?
What are you doing? Come here!”
“Coming, Mother!” I answered, grinning like an idiot.

Tian Chenxi

259

A Disappointment
“Come on. Get it together, Jean,” I told myself, trying
desperately to still my trembling hands.

Looking at the doorknob once more, I mentally prepared myself
for what was going to eventually happen. A disappointing present for
my twelfth birthday. It was worthless putting it off anyway. I put on a
forced ‘birthday smile’ and gingerly stepped into the living room, letting
the familiar musty smell of the forever unchanged room engulf me – it
might give me something to hold onto and focus on, drawing my
thoughts away from the probably disappointing present. Normally, I
disliked the smell. That day, however, it was my only anchor.

“Jean, happy birthday!”
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A Disappointment
Mother beckoned me from the couch. Mother sure was
enthusiastic – the polar opposite of me. However, as I sat down on the
worn couch, I realised that something felt amiss. The couch felt too big
without my father’s presence in it, and I felt oddly small. My mother
explained to me that my father was still at work. Again. How could he
have forgotten about my birthday? My father’s absence struck me with
a blow – as though somebody had ripped my heart out my chest. Was I
not important to him? How could he forget about me? Could he not
just take some time off his work?

“Here you go, sis!” When my mother left to get a drink, my
brother handed me a lumpy object, wrapped in paper.

I had absolutely no idea what it was. I was touched. Did my
brother get something special for me? I saw the twinkle in his eye and I
felt elated. It did not matter if the present was not nice. It was the
thought that counted, right?
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