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Topic: A Touching Moment 

Pictures given: A piece of cake, hands cupped in a begging 

position, two people hugging 

 I just hate examinations!  Why must we have examinations?  Looking at my result 

slip, I sighed.  Every subject showed an ‘F’. I wanted to cry.  But I held back my tears as I did 

not want to embarrass myself in front of other students. 

 When I reached home, I saw Grandmother placing lunch on the table. 

 “How much did you get for your PSLE results?” she asked. 

 Anger rose within me and I thundered at her, “Stop asking! You are very annoying 

sometimes you know?  Just keep quiet.” 

 Grandmother sighed and consoled me, “You failed? Don’t worry.  Let’s just eat 

lunch.” 

 “Lunch! Lunch! Lunch!  I am not eating!” 

 After saying this, I swept all the food that Grandmother had prepared down onto the 

floor.  Clank!  The ceramic plates shattered into tiny pieces.  The food scattered all over the 

floor.  Grandmother stared at the mess on the floor.  Her face bore the expression of shock 

but she did not say a single word.  I stomped into my bedroom and cried.  Grandmother just 

when on her hands and knees, silently picking up the broken pieces on the floor. 

 “It’s all their fault! Grandmother, mother, father!  They did not teach me well that’s 

why I failed.  It’s because of them I ended up in this lousy school!” I complained. 

 I continued my tantrum - throwing my textbooks around my room and kicking the 

furniture.  I then buried my head in the pillow and cried myself to sleep.  Many hours later, I 

woke up to find myself famished.  I went out of my room and asked my parents to buy me 

something to eat. 
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 But they said, “You failed every single subject.  You showed your temper in front of 

grandma, broke the plates and wasted all the food Grandmother had painstakingly cooked for 

you.  We won’t buy you anything.  Go and settle your dinner yourself!” 

 I had no choice but to scour for food in the kitchen.  Just then, I noticed a yellow 

sticky-note on the table.  On it, were the words “Jane, you have been crying for the past few 

hours.  You must be hungry.  Don’t be sad.  Try harder next time.  I cooked some more food 

for you.  Please eat.  Love, grandmother.” 

 I took up the food cover and saw that Grandmother had cooked my favourite dishes.  

Remembering what I did earlier that afternoon, a wave of remorse swept over me.  My eyes 

welled up in tears. 

 I went to Grandmother’s bedroom and saw that there were bandages and plasters on 

her knees and fingers.  She had cut herself from picking up all the broken plates. 

 “Grandmother, I am sorry.” 

 We hugged. 

 From that day on, I vowed to change my bad attitude and study harder so that I would 

not let grandmother down. 
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