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Topic: A Challenge 

Pictures given: Competitors Running, A Racket and a Shuttlecock, 

A Plaster 
 

By Megan Ng 

 

“Thump!”  I groaned in pain as blood oozed out of my wound.  I tried to stand 

up but my right foot had turned in an awkward angle… 

It all happened at my school’s sports day. 

“I am the fastest runner in the school; you guys don’t stand a chance if you 

were to challenge me!” Jack boasted loudly to his class mates. 

“I don’t think so,” I replied as anger washed over me. 

No one in school likes Jack.  He likes to brag and looks down on people. 

“Oh, is that so? How about I challenge you in running three rounds of the 

track next week during recess?” Jack issued the challenge. 

“Fine!” I replied confidently as I knew I can prove Jack wrong. 

For the whole week, I trained really hard by running every day. I ran three 

times around the park and pushed myself to run faster than the round before. 

“I can do it. I can prove him wrong!” I cheered myself on my repeating these 

phrases over and over again. 

Finally, the day of the race arrived.  My whole body was tensed in anticipation 

as I got ready for the race. Some of my classmates even sacrificed their twenty-five 

minutes of recess time to cheer me on.   

“Ready, get set…go!” 

I ran as fast as I could as my friends chanted my name.  After the first round, I 

was neck to neck with Jack. 

“Come on! Just two more!”  I thought as I gritted my teeth in determination. 

Adrenaline was coursing through my veins.  Suddenly, I felt a stitch in my 

side. 
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“Yes, it’s the final round!” I thought, “Come on you can do it!” 

 

I pushed myself to run faster.  Just then, Jack elbowed me and ran into my 

lane.  I lost my balance and fell to the ground, skinning my knee in the process.  

Even worse, I realised that my ankle was twisted.  It hurt so much that I could not run 

anymore. 

“I must not give up!” I said as I endured the excruciating pain.   

Even though I could not run, I managed to limp to the finishing line. 

“Hey you cheated! You sore loser!”  my classmates shouted at Jack.   

The crowd started to jeer at him and hurled some insults too.  Jack’s face 

became red and he ran towards the classroom block. 

After the race, Jack never bragged again.  Even though he had cheated, I 

pitied him for the embarrassment he had to face and decided to forgive him.  A few 

days later, Jack apologised to me and even praised me for my determination.  We 

shook hands and became friends thereafter. 
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