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Topic: Helping Someone Out

Pictures given: A wallet, a crying boy, a “For Disabled” toilet sign

“Thank you! Thank you very much!”” John thanked me profusely as soon as | handed
the wallet back to him. | felt a surge of guilt. I did not deserve his gratitude...

Earlier that day, | was walking past the void deck when I heard the faint wailing

sound of a child. It grew louder as | got closer to the source.
“Who’s that crying? Is somebody hurt?” | thought, looking around.

Just then, I spotted a familiar figure bending over a drain. The child noticed me and
looked up. Upon closer inspection, | recognised him as my mischievous young neighbour,
John.

| had never really liked John. In fact, I hate him! He was always up to no good. Just

last week, John destroyed a painting that | had left outside my house to dry.
“What’s wrong?” | asked.

“My wallet fell through the drain cover. There is no way | can get it out through this

grills...” John explained between sobs. “Can...can you help me get it?”

“Why should I help you? You once threw my homework into a puddle of water!” |

replied coldly and walked away, secretly feeling happy over John’s misery.

“Okay...” John murmured as he looked down, ashamed, tears still rolling down his

eyes.

| went to the shopping centre nearby to buy some books and stationery. When |
walked back home, | passed by the same drain where John’s wallet had fallen through. My

conscience was prickling.

“Was | too harsh? I guess | was,” | thought as | looked down at the wallet that was

still lying there pathetically. | found two twigs nearby and stuck them through the grills of
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the drain. | used them like a pair of tongs to life the wallet up. Unfortunately it was not as
easy as | expected. The wallet kept falling off again and again. | tried and failed several

times.

“Yes finally!” I exclaimed as I finally lifted the wet, dripping wallet out from the

drain.
| went to return the wallet back to John. He was still weeping outside his house.
“l am sorry for being so harsh earlier. Here’s your wallet,” | said.

His eyes lit up and he thanked me profusely.

Although I returned the wallet in the end, I still could not help but feel ashamed of my
earlier actions. 1 should not have been so rude to John; he was only six. | should not have

been so mean. | ought to always lend a helping hand in a time of need.
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