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 My whole body was tensed in anticipation.  I glanced to my left and 

right as I got ready at the starting line.  The other competitors had confident and 

fierce-looking faces.  Looking at them made me get goose bumps.  Although this 

was my third time participating in the 400 metre run, it still felt like my first time. 

“On your mark, get set…Go!” the race official shouted. I pushed myself 

forward with all my might and started running as though a pride of man-eating lions 

were coming after me.  As I ran, I could see the other competitors catching up with 

me.  I pushed myself when all of a sudden, I fell down on my knees.  My knees were 

so badly scraped that I could hardly stand up.  A hundred pairs of eyes bored into 

me, watching my painful attempts to get up. 

“No it cannot end like this. I have to complete this race,” I thought to myself.   

But no matter how hard I tried to get up, I just could not do it.  The pain from 

my injury was so unbearable.  I felt totally defeated.  I really wanted to give up. 

Out of despair, I gazed up at the finishing line.  Just then, a kind competitor 

extended her hand out to me. 

“Thank you…” I whispered gratefully as I grabbed her hand and she pulled me 

up. 

She let lend me her shoulder for support and I limped forward.  The crowd 

cheered at this brilliant dispay of sportsmanship. Together, the both of us crossed 

the finishing line together. 

Even though, I never got the chance to learn her name, I will forever 

remember her as the one who stood out to help me when I was in need. 
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