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Topic: Overcoming Fear

Pictures given: Microphone, Stage, Piano keys

Every time | see that shiny, gold trophy, it would remind me of how my
mother’s encouragement had gotten me to where | was now...

“You can do it! | know you can!” my mother encouraged me before going onto
the stage. | could not help but return her a weak smile. | was forced to participate in
this singing competition by my parents. | did not want to do so at first, as | feared for
the worst. The minute | stepped onto the stage, a hundred pair of eyes bored into
me.

As | introduced myself to the judges, | stammered incoherently. | looked at
my mother and saw a huge smile plastered on her face as she gave me a nod of
encouragement. Before | started to sing, | whispered a silent prayer. Slowly
breathing in and out, | closed my eyes and started singing. As | sang, | could hear
murmurs from the crowd and the judges. | continued singing without caring what
others thought about me.

After ending my song, there was complete silence. Did | do something
wrong? Did | sing my lyrics correctly? Did they think my singing was bad? All sorts
of thoughts ran through my mind. Suddenly, a roaring applause thundered across
the whole auditorium. My heard raced as a little hope sparked inside me. | looked at
the judges and did not expect the looks on their faces. Their jaws were dropped and
they were wide-eyed.

“Wow...just wow...” one of them finally said.

As | received the trophy, | beamed with pride. | was glad that | had listened to
my parents.

“‘Naomi! Your new album is out!” my manager screamed excitedly. As | put
down the trophy, | made a mental note to myself. | will never give in to fear so
easily.
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