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Topic: A Dream Come True

Pictures given: A medal, A musician on stage, A man staring at a notice
board

My heart pumped ferociously against my chest while | rubbed my cold and
clammy hands together. The auditorium was filled with suspense and it was so quiet
that you could hear a pin drop. Then the announcement came. “The champion of
the World’s Best Singer 2020 is...”

“A million dreams are keeping me awake...” | sang.

My teacher, Ms Terri, shook her head and gave out an exasperated sigh for
the umpteenth time. My eyebrows were stitched as | still could not sing in the correct

tune.
“Let’s call it a day, shall we?” she asked politely.

I nodded and thanked her before making a beeline home. Back home, I still

continued practising my tunes fervently.
“Stop singing, would you?” my other brother, Jack, snapped. “I can’t stand it!”

Is my singing really that bad? | wondered as my heart sank into a pit. | could
never win the World’s Best Singer 2020. It is impossible! Negative thoughts began to
form in my head. Feeling hurt, | went into my room and closed the door behind me to
practise so that | would not disturb Jack.

“A million dreams... A million dreams...” | tried and tried again but | was still

off-key. “A million...”

| cut off as tears lined the rims of my eyes and slowly streamed down my red

apple cheeks. | started to break down, my face buried in my hands.
Knock! Knock!

Mum walked in. She saw my face wet with tears and my eyes red and puffy

from crying.

“What happened, Jenny?” she asked with concern.
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| poured out my frustrations to her as | sobbed.

“Jdenny, even if you fall, you have to pick yourself up. Or else, who would?”
That sentence struck me with hope. It made sense.

The next day, | sang with gusto again.

“A million dreams are keeping me awake...”

This time, a smile spread across Ms Terri’s face. That was when | knew that

practice makes perfect! My heart radiated joy.

The big day had arrived. | had to give my best shot. It was now or never.
Butterflies fluttered in my stomach as | was the first competitor to perform. Mustering
all my determination, | walked to the middle of the stage, the spotlight shining on me.
A shiver ran down my spine as there were countless pairs of eyes glued onto me.
The thought of singing out of tune made me shake like a leaf and my legs turned into
jelly. However, the sight of my mother in the audience calmed me down. | picked up
the microphone and took a deep breath. The lyrics of the song came out of my
mouth fluently. “A million dreams are keeping me awake...” | felt like an opera singer!
The audience jumped out of their seats and gave me a standing ovation. | smiled so

wide till my cheeks were sore. Ms Terri and Mum would be so proud of me!
| ran offstage and into Mum’s arms. Tears of pride filled my eyes.
“You are not a bad singer, actually,” Jack admitted.
We laughed. Ms Terri patted my head and said, “Well done, little Jenny!”

Now was the time for the awards ceremony. The other competitors and | sat

onstage while we listened to the emcee speaking.
“Coming in third place, we have... Daisy!”

Someone in the audience shouted, “Go Daisy!” while a girl, whom | supposed

was Daisy, ran towards the judge to collect her medal.
“‘Now in second place... Jovita!”

The audience clapped loudly and cheered. For a while, she looked as
shocked as a deer caught in the headlights. She jogged towards the judge to collect
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her medal. The audience calmed down. The loud silence filled the entire auditorium.
Beads of perspiration began to form on my forehead. My heart hammered against

my chest. Many competitors’ names had not been called out yet. This was it.

“The champion of the World’s Best Singer is...” the emcee’s voice

reverberated off the auditorium walls.
| squeezed my hands together and muttered a silent prayer.
“Jdenny!”

| could not believe it! | had won! My hard work had finally paid off! | received
the gold medal from the judge as confetti rained down on me. My heart soared.
Triumphantly, | kissed the beautiful, shiny medal as tears of joy brimmed in my eyes.

Winning this competition was certainly a dream come true.
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