m jerrylee@writingsamurai.com

Topic: Being Disrespectful

Pictures given: A sign that says: “Please give up the seat for the disabled”,
A paper aeroplane, A boy sitting outside the principal’s office

Respect. Many consider it as a value they grew up with, while others think of it
as a deep feeling of admiration. | never really understood what respect meant until

that fateful incident which happened a few years ago...
“Class, stand!” the monitor and teacher’s pet, Cynthia, announced.
“Good morning, Mrs Tan,” the rest of the class echoed dryly.

Cynthia shot us a look of annoyance. Obviously, she wished that we were

more enthusiastic.

“Alright class,” Mrs Tan, our Math teacher, began. “Take out your Math

textbook, flip to page 67 and solve the following word problems.”

Listening to Mrs Tan droning on about Math concepts made even Cynthia
yawn! Knowing that | would blend in just fine, | closed my eyes. How great it felt to

slip into dreamland!
“‘Mrs Tan,” | heard someone shout. “John is sleeping in class!”

| jumped up with a start. Scanning the classroom, | saw Cynthia pointing an
accusing finger at me. The class snickered as | hurriedly wiped the drool off the
corner of my lips. | was furious. How dare she rat me out? She herself had slept

during Chinese lesson!

With my pulse racing, | clenched and unclenched my fists. If | had a chance, |

would have loved nothing more than to smack that self-righteous grin off her face!

“‘Mrs Tan,” | replied in a defensive manner. “Cynthia slept during Chinese

class too and she wasn’t scolded! Why should | be scolded?”
Everyone gasped. Mrs Tan was one of the strictest teachers in my school!
“John Lim, how dare you raise your voice at me!” Mrs Tan snapped.

“What, Mrs Tan? Your class was so boring that even Cynthia was yawning!”
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Everyone turned to look at Cynthia, whose face was now as red as a tomato.

“John Lim, watch your words! You should know who you are speaking to right

now!”
The icy fury in Mrs Tan’s voice would have made even the devil wet his pants.

I, however, was undaunted. In a fit of rage, | hurled a chair at the blackboard.
My teacher gaped at me, aghast.

“John Lim, you...you, defiant student! Go to the principal’s office!” Mrs Tan

roared.

That brought me to my senses. With my head downcast, | trudged to the

principal’s office. Guilt-ridden, | knew | had to face the music.

“John Lim, the principal would like to see you,” the principal’s secretary called

out.
| walked in, steeling myself for the consequences.
“dohn Lim,” the principal, Mr Ang, sighed. “You, again. Where are his reports?”

When he finally found them, he sighed even more deeply. One quick glance at

them made my heart sink. Goodness! How on earth did | get so many demerits?

Mr Ang first clarified the situation before giving me a lecture on how | should
have behaved. | felt extremely remorseful. Taking out his cane, he told me solemnly

that he was doing this for my own good. | braced myself against the side of the table.

Thwack! The cane hit hard on my left leg. Thwack! The cane hit even harder

on my right.

| cried sorrowful tears on the journey home. | knew that it was going to be a

long time before my scar healed.

Since that incident, | have never been disrespectful to anyone. Defiance was

what landed me in hot soup this time, and | made a solemn oath to cut ties with it.
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