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Topic: Making A New Friend 

Pictures given: A swimming pool, A plate of fish and chips, Two people 

hugging each other 

It all started with a plate of fish and chips.  

That day, I had been waiting in line to order my plate of fish and chips from 

the school canteen. To my horror, when it was my turn to collect my food after 

waiting for what seemed like ages, a girl with a long ponytail at the collection counter 

grabbed the plate with my fish and chips on it. She walked briskly away from the 

food stall. I looked at the attendant standing behind the counter, frustration etched 

across my face. “Excuse me, why did you give that girl my food? I was the one who 

paid for it, not her!”  I asked incredulously.  

The attendant frowned, “Oh that was yours? I’m so sorry. Quick go get your 

food back from her!”  

I sighed. I had not brought extra money so I could not pay for another plate of 

food, and the attendant probably was not going to give me another serving just 

because someone else took my first plate. Without much choice, I ran after the girl. 

“Hey! That plate of fish and chips is mine! Give it to me!” I shouted indignantly, 

my face contorted with fury. When I caught up with the girl, she was already seated, 

about to take a bite out of my food. She stared up at me, looking as scared as a deer 

caught in headlights. “I’m… Sorry… I…I…” she stuttered. “Just give me my food! 

Come on, I don’t have all day!” I might have been too harsh with my words, because 

she suddenly started crying. “I’m sorry. It’s just… I don’t ever have enough money to 

buy food for recess, and I... I’m just so hungry today…” she sobbed. I took a second 

look at the girl. I realised that she was stick-thin and her shoulders were very bony. I 

had not noticed that before as I had been too preoccupied by my hunger.  

I felt a stab of pity for the girl. Seeing her cry because of her hunger made me 

decide to give my plate of food to her. My mother would cook a hearty lunch for me 

when I got back home anyway. 

From that day on, I always brought extra money to buy food for the girl, whose 

name (I learned later) was Julia. It turned out that she came from a poor family and 
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could not afford to eat more than one meal a day. I was happy to be able to help her 

situation and we even became best friends after we discovered that we shared 

similar interests and hobbies. In fact, we had many fun adventures together. We 

became as thick as thieves and our friendship blossomed like a beautiful flower.  
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