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Topic: A Competition 

Pictures given: An injured boy, People clapping, A nervous girl. 

It was a sunny Sunday morning. Unlike my usual Sundays, I was not at lying 

in bed at home. I was at the stadium that day, for it was the day of our school sports’ 

meet. I was warming-up for the 400m sprint. Bursting with anticipation, I looked 

around and saw my classmates, Rui Zhao and Ethan, waving at me from the 

grandstand. I smiled. 

 

Soon, it was time for the event to begin. I looked around and saw a couple of  

muscular  competitors taking their place beside me. They grinned smugly and 

cracked their knuckles. It seemed as though I had no chance of winning, but I was 

determined not to back down without a fight. Butterflies were clamouring for attention 

in my stomach. I felt a lump in my throat and glanced at the fellow competitors 

timidly, sizing them up. They all radiated an air of confidence. Just then, a referee 

came over,  and we took our positions. Holding an air horn aloft, he yelled, 

“Ready…Set…Go!” 

 

A loud blare burst out! We all shot off like arrows from a bow.  

 

In no time, I was neck and neck with a boy named Jawa. The two of us had 

been friendly rivals since we both joined the Track and Field Club. My legs pumped 

up and down like pistons as I swung my arms vigorously.  

 

“And the two racers tied in first place are… Jawa and Jason! Who will win?”  

the referee announced. My heart skipped a beat. I was a contender for first place? 

Really? I looked in front and there was nobody ahead of me. Yes! I just had to 

overtake Jawa. Mustering all my strength, I zoomed away from him. Right at that 

moment… 
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“Aargh!”  

 

The voice behind me nearly made me leap into the air like a startled cat. I 

turned and saw Jawa clutched his ankle, gritting his teeth.  

 

“Go on! Don't just stand there! The others are catching up! Don't worry about 

me!” he yelled.  

 

He was right. The finishing line was only five meters away from me. The 

ribbon was calling out to me, but I could not tear my gaze from Jawa. His eyes 

brimmed with tears as he urged me to clinch the gold.  However, he was injured. As 

a fellow athlete, I could not just leave him in the lurch…  

 

Before I knew it, I found myself running towards him. I put his arm around my 

neck, and then dragged him towards the finishing line. Jawa was stunned.  

 

“Why… why are you doing this?” 

 

“I want to beat you,” I replied, smiling. “But I want to do to fair and square too.” 

 

Arm in arm, we hobbled along the track. The crowd erupted in cheers, moved 

by our camaraderie. By then, someone else had already gotten first place, but it did 

not matter.  Helping Jawa was all that mattered to me. We came in second place 

together, and I was proud to stand on the podium with him.  
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Every day, the silver medal in my trophy cabinet reminds me of what 

happened that day. I would always feel a sense of pride. Not only had I completed 

the race, but I had also helped somebody in need. Competitions were not just about 

winning. It was also about sportsmanship. 

 

Daniel, P4 
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