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Boom! Pow! Bang! The noises of the balls 
being kicked about punctuated the atmosphere. 
A rowdy yet energetic group of boys was tossing
and shooting the ball around, cheering 

raucously. The whole MRT platform was swamped with people and irated looks were shot 
fiercely at the rowdy boys. It was the peak hour and everyone was in need of rest yet the 
boys, with scruffy clothes, were emanating an air of nonchalance and high energy. 
People dressed smartly fiddled with their gadgets while students coming back from school  
read their books. I gritted my teeth and clenched my fists in frustration. People went 
over and chided them for their disruptive behaviour while some advised them not to play 
there. However, the words fell on deaf ears and the boys continued making ecstatic 
squeals. 

Brows of mine converged into a frown. Annoyed by their noises, I glared at them 
as steam poured out of my ears. "There is bound to be danger, " I thought to myself. "If I 
were to be given a chance, I would chastise them for their foolish acts or even beat them up 
for not listening!" Right then, they edged towards the edge of the platform, still throwing the 
ball around. A boy, standing an inch away from the platform bent backwards to catch the ball.
"Just one slight push." I cured them inwardly. 

True enough, in a split second, he lost his balance and fell on the tracks with the ball.
Shrill cries erupted among the crowd as mouths fell gape in horror. A dreadful sense of 
trepidation swept across the crowd as their faces turned into masks of horror. "Get up! 
Now! Come up before the train ... comes ..." the crowd screamed when the ominous 
rumbling of the train could be heard. The dark silhouette of the train loomed dangerously
towards him. My mind willed each of my muscles to ease, however, tentacles of fear 
gripped me while my heart thumped erratically like a sledgehammer. Shivers were 
running up my spine causing the nape of my neck to tingle. Commuters were gripped 
with shackles of fear; they urged him to come back up quickly. Hands were extended 
towards the boy. "Kid! Now! We are going to pull over our hands away," people shouted. The
train would hit him in about ten seconds. He panted with anxiety and exhaustion as he 
hurled himself up with the help of the commuters. The train charged fiercely with a deafening
roar and he just got up just as the train whizzed past.

The officer, who had witnessed the whole incident, furiously reprimanded the boy. 
The boy who suffered such a fearful incident simply stared into space. His friends and the 
kind officer helped him to dress his wounds. 

I felt guilty and ashamed for cursing him, although they were of no effect, but I just 
filled with regrets. Things might come true as what I had said. However, this was a good
punishment for the boy and reminded him not to put his life at risk ever again. 


