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P R O F I L E

Siti•Jaliah•Jamal,•12

Pioneer•Primary•School
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She•described•the•experience,“The•journey•may•be•a•long•and•tiring•
one•but•it•will•always•give•me•a•sense•of•accomplishment.”•She•was•
a•merit•prize•winner• in• the•Young•Author•Award•2009/10•national•
competition.

Setting:•• My•room,•ocupied•by•a••
• ghost•named•Cecilia•
My•house:• located•near•Alexander••
• Primary•School
Place:• A•thick•forest•and•a••
• deserted•island
Victims:• Me,•Sandy;•my•victim,••
• Cecilia•and•my•younger••
• sister,•Amanda
Action:•• Sandy•bullying•lots•of•• •
• people
Climax:••• When•Cecilia•kidnapped••
• her•younger•sister,•Amanda•
Ending:••• Cecilia•forgives•Sandy•and••
• returns•Amanda•to•her•family

Message:•• Do•not•do•bad•things•as••
• revenge•will•come•your•way.

Sandy,•the•Big•Bully

I sat down on the bench, waiting 
for my next victim. It was apt that at 
that very moment, I saw frail-looking 
Cecilia walking towards me. 

Cecilia was the smallest girl in 
class. With her spectacles weighing 
down heavily on her nose and her un-
kempt hair tied loosely into a messy 
bun, she was the perfect candidate. 
Everyone in school knew Cecilia as 
the poor, lonely girl with no friends. 
She always sat by herself, ate by her-
self and even walked down the halls 
by herself. Her parents worked in a 
hawker center nearby and they lived 
in a small one-room apartment in the 
rat-infested neighbourhood of Towns-

AWAKENED•FROM•THE•DEAD
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ville. 
“What a loser!” I thought to my-

self as I stood up and approached her, 
/)0++0%1'!0,-'$230,$+$%,4'5'!"6'788$&'
with energy to show her what power I 
had. “Give me all your money, Cecilia, 
or I’ll punch you!” I demanded menac-
ingly.

 “I haven’t got any money, Sandy,” 
she said, trembling like a leaf. I could 
see the fear in her eyes. As tears rolled 
down her cheeks, I felt empowered to 
bully her even more. “Give me your 
+*%$9:'%*!;<'5'63)$"+$&:'+9'76,'*%89'
an inch away from her face.

Cecilia looked down, stricken. I 
knew she was aware that there was no 
escape for her. I took the chance and 
gave her a blow. It was so strong that 
it knocked her to the ground. Her face 
accidentally hit the bench and blood 
started to stain her face. After kicking 
her several times on the stomach, Ce-
cilia slowly took out two dollars from 
her wallet and handed it to me. She 
was sobbing quietly.

It was only then that I was satis-
7$&4' =$3080"' !"6' "%' $"69' >03,0+' 6*' 5'
bullied her almost every day. I was 
not afraid of anything. After all, the  

“Give•me•all•your•money,•Cecilia,•or•I’ll•punch•you!”•I•shouted•with•rage.



20

One•day,•however,•I•received•a•phone•call.•I•was•surprised•to•hear••
the•principal•on•the•other•end•of•the•line.
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teachers were unaware of the extent 
of my bullying as I made sure my vic-
tims did not expose my ways. To me, 
the sense of empowerment I got from 
harassing weaker students was worth 
the amount of hours spent after school 
staring at the whiteboard if I got caught. 
Hitting weaker students and getting 
money from them everyday gave me 
satisfaction and happiness. I enjoyed 
being a big bully until an unforgettable 
incident shocked me to the core and 
changed my life forever.

The•Confession

My lovely mother was unaware 
that her daughter was a horrible 
school bully. She was completely clue-
less about the mean things I did since 
she never received any complaints or 
phone calls from my teachers and the 
victims’ parents. 

One day, however, I received a 
phone call. I was surprised to hear the 
principal on the other end of the line. 
In a solemn tone, she told me that Ce-
cilia had died in a very tragic circum-
6,"%3$4'5'($8,'+9'-$"),'&)*?',*',-$'@**)4'

“She’s dead?” I repeated, shell-
shocked. I was unable to come to 
terms with the fact that the girl I had 
bullied and kicked just the day before 
had died. The principal sighed and 
simply told me to say a prayer for Ceci-
lia and her family.

 I found out later from one of 
my friends that Cecilia took her own 

life and leapt from the 12
th 

level of 
her building. I felt very uneasy and I 
couldn’t stop asking myself questions. 
AB-9' &0&' 6-$' &*' 0,C' .0&' 5' -">$' "%9-
,-0%1',*'&*'!0,-',-06C'.0&'6-$',$88'"%9-
one I had bullied her before she died?”

D-$6$'EF$6,0*%6'@**&$&'+9'+0%&'
non-stop and I was consumed with 
guilt. It was the last straw for me. I 
felt trapped by my own conscience. 
As I walked past my room with hands 
over my head, shoulders slouched and 
tears falling heavily, I heard Amanda 
call out to me. 

“Sandy, are you ok?” she asked, 
her forehead wrinkled with worry. She 
looked at me with alarm.

5' &$30&$&' ,*' 3*%7&$' ,*' +9' 80,,8$'
sister. Amanda had always been reli-
able. I trusted that she would not tell 
our mum about my predicament. I 
dragged my feet, walked slowly to her 
and slumped my body next to hers on 
the bed. 

“What’s the matter?” she asked me 
again. “Huh…oh, nothing really…” I 
replied in an awkward tone. I had dif-
73F8,9'$2?)$660%1'+96$8(4'GF8890%1'!"6'
not something to be proud of, espe-
cially if it led to Cecilia’s suicide. 

“If you must know… I have been 
a bully in school for quite a long 
time. Remember those times I said I 
had CCA? I was lying. I was out pick-
ing on smaller and weaker students. I 
just learned that one of the girls I have 
been bullying took her own life,” I 
said, my voice low. 
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I kept my eyes on the ground, re-
fusing to look up at Amanda. My tears 
#$?,'@*!0%14'B-",'$2"+?8$'!"6'5'6$, -
ting to her a big sister? I felt so guilty 
and ashamed. 

Amanda’s jaw dropped open. She 
7%"889'+F6,$)$&',-$'3*F)"1$',*'6?$"#4'
In a very soft tone, she said, “It’s great 
,-",' 9*FH)$' 7%"889' ,$880%1' ,-$' ,)F,-4<' 5,'
!"6' ,-$' 7)6,' ,0+$' 5' -$")&' 6F3-' &06"? -
pointment in her voice. I knew she was 
unhappy and shocked beyond words 
by my revelation.

I felt completely hopeless. Cecilia 
was dead. I had a strong nagging feel-
ing that I caused the pain and unbear-
able misery that led to her suicide. My 
loud sobs drowned my thoughts as I 
walked back to my room. It had been a 
terribly long day.

The•Nightmare•Begins

That night, I was shocked by some-
thing unimaginable. At the foot of my 
bed, staring at me with blood-red eyes 
was Cecilia. 

“But Cecilia is dead,” I thought to 
myself. My logic was at war with my 
feelings and it could not cope with 
what I was seeing. I closed my eyes, 
pinched myself and slapped my face, 
praying that it was all just a dream. To 
my horror, it really was Cecilia! She 
!"6' @*",0%1' "/*>$' ,-$' 1)*F%&:' -$)'
+$669' -"0)' @*!0%1' &*!%' -$)' 6-*F8 -
ders.

I*)',-$'7)6,',0+$'0%'"'>$)9'8*%1',0+$:'
I felt weak and powerless. “AHHH!!” I 
shouted. 

“Why? Why are you shouting? I am 
just a ghost,” Cecilia said calmly.

“You do realise there’s something 
wrong with that sentence. There’s no 
such thing as a ghost,” I replied.

“But there is. There’s one in front 
of you. I guess you’re wondering what 
I am doing here. I want to take re-
venge,” she said with a dark look. “I 
want to you to know and feel the pain 
and the hell that you put me through!” 
Her voice was so loud and strong, it 
sounded like thunder to my ears. 

Cecilia grabbed my hand and…
“AHHHHH!” I shouted. I looked 
around me. My pink walls surrounded 
me. It was three in the morning. There 
was no ghost, no Cecilia. My pyjamas 
was soaked with sweat. I looked at my 
hands. I suddenly felt dirty and blood-
stained. Haunted by my nightmare, I 
tried to go back to sleep. Every time 
I closed my eyes, I saw the image of 
Cecilia’s ghost. 

A week passed by but my sleep did 
not get any better. I was haunted by the 
same nightmare over and over again  
every single night. I was falling sick 
due to frustration and lack of sleep.

 “What can I do to make things bet-
ter?” I kept asking myself but I knew it 
was too late. I had accidentally killed 
Cecilia. It was my fault that she had 
killed herself. The nightmares were un-
bearable and I was starting to hate my-
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self more. I locked myself in my room 
with the lights switched off. 

Suddenly, the lights came on.

My•Poor•Amanda

“Sandy, Amanda’s gone! I looked 
everywhere for her – even in the base-
ment!” my mother shouted, panic writ-
ten all over her face.

“How is that possible? She was in 
bed!” I exclaimed in a shocked voice. 
When I realised that she was not in her 
room, I decided to go out and look for 
her. I asked passer-bys if they had seen 
her and showed them her picture. My 
efforts proved to be futile. Nobody saw 
her. 

My mother was devastated. She 
cried her eyes out all night. I felt no 
better. I found it hard to believe that 
Amanda ran away. She was far too 
sensible for that. I was on the brink 
of a breakdown – Cecilia’s death and 
Amanda’s disappearance – it was too 
much for me to handle. I needed an-
swers.

I got it that very night when I went 
to bed. I received a mysterious phone 
call. “Hello,” I said hopefully, wishing 
with all my heart that it was someone 
with news about Amanda.

AJ$88*4' .*' 9*F' )$3*1%06$' +$C<'
The voice sounded familiar. It sounded 
like the girl I spoke to the night before, 
it sounded like… CECILIA. 

A shiver went down my spine. 

“Is this Cecilia? Is Amanda with you? 
.*%H,'-")+'+9'606,$)4'5H+'0%',-$'!)*%1:'
not her.” I tried to explain myself. 

“I told you I wanted revenge but 
you didn’t believe me. This would 
show you what a ghost is capable of 
doing,” Cecilia threatened in a croaky 
voice.

“Sandy!!! Help me please!” I could 
hear Amanda’s voice in the back-
ground. 

A.0&'9*F'-$")',-",C'5('9*F'!"%,'-$)'
back, you need to walk past a forest in 
Bukit Timah. There, you will see a boat 
which has been charmed. It will bring 
you to a deserted island where you will 
-">$' ,*' 7%&' -$)' /9' 9*F)6$8(:<' =$3080"'
instructed.

Facing•the•Music

I woke up in cold sweat. It was an-
other nightmare! This time, it felt too 
real to be ignored. I mustered all the 
courage I had. “Amanda needs me!” 

After a few minutes, I decided to 
save Amanda at all costs. I ran to my 
mum as fast as my legs could carry me. 
She was in the living room, still sob-
bing.

“Mum, I have to tell you some-
,-0%14' .*' 9*F' )$+$+/$)' !-$%' 5' ,*8&'
you that I was busy with my CCA? It 
was a lie. I was actually out bullying 
my schoolmates. Cecilia, the girl who 
died, was one of my victims and I think 
she’s taking her revenge on me through 
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My•face•turned•blue•as•bubbles•burst•from•my•mouth.••
My•legs•kicked•about•crazily.
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Amanda!” I confessed, shame-faced.
 The honesty proved to be too 

much for my mother to take. Her face 
turned beetroot red with anger and she 
slapped me. “What?! How could you 
do something like that?” Mum shouted 
in rage.

“I know what I did was wrong and 
I regret it, Mum. I am really sorry. I 
wish I wasn’t mean to Cecilia. I prom-
ise you that I will save Amanda. I was 
told I had to travel to a deserted island. 
It could take a few days. Mum, I need 
your blessings to go there and save her. 
If I disappear too, please forgive me, 
Mum.” Tears welled up in my eyes. 
Without waiting for my mother’s reply, 
I turned away and quickly packed my 
bag. 

The•Amazing•Journey

I went off to the dark forest. The 
deathly silence chilled me to the bone. 
Along the way, I saw a helpless squirrel 
pinned under a big branch, squealing 
(*)'-$8?4' +"%&"H6'("3$'@"6-$&'0%'+9'
mind. She was an animal lover and I 
knew she would try to save the squirrel 
if she were in my place. 

With all my might, I lifted the big 
branch. The squirrel jumped to safety 
and scrambled up a tree. My eyes fol-
lowed the squirrel and chanced upon a 
door in the bark of the tree. Curiously, I 
stepped inside. 

My mouth dropped open at the 

sight that greeted me – there were 
elves everywhere. They were dressed 
in shiny clothes, green and white. They 
saw me, took something which looked 
like sparkling dust and sprinkled it on 
me. In a blink of an eye, my dirty shoes 
and shirt looked brand new. 

The elves grinned at me and I ex-
plained why I was there. “Here take 
this…” said one of the elves.

“What is this?” I asked as they 
placed the object on my hands. “This 
is a magic potion. Sprinkle some on 
the ghost and it will never bother you 
again.” 

I thanked them profusely and set 
off. The oldest elf insisted on following 
me. I carried him and placed him in 
my pocket. After what seemed like an 
eternity, I spotted a boat at the edge of 
the forest. I boarded it as instructed in 
my dream.

Once seated, I took a telescope out 
of my backpack and started to look for 
an island. Water was swishing every-
where. A powerful wave crashed into 
the boat. It began rocking at a dizzying 
pace. Suddenly, the boat turned over. 
My face turned blue as bubbles burst 
from my mouth. My legs kicked about 
crazily. The elf popped something 
round into his mouth and one into 
mine. I stopped choking. I swam to the 
surface, placed the elf in my pocket 
and swam to the deserted island ly-
ing at the distance. I lay down on the 
smooth sand, panting. I looked around 
and saw a cage. 
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The•Elf•to•the•Rescue

“Amanda, are you in there?” I 
called out. 

“Sandy! Help me!” she wailed.
I looked around for a pick. I took 

my bobby pin, twisted it, put it in the 
lock and managed to unlock the cage. I 
ran in without a second thought. I saw 
Amanda sitting at a corner of the damp 
cage and hugged her tightly. “I’m so 
sorry!” I said, crying. We ran for the 
exit but it was too late! It was a trap set 
up by Cecilia. She tied Amanda and I 
to a piece of wood. 

But this time, I knew what to 
do. I had my secret weapon- the elf! 
When Cecilia disappeared, the kind elf 
hopped out and untied us. We took the 
wood and began digging a hole. After 
much effort, we succeeded in getting 
out. 

Cecilia was standing the tip of the 
island. I begged her for forgiveness. 
She was enraged. As the wind blew her 
long hair, we could see her bloodshot 
eyes and long scars on her face. The 
scars freaked me out. I knew I caused 
them.

 “After all you have done, you ex-
?$3,'+$',*'(*)10>$'9*FC<'J$)'7$)9'$9$6'
looked directly into mine. With ven-
geance, she charged towards me. 

“The magic potion! Sprinkle it 
now!” said the elf urgently. As fast as 
lightning, I followed the elf’s instruc-
tion. Cecilia screamed out loud. Sud-
denly, she was transformed into a small 

girl. She fell on the sandy ground, mo-
tionless. 

Summoning my courage, I slowly 
walked over to the frail-looking body. 
“Cecilia, please forgive me,” I whis-
pered. She opened her eyes resignedly 
and gave me a small nod. She disap-
peared into thin air. 

“Rest in peace, Cecilia. I know you 
have forgiven me.” Tears of remorse, 
guilt and relief streamed down my 
face. I was full of mixed emotions.

The•Hurtful•Reality

Amanda gave me a big hug. “San-
dy, I know how painful it is to be bul-
lied. I understand why Cecilia took her 
own life. Please, STOP being a bully!” 

I hugged her back. I felt so bad 
that she had to suffer because of me. “I 
promise. I promise that I’ll never do it 
again,” I swore. I would never be able 
to forgive myself should anything hap-
pen to my dear sister. I glanced at the 
magic potion that was still in my hand. 
“Thank goodness all went well,” I mut-
tered. 

“Use it to teleport home. It’s your 
reward for being a kind soul in saving 
the squirrel, even though you were in 
a hurry. That incident was a test,” said 
the elf. He disappeared into thin air. I 
never knew that such a simple gesture 
to help those in need would save us.
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A•Lesson•Learnt

We were teleported right to our 
doorstep. Our mother screamed in 
joy when she saw us and she hugged 
us so tightly we that we could hardly 
breathe. “I am so happy that you are 
both safe!”

 “Let’s put this frightening episode 
behind us.” She led us to our bedroom. 
“It must have been a tiring day for you 

This•time,•I•saw•Cecilia•in•a•long•white•gown•waving•at•me.••
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both. It’s best that you try to sleep.” 
That night, I had a dream. This 

time, I saw Cecilia in a long white 
gown waving at me. She looked happy 
and at peace. I was happy for her too. 
I promised myself that I would visit her 
grave from time to time. It was the least 
that I could do to show my sincerity 
and how sorry I was for everything. I 
would make sure that history would 
never repeat itself. I will never bully 
anyone again.


