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PREAMBLE 
ARTS AND CREATIVITY EXHIBITION (ACE2019) 

 
Write & Illustrate Competition 

Theme:   

“Unity in Diversity” 

 

The Malaysian Invention and Design Society (MINDS), founded in 1986, is the largest body in the country representing individuals, 
universities and companies who pursue excellence in invention, creativity, innovation, research and development, and industrial design.  
Responsible for promoting high standards of invention and design, MINDS aims to foster professionalism and encourage continuing 
professional development among its members. Its flagship, the International Invention, Innovation and Technology Exhibition (ITEX), 
has become an international platform for local and international inventors as well as research scientists to not only exhibit their 
inventions and innovations to the business community but also to commercialize their unique inventions.  

With wealth and knowledge creation through innovation as the key national agenda to transforming the nation, the importance of 
developing creative thinking has become more pertinent and crucial. As such, MINDS is interested to explore other means of inculcating 
creativity and subsequently, innovation, i.e., through the Arts.  

Thus, was born the Art and Creativity Exhibition (ACE) in 2015.  ACE2019 is in its fourth year. 
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ACE2019 PROGRAMME 
10 November 2018, Rumah Universiti (UM) 
 

1. Talks (1 hour each) 
MC:  Dr Grace Lim 

 “Unity in Diversity” by Academician Tan Sri Datuk Dr Omar Abdul Rahman 
 “Conceiving and Exploiting Ideas” by Ms Christina Chia 
 “Crafting A Story’’ by Tunku Halim Tunku Abdullah  

 

15 March 2019 
2. Deadline for submission of entries 

 
22 March to 9 April 2019 

3. Judging of entries 
4. Decision on Shortlisted and Winning Entries 

 
02-04 May 2019 

5. ACE2019 Exhibition (in conjunction with ITEX 2019) 
 

04 May 2019 
6. Prize-giving ceremony  
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ACE2019 JUDGING PANEL 
 

 

       

 
 

 

 

 

  

  

Primary category 
Writing     Mr Henry Fu 

Ms Natasha bt. Mohd Hishamudin 
Dr Tan Swee Lian 
Ms Linda Thomas 
Mr Kris Williamson 
Dr Zachary Roland a/l A.F. Anthony  

Illustration  Ms Liong Mei Yin 
Dr Stephen Poon 
Mr Teh Yew Kiang 

 

Secondary category 
Writing     Mr Henry Fu 

Dr Grace Lim 
Ms Natasha bt. Mohd Hishamudin 
Dr Tan Swee Lian 
Ms Linda Thomas 
Mr Kris Williamson 
Dr Zachary Roland a/l A.F. Anthony 
 

Illustration  Ms Liong Mei Yin 
Dr Stephen Poon 
Mr Teh Yew Kiang 

Tertiary category 
Writing       

Dr Tan Swee Lian 
Ms Linda Thomas 

 
Illustration  Ms Liong Mei Yin 

Mr Teh Yew Kiang 
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ORGANISING COMMITTEE 
Chairman Academician Emeritus Professor Tan Sri Datuk Dr. Augustine S.H. Ong 

Committee Mr Henry Fu 

Prof Dr Lee Chien Sing   
Dr Grace Lim  

Dr Stephen Poon 

    Dr Tan Swee Lian 
 

 

Secretariat Ms Irwen Siza bt Hussin 
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FOREWORD 
 Recently, there has been concern that streaming children too early into the arts or science disciplines may 
curb their development into all-rounders.  They miss out on a more holistic education, exposing them to a 
range of character-building subjects, such as great literature, lesson-laden history as well as exciting 
technologies and innovations. 

The Malaysian Invention and Design Society (MINDS) believes that creativity does not only contribute to art, 
but has a very definite role to play in science and technology.  Without creativity, there will be a lack of new 
ideas not only to improve on existing technologies, but also to open the door to developing advanced and 
disruptive technologies.   

While technologies are progressing to a situation where it is now possible to get almost simultaneous 
translations from one language to another, the result can be less than accurate.  What more with technical 

subjects where there is no room for imprecision.  English, without doubt, still remains the lingua franca for the sciences.  For this 
reason, proficiency in the language ensures intimate and precise communication among scientists and technologists, keeping them 
in the forefront of the newest advances and developments. 

In this the fourth year of ACE, the core objectives remain, namely:    
1. To actively encourage creative imagination, both in writing and in drawing 
2. To improve English language skills 
3. To inculcate the sense of pride and love for Malaysia among our students. 

 
In preparation of the competition proper, three talks were held for primary and secondary school teachers and students, as well as 
undergraduates, to encourage them and to show the way how they can explore creative possibilities in multiple ways.  The talks also 
sought to inspire the participants on how to link their creativity and English language skills to this year’s theme: “Unity in Diversity”. 

 
 

Thank you 

Chairman of ACE 2019 
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The Little Toucan Family 

Writer: Dashwin Samuel Saravanan 
Artist:   Primary 2 (Tulip) 
From:   Maz International School 

  

The lush jungle of Taman Negara was full of life. Little bugs crawled 
everywhere. High up in a tall mossy tree, there was a hollow dug by 
a wood pecker looking for insects living in the tiny holes. In the 
hollow, lived a small toucan family. Mummy Malaya had made a 
nest for her babies Manga, Sanga and Banga.  The three little 
babies were different in a lot of ways. Manga had bright orange 
feathers, Sanga was yellow and Banga was brown. 
 The toucan family had plenty to eat. The toucan babies 
loved to eat Mangoes, papayas, wild berries and rambutans. 
Everyday, Malaya fed them with the best fruits she can find. The 
babies played and squabbled with each other all day long for the 
best of the fruits and who can play with the youngest baby Banga. 
 One day, Gurney, a hungry eagle spotted the little babies 
playing out on the tree trunk all by themselves. Malaya was out for 
more fruits. Gurney decided to trick the babies into thinking she was 
their mother. She put on some green, yellow and brown leaves on 
her body to disguise herself. 
 As Gurney came nearer, the baby toucans called 
excitedly, ‘Mummy’ ‘Mummy”. They were very hungry. The clever 
eagle quickly snatched Banga and flew off to her nest where her 
hungry babies waited. Manga and Sanga started to bark loudly 
when they saw their little brother was gone. Malaya heard their calls 
and quickly rushed back. 
 Meanwhile, Gurney had reached its home nearby. It 
locked Banga in a leaf cage and went to sleep. Banga slowly 
pecked away at the leaves and slowly made his way out. He was 
excited as he could see glimpses of his mummy, Manga and Sanga. 
Malaya, Manga and Sanga had disguised themselves to look like a 
giant eagle and had come to rescue Banga.  When the eagle woke 
up, he slowly backed away from the giant eagle standing over him. 
Malaya quickly picked Banga up and flew off with her babies back 
to her nest. The little family was happy to be back together again. 
Manga, Sanga and Banga often talked their little adventure with 
their mother. They realised that together they can be safe from all 
their enemies.  

 

PRIMARY CATEGORY  
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Malaysia United: MU 

Writer: Nazir Harris 
Artist:  Yoosuf Saaidah 
From:   MAZ International School 

In Malaysia ,  the population consists of us from different races , 
cultures and religions . Despite our  differences in language, 
tradition and culture , we coexist and live together harmoniously. 
Although there are some unrest, riots , conflicts and disagreements 
have had happened in the past, the spirit of unity  is still present in 
the hearts of all Malaysians . Without a doubt, we Malaysians 
cherish and celebrate because we have an abundance of choice to 
choose from let it be food, language, cultures and even 
opportunities and support.  
 
We have food from cultures around the world under one sky , 
around the clock too . Where else in the world could you get this? 
Among all the factors uniting us, food remains the prime reason for 
our unity. We have nasi lemak on rainy days and chapati on lazy 
nights. When we are sad , happy , depressed or celebrating we 
express it all through food. Hence, Malaysia is loved by many food 
lovers and we are envied for our choices of food. 
We are also enthusiastic of our sports; this is the other factor that 
brings us together.   We are proudly the world leaders for squash, 
badminton and hockey. Yet, football is highly favoured among the 

locals. Where huge fan bases from all walks of lives are there for  
leading teams like JDT, Selangor (Ultra Malaysia) and Pahang. We 
have in fact, represented Malaysia in the Olympics once in the 80s.  
There are many well known Malaysian athletes who have created 
a legacy in the world stage. Among are the Sidek brothers, our 
beloved Dato Lee Chong Wei , who was once the number world 
badminton player and still is among the top players, and Nicol 
David. They have humbly made a name for themselves  and the 
country. Making us proud and known all around the globe.  
We may come across as laidback and easy going, enjoying many 
holidays. However it is not quite true as we are also well known for 
our humility and peace loving nature. We do not hold grudges and 
forgive quickly. Our tolerance despite our diverse cultures and 
people ,  along with our love for food and sports unite us all as 
Malaysians .  These are the secrets which make us uniquely 
Malaysia. 
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Harmony 

 Writer: Tan Hong Zher 
 Artist:  Zoe Liaw 

 From:   SJKC Tun Tan Cheng Lock 

  
Long time ago, there was a village at the end of the country named 
Happy Village. It was a village which was filled with spirit of 

comradeship. Unfortunately, during the Japanese occupation, the 
three main races had a civil war which caused them to split into 
three different sections in the village. 
Although some villagers tried to advise the village chiefs against 
the separation, they would not listen and banished them. Others 
just sat quietly, too afraid to go against the powerful village chiefs.  
One day, God sent a few angels disguised as humans down to 
Happy Village to ensure that peace was maintained. Suddenly, an 
angel hurriedly reported to God that the citizens of Happy Village 
were quarrelling and shouting at each other. This enraged God and 
He, disguised as a mortal, decided to visit the village. To His 
despair, He found that there was commotion everywhere and the 
lack of a harmonious environment also led to child abuse, robbery, 
theft, murder, rape and other social issues in the area.  
God was very upset and disappointed when he saw that the people 
he was protecting for thousands of years had now become such 
violent creatures. He decided to teach the villagers of Happy 
Village a lesson that they would never forget. 
God waited patiently for this day, a typical day during the monsoon 
season. God decided that the villagers will learn their lesson on this 
day. The villagers were gathered in the town hall located at the 
Plaza Town Square, quarrelling and shouting at each other. God 
used his power to create an unexpected landslide and the ceiling 
of the town hall collapsed. 
 After some time, the villagers managed to push away the 
concrete that covered them. They were shocked to see their 15-
foot houses being buried in mud. Suddenly, God sent a messenger 
from heaven and he began to read God’s message: 
 “To solve the crime that you had done, 
  When I come peace must have begun, 
   If you fail, your village will fall, 
    Then you all will be very 
done for.” 
 At first, some of the villagers did not believe what the 
messenger said and did not want to cooperate with the other races. 
God saw this and decided to give a warning to those who did not 
believe. He rode on his golden chariot down to Happy Village in the 
Plaza Town Square. The villagers were shocked and began bowing 
to God.  
 God then gave an inspirational speech that changed the 
eyes and heart of the people. He said, “My dear people, why be so 
selfish in your hearts? You do not need to hate others that look 
different to you? Beauty is only skin deep!” 

 The village leaders soon understood their mistakes. 
They decided to restore peace in the village and signed a peace 
agreement. They asked God to be their witness to this momentous 
occasion that would change the future of their village. 
 Then, the village chiefs asked God if he had any way to 
undo the damages that He had done. God asked the villagers to 
get resources from the nearby towns to construct the buildings. 
 The villagers bought everything from the nearby towns 
that was needed to rebuild their village, from bricks to metal and 
plants. They rented cargo trucks to transport them back to the 
village. The joint effort from all the villagers, coupled with God’s 
magic, brought the village back to life and its former glory, just 
before the sky turned dark.  
 Before God left, he used his power to create a large 
statue of three people shaking hands beside the town hall. The 
statue represented the three races that were present in the village. 
The stone platform below wrote: 
“From now forever peace is ensured, 
 The selfishness has now been cured, 
  May you all forever be safe, 
   Forever never start again a 
disaster.”  
God gave his final speech to the villagers: “My beloved people, I 
hope this is a lesson that you all will remember for eternity. I hope 
the friendship of the three races will last forever. Last but not least, 
do not tell anyone about my existence on Earth! “ 
 God then rode once again on his chariot back to heaven. 
Accompanying him were the words good bye and thank you from 
the villagers.   
 From that day on, the villagers all lived peacefully and 
harmoniously together. Under God’s protection, no harm or 
disaster occurred to the village ever. The village became the talk of 
the country and the statue was a famous tourist attraction. 
 Today, the village has gone on to win multiple awards such as 
‘Best Statue Contest Champion’, ‘The Top Ten Most Outstanding 
Village Prize’ and ‘The Most Peaceful Village of 2018’. 

Special 
Award 
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A Journey of Enlightenment 

 Writer: Tam Kieran 
 Artist:  Yong Zoe Yee 

From:  SJKC Tun Tan Cheng Lock  

There was once a great tiger who ruled the jungles of North 
Borneo. He was known for being cold and disliked many of his 
subjects for being weaker than him. He was selfish, and felt that he 

only needed to look after his own needs because the weaker 
animals of the kingdom were not worthy of his time. Over time, the 
animals in the tiger’s kingdom felt neglected. The tiger showed no 
interest in their problems, and dismissed all their pleas for his 
leadership. The animals were very displeased, and called for a 
secret council in a deep cavern in the jungle to find a way to solve 
this problem. 
‘What shall we do?’ asked an impatient deer. 
‘We should move to the South, or the East. Just away from here,’ 
stated a toucan. Arguments went back and forth, until a mousedeer 
stepped up from the crowd and began to speak. All fell silent as 
they eagerly waited to hear what the mousedeer had to say.  
‘I promise you, that in seven days, I can solve all our problems 

with the tiger.’, said the mousedeer, in a rather confident but 
assured tone .A brief silence followed his statement, as the animals 
were shocked by this unbelievable promise by a small mousedeer, 
of all animals.‘I promise that after this week, the tiger will treat us 
as his equal, because I have a plan to make him do so.’ 
Some clapped, while others remained silent. They all exited the 
cave with some doubt but gained a small measure of hope; each 
one of them dwelling on the promise made by this small and 
seemingly weak mousedeer. ‘Can he really do it?’, the animals 
thought. Although many of them were sceptical, a small number of 
the animals believed he could do it. They asked him eagerly to 
reveal his master plan, but he would not tell them, because the 
mousedeer himself was still plotting. 
Thus, according to his promise, on a hot and humid day, the 
mousedeer confronted the tiger in his dark and imposing lair deep 
in the jungle. The mousedeer called out a challenge to the tiger, 
demanding that he prove his worth as their ruler by taking on a 
great and difficult task. The tiger was very amused by this, and 
asked what his “great and difficult” challenge was. 
The mousedeer laid out the stakes; that if he lost this seemingly 
easy challenge, the tiger would have to leave the kingdom. Without 
giving it much thought, the arrogant tiger accepted.The mousedeer 
told the tiger that he must succeed in climbing to the peak of a great 
mountain with three subjects of the mousedeer’s choosing. The 
tiger instantly accepted the challenge without much thought, 
knowing that if he refused the challenge, he would instantly lose 
his status, privileges, and most importantly, his pride.      
The tiger went up with three different animals that the mousedeer 
chose: a monkey, a mouse and an ox. The tiger regarded all three 
of them as useless, for they all had fatal flaws. The monkey was 

easily distracted and playful, the ox was loud and clumsy, and the 
mouse was small and weak. After trekking for many hours though, 
the tiger realised that it would be difficult to hunt for food while 
climbing up the mountain. The tiger was starving when the monkey 
climbed onto some trees and picked fruits for the party to eat. He 
also caught several small rodents for the tiger using a trap with 
pieces of fruit under it. This made the tiger embarrassed, knowing 
that he had been bested by the monkey in this task. Without the 
monkey’s help, he would have surely perished before even 
reaching halfway up the mountain without the summit anywhere in 
sight.  
As they advanced further up the mountain, they encountered a 
large boulder. There seemed no way to get past it, as it completely 
blocked the narrow and tight path to the top of the mountain. The 
tiger tried to push it out of the way; but no matter how hard he 
pushed and shoved at the rock, clawing at it without result with his 
pointy claws, the boulder did not shift. Just then, the mouse 
scurried into a small gap, and sighted a few long, rotting logs 
holding the boulder in place. The mouse quickly informed the ox of 
this, and he bravely charged into the weak spot of the boulder. The 
impact shattered the ox’s horns, but succeeded in pushing the 
boulder out of the way. The boulder dropped down the mountain 
with a great thud, the great noise echoing through the peaceful 
jungle. This feat of great bravery and strength impressed the tiger 
greatly, and he began to think. He had been bested by every single 
one of them at a specific task, and he began to feel ashamed of his 
boastful attitude. They continued their tiring and seemingly endless 
trek up the mighty mountain and its many obstacles, fearing that 
they will not be able to conquer it. As the group walked round a 
bend, they suddenly realised that they were merely a short distance 
from the top! They looked at each other in silence before they 
smiled. At last the final summit of the great mountain was in sight. 
As the tiger took the first triumphant step on the top of the mountain, 
he took a great heaving sigh of relief. His companions were behind 
him, celebrating the completion of their task.  
In the end, he realized that the mousedeer had wanted to teach 
him a lesson; and he had a newfound respect for his companions. 
The tiger realised that each animal was special in its own way, and 
that great things could be achieved if they all worked together. 
From that day, the tiger began to rule his kingdom wisely; 
respecting all of his subjects and all the animals were happy 
again.(983 words) 
  



 

 
 

11 

  

The Power of Unity in Diversity 

 Writer: Arthur Cheong Cheng Hong 
 Artist:  Teo Shu Yu Kyra 

From:  SJKC Tun Tan Cheng Lock 

Malaysia is a country with many religions. As a matter of fact, many 
tourists come to visit Malaysia because of our different religions 
and the places that each religion has left. We are lucky that the 
British let us be independent, but, I do not often see Malaysians 
having the unity in diversity spirit. So I will share a story with you, 
so you can know the power of unity in diversity. 

There was an Indian girl named Riya. She was walking home with 
her friends, a Chinese boy named Shawn and a Malay girl named 
Dhia. They were still studying in a Chinese primary school. They 
were walking while talking happily. Suddenly, a bully who looked 
like he was over 15 years old and his gang came and made fun of 
Riya by calling her names because of her religion. Riya felt like she 
was shot in the head by a bullet while on the other hand, the bully 
and his gang felt like the whole world belonged to them.  
Luckily, she had friends that she could trust. 
Shawn and Dhia both said no when it came to bullying. So they 
stood up in the rights of Riya. They told the bully and their gang 
that bullying is the wrong thing and living in a country of many 
religions, all must have the unity in diversity spirit, but none of the 
gang took their words. Instead, the bully took the bullying to a 
higher level. 
He told one member of the gang to separate Riya from her trusting 
friends so that Shawn and Dhia could not help their poor friend. A 
few minutes ago, he was just verbally accusing Riya but now he 
was not just verbally accusing her, he also beat her up! Now she 
was desperate for help. Even though Riya practised Kalaripayattu, 
an Indian martial art, but she still could not defend herself from the 
bully. By this time, Riya was brutally hurt, with scars on her head 
and bruises could be found on many parts of her body. The bully 
did not pity or feel sad for Riya as he used his fist and brutally 
abused Riya. 
Riya friends wanted to help her. They had a plan but it was very 
risky but, for the sake of their friend, they executed the risky plan. 
Shawn was an expert at Karate. So, he used Karate to get away 
from the specific member of the gang but as soon as the other 
members of the gang heard his scream of pain, they came to help. 
While Shawn was busy fighting off the bad guys, Dhia escaped and 
bravely but shuddering, went to face the big bully. The bully shot a 
look at Dhia. She was ready for that look. She would do whatever 
it took to save her friend. 
Dhia persuaded the bully to not bully anymore, but the bully did not 
even listen to a word Dhia had said. Dhia was furious. She could 
not stand the bully. For some reason, the bully stopped punching 
Riya. Dhia, who felt relieved at first, suddenly felt fear. The bully 
stopped making Riya his punching bag, but instead turned around 
to Dhia. The bully started punching Dhia even harder than he 
punched Riya. With a few punches, the bully made Dhia faint. Riya 
was extremely shocked at the sight of Dhia fainting. She could not 
just stand there, she had to do something!  

She stepped back as the bully shot a look at her. Then, she 
suddenly heard a loud scream. Then, she realised that Shawn had 
also fainted! She was in rage. So, she gathered up her courage 
and ran to find something that she could use to defend herself 
against the bullies. Riya found a wooden stick but as usual, the 
bullies were not scared. Riya gathered her strength and marched 
forward, saying that she was not scared. She said “People should 
live together in harmony, we should not be fighting right now. Since 
we live in Malaysia, we should have the spirit of unity in diversity.” 
The bully laughed.  
Suddenly, when things seemed lost, a hero arose. The mother of 
the bully came. The mother of the bully saw everything that the 
bully and his gang did to the three young and innocent people. The 
bully did not even have time to say ‘oops!’ before his mother 
lectured him, scolded him, and punished him. The other members 
of the gang retreated because they were scared that their leader’s 
mother would do the same to them. Riya felt super relieved but she 
fainted. 
The three friends opened their eyes in the hospital. All six of their 
parents rushed there too as soon as they heard the news. When 
they arrived at the hospital, they were all relieved to hear the doctor 
say that the three friends were safe and sound with only minor 
injuries. The three friends were happy to find themselves alive with 
all of their limbs and with each other. The friends felt happy to know 
that the bully apologised to them and their parents. They were as 
happy as a lark when they knew that they would be discharged by 
the next week.  
The parents of the three friends praised them for their courage, 
standing up to bullying and helping each other in times of adversity. 
They were very proud of their children. The three friends also 
learned what true friendship is, regardless of differences in 
religions. The three friends felt like they got the best of both worlds.     
So now, you know the power of unity in diversity.    (935 words) 

 

 
  



 

 
 

12 

 

A Dream of Three Friends  

 Writer: Kiveen Jonathan Roa 
 Artist:  Vasudevv a/l Kunalan 

From:  SJKT Kajang 

The trees in our village grew taller than our houses even after we 
cut them for firewood. Within months they forged above our heads 
where lazy monkeys rode on macaws to the tops of cliffs, and there 
Ahmad, Chong and Ravi lived in a village called Kampung Kuantan 
where their villagers live not very in harmony. Most of them usually 
mind their own business and they never talked to each other 
properly. They always fought among each other and always 
thought that their own race was superior. Most of the villagers were 
farmers who toiled hard in their farms. Although they adjust living 
despite the flaws when dawn appears, the major hurricane was 
when the villagers face at night.  
         One night, Chong heard his mother was mumbling, “Ah! 
Every night, I have to go through this? I was just about to boil the 
soup but how I’m going to do it now,” the mother sighs. Chong 
looked at his mother pitifully and he knew that his whole family 
would be hungry again. He hesitated but he slowly opened up his 
mouth, “Ahma, do you have kerosene? I need to finish up my 
homework tonight, or else teacher will embarrass me in front of 
everyone.” “Stop being selfish. You know I need to save them for 
something more important than your homework,” said his mother 
furiously.  He felt sad and walked out of his house ignoring the fact 
that it was pitch dark and sound of crickets and dog howling didn’t 
bother him much.  

          “Ahmad! Ahmad!”, a very disturbing loud sound woke him 
up! Eyes half opened he heard his father was screaming his heart 
out. “How many times I asked you to put your books at the right 
place. I just hate the fact I have to step on it every day! Can’t you 
see there is no light for us, difficult even to get out steps right! I 
almost fall. If I fall, who is going to bring food to your table?” 
screamed his father. Ahmad cried and slowly walked out from his 
house. 
      At the river bank, the sound of river flowing rigorously took over 
the silent of the night. Suddenly a shadow appeared, and it was 
both friends who bumped into each other. They both decided to 
walk to Ravi’s house. Ravi on the other hand was sitting outside 
watching at the beautiful bright moon in the sky. Chong and Ahmad 
came to him. Ravi noticed that both of his best friends’ faces were 
gloomy. “Everybody is unhappy in this village,” said Ahmad. “We 
have to do something! We need to help everyone” he continued. 
“I’ve got an idea!’’ Ravi interrupted.  “Do you know our Kampung’s 
Albert Crookstein?” he added.  “Ah, who? The crazy, lunatic, 
insensible guy that live outside our village?” Ravi looked at Ahmad 
angrily and he told him that he was not that bad, “He is genius. I’ve 
seen him working on something and many nights I’ve seen a bright 
light coming out from his house when there was no electricity in our 
village at that time,’’ he added.  “Perfect! My instincts say he might 
be the solution for all our problems,” said Chong.  “No way! Our 
parents will kill us if they know we talk to him,” said Ahmad. 
Remember our teacher said its okay to disobey our parents for 
something good. We have to be cruel to be kind,” said Ravi. “Who 
is with me ’’? he asked.  “Me!’’ answered Chong immediately and 
Ahmad with little hesitation, he said “I’m okay.”  
          The next day, after their evening session from school, the 
three friends walked secretly to look for Mr.Crookstein. It was 
cloudy and the first specky of the rain were exploding on the dark 
gravel. The house stood on the top of the lonely hill. So, they moved 
forward and slowly opened the door. Krickkkk! The door finally 
opened.  The dark shade of the curtains frightened them even 
more. Suddenly a big, tall man with wires around his head 
appeared and he asked them to come out. “Ha, Ha, I’ve seen you 
already, come out!” They kept their heads low and he asked them 
why were they there. He sounded so friendly and calm. They told 
him their problem and he decided to help them out with one 
condition that they must bring him three water bottles for him every 
day. They made a deal!      
          Every evening, for almost a month, they brought him water. 
He used the water for his experiment. He said that he was creating 

something to help generate electricity. One night, their village head 
stopped them and he reprimanded them for disobeying his 
command on engaging with Mr Crookstein. He said that they will 
be punished for their acts. That night, their parents and they stood 
shamefully on the assembly. If they were found guilty, they will be 
kicked out of the village. Suddenly, a familiar face appeared, 
Mr.Crookstein! The whole village was shocked to see him speaking 
for the first time. “I have to declare something, this is my certificate! 
I am a scientist. The three friends did not only try to help the whole 
village but also helped to unite everyone despite all the races 
staying in this village. They portrayed a sense of unity where we 
adult lack among ourselves. I have created a source to solve the 
electricity problem. It’s called the water solar. It just needs two 
things which are water and sun(solar). If we work hand in hand, we 
will be able to invent and serve all houses in this village and even 
make income out of it,” said Mr.Crookstein.  
          The village head agreed and gave them the verdict. They 
successfully invented the water solar for each house in the village. 
Everyone praised them for their braveness and innovative act. 
They felt that they were on top of the world. Their school principle 
congratulated them by giving us medals. They believed that 
“despite diversity, unity thrives among us!” 
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An Adventurous Trip  

 Writer: S.Deepikkha A/P Shanmugam 
 Artist:  Logeshshree a/p Paramasivam 

From:  SJKT Kajang  

Once, there lived a billionaire named John. He lived happily with 
his beautiful wife, Linda and three kids. John was a hardworking, 
caring and patient person. He liked to make friends but sometimes 
he got nervous. John loved to work in his office since he was new 
to that firm. He just became the boss of a car show room company. 
He was indeed happy. One day, when John was at home playing 
board games with his family, he received a call from an unknown 
person. The person asked John to come to the beach side at 4.00 
o’ clock. Besides, the unknown person told him to come alone to 
the beach. John hung up the phone in confusion. He told his family 
what had happened. Everyone in that house was confused too.  
Just as the unknown person said, he went to the beach and waited 
for a few hours there. Since he waited for a long time, he felt scared. 
Suddenly, “Surprise!” John heard some voices . There were a few 
people came out from behind the rocks. Then, John realized that 
those were his childhood friends. He was so happy that he busted 
into tears. They talked for a long time about their past memories. It 
was indeed a great moment for John. Just to celebrate their 
reunion, John decided to go for an island hoping in Langkawi with 
his friends. Everyone agreed. The next day, they packed their 
things to go for the island hoping. 
John and his friends rented a boat to go for the island hoping. It 
was their first time on a boat and to the island hoping. They felt 

excited and trilled. While they were enjoying the beautiful scenery 
of the mountains around the sea, suddenly, the boat was hit by a 
rock in the sea and it had a hole. The water started to get into the 
boat through the hole. John and his friends got panic and did not 
know what to do. Later, the boat started to sink into the sea slowly. 
Everyone was frightened. John and his friends immediately wore 
the safety jackets and jumped into the water. They swam as fast as 
they could to the safer place. Then, John’s friend, Peter spotted an 
island from the distance. After seeing the island, they swam 
towards the island. In half an hour, they reached the island.  
The first thing that came into John’s mind was to find a shelter. They 
had to stay there till they get help to get out from that island. So 
they went to find a shelter. Not long after, they found a small cave. 
John’s friend went to search for food and water but he could not 
find anything. After a while, they were very hungry and tired till they 
over slept in the cave.  
After they woke up, they went to the place where they came to the 
island to look for any help to get out from the island. Unfortunately, 
they did not find anyone. With feeling sad, they started to explore 
the island. While they were in the jungle, they heard a noise. John 
and his friends were very scared and looked around. Then, they 
went to see what was behind the bushes. They were shocked to 
see some weird people behind the bushes. The weird people 
started to run and hide themselves in the bushes where they lived 
in after saw John and his friends. John said, “Don’t be scared. We 
are stranded on this island. We did not know that all of you were 
living on this island.” Then, the jungle people gave John and his 
friend some fruits to eat and water to drink. 
John looked around the place and he noticed that they did not have 
a proper place to stay in. He also remarked that there was not 
enough food for them to eat. Since, these jungle people looked very 
friendly and kind, John and his friends planned to help them to build 
a few huts for them to live. First, they gathered some logs and 
branches to build the huts. It took a few hours to finish building the 
huts.  
Later, John remembered that there was no food for them to eat. 
The jungle people rely on the fruits, coconuts and rain water to 
survive. So, John and his friends taught them how to grow some 
vegetables so that the jungle people will be able to grow their own 
food. Then, they made some buckets and watered the vegetables. 
John and his friends stayed with the jungle people for a week. The 
jungle people were very pleased with John and his friends’ 
kindness. In return, they built a boat for John and his friends to go 
home safely. They worked really hard to complete the boat as soon 
as possible. Within three days, the boat was ready. John and his 
friends were on top of the world and thanked the jungle people for 
the new boat so that they could go home. The jungle people also 
thanked John and his friends for building them the huts and planting 
them the vegetables. 

John and his friends were very excited and ready to go home. They 
hugged each other and waved them goodbye. It was an 
unforgettable experience and adventurous moments for John and 
his friends. 
 
  

Special 
Award 
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United we stand Divided we fall  

 Writer: S. Abishekappriyan 
 Artist:  S. Abishekappriyan 

From:  SJKT Kajang 

Once upon a time, there lived an old  wise man. He was named 
Pak Ali. He lived in a remote part of Malaysia, the magnificent 
country which is known as the country of unity and great strength. 
He was known for his service he had done for the citizens of 
Malaysia. He never gave up till he succeed. He was worshipped as 
god by the poor and other people in need. The people would tell 
such problems to him happening in the country such as disunity 
among the people, hate on each other and furthermore. His service 
and care for the people was known around the world too. 
Although there were great unity between the diversity in Malaysia, 
there were three men who were Indian, Muslim and Chinese. They 
had a hate and anger for judging each other when they meet. The 
news spread through the community in a blink of an eye. This 
incident also reached the Tuanku Ashur, the Sultan of Malaysia. 
“Do you know about the incident of the three men? They always 
quarrel about each other. What can we do to stop this problem, 
Hang Hamad?” questioned Tuanku Ashur. “Why not we tell this 
problem to the old man, Pak Ali?” replied Hang Hamad. 
“How can an old man solve this problem, Hang Hamad? I do not 
think these three men will learn a lesson from him,” said the Sultan. 
“Tuanku, you might think Pak Ali is an ordinary man but he is as 

wise as an owl. He can solve any problems,” answered Hang 
Hamad. 
So, Tuanku Ashur and Hang Hamad finalised a decision to ask the 
wise old man, Pak Ali to solve this unsolved problem as it was worth 
a try. 
Tuanku Ashur sent Hang Hamad and a group of bodyguards to Pak 
Ali’s tiny hut to inform him about the decision made to solve the 
problem. Hang Hamad and the bodyguards stopped in the middle 
of their journey to Pak Ali’s hut as they were very exhausted. The 
way to Pak Ali’s hut from the palace of Tuanku Ashur is very long. 
So, they took some rest in a garden full of mango trees. They slept 
soundly as the mango tree garden had a fragrant of sweet 
mangoes. They continued their journey the next day while the 
Sultan was worried about them as they never returned to the palace 
for a very long time. 
 
A few hours later, they reached to their destination, Pak Ali’s tiny 
hut. Pak Ali permitted them to come in the hut. Pak Ali served them 
with care as they were his guests. He served them a glass of fresh 
mango juice right from the fruit. Pak Ali did not expect them to come 
to his hut. “Oh Hang Hamad, I did not expect your presence!” Pak 
Ali said surprisingly. Then, Hang Hamad explained why he visited 
Pak Ali’s hut. 
“Oh Pak Ali, You are known to solve problems. Please help us to 
solve the problem of the three men who have no unity between 
them. The Sultan and I have great hope that you can solve 
this,”begged Hang Hamad to Pak Ali. “Your wish is my command, 
your highness,” replied Pak Ali. Hang Hamad felt merry to hear this 
answer from Pak Ali. 
 He swiftly returned to the palace with his bodyguards. He felt as 
though as his thirst had been quenched. A day later, he reached 
the palace of Tuanku Ashur. “What took you so long to return to the 
palace? I was felt blue when you were not around,” cried Sultan 
Ashur. “Oh sultan! The journey to Pak Ali’s hut was too long. So, 
we took some rest at night,” answered Hang Hamad. “By the way, 
Pak Ali agreed to solve the problem,” again said Hang Hamad. 
Everyone in the palace were flabbergasted.  
The whole palace was happy while Pak Ali was thinking what to do. 
In few minutes, Pak Ali had a spark of what to do to unite the three 
men. So, he went to visit the three men where they always quarrel 
about each other, under the big mangroove tree. He also carried a 
few logs in a bull cart and hanged a thick rope on his shoulder. He 
wanted to teach them a lesson about unity. 
The wise old man asked them why they started quarrelling. The 
Indian man, Mr. Raju said “They are teasing me because I have a 
dark toned skin.” The Chinese man, Mr. Lee said “These two 
people always complains how stingy I am.” Then, the Muslim man, 
Mr. Ahmad complained “These two always tease me about my 
appearance.” Then, Pak Ali understood their situation. 

So, he gave each person a log and told them to put them in the 
nearby river. “Ha, this a child’s play, Pak Ali!” said all the three men 
while laughing at Pak Ali. The logs went on their flowed to their own 
way and broke themselves. The men had a collection of curiosities. 
Then, Pak Ali gave each one of them a log again and told them to 
tie it together. He then told them to put the stock of logs in the river. 
The logs stayed strong and passed through the obstacles.  
Pak Ali explained “Oh children, when the logs were separated they 
went on their own way and easily broke themselves but when the 
logs were tied together, they flowed together in a path and stayed 
strong. This is an example to teach three of you a lesson of unity. 
If you stay alone, you will be easily defeated. If you all stick 
together, you all will stay strong together.” 
The three men understood what Pak Ali was trying to explain to 
them. They apologised to each other and stayed together although 
there are different in race but same in the heart.  
They stayed strong when they lived together as friends and weak 
when they lived alone as enemies as the famous saying goes 
united we stand, divided we fall.  
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Intercultural Medley of Malaysia  

 Writer: Jivessh s/o Arivananthan 
 Artist:  Rubbhan s/o Uthayasooriyan 

From:  SJKT Kajang 

An inspiring story of three best friends, who bring about changes in 
their society that attracts the attention and celebration of the whole 
country. 
Rahman, Hong Wei and Sampath, from different religions and 
cultures, lived in deep rooted village that was lagging behind of 
country’s development. The people’s there lived like ‘ frog 
underneath a coconut shell’. The residents there were just selfish, 
they did not care and respect the neighbor next door. They also did 
not encourage their children to be friends and got along with their 
neighbourhood. There was no neighborhood spirit among 
themselves at all. 
Rahman, Hong Wei and Sampath were good friends outside of their 
village. When they returned home, they did not bother each other. 
This made them feeling very disappointed and urged them to bring 
change. 
As time passed, one day Rahman stopped attending the school. 
Hong Wei and Sampath were feeling curious and terrible with the 
absent of Rahman. They felt completely restless without Rahman. 
They intend to visit their friend. The next day after school, they went 
to Rahman’s house. Though they feel nervous, they strengthen 
their self spirit and continued their intentions. They knocked the 
door. A boy who looked weak and sad opened the door. They were 

shocked to see Rahman’s situation. Without being aware, the three 
boys were in tears for a moment. 
Rahman invited and introduced his friends to his family members. 
Rahman explained the fate of his family. Rahman’s father fell ill and 
could not continue his daily activities to support their daily life. 
Rahman was forced to quit school and helped the family to earn 
living. The income earned by Rahman was insufficient to support 
his sick father and family. Sampath and Huang Wei felt sad and 
depressed. To calm Rahman, they gave an encouragement and 
promised to help him to overcome the current situation. With the 
heavy hearted they left Rahman’s house. 
On the way home, Hong Wei and Sampath decided to talk to their 
parents about the fate of their friend. Sampath and Hong Wei 
parents felt very sorry and sad with Rahman and his family. They 
were planning to visit and help to make financial contribution to 
reduce the burden of Rahman’s family. Their visit did not stop there, 
they started visiting almost every day. Rahman’s father gradually 
recovered from his illness. They felt very lucky to have a neighbor 
who was concerned and kind hearted. The spirit of the 
neighborhood between these three families became stronger. 
They began to respect each other, respect different ethnic religion, 
worship and culture. Besides that, they started to visit and celebrate 
the festival and enjoyed the feast. They learnt, explored and 
appreciate the religious, cultural aspects of their neighbors. These 
changes did not only bring meaning to their life but their lives 
become more colorful. 
These three families wished to bring changes to the lifestyle of the 
people’s in their village. They worked together to foster a 
neighborhood spirit in the village. They met every family and shared 
the good of the neighborhood. They conducted talk in mosque, 
temple to create awareness. They arranged  shows related to 
multicultural and prepared meals to sit and enjoyed together. The 
villagers slowly began to understand and adapt to neighborliness. 
Now the lives of the residents there were more lively and 
meaningful. 
 The efforts of spreading the spirit of neighborhood were not stun 
there, they even wanted to make their village to become an 
example to the other community. They started their journey by 
organizing various activities to get welcome and won the best 
hometown goodwill award from the government. 
From an established village to best award winning village. Rahman, 
Hong Wei, Sampath and their families became  idols to the whole 
community. 
MALAYSIA is my choice. Living in a harmonious and multicultural 
country is true blessing. Multiracial entity formed by Malay, 
Chinese, Indian and also minorities consist of Kadazan, Iban, 
Melanau and so on. Malaysia is often classified as a high context 
cultured country for its diversities and medleys of unique cultures. 

Culture is defined in various ways across the globe. It is how we 
perceive ourselves as we carry the proud name of Malaysia on the 
red carpet which results in the world’s perception toward us. 
Architecture, arts, music, cuisine, sports, festival have their own 
unique and distinctive cultural identities in Malaysia. 
Different types of architectural styles houses, great music from 
ethnicities, diversity of food from various races will definitely leave 
you craving for more. Multicultural sports such as ‘Sepak Takraw’, 
‘Wau’, ‘Kung Fu’, ‘Kabadi’ still being played and popular among 
children and youth. 
‘Hari Raya Puasa’, ‘Chinese New Year’, ‘Deepavali’, ‘Christmas’, 
‘National Day’ and ‘Wesak Day’ are some of the festival celebrated 
in Malaysia. The highlight and most interesting part of these 
festivals are all races celebrate the festival together harmoniously. 
The ‘Open House’  concept is being practiced all over the country. 
This helps to strengthen the neighborhood as well as friendship 
spirit among themselves. 
 In order to support cultural diversity, first and foremost every 
individual should increase the level of understanding about other 
cultures. Each of us should avoid imposing contradicting values 
which might conflict and stir riots among other cultures and races. 
Be proactive in listening, accepting and welcoming ideas that are 
different from your own. 
In conclusion, Malaysia is one of the lucky few. Being a developing 
country with such cultural diversities, it has survived the fragility of 
being riddled with irreconcilable conflicts and tension of other 
countries. Malaysian society has tremendously improved with 
strong propensities towards convergences and accords. 
Respecting the uniqueness of every culture help us to promote 
racial solidarity and enhance national unity. 
 
      “WE MAY HAVE DIFFERENT RELIGIONS, 
     DIFFERENT LANGUAGES AND DIFFERENT 
COLORED SKIN, BUT WE ARE ALL BELONG TO 
                     ONE HUMAN RACE”.   
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Different But Same   

 Writer: Bavani Shree A/P Gangatharan 
 Artist:  Haresh kumar A/L Suresh Kumar 

From:  SJKT Kajang 

Kim Wei, Nur and Anjali were best friends. There was nothing that 
they did not do together. They were simply inseparable. 

Kim was a rich Chinese girl. She had long black hair and huge 
brown coloured eyes. Kim liked sports and extreme activities. Anjali 
was a very intelligent girl. Anjali had short black hair and eyes that 
were constantly searching for knowledge. Nur was the 
spokesperson for the trio. She had frizzy brown hair and green 
coloured eyes. 

One day, while they were going to the canteen, the girls spotted a 
poster on the notice board. “Hey! Look at this!” said Anjali, smiling 
broadly. “ Want to take part, guys?” asked Anjali. The other two girls 
shrugged and nodded.  

They knew why Anjali was so keen on taking part in any 
competition. Her parents were rubber tappers. As the eldest of five 
children, Anjali studied hard and tried to win in every competition 
the school held to make ends meet for her family. 

The next day, Kim and Nur arrived at school and found Anjali 
missing. As time passed, both Kim and Nur grew more and more 
suspicious. Soon, the school bell rang. 

The girls worriedly looked at the clock and realised that Anjali was 
absent. They decided to pay Anjali a visit after school. As soon as 
bell rang, Kim and Nur raced to Anjali’s house. They knocked on 
the door. 

After five minutes, they peeked inside and gasped. Anjali was 
seated at a table. She was crying. Anjali’s four sibling were lying 
down on a mat, their bodies covered in blisters. Anjali’s mother, too, 
was lying on a bed, her arms and legs covered with the same 
blisters. 

Kim and Nur tiptoed across the room and sat beside Anjali. “ 
Anjali….Please tell us what’s going on,” pleaded Kim. Anjali took a 
deep breath and looked at her friends’ faces. She began her story. 
“ I came home from school the day I signed us up for the writing 
and illustrating competition and found Mum sick. Dad was at work, 
so I couldn’t bring her to the hospital. 

 “ Once Dad came home we rushed her to the hospital. The doctor 
said Mum had chicken pox and the pox was at a  dangerous phase. 
But…..,” Anjali stopped in mid sentence and started crying again. 
Kim and Nur decided not to push her. They had guessed that her 
father had not enough money to pay for the treatment.  

Kim and Nur though for a moment. Then, Kim hit an idea. “ Anjali….. 
what if I said I could pay for your Mum’s and your siblings’ 
treatment?” asked Kim. Anjali looked at Kim in shock and a smile 
appeared on her face. 

Kim would ask her father to sponsor Anjali’s family so that they 
could pay for the treatment. Anjali immediately hesitated but Kim 
was adamant that her father pay for the treatment. “ But….however 
will I repay him back?” Anjali asked. Nur then said, “ You could win 
the writing and illustrating competition and use that money to repay 
Kim’s dad, then,”. Anjali was overjoyed to hear this and looked 
proudly at her friends. ‘I have the best friends in the world,’ she 
thought to herself. 

Anjali came to school with a big smile on her face and a spring in 
her step the next day. When she met Kim and Nur, she asked Kim 
about the sponsor. Kim said that her father would give the money 
straight to the hospital and immediately start the treatment. “ Thank 
you, Kim!” Anjali shouted in joy. 

Determined to repay Kim’s father the huge amount, Anjali took part 
in the writing and illustrating competition. Her friends offered to help 
her repay the debt by illustrating pictures according to Anjali’s story. 
Without wasting any time,  Anjali wrote a story and her friends 
helped her illustrate a series of pictures. The trio were so fixed onto 
winning the competition that they did not see the time fly by. The 
girls then submitted their entry in the nick of time. Anjali was worried 
about their entry because she wanted to win. 

Anjali was getting worried by the second. One day, Kim and Nur 
received a letter. They were invited to the award ceremony of the 
writing and illustrating competition. The girls rushed to tell Anjali the 
good news. 

Soon, the day of the award ceremony arrived. As the girls arrived 
and took their seats in a grandly decorated hall, a man took the mic 
and began, “ Welcome, ladies, gentlemen, boys and girls. I am 
Chong and I will be your host today,” the man said. “Now, let me 
announce the names of the participants who won consolation 
prizes,” he continued. He read the names of participants that won 
consolation. Anjali’s face fell when her name was not called. 

Anjali realised that she was not going to win the competition. She 
excused herself from the hall and ran to the toilet. She cried until 
she couldn’t cry any longer. Her name being called on the speaker 
shook Anjali out of her daze. She wiped her face and went back 
into the hall. She looked at the stage and rubbed her eyes to make 
sure she wasn’t dreaming. Her friends were standing on the stage, 
holding a large cheque. Anjali ran onto the stage and hugged her 
friends. Her friends smiled at Anjali and hugged her back. 

Later, after the award ceremony, Kim and Nur handed Anjali the 
cheque to repay Kim’s father. Kim’s father soon arrived. When 
Anjali tried to give him the cheque, he refused it and suggested that 
she used it for her further education and for her family. “ I can’t take 
this cheque from you. It was your hard work,” he said. Anjali was 
overjoyed. Nur looked at Anjali and said, “ You know, we are all 
different to look at, but we are actually the same, united by 
friendship, trust and by Malaysia,”. Anjali looked at the stars 
glittering above her and said, “ Yes, we are different, but the same,”. 

(1000 words) 
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The Change of Winds  

 Writer: Vishal Menon 
 Artist:  Vishal Menon 

From:  SJKT Kajang 

Long ago , in a village called kampong durian runtuh there lived a  
wise man named, Pak Ali. Pak Ali was respected by everyone for 
his undeniable wisdom. Everybody listened when he spoke, except 
for one person called Azmin. He was the only boy who did not go 
to school in the village.he would lie  to his parents that he had gone 
toschool and walk around the village. He was as stubborn as a 
mule. He also did not listen to his parents nor anyone in his village. 
He also passed racist comments amongst his friends. Pak Ali had 
tried to reason with Azmin , but he did not change his behaviour. 
 
Azmin often teased uncle Muthu because of his brown skin. Azmin 
always thought of getting revenge on people that scolded him. He 
mostly shoots uncle Muthu with rocks on his lastick. Poor uncle 
Muthu comes back home a face half bleeding. Pak Ali brought 
Azmin to a lake to talk about his attitude. Azmin did not listen to Pak 
Ali he ignored Pak ali as if he was talking to a tree. Pak ali got fed 
up and walked back home. Pak Ali spent the next few days thinking 
of ways to get azmin to change his behaviour. After  a while of 
thinking, he thought of a great plan to make Azmin change his 
behaviour. The next day, Azmin’s parents had to go to Singapore 
for work . They left Azmin at Pak Ali’s house for a week. Azmin was 
fuming with anger that he had to stay in Pak Ali s house.he knew 
that pa kali had requested for azmin to stay in his house to change 
his behaviour. The next moment, Azmin called up his friends and 
they went bullying the little children in the park. Azmin stole a piece 
of chocolate that was in a baby’s hands. The baby started whining. 

He fled from the place before anybody could see his act. The next 
day, he went uncle Chong s house. He vandalized the beautiful 
bungalow by throwing red, blue and green paint on the walls. Uncle 
Chong ran out of his house fuming with anger. Azmin threw a tin of 
red paint on uncle chong. Uncle Chong was very embarrassed to 
go out of his house, as he knew Azmin and his cronies would tease 
him. the day after that, Azmin stole the food which was kept on Mak 
Timah’s stall table. He stole a pack of nasi lemak two curry puffs 
and a cup of milo from the table. Mak Timah ran to hit Azmin. Azmin 
was as fast as a gazelle , so Mak Timah could not catch him . Mak 
Timah went home with a sad and droopy face. She had lost a lot of 
profit from the goods Azmin had stolen.  
 
On a peaceful Sunday, he ruined the peace of a little boy who was 
riding his bicycle by the pond. He pushed the boy with his bicycle 
into the pond. The boy who tried to protect himself, got shot in the 
eye by azmin’s lastick. Pak Ali  was very angry when he heard all 
these bad news. He immediately called for azmin and started hitting 
him with a belt. Azmin pushed Pak Ali and ran towards the outskirts 
of the village. He slept under a shady tree. The next morning, Azmin 
woke up by feeling a moist substance under his feet. He got up and 
realised that the village was flooding up with water. He could not 
move anywhere as the water was murky and deep. He yelled for 
help. Out of the blue, Pak Ali , Mak Timah , Uncle Chong and Uncle 
Muthu dived into the water and carried Azmin to shore. Azmin did 
not know what to say. He stared blankly at everyone. Pak ali and 
everyone elese escorted azmin to a school where the flood victims 
were given help. Mak timah made nasi lemak for azmin. 
Pak ali plucked fresh mangoes to eat with  tamarind powder. Uncle 
chong made a scrumptious plate of char kuey teow. Uncle muthu 
made a jug full of refreshing lemonade. Azmin understood that his 
acts were very bad. He apologized to everyone for hurting them 
physically and mentally.everyone forgave azmin. From that day 
onwards, azmin went to school diligently and respected elders and 
younger ones. The moral of the story is, anything is possible, if you 
give it a try you can succeed more than your expectations. Be it 
being the fastest runner or changing a person to turn to a new leaf.   
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One Love  

 Writer: Thejeshyam A/L Sinivasagan 
 Artist:  Thejeshyam A/L Sinivasagan 

From:  SJKT Kajang 

In a beautiful village named Kampung Muhibbah, live three best 
friends. They are Aznan, Kai Chun and Arun. These boys are united 
despite of their differences in race and religion. They enjoy each 
other’s company very much. Their friendship soon became the talk 
of the town. 
They study in the same school which is a stone throw away from 
their village. After school, they play football together in the field. The 
three families gather once a week during tea time. They would take 
turns to host the gathering. They would enjoy finger licking good 
snacks and tea while chatting happily with each other.  
One day, the three families gathered at Kai Chun’s house. His 
parents gave everyone a pleasant surprise. They told them that 
they have won 9 free tickets to United Kingdom from an 
International Crossword Puzzle Competition. They invited Aznan 
and Arun’s family to join them. They were all on cloud nine. 

On 15th January, they left for the airport. It took 2 hours to reach 
the airport. Luckily, they reached there on time. It was a 14 hours 
flight. Arun, Aznan and Kai Chun were excited because it was their 
first experience going abroad by plane. They reached United 
Kingdom on 16th January at 1:15 a.m.                     
The next morning, the three families went sightseeing in London. 
They went to the art museum. There, Aznan found something 
unexpected. He found a treasure map. Immediately, he showed the 
map to his friends and their parents. Their parents agreed to help 
them find the treasure. 
They left the museum and started the treasure hunt. They followed 
the trail on the map carefully because they were new to the place. 
An hour later, they were back at the starting point. The boys felt 
hopeless and disappointed. As they were all exhausted, they went 
back to the hotel to get some rest. 
At the hotel, the boys were feeling blue because they couldn’t find 
the treasure. Their parents told them that they will hunt for the 
treasure again. Aznan, Arun and Kai Chun felt a little happier. They 
hit the sack early that night so that they will be more energised the 
next day.        
The following day, the three families started their mission again. 
They went back to the museum and started to navigate were the 
treasure is. At the last point of the treasure hunt, they found out that 
the treasure is in Paris. They decided to fly to Paris to complete the 
hunt for the treasure. They left for the airport immediately and 
boarded the plane. 
An hour later, they reached Paris. They did not waste time and 
headed to where the treasure was located. They were jumping with 
joy when they found a bag. The bag was full of books on general 
knowledge. The boys were quite disappointed because they were 
expecting some valuables. Their parents advised them that the 
greatest treasure is knowledge. The boys were then convinced and 
took the books along with them. They decided to return to London 
after enjoying sightseeing in Paris. 
In the airport, a man named Mr Ali approached Aznan and his 
family. Mr Ali is also from Kampung Muhibbah. They had a private 
conversation for quite some time. Since then, Aznan and his family 
were acting quite weird towards Arun’s and Kai Chun’s families. 
On the last day in London, Aznan and his family acted very strange. 
They totally ignored the other two families. Kai Chun asked Aznan 
the reason for it but he maintained his silence.  
Upon their return to the village, Aznan and his family became close 
with Mr Ali’s family, the friend they met in Paris. Aznan only spent 
time with Kamarul, Mr Ali’s son. He did not even utter a word to 
Arun and Kai Chun. Arun and Kai Chun were heart broken. 
Their weekly gathering did not take place anymore. Aznan and his 
family treated the other two families like strangers. Besides that, 
Aznan started treating Arun and Kai Chun impolitely and influenced 
his other friends to ignore them. Kai Chun and Arun were 
perplexed. 

One day, Mr Ali’s house was on fire due to an electrical short circuit. 
As the wind as blowing swiftly, the fire was spreading fast. Arun’s 
father immediately called the fire service. Meanwhile, Kai Chun’s 
father helped to save Mr Ali’s important belongings. The fire fighters 
arrived at the scene as fast as lightning. Most of the villagers were 
there to help to put out the fire including Kai Chun and Arun. Both 
the boys and their parents gave moral support to Mr Ali and his 
family. Aznan and his parents were touched with the kind gestures 
of Kai Chun, Arun and their parents.  
Mr Ali and his family took shelter in Aznan’s house as they lost their 
home. They invited Kai Chun, Arun and their parents for dinner. 
While enjoying dinner, the families decided to help to rebuild Mr 
Ali’s house. Mr Ali was overwhelmed. He was in tears.    
As he wept, he apologised to Kai Chun, Arun and their parents. He 
revealed the truth that he influenced Aznan and his parents not to 
get acquainted with the other two families in Paris. He didn’t like the 
fact that Aznan and his family were close to other races. He was 
very sorry for being a racist.  Aznan and his parents also apologised 
for not thinking rationally. They regretted following Mr Ali’s words 
blindly. Kai Chun, Arun and their parents forgave them.  
Since that day, the boys became even more closer with each other. 
The four families worked hand in hand to rebuild Mr Ali’s house. In 
less than a month, the house was ready. The village chief praised 
the four families for their exemplary friendship. They proved that 
true friendship is beyond race and religion. Since we live Malaysia, 
a multiracial country, we should have good relationship with all the 
races. Hence, the peace and unity of this country will be preserved 
for future generation.  
  Special 
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The Strength   

 Writer: Surekhashree A/P Krishnan 
 Artist:  Sandra Anne Raj A/P Santhana Elwin 

From:  SJKT Kajang 

Once upon a time, there lived an uncle, who was named Siva. He 
lived in a beautiful village. He was a kind hearted man. He always 
travel in his old fashion bicycle. 
 
One sizzling Sunday, Uncle Siva was cycling home as fast as 
lightning from a stationary shop. The road was uneven with a lot of 
stones. The stones caused his bicycle tyres to be punctured. He 
was standing across the road without any idea how to solve the 
problem. Few minutes later, he saw a passer-by, who was coming 
from the mosque. The man’s name is Mr. Ali. 
Mr. Ali checked the bicycle tyres. He did not know how to fix it. 
Then, he had an idea. He told that there will be a mechanic shop in 
two kilometres distance. Uncle Siva immediately went to the 
mechanic shop by walking. 
 
 Mr. Ali was standing alone with the bicycle on the road. Mr. Chong, 
who is Mr. Ali’s close friend arrived at the scene. Mr. Chong is a 
retired foreman. He said that he know how to fix a punctured tyre. 
 Thirty minutes later, Mr. Chong solved the problem but Uncle Siva 
was surprised when he saw the mechanic shop was closed. Uncle 
Siva came to the place where Mr. Ali was waiting for him. He 

thought that Mr. Ali solved the problem. So, he thanked Mr. Ali and 
rewarded him with some money. 
 
Without hesitation, Mr. Ali said to Uncle Siva what had actually 
happened when he was not here. When he heard this, he 
immediately went to Mr. Chong’s house and thanked him profusely 
and gave him some fruits and money. As the saying goes, united 
we stand, divided we fall. 
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The New Beginning 

 Writer: Sharaneshri Saravanan 
 Artist:  Sharaneshri Saravanan 

From:  Labuan International School 

Once there was a wise, old lion named Lino who ruled the animal 
kingdom. One fine evening, holding a cup of milk in his hands, 
moments before he went into his slumber, he recalled how his 
lovely and peaceful kingdom, Malaya has transformed over the 
years. 
Lino was ruling Malaya majestically with his trustworthy deputy, a 
young tiger named Reganio. Lino taught everything Reganio needs 
to know about  Malaya and its administration. Reganio was indeed 
a fine disciple. When the time came, Lino handed over his place to 
a better ruler and a much younger, Reganio. Reganio was 
exuberant. For the first few days, he was ruling Malaya just as how 
Lino had taught him. 
After a while, Reganio’s childhood friend, a snake named Scamiko 
came all the way from the Land of the Hornbill to meet him at the 
palace.“Hello my good friend”, hissed Scamiko, “I hope you’re in 
the pink of health. I have only one question for you ; Why do you 
follow the ways of that silly Lino, when you can rule Malaya in your 
own way?”. He continued, “Look at this great kingdom, there’s so 
much you can do as a leader. Just make me your loyal advisor and 
I’ll show you the way.”,while giving a mild chuckle. Before leaving, 
he said “I’ll give you two days to consider this opportunity.”  
  

Within months, the once great Malaya had become a pale shadow 
of its former self. The kingdom was ruled with injustice and 
unfairness; the people were suppressed and exploited 
cruelly.  Scamiko has successfully poisoned Reganio’s mind and 
has made him think he was invincible . Reganio has completely 
become a inconsiderate martinet who was so powerful that nobody 
could question Reganio nor Scamiko. 
Everyone was frantic with worry and was agitated with the way 
Malaya has transformed. Malaya is now being ruled by a vile 
person, poisoned by his odious friend. Every single animal had 
something to complaint about, but with a ruler like Reganio, nobody 
could even utter a word. When Lino heard about Reganio and 
Scamiko, he wanted to take action, but everyone warned him about 
their power and authority among the animals in Malaya. Therefore, 
the wise and percipient Lino seeked support and alliance amongst 
the rest of the animal kingdom . He was able to identify two rebels 
: a mouse deer named Mila and an eagle named Eranio who were 
already leading revolution to end the despotism of Malaya. 
The minds of the three of them brainstormed day after day in a little 
cave hidden in the depths of the forest. The shrewd Mila came up 
with a brilliant idea to unite all the provinces of Malaya. 
Semenanjung, The Land Below the Wind and the Land of the 
Hornbill, which is also the birthplace of Scamiko. It is indeed a 
Herculean task as all three provinces were separated by different 
cultures and languages. 
Eranio volunteered to take up this challenge. He set flight and 
headed for Land Below The Wind and subsequently to Land Of The 
Hornbill while Mila and Lino stayed to convince to other animals. 
It wasn’t easy for Eranio to convince the animals. He made 
strenuous efforts to persuade them making trips to every corner of 
the Lands and meeting all the animals. Alas, he managed to 
accomplish the mission as the animals supported them. He 
returned to Semenanjung with the good news. Mila and Lino 
strategized and planned their plan carefully for a perfect execution. 
The day after was Ruler Designation Day where the animals in the 
kingdom get to voice out their opinion on rulers. 
The following day, as planned, Lino made a grand entry to the royal 
palace and meet Reganio & Scamiko. He praised them about their 
ways of ruling and other words that eased them. The point of the 
plan was to outsmart Reganio but the biggest issue was Scamiko. 
He was always in the way. 
Meanwhile, Eranio silently ushered all animals in the whole 
kingdom to gather in front of the palace. When Eranio gives them a 
signal, they will do what they have been told to. Lino was successful 
in distracting Reganio and Scamiko that they forgot it was the Ruler 
Designation Day. They didn’t pay attention to what was happening 
outside the palace either. That’s where it all happens. On Eranio’s 
signal, the crowd screamed “ We want Lino! We want Lino!”, 
repeatedly. Next they screamed, “ We don’t want Reganio! We 

don’t want Scamiko!”, louder and louder. The subject of Malaya 
Kingdom have made their voice heard. 
Mila’s plan worked brilliantly. They have outsmarted them.They 
executed the plan perfectly that Reganio and Scamiko did not 
realize that it was the Ruler Designation Day nor did they realise 
the assembly of the entire Malaya Kingdom at the palace. 
Lino became the new ruler of Malaya Kingdom once 
again.  Immediately upon taking charge, Lino instructed, “As ruler I 
order  to banish Reganio and Scamiko from this kingdom outside 
the southern border of Malaya,” ordered Lino to the Chief Soldier. 
Everyone applauded for Lino’s decision. Before the soldier arrested 
Reganio, Lino told him,“ You may have been a fine disciple, but you 
weren’t as a ruler. You chose someone wicked to be your advisor 
just for the sake of power. I am very disappointed in you.” Reganio 
just stared at Lino and realised his predecessor’s disappointment 
in his eyes. 
Since Lino has been appointed as head of the kingdom, he 
acknowledged the unity in diversity amongst the Malaya. He also 
passed law that every citizen of Malaya should have freedom to 
express their opinion, must be given equal opportunity without 
prejudice and should maintain peace and justice at all time. He 
appointed Mila as his advisor and Eranio as the Chief Soldier. 
Lino’s decision was commendable. This is to display the unity in 
diversity ruling the kingdom.  
Proud of his achievement, Lino soon went into his slumber, thinking 
of tomorrow, his kingdom’s new beginning. 
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Nunuk R Agang 

 Writer: Adi Johan Abdullah 
 Artist:  Adi Johan Abdullah 

From:  Labuan International School 

Nunuk Ragang… this name has been given to a large fig tree that 
grew in the deep forest of Sabah, Malaysia. It has a few stories 
about it that have been passed down from generation to generation 
to describe where the race of Kadazan-Dusun started.  

The name of Kadazan-Dusun is a term assigned to the unification 
of the two native peoples in Sabah. These people are called 
“momogun”- the original people or “mamasok”- the indigenous 
people, who were a large population in Sabah, Malaysia.  

Back to the story of the big fig tree in the deep forest. It was said 
that, Nunuk Ragang was a place where our people of “momogun” 
started to evolve. Nunuk Ragang is a large red fig tree. People said 
that when you cut the leaves or scratch the bark of the tree, it would 
drip out red rubber instead of white rubber. That’s why the large red 
fig tree was given the name of “Nunuk Ragang”. This was the place 
of the first settlement of the “momogun people”. There are two 
versions of myths about the “momogun”. 

 

The first story is about a magic rooster. It was said that this magic 
rooster was living in the deep forest where the large red fig tree was 
located. One day, the magic rooster was digging for food in the soil. 
While it was digging, a man and a woman came out of the ground. 
In this story, the magic rooster fostered the humans and they lived 
together in the large red fig tree. Shortly after, the humans got 
married and had children. The magic rooster appointed the man to 
become the leader of the settlement. Years later, the population 
grew tremendously. Together, they built a longhouse near the large 
red fig tree to accommodate their people. Nearby their settlement, 
there were a few seperation of rivers flowing down from a mountain. 
The “momogun people” created farms near the river bank. For 
years, they lived in harmony with no troubles and issues. One day, 
most of the “momogun people” became ill and strated dying. They 
called it the “Ragang Tie”, for them it was a curse. Countless people 
died and the rest fled the cursed area. This is where the diversion 
of the “momogun people” happened, as they spread to the many 
regions of Sabah, Malaysia.  

The second myth is about a man called Aki Ragang. The story 
starts when Aki Ragang brought a few of the “momogun people” to 
explore the deep jungle. They built a settlement and named the 
house that they lived in the longhouse. For a generation, Aki 
Ragang lead the people and they lived in harmony. Aki Ragang 
started becoming older and weaker. He died soon after that. The 
people buried him on a hill nearby their village. Forty days after his 
burial, the people held a ceremony to remember the fallen leader, 
Aki Ragang. They found out that a tree grew at Aki Ragang’s grave. 
The next morning, one of the village settlers got a message from 
Aki Ragang in his dream. He said that in his dream, Aki Ragang 
wanted a few young adults to go out of the village and explore all 
over the land outside their settlement to protect their land from other 
invaders. So, seven young wariors in the village stepped out of the 
crowd and accepted the quest. Soon, they departed from the village 
and followed the different rivers, each using a raft to journey to  
using a raft to each of their new land. Some of them arrived at a 
distant bank in the middle of the jungle. These seven brave men 
had acquired their own land and started to make a settlement. They 
brought in their wives and families to the new land and protected 
the land as Aki Ragang had told them to.  Years after, from Aki 
Ragang’s grave there grew a large red fig tree. People said this 
large red fig tree was the first symbol of our ancestors in Sabah, 
Malaysia.  

 

The scientific explanation of how Kadazan-Dusun formed dates 
back to the pre-history of the second ice age that ended around 
12000 B.C. Our ancestors were believed to be among groups of 
people from mainland China. To be specific, the origin was either 
Yunnan or Mongolia. The term Kadazan-Dusun is not used to refer 
a specific name but to classify tribes with the similar cultural 
background in Sabah, Malaysia.  

In conclusion, races are just to classify us to a group of people. 
What we have to do is to remember where we came from based on 
history that has been pased down to us for generations. 

The moral of the story is to follow our roots to our ancestors’ path. 
It was believed that people used to live in peace and harmony 
without any hatred for each other. That is our heritage. 



 

 
 

22 

  

Unity Blooms The Nation   

 Writer: Janani Jsudass 
 Artist:  Thanushiya Jsudass 

From:  SK Pusat Bandar Puchong 2 

Malaysia is a beautiful home to millions of united people of all 
religions. Unity is important as it builds togetherness in the 
community, at our workplace, school and even at home.                   

The tolerance and cooperation in almost all aspects of the society 
has become a source of strength and wealth all through the 
country. When people of all races join together to work in an 
organization each of them will contribute their expertise and interest 
to ensure in achieving their company’s goal. Bahasa Melayu is the 
national language of Malaysia however many other dialects and 
languages are spoken by the citizens of Malaysia who are from 
different races and religions such as Malay, English, Tamil, 
Chinese, and Portuguese and so on. They exhibit to the world that 
Malaysians united as one big family in the nation. A foreigner who 
comes to Malaysia will be astonished to the fact that if he or she 
sees a Chinese is speaking in Tamil, A Indian is communicating in 
perfect Hokkien and Mandarin and more surprisingly  a Malay who 
is rapping in both Chinese and Tamil. Nothing can be portrayed 
unity in diversity better than this. 
We can never forget our forefathers who put aside their creed and 
identities and worked as Malaysians to gain independence from the 
British rulers. Leaders like Tunku Abdul Rahman, Tun V.T 
Sambanthan and Tun Tan Cheng Lock represented their race and 
united together as Malaysians in achieving freedom for this country. 
The darkest moment in our nation’s history where ethnic riot on 
13th May 1969 is a result of intolerance among inter racial which 
taught us the importance of living in harmony. Nation that has 
strong attachment amongst its people keeps social unrest at bay 
and helps to diffuse any racial tensions with ease. Besides that, this 
can boost our tourism industry. People of diverse culture, traditions, 
religions and costumes attract more tourists from all across the 
globe thus making Malaysia a popular tourist destination. It gives 
the uniqueness to the rich cultural heritage of Malaysia as well as 
become a model for multiracial society.  
Being united has also given rise to the great national integration 
characteristics to the country which has become the foundation of 
our strong and prosperous Malaysia. People living in various 
regions of Malaysia differ in their languages, festivals and 
traditions. During festive season, they share their food and customs 
that shows their own rich heritage. Malaysian food such as Malay 
delicacies like Nasi Lemak, Kuih lapis and Ais Kacang are for surely 
can be a reason why one would want to visit his or her Malay friend 
during Hari Raya. Where else, Chinese food which includes one of 
the famous and admired rice noodle soup, Char kuay teow and fried 
noodles. Then Indian cuisine includes roti canai, thosai, chapatti, 
idli and biryani rice. Food basically is the glue that sticks us together 
as citizen of Malaysia. 
Food is so much ingrained in our culture so much so that one of the 
way we greet our friends and family by ask “ Sudah Makan”. This 
way of expressing our resepects through food bring us  even closer  
In Malaysia, people of all religions worship in different ways 
following their own rituals and beliefs. Each race is free to perform 
their prayers without any restrictions and everybody respected and 
oblige to others belief.            

Our togetherness among all ethnics, this country has proven to 
world that   many great achievements can be attained   from 
infrastructures to human development, we have enjoying peace 
and harmony for many decades and will continue for more 
centuries to come.  
Every Malaysian must instil the value of being Malaysian first then 
their race second if this country wants to progress as a multiracial 
nation. 
  

Special 
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Of 'Idlis' And "Laddoos"   

 Writer: Amalea Balqis Binti Ahmad Badri 
Artist:  Farissya Airina Binti Mohammed 

Fairuzzaman 
From:  MAZ International School 

It was a bright and shiny day when the three friends were having 
lunch as usual which is a usual practice. The cheerful trio were from 
different backgrounds. Yet, they never allowed their differences in 
race, religion and beliefs thwart the tightness of their bond. Like 
birds of the same feather, they lived linked along the same row of 
terrace houses at Bandar Saujana Putra.  
Nediya, a malay girl with jet black hair and of petite height is a 
personality so humble, polite and sweet, to match her kuning 
langsat pretty complexion was the strongest among them all, ever- 
ready to sister them around, making sure everything was proper. 
Teesha's kohled almond shaped eyes and loose big curls 
resembled the carefree-yet-emotional Goddess Kali; she would 
never think twice to protect her friends fiercely. Beneath the “gung-
ho” exterior was a nurturing young lady, Ashlee, the darling among 
them all- light-hearted and chirpy. They were all in Form 5, finishing 
their high school education soon.  
 
 

 
 
After tuition one day, they were on their routine way heading back 
home. It was a starless night but the bright street lights helped them 
through. A distant bustle intrigued them; cars ad motorbikes were 
parked carelessly about and people seemed to make their quiet 
journey to the specific house. As suspected, they realised it was 
Teesha's grandmother's house as they stepped closer. Panic 
flooded Teesha as she scurried-half-ran towards the door- fearing 
the worst. Amama, her maternal grandmother, had had been ill 
constantly those days.  Her 90 years of age did little to hasten 
recovery of the acute asthma that haunted her. Nevertheless, only 
that morning, her ever-smiling energetic 'patti' (as Teesha, as well 
as Ashlee and Nediya had over the years learned to, lovingly call 
her) had made them their favourite idli (soft, rice flour cake) for 
breakfast; she had included coconut chutney with just one tomato 
and one chilly ground together and sautéed lightly in gingelly oil 
lightly (as Ashlee liked it) served hot in banana leaf laced individual 
silver tiffin-boxes- the top bottom layer of the 3 tiered-carrier always 
contained a special something for each of them. That morning it 
had been patti's favourite- laddoo, which they thought was odd, as 
they all got the same dish, and laddoo was not their utmost 
favourite. Patti rarely packed laddoos unless she made them 
herself (she prides herself as the best laddoo-maker) Whenever, 
she did, she would be seen having them delightfully, uttering 
occasionally through laddoo- puffed cheeks, “Life, my dear, has to 
be like this sweet laddoo of mine”. That always made them giggle 
and nudge her playfully. 
Numerous thoughts ran through Teesha's mind as she dashed 
passed the sombre crowd, penetrating the piled up strangers at the 
bottle neck of the front door.  
Her worst fear manifested before her in reality...  
Patti was gone. 
It made sense now. The laddoos were her goodbye-treat.  
Ashlee and Nediya caught Teesha just in time as her knees gave 
way as she slumped, her big brown eyes unbatting, still in shock.  
Before them was patti, looking serene in her usual all white saree- 
paler than usual, calm nonetheless. The red rose-jasmine garlands 
and flowers in red and yellow spread all over her seemed to 
metaphorise a life withered. The  grey smoke from countless 
agarbathis burned tear-exhausted eyes. Beyond patti's resting 
place, a narrow chestnut coffin laced with gold intricates, were her 
A3-sized framed photo of yesteryears when she was ten of years 
younger. It was placed between two-perfect-halves of a coconut 
behind anoil lamp that flickered now and then. Biles of sorrow 
gathered in Nediya's throat trying hard to stay strong for Teesha's 
sake; Ashlee who already knelt next to patti, looked tiny and 
drowned among the wave of older women wailing loudly  pouring 
their sorrow out of their hearts flooding the cramped living room.  
 

 
 
The redness of her flushed cheeks spread quick to the pinch of her 
button nose towards her shell like ears, as she sobbing- clearly 
devastated by patti's sudden demise. To her, patti was the 
grandmother she never had. Her perfectly spun palm sized 
pleasurable murukkus were the yee-sang during Chinese New 
Year reunions in her family. Her death marked the end of a family 
tradition.  
Teesha, seeing Ashlee's revocable sobs then, patted her 
shoulders, pointing the time on the clock. Aunty Lee would be 
waiting. She walked Ashlee and Nediya to the gate, where the male 
folks were gathered, heads hung meditatively, in silence. She 
hadn't taken in the inertia of the reality to ricochet tears yet.  
They walked away from the crowd, as far as the wailings were 
pacified by the night's darkness and the scent of frangipani- 
agarbathis were nulled by the strong February breeze. There, 
Teesha hung onto Nediya and Ashlee, crying torrents through the 
dark brims of her eyes while the honeyed taste of patti's laddoo was 
still like fresh coat of paint promising permanence, on her tongue. 
  

SECONDARY CATEGORY 
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Till We Meet Again   

 Writer: Navairasoomro 
 Artist:  Navairasoomro 

From:  MAZ International School 

“Malaysia is a country where a diversity of people have come united 
to form it,” said Clara as she recorded her vlog as the plane cruised 
its way to its bay. Clara was a Pakistani teenager who loved 
travelling and she was about to enter Malaysia to experience for 
herself if unity was ever possible amidst diversity.  
Clara walked out KLIA2 and hailed a taxi. The breeze carried with 
it the freshness myriads of plants offered; she took in the colours 
around her as she breathed in the cool air. 
At the comfortable hotel room she stowed away her luggage and 
put on her favourite Tom’s loafers to explore all she had seen 
enroute by foot. 
Her first stop was the renowned Pasar Seni, where there was the 
Pasar malam or night market. She ogled at the beautiful street 
ablaze with colourful stalls and people from all over the world who 
looked equally fascinated. Some stalls sold colourful Indian 
jewellery, while others had Persian, Chinese, Nyonya and even 
Turkish souvenirs; but what she was most excited for was the food. 
She headed to the local food stalls, floating through the aroma of 
spice, cheese and honey arriving where she sat and had the Indian, 
Chinese and Muslim food, thosai with dhall, iced longan drink and 
the meal was made complete with the sweetness of onde onde 
(greenish coconut balls with melted gula Melaka within). As she 

walked away happy, both heart and stomach full, she heard quick 
snickered and whiffed in fruity, flowery and peppery scents coming 
from all degrees from in and beyond stalls that concealed the 
market. 
She saw Malaysians in salwar and saris (a sight familiar to her back 
home) and in traditional outfits called “Baju Kurung” for ladies and 
“Baju Melayu” for men; these outfits, though appeared like the more 
comfortable versions of salwar kameez containing almost all the 
colours of the world. She was so delighted looking at this, when she 
caught glance of a  younger group, about her own age, in shorts, 
flip flops and pop coloured tees. They appeared like her own friends 
back home only that the language used among themselves 
appeared like a mixture of a few woven into English, with frequent 
“hor”s, “lah”s and “yessa”s . She headed back to the hotel after she 
had recorded all that on her IPhone X. 
It was already day three she had taken some rest on the second 
day and now she was on her way to Brickfields(little India). She was 
so surprised to see a colony of Indians at the heart of Kl city; it is 
almost impossible for Pakistanis to visit India the irony was, again 
she did not just see Indians but a lot of Malays and Chinese too, 
shopping and eating gaily-differences almost unnoticed- it felt like 
it was a routine for them. They appeared happy as they met and 
greeted common friends of all races without any inhibition, fear or 
prejudice. The fact that they either spoke in Malay or English 
amazed her as she only knew Urdu (widely used) and English 
(when travelling out). 
Her trip was finally over and; she sadly sat legs crossed in a 
meditative mode as she peered out the vast glass window at the 
constantly at-move tarmac, dotted with aircrafts,  blue-overalled-
workers, sky loaders, empty bridges and yellow vested engineers, 
as she held on her iPhone mouthing in the last sentence for the 
vlog “it was great experiencing the behaviour of many different 
people, tasting different tasty food, hearing different languages; 
offered to you effortlessly through seamless Malaysian hospitality 
which is universal,” the call to board came on. With a smirk on her 
lips and bewilderment in her eyes, she nodded at the lady who 
looked at her ticket, saying sweetly, “Jumpa lagi.” 
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A Burst of Colours   

 Writer: Raneen Bahau 
 Artist:  Raneen Bahau 

From:  MAZ International School 

Sarah wore a cozy crimson dress with her silky, slate , straight 
tresses tied up to a tight pony tail as she trotted down the firm 
thoroughfares of Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia where the spectacle of 
the sky was blocked by radiant , rouge Chinese lanterns. The rich , 
savoury smell of Chinese pineapple tarts danced under everyone s 
noses as at the horizon light faded into dawn making the sky seem 
a thousand shades of sepia evanescing into titian. 
It was the eve of Chinese New Year. Everyone, regardless their 
race or creed were invited, the vicinity was a cultural pot that fine 
evening. As dusk advanced it increased everyone s’ exhilaration as 
the school dismissal bell filled all students with joy. It was almost 
time for the firework show to commence. When the opportune 
moment arrived they discerned that the fireworks were misplaced. 
Everyone moaned as they thought the evening was abysmal. In a 
splint second, a young lady named Preetha, who came from an 
Indian family, thought of hanging up the iridescent Indian saris and 
shawls to give the hours of darkness a burst of colour.  
Everyone united together to go hang up the  shawls and introduce 
their own culture; Malaysians introduced ‘nasi-lemak’, Indians 
introduced ‘roti canai’ and Sarah introduced ‘fahsa’ from her 
country, Yemen. It was Chinese new year as well as cultural day to 
the citizens of Malaysia, China, India and many other countries, it 
was indeed an exceedingly mesmeric evening.  
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Lunch With Yu Yan   

 Writer: Aishath Hiyala Faiz 
 Artist:  Aishath Hiyala Faiz 

From:  MAZ International School 

It was Mai’s first day in these unfamiliar grounds. She was nervous. 
Specially to see all the unusual faces walking past her on the 
streets. 
 
Malaysia was more different than any other places she had been 
to. Mai was doubtful how it was, but as the sun faded and moon 
rose, she had the answer to her question eventually. Mai first 
headed to a local restaurant – “mamak” they called it – as she was 
uncontrollably famished for a noon meal. There, she came to find 
no table was left unoccupied. However, just as she was about to 
walk out, to find the nearest restaurant, Mai was greeted by a 
seemingly friendly Chinese lady who approached her. 
 
“Come eat with us!” she said. 
 
Mai was astonished- not only because the stranger seemed to be 
a single mother who was in the midst of feeding her three infants, 
but Mai was never used to people of other ethnic groups treating 
her so nicely. In her own country, she was always treated based on 
the colour of her skin; an appealing chocolate-like shade. 
Nevertheless, Mai sat across the lady - who introduced herself as 
“Yu Yan”- and her triplets for the next hour. 
 

They spent their time having meaningful conversations. Yu Yan 
explained to her all sorts of things like must-see tourist attractions 
in Malaysia; and hardships she had faced in the likes of being a 
single mother at such a young age. Mai was taken aback by how 
easy it was to make new friends of different faces and races in a 
place like Malaysia. It truly showed her that no one here judged a 
book by a cover. Further-more by being able to believe in 
acceptance of diversity rather than molding the future generation to 
be uncultured and discriminatory, Malaysians undoubtedly showed 
the meaning of “Unity in Diversity”. 
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Friendship   

 Writer: Haykeel Bin Mohammed Amin 
 Artist:  Sarah Harissa Shamsul Baharin 

From:  MAZ International School 

In the dense forest, where the leaves are forever green, the wild 
orchids are fully bloomed, rivers filled and food was abundant, 
coiled contently on old rattan tree filled to the pinch of its tail with 
the heartless meal of the week was Cik Hiss. Cik Hiss and Si 
Belang were best of friends. 
She was supposed to slither back home but she felt mischievous. 
She wanted to hut for the fun of it; she did not need more food for 
a whole week. That got Si Belang fuming. Cik Hiss went ahead; she 
coiled up little rabbits, laughing so they suffocated to death; and 
fought a mother wild boar -just for the fun of it but Cik Hiss went on 
and on, completely ignoring her friend. 
When the sun had settled down, in the west, the dark sudden drop 
in light had feeling suddenly scared because she could not see too 
well in the dark however Si Belang had a better vision.  
Cik Hiss said,“Hey buddy, let’s go home now; I feel unsafe”.  
Si Belang replied “No I’m not ready yet, our food is not enough, we 
need to find more and I’ve found one which is in front of our eyes, 
HAHAHA!” 
Cik Hiss was shocked. She instantly asked, her black beady eyes 
opened-wide,  “WHO?!” 
Si Belang said, “Not you, of course! It’s the one behind you.”  

When Cik Hiss spun to see, she saw a huge water buffalo . Just 
then, it pooped. Cik Hiss and Si Belang hid behind  bushes aghast 
with the stench. To irk Cik Hiss, Si Belang added,  “Well, it (the 
poop) smells alright. I suppose the master should have a healthy 
stomach. There! That’s my organic meal.”  
Cik Hiss, although disgusted, replied, “Yes,  I have to agree with 
you.” 
Just then, the water buffalo turned around and saw them.  
Cik Hiss froze for a second. The buffalo immediately charged at 
them, almost trampling her.  
Swiftly, Cik Hiss, the King Cobra, flung herself in the air and bit  the 
water buffalo which was larger than her tenfold near the hind. As 
the venom spread, numbed and killed the buffalo, Si Belang, the 
Malaysian tiger,  smiled happily at his loyal friend. He  would now 
have a very meaty dinner, thanks to his dear friend. Though 
different, they were always united as vile predator-friends, always 
up to mischiefs around the forest.  
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Togetherness    

 Writer: Nurazwa Binti Ahmad 
 Artist:  Aminath Yasna Tholal 

From:  MAZ International School 

 Back to 25 years ago, where everything was messed up. In Punje, 
a war started because everyone thought it was unfair that some 
people were wealthier than the others. People couldn’t accept that 
they looked better, ate better and slept well. It was a catastrophe 
that the grim war executed thousands of lives. Many people died 
continuously. As days went by, a young teenager, Amalea, came 
to Punje for a visit to witness the cruelty of war. 
 
As weeks passed, anxious Amalea confronted thousands of 
people. Amalea knew their language hence she spoke about 
understanding and accepting one another. People realized that 
they should have been more understanding towards one another. 
They wondered how it was like in Malaysia, where Amalea lived. 
Amalea told them that Malaysia was just the same as Punje, where 
initially people humiliated and turned-away from each other, but 
with education, exposure and experience, they changed. Amalea 
and her friends Amna and Sarah, the people from Punje worked 
together to educate people to make a difference in the society 
instead of lobbying  war and crime. 
 
A week after heir campaign, the people accepted and realized their 
short comings. They understood that  people should be accepted 

for who they are. No one is perfect, but if they could understand 
that, the world would really be a better place. Together, Punje’s 
people regretted the war and worked to understand people’s beauty 
from within. Together, Punje became peaceful and beautiful as it 
was before. It was all thanks for the cooperation of Punje’s people 
and Amalea, the proud Malaysian. 
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Our National Guardians     

 Writer: Anjushree Ratna Kumar 
 Artist:  Aishath Maisam Ali 

From:  MAZ International School 

On the 11th of September, a young officer joined the Malaysian 
immigration protection services, which vows to protect Malaysia 
from any international threats or terror attempts. This particular 
young officer went by the name of Hafiz. He was under the 
supervision of an older and much stricter officer. The name of his 
supervisor was Azul. The two officers had a variety of differences. 
Hafiz was laidback and appeared lazy, although in truth he would 
perform his duties righteously. Azul was strict and was very sharp 
when it came to his work. Little did they know how they would soon 
make a difference for their homeland, which they both cared for. 
 
It was a normal sunny day during the Hari Raya Holidays. Many 
people were either leaving or returning from home. It was a typical 
day at the airport. Azul hated Hafiz because he believed that Hafiz 
didn’t perform his duty as carefully as they had vowed to. A plane 
from abroad had just landed and the handful of passengers that 
travelled descended upon Malaysian land. Among them, a 
suspicious-looking couple arrived and headed towards the 
immigration counters. They seemed tense and their eyes were 
roving all over, as if they were trying to memorise every airport 
feature.  
 

Hafiz was the officer who inspected their passports and luggage. 
Due to his laid-back attitude, the couple began to relax. But Hafiz 
had noticed suspicious items in their baggage such as a number of 
phones, sim cards and white packets. Hafiz alerted his senior about 
this. Azul asked for further assistance and decided to detain the 
couple. They were then escorted to a private room for further 
inspection and questioning. Eventually, the officers uncovered 
traces of narcotics and explosives on the couple’s hands, along 
with several stolen phones, sim cards and passports. 
 
The guilty couple surrendered and admitted their plan to blow up a 
section of the terminal at the Kuala Lumpur International Airport. 
They confessed about their group targeting different airports 
around the world. The officers including Hafiz and Azul seized the 
items and threw the couple in jail and sent reports to alert other 
countries about the plan.  
 
Azul realised how he had underestimated Hafiz because of his 
laidback personality. Together, despite their different attitudes 
when performing their duty, these two officers had managed to 
rescue their beloved homeland from what might have been a major 
catastrophe which could have costed a lot of loss for everyone. 
From then on, Hafiz and Azul understood each other better and 
continued to work in a positive partnership. 
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Racism Doesn't Matter     

 Writer: Debbie Teoh Mun Yee 
 Artist:  Nur Ainin Sofiya 

From:  MAZ International School 
 For the first time, 12 year-old Chloe, wearing a floral shirt and 

shorts, was helping her father in his mechanic shop. She was really 
excited that she gobbled up her favourite breakfast meal quickly in 
the morning. Mei Lin, Chloe’s new friend, saw her rushing and 
curiously asked her what had happened. Chloe rapidly explained 
where she was headed but Mei Lin still didn’t understand her 
enthusiasm. After Chloe arrived at her father’s shop, she stared and 
touched everything in amazement. Even though she didn’t know 
anything about mechanics, she still enjoyed her day at the shop. 

  
“Finally, you’re back!” exclaimed Mei Lin after she saw Chloe 
coming out of her car. Chloe was exhausted but she still replied to 
Mei Lin as nicely as she could. At dinner, Mei Lin joined Chloe’s 
family to have a meal. Although Chloe was half-Indian (because of 
her father) and half-Chinese (because of her mother), she preferred 
to eat in the traditional Indian way, which was to eat by using her 
hands. Mei Lin was surprised and struggled to accept this as she 
sat at the dinner table. She thought about how embarrassed she 
would feel if she dined at restaurants with Chloe, and started to 
reconsider her new friendship. 

  
The next day, Mei Lin behaved weirdly around Chloe. She 
constantly avoided any interaction and Chloe knew something was 

wrong. In the afternoon, Chloe decided to confront Mei Lin. At first, 
Mei Lin kept quiet and insisted that everything was fine, but Chloe 
persisted and pushed her to spill everything out. Mei Lin finally 
couldn’t take the pressure and blurted out her story to Mei Lin. She 
explained how she was embarrassed about Chloe and her 
background with parents from different races. Chloe became really 
upset and tried to be understanding, but the two girls never spoke 
to each other again after that day. 

  
Many days after the incident, Mei Lin decided to go to the park. 
During her walk, she realised that many of the people she saw 
around her were like Chloe’s parents. People of different races 
were enjoying themselves on dates, having picnics and playing 
games. Mei Lin saw how they natural it was and realised how wrong 
she had been towards Chloe and her family. She decided to 
apologise. After some time, she finally had the courage to go and 
see Chloe. She pressed the doorbell nervously, and Chloe opened 
the door. “I’m sorry Chloe, about all the things I said to you when 
we last saw each other. I was very shallow and didn’t know any 
better. Please forgive me,” cried Mei Lin. Chloe nodded her head 
and hugged her. “I forgive you,” whispered Chloe to Mei Lin’s ear.  
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Malaysia: An Unified Land     

 Writer: Harith Jsudass 
 Artist:  Harith Jsudass 

From:  MAZ International School 

Malaysia is an extraordinarily beautiful country with a myriad of 
different races. It is home to a melting pot of traditions, cultures and 
heritage. Thanks to its’ multiracial community which has been living 
peacefully for many decades. This country has been prosperous 
and success and on routing towards a developing nation. Unity 
amongst the races is the building block of this blessed country and 
the reason of success stories of Malaysia. 
The struggle to acquire independence from the colonial powers was 
a tough one. It was a join effort by many people of all races and 
religions in Malaysia. The struggle for independence substantiates 
that the concept of unity in diversity is really the glue that binds us, 
fellow Malaysians together under one flag. 
Diversity in the country has given birth to a lot of new cultures and 
traditions one good example is Baba Nyonya community where is 
the result of cross marriage of two kingdoms in the past. The 
integration of races did not stop there , it more prevalent  in sharing 
the local cuisine around the country. For example, the famous nasi 
lemak which is a Malay dish which is a favorite dish of all 
Malaysians, the Indian roti canai provided around the clock and 
char kuey teow a Chinese cookery that is also prepared in Malay 
style in Malay eatery. Nothing else can best describe unity then this. 

Food in our country is more than just dishes. It is a symbol of 
togetherness   and how Malaysians are bonded through food. 
 Bahasa melayu being the official language of Malaysia is spoken 
and taught in National schools. The Malay language has strong 
influence of other languages like English, Tamil, Mandarin, Arab. 
Our daily conversation is filled with so unique way of expressing 
our feelings and emotions i.e ‘Aiyo’, ‘Lah’ are the good examples of 
it, as it come from other races. Words from other races are used 
interchangeably by another race in their daily conversation. The 
word “Macha” originated from Tamil is used by other races when 
addressing their friends. .Most of us even combines multiple 
languages from different races and communities when speaking to 
each other. This is most prevalent in local food stalls where people 
speak the local lingo. Malay, English, Tamil or even Chinese all 
mashed up and makes the conversation even more interesting and 
it creates the harmonious environment when languages are made 
“rojak’. 
Diversity teaches the value of tolerance, acceptance and harmony. 
Different cultures have different beliefs and different festivals to 
celebrate. It will widen our knowledge of a culture and therefore, 
will teach us to appreciate our differences and accept the racial and 
cultural beliefs between us. For example, Muslims will fast for the 
whole Ramadan month and by understanding this, we can respect 
those who have to fast by having courtesy of not eating or drinking 
around them .During festive seasons, such as Chinese New Year, 
Diwali and Hari Raya Puasa, Malaysians from all races and 
traditions unite and celebrate together as one.    
Finally, diversity is a source of revenue for this country.  Tourism is 
multimillion industries. Our diverse culture is one of the main pulling 
factor for tourist to Malaysia. This is so because many d varieties 
of festivities and places of worship where they hold their rituals and 
religious events. For example, during Thaipusam, it attracts tourist 
where people from all around the world visit the site to catch event 
of Thaipusam which occurs every year. It is only possible to 
experience events such as this without any clashes or chaos where 
through understanding and unity in diversity we benefit from this as 
our country’s economy.  
Diversity in a society or country has its own uniqueness which 
makes us different from the rest of our neighboring countries. We 
are the envy of neighbors when it comes to unity and because of 
the harmony and prosperity we have been enjoying even before 
independence of this country. Here diversity doesn’t divide us but 
it is the key factor in uniting us under one flag.  We are not Malays, 
Chinese, Indians, Ibans ,Kadazans or whatever our identify card 
may say, We are Malaysians, we will play our role in retaining and 
inculcating unity in all of us. United we stand divide we fall.  

Special 
Award 
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Holiday Trip to A Town     

 Writer: Tiew Jin Yu 
 Artist:  Tan Jet Wynn 

From:  SMK Seksyen 3, Bandar Kinrara 
Unity In Diversity . This theme really reminds me some of the exotic 
quotes from celebraties all over the spherical and majestic place 
called Earth . When I talked about quotes please do not stop me as 
I will be talk about it none stop . Sometimes , when everyone is 
doing their things and a few of us are noiseless as we can even 
hear the sound of feather falling on to the ground . After that I will 
start the conversation by talking about some new quotes that 
people posted in Google . We talked about it because we want to 
ameliorate our English essays . Of all that , I can finally reveal the 
quotes . But I will only be talking about 2 of them otherwise I will not 
stop . First of all it is We All Can Work But ; Together We Win . This 
quote is all about unity and also teamwork .  So the next one is The 
Art Of Thinking Independently Together , this is about diversity . 
These few quotes are the ones that strengthen my heart and also 
my mind . Other than strengthening myself , it has also helped me 
to befriend with people of different races . This is the major point of 
this theme. 
In fact , this issue is like a hot potato  because it has been talked 
by teenagers and also parents while eating or working . But, 
although they always talk about it they do not take any action .Let's 
get in to the big issue here , Unity In Diversity is a phrase that 

involves any religions for example , Malays , India , Chinese and so 
on to work together as a team . If a place country do not look at 
their races and help out each other it will be perfect and so called 
indestructible by other places even though it is just a small town .So 
I am saying is do not ever ignore this serious matter . Next thing 
coming up is about the story and things that I have learnt last 
holiday. 
One magnificent holiday awoke my inner heart. I was pretty 
exhilarated by my father because he said that we were going to 
mysterious place that made me wanted to know that so badly and 
the day had finally come . I woke up twice earlier than my whole 
family and I could not even sleep that day because of that 
mysterious place that father had told me  In fact , I just went to pack 
my bags and also every thing that I needed for the trip . At that 
millisecond , my mind was meticulously organized but my bedroom 
was totally opposite of it and I am the type of person who do not 
like to see something messed up even my table even though it was 
not made by me. My movement was like the speed of light picking 
up all the laundry from the floor and also tidying up everything . 
While I was tidying my brother just said one thing “ Thanks ” . 
Fortunately I am the guy who is nice to siblings . After the high pitch 
voice sang by me and everyone in the house woke up . After 10 
minutes every single person has packed their bag and baggage . 
They were fully prepared and sitting on the car prepared to move 
out .After 1 hour of driving , we finally reached the airport and we 
rapidly checked in all of our things . Then we dash in to the plane 
and find our seats with a bolt speed . The flight to Sabah is about 2 
hours and we were obviously going to sleep for that time . Before 
that my dad told me that I should discover the culture and what 
language they used while speaking in a conversation . I did not take 
it as a joke instead I took it earnestly . 
After 2 hours , we finally reached there and my younger brother and 
I were glad that I reached there safe and sound . When we arrived 
there , my dad with a serious face asked me “ Did you realized 
something different from Kuala Lumpur and Sabah ? ” . I said that 
I was sleeping the whole time and how I should I know . My dad 
say I will realized it in a short while . We took our bags at the so 
called LOCKER and I was still thinking of the question my dad 
asked me . While we were marching to the section to get our 
baggage . After getting our baggage we live the house we went on 
the car we rent and the first day we went to a place called 
Kundasang but it was a bit far because it was like about 4 hours 
from our hotel. Surprisingly I know what is the difference . The cars 
there were not as many as Kuala Lumpur  but there were mosques, 
churches and temples.  
So , all in all we should know that even a town like Sabah would 
make it with unity in diversity . This shows that people from different 
races can also work together and build a harmonious world. It can 
also help improve our economy. We can do it ! 
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A Beautiful Mess    

 Writer: Ruth Keziah Wong 
 Artist:  Tan Jet Wynn 

From:  SMK Seksyen 3, Bandar Kinrara 
Maybe it would be different this time. Perhaps I should listen to my 
grandma although I feel anxious about whether the same thing 
would happen again. I believe it’s time to try again. “Are you ready 
to leave?” Worriedly, I answered while putting on my socks with a 
yes. I really hope college would be different than how it was in 
primary school. Getting in the car and having my mother drive me 
to campus gave me a sense of familiarity as the first day of primary. 
As my mother kept driving to campus, it had me feeling anxious as 
first of all, this is the first day of college and second of all, I have 
never mixed with anyone around my age group or anyone in that 
matter in a long time except my family as I have been 
homeschooled since I was seven years old and it’s all because of 
that one incident. 
It was the first day of primary school. I had hoped that everything 
was going to be alright despite the fact that I was just seven years 
old and was going to be all alone as I obviously did not know 
anyone there. My mother walked me all the way to my assigned 
classroom and the teacher was already in the classroom, so my 
mother left me to work as I settled down in my classroom. 
Everything was just pleasant. The teacher, Miss Clarice who was a 
kind decent middle aged woman asked us to introduce ourselves 
as she informed us to say our names, race and the favourite thing 

we liked to eat. I put on a smiling face to appear as a cheerful child 
who was looking for friends. As everyone was introducing 
themselves, it was finally my turn. “Good morning everyone. My 
name is Karen and I’m half Chinese and half Indian, and my 
favourite food is chicken nuggets.” I sat back down and I felt good 
about everything. 
After an hour, Miss Clarice left us to interact with one another. I felt 
hopeful that I would make some decent friends. I went up to a group 
of children in my class who had formed their own circle and they 
were having a conversation. At first I greeted them and they treated 
me well, so I joined them. After a while, they asked me quite a 
number of questions as they didn’t know the existence of mixed 
race people. “Since you are half Chinese, can you speak 
mandarin?” I said I couldn’t. Followed by another question, “Can 
you speak Tamil then?”. Yet again I said no. “Then you shouldn’t 
even call yourself Chinese or Indian if you can’t even speak the 
language.” Everyone in that circle practically kept telling me how 
ashamed I should feel to not even know any of those languages, 
and as a fragile seven year old, I cried and walked out of class 
alone. After a while, I came back and they told the whole class 
about me. I believe it was the childish behaviour of everyone 
making fun of someone else but obviously it hurt me. I went home 
that day crying to my parents about how I got bullied on my first day 
and how I never wanted to go back there. They agreed as they 
hated to see me cry so hard over it. Which is why I got 
homeschooled although my grandmother was always against it. 
My grandmother told me so much about how she used to have multi 
racial friends with no chaos during her schooling life and how much 
she wanted me to have those kind of friends as it was fun. 
According to her, the most beautiful thing about living in such a 
diverse country is that we are able to mix with people of different 
traditions and we would always be united. She always reminisces 
one particular season which is the celebration season of every 
race. “Festive seasons such as Hari Raya, Chinese New Year and 
Deepavali are the most meaningful times for me as I used to get 
invited to my friends houses to celebrate even though we might not 
be of the same race or religion. Everyone would get along so well 
with no sense of differentiation among each other and it’s truly 
beautiful.” I thought I would never have those kind of memories as 
I had no friends like hers. 
“Are you ready?”, my mother asked as we’ve reached campus and 
I nodded. As I got out of the car, I saw my mom driving off as she 
needed to go to work which meant I had to find out where to go by 
myself. I asked the people at the information counter to help me get 
to lecture room number 5. They greeted me with a big warm smile 
which made me already feel welcomed. As I took a seat in the 
lecture room, class was going to begin. Just my luck that my 
lecturer asked us to get into groups of six. I had the rush of 
anxiousness as this all felt too similar. There was a group that 
needed just one more person and they were gesturing for me to 

join them. I did as asked. We all started talking and getting along 
even though we didn’t even know our names and also after we 
introduced ourselves, and from then I started thinking, maybe I just 
had the wrong perception of people and I realised how wrong I was 
about people as like my grandmother said, “We live in a country 
with unity in diversity where everyone is friendly.”. It was just 
because of that one group of children that made me think 
otherwise. Maybe I needed to go through that in order to fully 
appreciate it now that we’re so blessed to live in such a beautiful 
country like Malaysia. As for now, I’m genuinely proud that we live 
in such a diverse country with such unity. 
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A flower Journey    

 Writer: Muhammad Shahrizal Bin Effendy 
 Artist:  Tay Pen Pen 

From:  SMK Seksyen 3, Bandar Kinrara 
The flowers are still beautiful as before. The ever-present creaking 
sound of the swing filled the air. An old woman laid there on the 
swing, surrounded by a bunch of children. A little boy, who can’t be 
older than seven, childishly say, “Grandma, tell us the story when 

you were a kid again, quickly!”. The rest of the children hurriedly 
nodded and say the same thing. The old woman laughed lightly at 
her grandchildren’s behaviour. She then began to tell her story. 
Almost immediately, the children and the old woman were so 
engrossed in the story- telling that they didn’t notice a faint figure 
waving at them from afar who then start to approach them… 
I was born in 1932 in Terengganu, Malaysia. Back then, it wasn’t 
even called Malaysia. It was known as Malaya. My parents were 
immigrants from China who was brought in by the British with hopes 
of getting job with decent salary. However, they were tricked by the 
middleman who promised great salary and food but instead they 
were forced to pay the fee for their transport from China to Malay 
Land and the place where they stay. They were treated poorly by 
the British, and some local Malays also dislike them since they 
thought that the immigrants are stealing their jobs. 
My parents met each other at the mine they work. They married 
each other and a couple of years later I was born. They named me 
Ning Hua and often called me Xiao Hua which means little flower 
in Mandarin. We are one of the few Chinese families living in a 
Malay village since the mine where my parents worked are located 
near there. As a child, I always played alone since other kids are 
mostly Malay and don’t want to play with me since we were 
different. Until one day, “Would you like to play hide and seek with 
us?”, asked a Malay girl who was followed by a little Malay boy. 
Ever since then, I never played by myself anymore. 
The girl’s name was Amirah and the little boy was her little brother 
who was called Amir. The three of us always played together in a 
little field near their school. It was a bit unfortunate that we went to 
different school but I also have friends at my school.  
We always gathered there after school. They also brought me to 
their home. Their parents were very kind to me and  gave  me  
delicious  food  when  I  came  over.  They  also invited me to their 
house during celebrations like Hari Raya. Hari Raya is a festival 
where they celebrates after a month of fasting. In return, I invited 
them to my house during Chinese New Year and gave them 
mandarins and red envelops in exchange for letting me taste 
‘Rendang’ and giving me green envelopes. 
Sadly, the peaceful days were soon over. When I was ten, the 
Japanese Army invaded Malaya under the pretext of Asia for Asia 
and defeated the British Government. At first, the Malays who 
supported them were jubilant and thought their country’s 
independence are just around the corner. However, that hopes was 
shattered when the Japanese Army finally showed their true 
colours. They treated all of us much worse than the British. Some 
Malays were even hunted for supporting the British in the war like 
the heroic Leftenant Adnan’s family. 
The Chinese suffered worse than the Malays and the Indians. The 
Chinese were in a war with the Japanese and although my family 
had never supported them, we were treated coldly by the Japanese 
soldiers. The Malays and the Indians avoided us like a plague in 

fear of offending the Japanese. The other Chinese families also 
deserted us since we had not showed  any  support  for  our  
faraway  relatives.  I  always  felt lonely and scared that the 
Japanese soldiers will killed us all since many Chinese were killed 
already. My own school was closed down by force. Amir and 
Amirah’s parents also forbade them from playing with me in fear for 
their own safety but we still sometimes sneakily played together in 
secret places. 
After three years of suffering, we were finally free from the tyranny 
of the Japanese Army. The British took control once again but this 
time, many people are fighting for our country’s independence 
regardless of ethnic  differences.  A group of communist tried to 
launch a revolution to take over Malaya but was  unsuccessful.  The 
Malays, Indians and Chinese who wanted true independence 
worked together despite the racial conflicts. Finally, when I was 
twenty-five, my country was finally free from foreign occupation  
and become an independent nation. 
A decade later, racial conflicts began once again. I joined a political 
party with hopes to create a nation where all races live in harmony, 
where all cultures were respected and the people were united. After 
years of hard work, the seed that had been laid finally bloomed into 
flowers. Now, all races are equal and we are all proud citizens of 
Malaysia, a united and strong independent nation. 
Ning Hua looked at her grandchildren, some has fallen asleep and 
some listened intently at her story. Her eldest grandchild, a thirteen 
years old boy, couldn’t help but asked, “What happened to your 
friends, grandma? Amir and Amirah?”, A voice rang over, “They 
have their own families and life but they never forget their best 
friend and they are still best friends with each other until this date.”. 
There’s an old man pushing an old woman in a wheelchair. Ning 
Hua smiled when she saw her best friends, whom stayed with her 
despite the passages of time. When a flower blooms, the day it 
wilted will came in the end but Ning Hua felt that her life was very 
fulfilling with friends that support each other and helped her to find 
unity in diversity. 
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A Merdeka To Remember    

 Writer: Siti Ulfah Sofia 
 Artist:  Safia Zuhaira binti Zulhazmi 

From:  SMK Seksyen 3, Bandar Kinrara 
We ran as fast as the wind but still, the black ghostly figure kept 
chasing us. We had to outrun him. As I led my friends, James and 
Cass, short for Cassandra, through dark rooms and ruins, hoping 
to confuse the black ghost of this haunted castle. I should have 

known something smelled _shy the moment we stepped our feet 
into this castle ground. I could feel the cold night air as we ran 
through shadowed corridors and through the big courtyard. 
‘Farah’ Janice whined, her boney fingers shaking my arm. 
‘Please’ she continued pleading, ‘Divya !’ I called out as soon as I 
saw her striding her way to where Janice and I were. She chuckled 
at the sight of Janice shaking the life out of me. ‘You should 
probably say yes before your arm falls off!’ Divya exclaimed. 
Unbelievable, she’s not on my side. ‘I can’t sing, so really I’m not 
the best candidate for choir’ I protested. ‘In the spirit of Merdeka, 
our performance will symbolize an urge for the unity our country 
dreams of having. It’s more than just a choir Farah’ Janice spilled 
out with a sigh. She was ardent about performing. She has always 
believed that performing was more than just being in the spotlight, 
that a good performance was one that had meaning, and one that 
had a message to be sent. She rose gracefully from the bench, 
eyes examining the expression on my face. I shook my head, 
knowing she would understand. Later in chemistry, Mrs. Zainab’s 
monotonous balderdash had me yawning. ‘Ash and TK are so 
lucky, they’re probably eating fried noodles in the music room right 
now’ Gavin shrugged. His face lit up as he turned to face me and I 
knew exactly what he was thinking. ‘No’ I cut him off before he could 
say anything. But knowing Gavin, I knew I couldnt stop him. 
‘I’m so glad you decided to join choir !’ Janice beamed. ‘Yeah’ I 
responded trying my best to brush off the fact that I did not decide 
to join choir, but was literally dragged by Gavin to the music room. 
Nobody is on my side, I thought to myself. ‘We should get started 
right ?’ Gavin asked with too much enthusiasm evident in his tone. 
I looked at him in disbelief. Unbelievable. I dragged my feet towards 
the group. Ash,TK and a few others were there too. I could see why 
Janice so desperately wanted me to join, the malay students were 
outnumbered by the students of other races. Where were all the 
other malay kids? If we were the majority in school, we should be 
the ones outnumbering. But that was not the case here, no, we 
have not achieved unity. If we had, there would be more of us, there 
would be more than three malay students representing the malay 
race, there would be more than all 19 of us. Janice was right, the 
unity our country dreams of having must be urged, and that was 
what we were supposed to do. 
Over the last few days we were able to gather 11 more students. A 
hyperventilating Divya was standing in the doorway with a grin 
plastered on her face on Wednesday morning. ‘If you’re on a coffee 
high, sit down.’ I instructed jokingly. ‘I have a brilliant idea and I was 
up all night picturing it.’ She paused for a moment to make sure 
everyone was listening. ‘We should dance ! The “zapin”, umbrella 
dance, we could dance like in the bollywood movies as well. 
Donning colourful sari, kebaya, cheongsam, sarong, you name it. 
It’ll be like a culture festival right here in our school. We can even 
throw jasmine in the air while we dance instead of throwing 
pigments like the ones for Holi. We can start right now.’ Divya 

announced with adrenaline rushing through her, she was practically 
radiating with excitement. The room however, was pin drop silent 
with doubts. ‘Do we have enough time to execute that ? Most of us 
have two left feet’ Gavin articulated carefully, trying his best not to 
belittle Divya’s idea. ‘We can’ Janice answered, breaking the 
silence that had begun to wash over the room again. ‘And we will’ I 
added on looking at everyone. 
Slowly, their faces lit up to the idea, and that was when we were 
truly united. 
The bright blue Friday sky was clear without a hint of fluff in the sky. 
Its was mid-August, and after weeks of tripping over each others 
feet, it was finally the day of the performance. My heart was 
thumping erratically with every step I took to the stage. Sweat was 
dripping down my back like rain and the heat was not helping either. 
I felt like throwing up or fainting, whichever happens first. There 
were about a thousand pairs of eyes staring at us on the stage and 
it felt like the stares could burn me to the core. It was nerve 
wrecking. Divya reached for my hand and so did Janice, they 
nodded reassuringly and I knew that whatever it was, whether I 
fainted or threw up, they would always have my back. I could see 
the colourful umbrella Janice was holding, and the bell cuffs that 
wrapped Divya’s ankles. I heard the first few notes of the song 
being played, and I knew the performance had begun. 
Divya leaped in front of me as jasmines were being thrown in the 
air, Janice twirled gracefully starting her solo umbrella dance. The 
stomping of our feet , humming of our voices and fluid-like 
movement complimented her steps. With a change in the rhythm 
our dance evolved off the stage and we were dancing among the 
crowd, twirling between rows of classes that were holding up 
individual ‘Jalur Gemilang’s’ in the air. My visage blurred in 
response to the speed of our steps and the next thing I knew, I was 
panting in my last position on the stage. To my disbelief, everyone 
was on their feet applauding, cheering, whistling and some were 
even jumping, unable to contain their excitement that had build up 
throughout the performance. Delicate jasmines were scattered on 
the ground and as Gavin took center stage to lead the celebrated 
‘Merdeka’ chant, I could see the tears of joy pooling in Janice’s 
eyes. At the very last cry that echoed throughout the school, I was 
overwhelmed by a profound feeling that had washed over Janice 
as well. This would definitely be a Merdeka to remember. 
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An Eye Opener   

 Writer: Nurliyana Tihani Binti Zaid 
 Artist:  Ilyia' Yasmin Binti Mohd Halim 

From:  SMK Seksyen 3, Bandar Kinrara 
Sorry, I haven’t written for ages, but there’s been nothing good 
going on... until now...Remember I took part in an initiative last 
month at catering college, where I got to know people from other 
countries and exchange recipes? Well, Ali was one of them and is 
from Malaysia. The Summer we were promised isn’t going to 
appear and I’d really like to see Ali, so guess what? I’m going to 
Malaysia to see him! He’s promised me a culinary adventure and 
says the food in his country’s the best in the world. Everyone says 
that don’t they? Well, we’ll see then! I’ve done some research and 
booked a ticket, I’m so excited!!  
Wearing her pyjamas, she slices the lemon into half before 
squeezing the juice out into her glass filled with a spoonful of honey. 
She sat down on the sofa placed in front of her 90-inches wide TV 
and took a sip of her honey lemon drink while switching on the TV. 
As soon as she heard the news that was read by the news carter, 
her body stiffen. In anger, she switched the TV off. The news was 
about how Malaysia have proved that uniting different races in one 
country is possible. Celestine never agrees with the statement that 
uniting people with different beliefs will help the country into a 
brighter future. To her, different minds can never be under the same 
roof, they will debate among themselves to prove that theirs’ 

believes are better. When there is conflict around, how does that 
help in making any improvement? 
In her car, she turned the radio up. “.....teen girl lost her life. She 
was on her way back from class to her apartment when she was 
attacked by a man, raped and killed cruelly. To 
all the girls, ladies and women out there, please have someone to 
accompany you especially at dawn or midnight. Safety first. you 
might just lose your life in a matter of second” Indians. The first 
word that  came up to Celestine’s mind as DJ continues. Tears 
filling up as she listens to the heart-breaking story. This is why we 
should not have different beliefs in this country. These people have 
done nothing other than destroying the people in the country. 
Celestine speeds up her car and tuned down the radio, she prayed 
and cried for the beautiful girl who did not have the chance to 
continue her life. 
Celestine ignored the guard who greeted her and rushed into her 
office room. A sticky note was found pasted on her computer 
screen, “work well princess”. The familiar scribbling. It was Adam’s. 
Her mouth stretched forming the biggest smile. Whose heart would 
not melt getting notes from the most good looking guy of the 
department? Definitely not Celestine’s. She kept the notes in her 
drawer as usual when a soft knocked was heard. Celestine frowns. 
She was expecting Adam. “Oh, I am sorry Miss Celestine but there 
is a sudden meeting so you need to sign this file” Raju apologises 
with his head hung low. Celestine nodded her head. Limiting her 
interactions with Raju, the Indian co-workers. 
Focusing too hard doing her paper works, Celestine was not aware 
that it was already half an hour before midnight. Reminded by the 
incident, she packed her belongings in a flash and ran her way 
down to the parking lot. The light was dimmed and you could hear 
a pin drop. Shivers went down her spine. She walked fast towards 
her car that was parked at the darkest corner. Realising her 
mistake, she cursed under her breath. A few more steps before 
reaching her car, a strong arm grabbed her. Celestine lets out a 
small shriek, she tried to pull herself but he gripped her wrist tighter. 
Celestine dropped herself on the floor and screamed for help in a 
high-pitched voice. “Shut up or you will be dead” he said as she 
pleaded the man to let her go. 
The man stopped and pulled his mask down. Celestine’s eyes grew 
big. The man who was pulling her without mercy was her boyfriend, 
Adam. He was laughing, “You were such an easy catch. All I need 
to do was make you a racist and gave you cute little notes. Those 
simple moves and you fell head over heels for me. If only you trust 
Raju, you might have saved yourself but poor little girl, you chose 
me.” Adam continues taking her to where they will be hidden from 
any security cameras. Tears rolled down Celestine’s cheeks as he 
tried rip off her blouse. She almost gave up but then she could not 
feel Adam’s hands on her body. Adam was being beaten up by 
Raju. The security guard she ignored this morning was there too. 
They were helping her despite her bad treatments towards them. 

Adam was caught. It was him all along who raped and killed those 
poor girls. Guilt filled in Celestine. She had been titling Raju and the 
others as the bad guys instead of Adam. “Are you okay?” Raju 
asked while giving her his coat to cover her exposed upper body. “I 
am okay, are you? “, Raju smiled 
and nodded his head. Celestine reached for his sleeve stopping 
him from walking away. “I am sorry for treating you badly for the 
past few years. I have broke my promises. I left. We became 
strangers” Raju flashes her a smile, “We all made mistake, it is all 
fine.” 
Tonight was Celestine’s eye opener. His help showed her that 
having differences does not mean you can never make amends 
with the dissimilarity each of us possessed. Adam blocked her sight 
form noticing all the hands that once offered her their help. They 
were those who does not share anything with her other than the 
country. Her Chinese friends, they taught her their cultures. Her 
Indians friend, tailored a sari for her as her birthday gift. Her 
neighbours, they helped her on the day she moved in even though 
they never shared any talks with one another. The people who 
rushed her to the hospital when she passed out in the middle of 
nowhere. All the memories came flooding in her mind. Celestine 
cries out of regret. She should have gave others the chance and try 
to know them. 
After the incident that could killed her, Celestine starts to gain more 
knowledge about all the races in the country. All cultures they have. 
She starts to be more social with everyone. That night, she learned 
we do not unite because we have similarity in something but 
because we choose to accept all of the differences. We, 
Malaysians. 
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An Unforgettable Stay at Grandpa's   

 Writer: Ibtisam Binti Ishak 
 Artist:  Wan Noorafiqah  
              Binti Wan Abdillah 

From:  SMK Seksyen 3,  
             Bandar Kinrara 

A taxi arrived at a modest terraced house. Daniel Wei, stepped out 
from the taxi and took out his luggage. He had flown to Malaysia to 
visit his grandfather for the holiday. He was quite a stranger to 
Malaysia. Given the fact that he had lived in Manchester since he 
learnt how to walk. Standing in front of the house, Daniel pressed 
the doorbell. The Filipino caregiver, Joanna opened the gates and 
let him in. As Daniel entered the house, he saw Grandpa Cheng 
slumped in his wheelchair in the living room. The old man was in 
his late seventies and has been suffering from diabetes which 
made him require insulin injections every day. When Grandpa 
Cheng’s eyes fell upon Daniel, he broke into a broad smile and 
straightened up his back. “Daniel, I have been waiting the whole 
day. Oh, you have grown so much! The last time I saw you, you 
were only twelve,” said Grandpa Cheng. Guilt swept over Daniel in 
waves as he realized that he should have find more time to visit his 
own grandpa more often. 
Shortly after Daniel finished unpacking his clothes, the doorbell 
rang. He opened the door and saw a Malay woman waiting in front 
of the gates. She introduced herself as Puan Normah, Grandpa 

Cheng’s neighbor. She gave him a plastic bag of food that Daniel 
was not familiar with. He thanked her and went back inside. Joanna 
informed him that Puan Normah is a homemaker who sometimes 
cooked food for Grandpa Cheng to cheer him up. Daniel opened 
the containers and the aromatic smell of nasi lemak and spicy red 
sambal filled the household. He enjoyed the appetizing dish for the 
first time together with Grandpa Cheng. In the afternoon, Grandpa 
Cheng wanted to have some fresh air outside. Joanna asked Daniel 
to take him for a stroll at the neighbourhood’s park while she 
prepared dinner. Daniel pushed his grandpa’s wheelchair gently 
and strolled around the park. Many joggers came by and greeted 
Grandpa Cheng. He replied warmly to each of them. Out of 
nowhere, he confessed to Daniel personally that he was very 
grateful for Daniel’s presence. Daniel’s heart shattered. Tears 
pooled in his eyes however none escaped from his eyelids. 
Later that week, Grandpa Cheng was scheduled for a doctor’s 
appointment at a nearby hospital. Daniel suggested going there by 
taxi but Grandpa Cheng said that his friend would pick them up. 
Soon, Uncle Darshan, an Indian man in his late fifties turned up at 
their house. Grandpa Cheng told Daniel that Uncle Darshan had 
been accompanying him to the hospital as Uncle Darshan had free 
time for he was already retired from working as a teacher. Daniel 
was astounded with Uncle Darshan’s willingness and patience in 
helping Grandpa Cheng. 
At the hospital, Daniel listened attentively to Doctor Clarice's 
explanation about his grandpa’s condition. The Sarawakian doctor 
was very thorough and patient when talking to Grandpa Cheng and 
Daniel. He thanked Doctor Clarice and bought the medications. He 
was very impressed with the service the hospital had given. When 
they reached the parking lot, Uncle Darshan was ready to take 
them home. On the way back, Uncle Darshan told Daniel how he 
had been his grandpa’s friend for almost twenty years. He pitied 
Grandpa Cheng who only has a caregiver by his side. Daniel 
explained that his parents could only send money to Grandpa 
Cheng every month as they were very occupied with their work. He 
added that not a day goes by without his parents worrying for 
Grandpa Cheng. He appreciated Uncle Darshan's sincerity in 
helping his grandpa. Looking back at all these people who helped 
his grandpa, Daniel never knew Malaysians could be very 
magnanimous. 
Days before Grandpa Cheng’s birthday, Daniel planned to make a 
surprise birthday party with the help of Grandpa Cheng’s friends 
and neighbours. Everyone thought it was a brilliant idea. Puan 
Normah, Joanna and Uncle Darshan's wife cooked many enticing 
and nutritious delicacies while Uncle Darshan bought decorations 
for the event. On the awaited day, Daniel escorted Grandpa Cheng 
to the park in the afternoon to give time for everyone to serve the 
dishes and decorated the living room. When they were finally ready, 
Daniel brought Grandpa Cheng home. All the guests hid and stayed 
quiet until Daniel opened the door. Abruptly, everyone jumped out 

from their hiding and shouted happy birthday enthusiastically. 
Grandpa Cheng was startled but immediately broke into a wide 
smile when he saw his tiny living room filled with his dearest friends 
and colourful balloons. ‘”Happy birthday grandpa. I hope you enjoy 
the surprise party very much,” wished Daniel. Grandpa Cheng was 
overjoyed with Daniel’s benevolence. They enjoyed the 
scrumptious dishes and chatted merrily all night long. 
Daniel’s holiday break was coming to an end. Over the last few 
days of his stay, he met and thanked everybody who had given a 
helping hand to his grandpa especially Puan Normah and Uncle 
Darshan and hoped that he could pay back their humane deeds 
one day. On Grandpa Cheng's last afternoon with Daniel, he 
expressed his gratitude to Daniel for making him feel so much 
jubilance and comfort after such a long time living in solitude. Daniel 
apologized for not visiting him more often and promised to try 
persuade his parents to come along on the next visit. They shared 
an emotional hug. No more words needed to be said at the time. 
Before long, a taxi arrived in front of their house and they let go 
from each other’s embrace. “Do not worry grandpa. I will be back 
soon before you know it”, said Daniel in a brittle voice. He stepped 
out from the house and entered the taxi. Soon, the taxi disappeared 
from Grandpa Cheng’s sight. 
 
  



 

 
 

38 

  

Developing Unity in Diversity   

 Writer: Julia Binti Umar Ridzuan 
 Artist:  Julia Binti Umar Ridzuan 

From:  SMK Seksyen 3, Bandar Kinrara 
 The temperature in the hall was higher than usual even 

with the air conditioners working. The amount of carbon dioxide 
increased as the hall was packed to the brim. People dragging bags 
swooshed around to go to where they should be. It was April, a new 
year meaning new intakes of universities around the globe. Nadia 
was sweating heavily as her eyes scanned around the her new 
university’s main hall while standing in the queue of Malaysian 
students. She was waiting for her turn to register her name to the 
Malaysian representative of the university. 

 After doing so, she mingled with the seven other 
Malaysians that were accepted there while waiting because the 
representative said there will be a briefing in a while. Nadia 
discovered that among the seven, there were two other Malays, two 
Indians, three Chinese. They were sharing their backgrounds when 
Xiao Yue, one of the Chinese suddenly spoke,“Just now, someone 
crashed into me when I was walking to the register table. I 
recognised him as a European. When he bumped into me, my bags 
fell down. He took a look of my face and just left without saying 
anything. How rude,” 

 Raj, one of the Indians continued, “Something similar 
happened to me just now, I was lost, so I approached a white man 
nearby and asked him where the Asian registering area was and 
he just said ‘umm’ and walked away,”. 

 “Maybe they are not used to meeting people of other 
race. I’m sure they will adapt to it later,” Nadia voiced out. 

 The following week was the time Nadia’s batch would be 
starting their studies. Nadia walked into her classroom for business 
management and she was surprised to see everyone still sitting 
within their own ethnics. She decided to socialise with others so 
she sat between the groups of Americans and Japanese detectable 
by their accents and language. She tried to initiate conversations 
but would be given short replies or sometimes, none at all, leaving 
her feeling awkward after that. This situation continued until the 
next month in most of her classes and Nadia couldn’t help but be 
annoyed at the division of races. 

 Nadia approached the director of the university, a tall fit 
aged man to state her discomfort and proposed an idea to conduct 
a diversity festival sometime, just so others could learn and be 
fascinated by other cultures and forget about the looks and skin 
colours of others. At first, the director was baffled by her statement 
and argued that the university was diverse as it is. Nadia, being her 
adamant self, she defended her proposition. His point of view was 
refined after she worded out ‘Yes, there is diversity but there is no 
unity, can’t you see?’. He was taken aback and after more 
discussion, he conceded that Nadia’s words were true. He told her 
that he will assign a dean to start a program by the following week. 

 Nadia informed her fellow Malaysians about her proposal 
and they gave her their full support in helping the university unite 
the people from different nations. 

 The week that followed, Nadia was found standing in 
front of the women’s toilet, her face displayed a frown with 
eyebrows scrunched making others think she was in a fit of rage. 
Why was she that way, you ask? Well, what do you think she felt 
seeing a mountain of the Cultural Club’s invitation handouts falling 
out of a recycling bin near the toilet. She was utterly disappointed 
at how uncooperative the university students were. Even so, her 
devastation wouldn’t hinder her. She questioned herself; why? Why 
are they so hardheaded? As if a lightbulb appeared on her head, 
she thought she should do a survey. 

 ‘Shyness and nervousness, not an excuse. Rough 
experience, acceptable but that doesn’t mean others would repeat 
the bad memory. Language barrier? Isn’t English the universal 
language that everyone learns to communicate with others of 
different race?’, these thoughts flooded Nadia and her friend’s 
minds as they read the thankfully honest response of the students. 

 “Ooh this is interesting, someone wrote ‘I’m sure others 
wouldn’t like my cultures of where I’m from’. I doubt that very much” 
Haziq, Nadia’s friend read. They concluded their survey response 
after that and begin to plan out the new work entrusted to the group 
of students that consisted of multiple batches and races. Charlotte, 
a female French sophomore asked, “Who do you think should 
launch the festival? Our dean managed to invite the chancellor to 

this university’s first cultural festival,” the group of intellectuals 
grinned upon hearing ‘cultural festival’. 

 On September 2nd  that year, the vast spacious hall that 
was occupied on April was once again used. There were colourful 
booths at every corner and from each canopies hung the proud 
flags of the country each booth is representing. Songs of various 
language blasted from the speakers. Everyone was wearing their 
own traditional clothes. Each booth was to present to comers about 
their respected country. Presenting the countries would be scholars 
from their own countries. 

 The organisers persuaded at least two people from every 
country to handle their own booths and country but then later the 
number of volunteers increased as they felt the need to make their 
country and cultures known and respected. Between the booths, 
many visitors and students uninvolved walked around, stopping 
here and there to look at alluring artworks and dances, not to 
mention traditional games like 

 ‘jegichegi’ from South Korea, a game where one or a few 
plays together to keep a shuttlecock-like ball called ‘jegi’ from falling 
to the ground by only kicking it into the air. 

 From the Malaysia booth, Nadia observed her 
surrounding. A content smile crept up to her lips as she thought that 
her work of uniting everyone had shown effects. After all, as a 
Malaysian, she was born and taught to respect and band together 
with others and that multiracial is beautiful and peaceful. 
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Let Peace Prevail on Earth  

 Writer: Kulavartiny A/P S.R Singara Velu 
 Artist:  Darshiny A/P Subramaniam 

From:  SMK Seksyen 3, Bandar Kinrara 
Unity in Diversity. Let us brainstorm for a minute. What does that 
slogan mean and how did the slogan even gave everyone a huge , 
huge impact today? No one ever thought about it , well at least did 
you? It means uniting across difference not in rejection of them. 
When we only focus on collective similarities as a means of 
achieving unity within diversity, we not only homogenize one 
another and thus sabotage a genuine solidarity of diversity, but we 
also undercut the beauty of our individual humanity that we were 
not all created to be exact replicas of each other, but to be our own 
unique persons. This uniqueness is inherent to the exercise of our 
own autonomy. This is what we should celebrate. This is how we 
attain unity within diversity. In spite of the variety in language, 
culture, religion and outlook, people move together and coexist 
peacefully, being bound by the same common nationality. This is 
characteristic of Malaysia! 
Malaysia is a multiracial country and has a desegregated society. 
Its people and its government face long standing social challenges 
and not always positive patterns of co-existence and 
accommodation. We face, as do all countries, increased pressure 
and perusal created by global trends beyond the control of any 
single nation. As a nation, Malaysia is young in almost every way. 
We have been an independent country for just over fifty years. We 
are also young in the sense that 75% of our population is under 

forty years of age. While our economy continues to grow, we 
consider ourselves a developing country and have the drive and 
optimism to achieve our objectives and take a substantial place in 
the global community. 
Cultural diversity training can be done in fun ways. It does not 
necessarily have to be classroom or boardroom oriented. Organise 
or suggest special events, and social events outside of work hours. 
Your team will get to know one another on a more personal level. It 
will also open up the opportunity for you to learn more about the 
various cultures represented at your workplace. Our nation, the 
Malaysian has a tradition of “open- houses” that we successfully 
organize in our offices too. But perhaps you need to go deeper, 
rather than scratch the surface by stopping with just eating 
delicacies. Highlight these festivals by providing more information 
about the meaning, and significance of why they are being 
celebrated. Get your people interested in understanding others. If 
done properly, this will empower and enhance the feeling of 
satisfaction in your team members. It will establish trusting 
relationships that lead to better sharing of knowledge, and it will 
foster a deeper understanding of each other. Ultimately, it will 
ensure that your company achieves its objectives, because the 
team works together more effectively. 
I was in Form Five and didn’t know much about politics. But I 
remember how excited everyone was back then. The impression I 
had then was that we would become a bigger and stronger country. 
And it is not just about Malays, Chinese and Indians anymore, but 
about many more ethnic groups. More than 50 ethnic groups united 
to become Malaysians. The thought of forming a country so vastly 
multicultural excited all of us. Now, here we are in year 2019, going 
steadily and even stronger! Let us be ‘colour-blind’ and put our 
different ancestries behind us. We have shown the world how we 
can have unity in diversity. 
As much as how the slogan “ Unity in Diversity ’’ excites almost all 
of us, there are still some malaysians these days that are very 
“guilty” of gravitating towards their own race. Well we have to 
always remember that our culture is our biggest and greatest 
identity of all! Never ever have the thought of trading the identity 
just to rescue your image! It was not a sudden change. It happened 
gradually over the years. We started to divide ourselves. They 
should take pride that they have made many contributions since the 
time of independence to help develop, together with other fellow 
Malaysians with different races, and make Malaysia what it is today. 
Honestly , Malaysia is indeed a colourful tapestry and it reminds us 
that we exist in a country with diversities in terms of race, religion 
and culture – a uniqueness which is hard to find anywhere else in 
the world. Many nations recognise Malaysia for her diversity and 
uniqueness. Political leaders and Malaysians should take to heart 
these diversities and practice them in their daily life. We need not 
only to embrace the 1 Malaysia values but we need to put them into 
practice and give meaning to the 1 Malaysia concept. The 

intermingling of the various races during festivities helps to 
reinforce goodwill, unity and racial harmony. This is vitally important 
as it promotes integration and unity in diversity. 
Racial harmony and unity must never be taken for granted. We 
have to ensure that the country’s unity, painstakingly built and 
carefully nurtured over the years and which remains one of our 
cornerstones, is not threatened by any quarter. To realise this, 
Malaysians must be totally committed to the philosophy of 
moderation and the need for inter-racial understanding and its 
acceptance in a multi-racial community. Therefore, let us all 
embrace our differences and respect our diversity. We must make 
unity in diversity a cornerstone in our nation building and a hallmark 
in our national life. The fact that all Malaysians are able to live in 
peace and harmony, so elusive in some other troubled lands, bears 
testimony to our willingness to live and co-exist with one another. 
Therefore, let it be the resolution of all Malaysians, irrespective of 
race to work tirelessly to preserve, protect and promote our peace, 
harmony and unity! As we commemorate another proud milestone, 
we need to build bridges over ethnic and religious divides, 
dismantle walls of suspicion and develop a vision of unity. The task 
is large but, “a journey of a thousand miles begins with one small 
step”. Let peace prevail on Earth , let peace prevail in our beloved 
country, Malaysia!  
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Yellow Jersey Red Hearts 

 Writer: Jared Lim Heng Ghee 
 Artist:  Aisyah Radhiah Binti Adi Putra 

From:  SMK Seksyen 3, Bandar Kinrara 
Cold, bitter raindrops battered the pavements as I rushed into the 
warm welcoming atmosphere of this establishment the locals call 
‘mamak’. Day one in Malaysia and I have yet to discover the true 
harshness and beauty of this gem in Asia. I will, soon. Seated 
comfortably, a man clad in a stained apron took my order. 
The locals famous pulled-tea and “nasi lemak” became my choice 
for the night. Admittedly, I was proud of myself for doing enough 
research to not seem like a fool. The waiter however, did not seem 
too impressed or even care at all. Oddly, everyone called him and 
his colleagues ‘Boss’, which seemed peculiar as neither of them 
looked like they were in authority. But who was I to judge? The late-
night crowd, donned in yellow, tiger-stripped jerseys began 
cascading in, filling up the seats like water into a beaker. Evidently, 
there’s a football match being aired tonight and projected on a large 
screen at that! Wonderful! Everything seemed fine until I heard a 
dispute between a Chinese family and one of the ‘bosses’ regarding 
the bill, and I 
knew very well a volcanic argument will erupt soon. So I was wrong. 
A fight did not break out. Barely anyone raised their voices. The 
dispute simply diffused like an extinguished fire. Yet who’s to say 
that would not have happened. From where I came from, disputes 
between two different races usually end up with racial slurs and 
name calling. Yes, even adults. Shaking the intrusive thoughts off, 

I continued watching the game. Malaysia against China, and I spent 
every second with my eyes fixed on the screen. I decided to side 
with the locals and joined in every synced triumphant cheers and 
exasperated sighs. Soon, it was mere minutes before the half-time 
break and Malaysia was already trailing behind a horrible one 
against three score. Out of the blue, a glimmer of hope shone as 
player number 10, Magayndran raced with the ball towards the 
opposition’s goal post. Seconds remained. Sweat trickled down my 
spine sending shivers throughout my body. Magayndran closed the 
distance. Eyes trained on the goal post, he raised his leg back and 
sent the ball spiraling towards the nets of the white, metal bars. 
China’s keeper appeared like a ghostly apparition and caught the 
ball before it managed to pass the white- lined border of the goal. 
The crowd exploded into an uproar. As I’d dreaded, a fight! 
I was flabbergasted. Instead of people pointing out that the shot 
was missed because a person of different race had took it or that 
the opposing team was cruel, they blamed illogical things and 
nature itself with an open palm pointed towards the projected 
screen. Some went along the lines of; “the wind pushed the ball”, 
“the field is wet” and my all time favourite “the ball is broken”, said 
by a man in broken English. Despite chuckling externally, I 
wallowed silently in shame. How could I have thought so lowly of 
these people? Was it because of the surroundings I used to see 
back home? I had no idea and no excuse for such vile assumptions. 
We were all of course, of red- coloured hearts despite varying skin 
tones. A police officer in a dark-blue hijab stood up and hushed the 
tumultuous crowd with composed pacificity. Her stern calmness 
overwhelmed the rowdy but good-natured crowd. As she sat down 
she enunciated “Remember, ‘Unity Is Strength’”. 
I was lost as I observed nodding heads and expressions of people 
who had recalled something obviously significant. 
Moments later, the football match continued. A profound energy 
lingered in the air as the Malaysian team displayed a renewed spirit 
in their efforts to gain the upper hand. My eyes widened in disbelief 
as Malaysia began to catch up. 
One goal and another within minutes by Malaysia finally brought 
them to even ground with China. Tied. Yet time was still ticking and 
a drawn conclusion to this match was not what anyone had in mind. 
One minute! It was near impossible for a winning goal to be scored. 
Again I cringed at the thought of being wrong. Like a thunderbolt, 
player 10 swooped the ball off the rival teams’ stronghold and 
zoomed towards victory. His boots leaving mist of dust and water 
droplets in his wake. Dodging tackles and being chased, 
Magayndran closed the distance. Eyes trained on the goal post, he 
raised his leg back and sent the ball spiraling towards the nets of 
the white, metal bars… 
GOAL! Excitement and adrenaline flooded over the live spectators 
in the stadium, but nothing was to be compared to the glorified 
screams and cheers of those in the ‘mamak’ store that night. The 
screech of the metal chairs against hard, tiled floors as we leapt 

from our seats and the booming voice that followed suit, 
reverberated throughout the store. Random strangers embraced 
each other without the slightest hint of awkwardness. Some even 
offered to pay for each others’ meals. A man with a thick mustache, 
whom I presume to be the actual ‘boss’, appeared and voided 
everyone’s bills in the good spirit of unity. In that moment, among 
the throngs of merry fans and thunderous applause, I felt peace. 
Calm and serenity along with a sense of belonging washed over 
me. No one paid attention to the whistle being blown, marking the 
end of a war or the thrilled announcement of the commentator. 
Then, out of curiosity, I snaked my way towards the probable owner 
and asked what race he was as he looked mixed-blooded. He 
simply answered, ‘Malaysian’ with a gleaming smile etched across 
his face, and that was when I knew, they were all of yellow jerseys 
and red hearts. 
 
  

Special 
Award 



 

 
 

41 

  

People of Iridescence 

 Writer: Lim Siew Juen 
 Artist:  Lim Siew Juen 

From:  SMK Seksyen 3, Bandar Kinrara 

We live in a world, full of colour and lustre, lively and vibrantly 
diverse, inhabited by all sorts of unique creatures of countless 
species in immensely varying environments-be it winter or spring, 
sky or sea- that pique our wanderlust and innate curiosity; and we, 
the humans, are not short of being part of such variegated sources 
of intrigue on this planet. Natural storytellers since the beginning of 
our time, we constantly inspire and amuse others of our kind with 
tales of our youth, experience and wonder to preserve the memory 
of ourselves against our mortality and brief existence. But one of 
the most striking features of us humans is our diversity in race and 
culture; it has become quite evident that tales from lands afar, with 
the people distinct in appearance, speaking of languages that are 
new and foreign, are usually the most exciting. Most people tend to 
grow up in a singular, major culture that becomes the norm of their 
lives, and once they are set in an environment of a different culture, 
the experience appears to be a new flavour to them; but the only 
time they get to experience such a scene is if they travel or have a 
multiracial neighbourhood that does celebrate the celebrations of 
another culture. And this is why our country, Malaysia, is eminent 
to be impressively “flavourful” and unique. Malaysia is known as the 
melting pot of cultures and home to a variety of races, rich in 
customs and tradition. The three main races of Malaysia are 

Malays, Chinese and Indians, but there are many more races such 
of Ibans or Kadazans that have their own interesting traditions, as 
well as distinctive subcultures like Peranakan-also referred to as 
Baba-Nyonya who have developed their own special language, 
traditions, clothing and food. As a diverse country, we are subject 
to interesting aspects like architecture resulting or belonging to a 
distinct race such as temples, mosques and churches, unique 
traditional clothing such as a Cheongsam and practices distinct to 
specified races, an array of culinary delicacies from varying cultural 
backgrounds, celebrating the celebrations of another race, sharing 
and learning the traditions of respective races, respecting others for 
having a different faith or religion, having multiracial neighbours and 
friends as well as having a variety of languages from English, 
Bahasa Melayu, Tamil, Mandarin etcetera to dialects like Hokkien 
or Cantonese- including slang words that gradually rub off on 
others. Having been exposed to such differing backgrounds allow 
us to gain a wider perspective and have us become more accepting 
of the differences of others. We also gradually learn the acceptance 
and respect of other cultures as well as picking up the language or 
culinary art of another race. Being in an environment of mixed 
cultures offer us the opportunity to witness the traditions of a culture 
different from our own with our next door neighbour, a chance that 
foreigners would have to travel by plane to experience. 
Perhaps the most prominent and proud trait of Malaysians is the 
unity that we show through living harmoniously together- working 
together, going to school together, celebrating another culture’s 
celebrations, visiting each other, communicating, befriending and 
hanging out with one another are examples. Without unity, 
animosity among the races might even escalate into a civil war. 
Malaysians of all cultural backgrounds generally treat each other 
warmly or see each other as a norm, but of course a certain degree 
of racism and ethnocentrism will be inevitably present, especially 
from those of the older generation who have a strong pride for their 
ancestral roots that have them discriminating others from a different 
cultural background and differing religion. This will most likely 
cause a silent acknowledgement of cultural boundaries such as 
disapproval on association, marriage or even a friendship of 
someone from another race; there will be people who would only 
limit their spouse options to their own race due to the wishes of their 
parents to avoid destroying their sanctity with certain taboos to 
ensure continuation of an “untainted” or “potent” bloodline, but there 
will also be those who would pursue what their heart wants and 
bring forth more subcultures or mixed culture partnerships which 
will only add more vibrant colours to the Malaysian society, and 
strengthen cultural bonds. Overall, Malaysians are adaptable and 
flexible in a multicultural environment, and are more susceptible to 
the state of sonder, being curious of the cultural background of 
others. Malaysians will most likely do well overseas due to having 
been exposed to a variety of cultures as a result from the habitual 
feeling of growing accustomed with living together springing from 

the evident unity in our diversity, in a way making them more open-
minded to foreign cultures and religions, as well as having a keen 
interest on wanting to experience something new, bringing forth 
thoughts and expectations like “Show me something I’ve never 
seen before.” Or “I wonder if there would be another culture more 
intriguing than the ones I’ve seen before.”- but of course the open-
mindedness is only plausible to an extent, there will always be 
those who would stubbornly cling to the idea that their race, belief 
and culture is superior, especially on controversial subjects such as  
“the one true religion” or LGBT (lesbian, gay, bisexual, transgender) 
matters etcetera, and these topics might get in the way of fully 
enjoying or appreciating the culture of others; luckily, the newer 
generations are likely to be more open-minded and accepting, and 
prejudices of the past are slowly but gradually diminishing over 
time. As time goes on, Malaysians will be increasingly united with 
one another, for over the 61 years since 1957- the date of 
Malaysia’s independence, we have proven to be able to withstand 
our differences and live together in peace; and our nation’s cultural 
bonds will only get stronger as we further warm up and have more 
generations spend time with one another. 
In conclusion, Malaysians have proven to have a healthy bond of 
unity along with the diversity of the country. I believe that this trait 
of Malaysians can have them described as “the people of 
iridescence”. This is because iridescence is the phenomenon of 
certain surfaces that appear to gradually change colour as the 
angle of illumination changes; Malaysia may seem like just another 
country out of many to some, but to visit our nation would offer you 
the experience of a truly colourful world full of exciting cultures, 
places and people. We may seem distinctively divided at first, being 
able to tell who’s Malay, Chinese or Indian, and we seemingly stick 
to our own roots; but take a closer look and it is strikingly noticeable 
at how we affect and revolve around each other in our lives. We 
gradually get influenced by the demeanour and presence of other 
races, and we exchange a trait or two with each other, resulting in 
a unique blend or “touching” of colours as a result of acceptance, 
friendliness and open-mindedness. Just like the gradual change of 
colour at the slightest change of an angle or illumination, we 
Malaysians will gradually further accept and associate as well as 
gain traits off one another at the slightest initiative of wanting to live 
harmoniously with one another, and the more open-minded we 
become, the more our lives and relationships become “illuminated”- 
and it will be an obvious atmosphere of closeness that foreigners 
and locals alike would be able to feel and notice. Be it a local slang 
or a general liking and acceptance as well as association to one 
another, we are united and are happy with how things are. Even if 
subjects like racism were to come forward, deep down all of us 
Malaysians know that Malaysia wouldn’t be Malaysia if we weren’t 
so iridescently diverse; for we have grown fond of one another even 
if we fail to realise it, and the same experience, atmosphere, feeling 
and ambience would be almost certainly irreplaceable. 
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The Unity in the Diversity of Malaysia 

 Writer: Nawin Raaj A/L Bala Krishnan 
 Artist:  Lim Siew Juen 

From:  SMK Seksyen 3, Bandar Kinrara 

Diversity-something very few countries have, and if they do, they 
normally do not work out well. For example: The United States with 
all the black and white democracy. For one, racism is the 
demeaning factor that affects diversity but others say it’s the people 
that contribute to it, emphasizing on the cultural part. For this very 
reason is why many people, along with myself, can safely say that 
our home nation is among, if not the most culturally diverse and 
unified nation out there. Our history might suggest otherwise due to 
a racial fallout that occurred half a century ago, but the aftermath 
did not only tear the country into shreds but served as a learning 
curve that has now formed the vey country we live and thrive in 
today.  
As the writer, I would like to put up a disclaimer regarding any 
sensitive or controversial topics mentioned as in my opinion, it’s 
necessary to remember these events that served an important 
purpose which has strengthened the community to what we now 
have. Racial ties are very much healthy all across the country, unity 
is eminent in the hospitality that the Malaysians provide regardless 
of your race; something that’s rarely found, especially in this age 
where everything is being recorded for the sake of views, fame and 
most dangerously, for sadistic reasons. For example, let’s look at 
the United States. Around a year or two ago, there was an incident 

where a family of black people were having a barbeque party in a 
park. Nobody minded them as they were not in any form a hazard 
or a nuisance to anyone nearby as they held the event in a secluded 
spot. Out of the blue, a white woman who appeared to be in her 
30s had been jogging in the area and noticed the family minding 
their business. This apparently was a big red flag for her as she felt 
that they were violating the park’s terms and conditions whereas 
they had double checked if they were allowed to have a barbeque 
there and only proceeded only because there were no obligations 
of that sort. 
The woman approached one of the family members to ask them to 
put an end to the “illegal” activities that they were having. As one 
would predict, this did not end well for the woman as a fight broke 
out between them, nothing physical took place as it was a verbal 
argument that got the whole family involved. The story does not end 
there as the woman proceeded to call the police, telling them she 
was being harassed by a family of black people and they also got 
physical with her. Although this claim was made seemingly as if it 
was real but the white woman forgot to factor in a very important 
detail that would derail her plan to convict a family of black people 
for something they did not do, and that is the fact that one of the 
family member was recording the whole ordeal. When she realizes 
this, she tries to flee the situation by walking away. Obviously the 
family members did not leave her alone as they continued to record 
her trying to escape and they also decided to follow her until the 
cops arrived. As she tried to walk faster, the police had intercepted 
her and she decided to let the water works to flow and tried to 
achieve sympathy for herself. Can we just take a moment to realize 
the sheer immorality in this women as she was willing to frame a 
whole family just because of the difference of their skin color. As 
the police officers investigated the situation, they further concluded 
that the woman was in the wrong and was further arrested for a 
slew of reasons. 
This essay may have gone a little off topic but my point here is that 
while we live in a world full of discrimination and unacceptability 
towards others based on their skin color or religion or other factors, 
we have a home, a home that has little to no discrimination at all. 
This, like I said earlier, is extremely hard to find especially in a 
country where it consists of multiple different cultures and religions. 
Sure we all have our differences but as Malaysians we think of 
everyone, regardless of race or religion, as our closest friends or 
even in some cases our brothers or sisters. This mindset and 
acceptance is everywhere in our country, especially in the cities 
where someone would expect the most racial tension to be in as 
the dawn of social media has changed the way information is 
perceived. For example, in a multicultural restaurant or better 
known as a “mamak” stall in the terms of the Malaysian way of 
saying it, we can easily spot a few friends hanging around whilst 
sipping on a fresh cup of coffee while chatting away. The greatness 
of this situation is that the group of friends have the mix of diversity 

you can frequently see in and among the culture of Malaysians. 
Now obviously this characteristic exists in many parts of the world 
but it’s not very often to see multiple groups possessing the same 
behavior and etiquette. 
If one chooses to talk about the unity of the diverse amount of 
Samaritans in a nation, their focus shall be towards the lack thereof. 
Official studies prove that the lack of acceptance of the public 
towards other races is at a higher percentage than the opposite 
characteristic. Now this fact has been mentioned multiple times 
here but this just proves how serious of a problem this is to the 
current generation. Unless the people of tomorrow are taught 
otherwise, their feeling of casting aside others due to their culture 
will encapsulate their acceptance towards them. There is a simple 
solution to this, and that is by hosting more multicultural events and 
making the political policies of the country more multicultural-
friendly. This is where changes start to make big impacts on the 
racial acceptance of the people. The multicultural events can be 
simple ones like commemorating a festival or a complex but 
impactful one celebrated all across the nation, regardless of race. 
For example, a Chinese New Year, Deepavalli and Hari Raya 
celebration or a grand Independence Day celebration respectfully. 
Although celebrations like this have been implemented, they cease 
to show the results we eye for. Therefore, I think the whole structure 
of celebrating certain festivals must be more indulgent towards the 
general public which gives them the sense of immersion that’s 
needed to create a form of appreciation for the multiple cultures. 
Moving on with the political point of view regarding this topic, like 
mentioned earlier, the political policies do need an update to be 
more accepting towards other cultures. The governing policies are 
not at fault here rather the cultural protection policies are. More 
focus towards the dispersion of knowledge of culture is slowly 
fading away, resulting in certain cultures not being known or losing 
their identities. For example, a certain number of my friends did not 
know about the existence of the Iban’s until I asked and explained 
who they are to them. Verbally, this kind of information can’t be 
spread as it won’t reach as far or as wide. Therefore, exhibitions or 
road shows are a great way to effectively overcome this problem; 
provided that this is executed properly. Not only current cultures 
shall be recognized by the vast majority, but the older and lesser 
known ones should also be given their respective place in the 
cultural structure of the country. 
Finally, this might sound like a bit of a cliché but it’s something that’s 
often overlooked by all the parents or those whom are raising a 
child or multiple children. As we know, children tend to pick up 
behaviors from their role models-in this case, the parents or 
guardians-and that’s something that should be taken seriously. 
Many parents end up influencing their child with an anti-multi-racial 
feeling, which becomes deeply rooted into themselves, further 
strengthening their belief of not accepting other races. This causes 
the cycle to start all over again and ends up continuing into many 
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more generations to come, further causing it to become a havoc to 
reset this mindset. That’s why parents have to avoid their child from 
being easily influenced by this factor that condones to racism. 
Although this is good enough to prevent the likelihood of the 
increase of racism in the younger generation, it’s also wise for the 
parents to sign up their kids for religion-related classes. For 
example, Sunday School for the Christians and “Thevaram” 
classes for the Indians. Not only does religion teach the optimum 
way of life but it also teaches moralities that surprisingly are not 
very different from one religion to another, with all of them teaching 
to respect each and every other religion that’s out there. This further 
bolsters the mindset of a child to retain its religious beliefs and not 
fall victim to or play the role of a racial discriminant. 
The aforementioned details may sound like they are presenting a 
case that proves Malaysia to be lacking in accepting to be a multi-
racial nation but those are among the ways and currently major 
factors affecting racism and further toughening its status as 
something that balances the races of the world through 
discrimination in other nations. These details are derived from now 
racially discriminated countries to be taken as an example of 
prevention in order to rid racism and to be able to live in one country 
without the fear of two or more races getting into a fight, dividing 
the very structure that supports the country and makes it a livable 
place. All in all, racism can never be beaten. With the rapid increase 
of the rate of birth on Earth, racism can only get worse but as a wise 
man once said, “Prevention is better that a cure” and that’s 
especially true as it proves that action is required to be taken to 
allow life to go on peacefully given that our time on Earth is very 
much limited. Countries like our very own should play a global role 
in being represented as a diversely unified nation to others so we 
can do our part in fighting this crisis. So let’s do ourselves a favor 
and not let this planet we call home to become a racial warzone 
due to an immense racial fallout. I personally thank you for taking 
your time to read my essay. 
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Sibilings by Heart 

 Writer: Ooi Zong Yuan 
 Artist:  Chen Jia Yan 

From:  SMK Seksyen 3, Bandar Kinrara 

The scorching sunlight pierces through the openings of my blinds, 
shining them onto my eyes. I groaned as I got up and got changed. 
A smile formed on my face with the thought of eating breakfast. As 
I walked down the stairs, I started to greet all my other siblings who 
were running down the stairs, playing with each other. It was like 
any other morning, us children would sit at the long table while our 

"mother" would happily walk around giving us seconds. That’s right, 
we live at an orphanage called mother’s care orphanage, and I  
treat them as my own family. 
While it is quite happy to be in the orphanage, some of us are still 
eager to be adopted and to have freedom and explore the outside 
world. Mother would usually never bring us out on trips because of 
the dangers of kidnapping. Mother is scared that we would be too 
playful and run off to play by ourselves. Though mother would often 
allow us to go to open houses of our old brothers and sisters that 
were adopted. It really is exciting to hear stories of familiar faces 
who were living the dream. Some of them even write to us about 
their amazing experiences and how they cope with their new lives. 
How I wish I could be adopted earlier! 
Joshua is an amazing young Indian boy, he was 15 years old and 
acted as the older brother that everybody looked up to. He would 
constantly help our mothers, console us during bad times, take care 
of the garden, the ideal brother which everybody respected. It was 
such a sad day when he left, everybody was wailing when we sent 
him off, even during that time he held on strong and stopped himself 
from shedding a single tear as he didn't want us to feel even more 
grief. Since then, Joshua had been living with his new Malay family. 
However because Joshua’s mother tongue was English, he had a 
really hard time fitting into the family. His grandmother even 
rejected him at first because he was from another race but she 
eventually opened up to him when she saw how diligently Joshua 
was studying the Malay language. A year has past since then and 
Joshua has adapted quite well into the Malay culture. He would 
always join them for prayers and even join them for cultural events 
like "Aidil Fitri". Joshua still felt like an odd one out whenever he 
would go to family gatherings as he would constantly get criticized 
by relatives for being a different race. However Joshua’s 
grandmother would always praise him and talk to him whenever he 
was down. Even I can tell that Joshua really loves his new family 
and has gotten attached them especially his grandmother as he 
would repeatedly tell stories about them. 
Siti, our orphanage’s beauty queen, is a Malay girl that was loved 
everyone. Siti’s was really the most attractive girl and also the 
kindest in the orphanage. Siti is also a very playful girl and would 
accompany the little kids to play games like hide and seek or tag. 
All the boys would always find ways to win her heart but she would 
always refuse them as she didn’t want to be in a relationship at 
such a young age. Similar to Joshua which got adopted into a family 
of a different race, Siti was 14 years old when she got adopted into 
a wealthy Indian family. Everybody was heartbroken when they 
couldn’t see the beautiful girl of their dreams anymore. However, 
all we could see on Siti's face was a wide smile, I could tell that she 
was forcing it as her legs were shaking. After we sent her off, I 
caught a glimpse of her wiping off her tears in the car. I couldn’t 
bear with the sight and ran up to my room and cried my eyes out. 
Even though 3 years has passed since then, Siti’s letters were still 

consistent as she said in almost every letter that she misses us. 
During that 3 years, she had become a proud daughter of the Indian 
family and even become a big sister of a cute little baby brother in 
the past year! No doubt that Siti enjoys living with her new family 
as she would unfailingly tell us about her exciting adventures. She 
even took part in most of the cultural events like Deepavali, 
Thaipusam, Pongal and many others. She was hesitant at first but 
eventually started to involve herself in the Indian culture. Siti even 
found love at the school that she goes to just recently! She says 
that she really loves her Indian boyfriend and that there are no 
boundaries for love. Who knows, maybe she might even be starting 
a new family with him if things goes smoothly between them. 
Jun is a shy Chinese boy that is very introverted and has a hard 
time socializing with others. Even though I’m his best friend, he still 
finds it awkward to talk to me. However everyone was kind enough 
to play with him so that he won’t get isolated from our other siblings. 
Jun is a very smart boy and would often read story books during 
his free time and was always to last to be found in hide and seek 
because he can think of unique places to hide. Though he didn’t 
talk much, he was definitely liked by most of our siblings. He was 
only 10 when he got adopted by a Chinese family and I was 
reduced to tears the moment I heard the news. Before we sent him 
off, Jun made a bizarre promise and said that all of the siblings 
would meet up one day in the future when we were all adults. A 
promise like that would be hard to keep since we would all go our 
own separate ways in the future but I definitely felt a happy 
sensation inside of me. It’s been 5 years since then and Jun’s 
letters has started to lessen. The occasional letter from Jun every 
2 weeks turned in a letter every 2 months. This made me slightly 
depressed as I felt lonely being the only teen around my age to be 
at the orphanage. Nevertheless, the intermittent letter from Jun 
always brightens up my day. His letters about the amazing events 
like Chinese New Year, Lantern Festival, Winter Solstice and many 
more. He even got to see the famous lion dance which I only got to 
see on television, Jun is so lucky to have experienced all of this! 
Sadly, his grandmother also passed away not long after he got 
adopted, so he had to conduct Tomb Sweeping festival where he 
had to pay respects to his grandmother and other ancestors from 
the family.  
It's been a long while since then, probably around 15 years since I 
got adopted by the family I now know and love. All of us siblings 
have definitely lived through the ups and downs of adulthood and 
are now working our own jobs, I haven't been in touch with anyone 
lately because of my job that keeps me busy from dawn to dusk. 
On one Monday afternoon to my surprise, I was going on working 
at my job when I suddenly saw a notification pop up on my screen. 
I read the notification and couldn’t believe what I was seeing, I 
rubbed my eyes and readjusted my sight, I wasn’t seeing things, 
the notification read "Jun added you to the group IT’S TIME FOR A 
REUNION". Happiness began to fill my once tired eyes as I thought, 
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"Is this really happening?!" It seems that all of our old siblings were 
in the chatroom and that they had already planned everything out 
and that the fateful day was only a few days away! I was jumping 
up and down with joy with the thought of seeing them again. The 
day eventually came and we all gathered at our old orphanage and 
greeted the woman we once called "mother". We all sat down and 
chitchat with each other and just look at how everyone has changed 
throughout the years! Joshua became a kind veterinarian, Siti 
became a popular singer, and Jun became the CEO of a renowned 
company while I just became an ordinary office worker. Everyone 
was filled with laughter as we joked and talked about our life stories. 
I guess everybody remembered Jun’s promise and decided to keep 
it, here I thought I was the only one! How I wish this moment of joy 
could last forever, we might meet again after this day but we will 
always remember that we are siblings by heart, everlastingly. 
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Unity Colour Run 

 Writer: Yee Ying Rui 
 Artist:  Yee Ying Rui 

From:  SMK Sultan Abdul Samad 

    The new school semester has made its arrival early on August. 
Excitement percolated through the whole school compound, but the 
excitement was a far cry from what I was feeling because I was on 
my way to the principal’s office. Mr.Halim wanted to see me 
regarding something about the unity club in school because I am 
the teacher in charge. My heart was filled with mixed feelings like a 
jar with a mixture of many different spices. Silently I prayed in my 
heart, “please, do not be bad news!” 
  Just as the heavy wooden door of the principal’s room shut behind 
me, Mr.Halim spoke to me with a serious tone. “I heard that the 
Unity Club did not have many members this school year.” Adjusting 
the spectacles that he wore, he continued again, “I am afraid to say 
that we will need to shut down the Unity Club by the end of this 
month,” he let out a heavy sigh as he finish his sentence. This was 
what I was fearing to hear. In this modern era, the patriotic spirit in 
students are slowly drifting away with time. Most of the students 
also do not understand the true meaning of unity in diversity as 
some of them would even refuse to mingle with different races. The 
Unity Club was established to connect all Malaysians regardless 
your background and race. I wanted get a second chance for the 
club, but with our poor performances in the pass months, I could 

not bring my lips to say those words. All that I can do now is to 
break this bad news to the students in the club. 
  In the next club meeting, I announced the club’s fate to the club 
members and everyone fell quiet for a moment. Just then, the club 
president broke the silence by giving a brilliant idea. “Since National 
Day is just around the corner, let us seize this opportunity to do our 
very last project together.” “I agree too! I have an idea, let us host 
a Unity Colour Run!” “Good idea, I can help with …” Soon every 
member chipped in to plan together. Looking at all these multiracial 
students working together as one, I have a feeling that something 
good is making its way. 
  The Unity Club really has a thing in connecting people regardless 
anything. Students of all races show their support by taking part in 
the run. Colourful powder of red, blue, white and yellow filled the air 
as the students ran, not just that, unity was in the air a well. Those 
colours were chosen because they symbolized the colours of our 
national flag ---The Jalur Gemilang. That day was a magical day.  
  At the end of the event, Mr.Halim came by to meet the Unity Club 
members. A simple sentence he said made everyone’s day. “I am 
looking forward to Unity Club’s next project,” a genuine smile 
spread across his face when he said that. 
  As Malaysians, we know that we may come from different 
backgrounds but the unity we share no matter how diverse we are 
is what makes us unique. To me, Unity Colour Run shown more 
than just the true colours that made us Malaysians, it had also 
shown me a more colourful future for the country I love. 
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Never Let's Go 

 Writer: Sashmitha A/P Shankar 
 Artist:  Sashmitha A/P Shankar 

From:  SMK Sultan Abdul Samad 

As I lifted my fingers the long awaited applause came. Of course 
this was expected, though through every performance I always get 
the thrill of being looked up upon. The thought of an audience being 
amazed at my prodigious abilities just seemed to keep me driving. 
Before my last few seconds of fame ended I took a bow and walked 
off while my mind was occupied with my next performance in 
Sydney. Which would be rather unexpected, considering any 
normal person would still be shaking after performing in front of a 
crowd this big. But this is nothing new. I’ve been doing this all my 
life and I only have myself to thank for my years of endless effort. 
“Ding!...Ding!” the sound of my phone’s notification awoke me. 
Moaning while rubbing my eye’s I reached for my spectacles, slowly 
blinking I tried to clarify “who could possibly be annoying me so 
early in the morning?”. It was my professor praising me on my 
performance last night, and… it was 2 in the afternoon. I chuckled 
as I threw my phone on the mattress and stretched to get ready to 
take a bath. 
 I remembered the days my Mama’s voice was ringing in my head 
“LUI! Hurry up! Mr.Lam is waiting for your lesson”. “What a pain” I 
thought as I got out of the bath. Somehow the bath is always the 
place we get reminded of events that happened in the past, and of 

course the imaginary arguments that we always end up winning. I 
started rinsing the vegetables to prepare my favourite dish that 
Mama always used to make “Stir Fried Broccoli”. New York is 
amazing and everything but, I understand why children hate 
broccoli here, they boil broccoli and serve it with hardly any 
seasoning. Which unfortunately brought back some bad memories. 
I sighed as I recalled the look on my poor mother’s face as she 
broke down when I told her I would be moving to America to 
become a composer. Unlike other Asian parents Mama didn’t force 
me to become a doctor or a lawyer, she allowed me to spread my 
wings. The one thing she didn’t was for me to leave the country or 
as she calls it “leaving home”, which was also the reason why I left 
the country with only Mama’s tears as my blessings. I have my own 
life, I want to find my own home too. My mother was just a house 
wife how could she understand what I want, our lives were worlds 
apart. “Argh!” I drew my hand back immediately as an abnormal 
amount of blood started shedding out onto the countertop. As I 
pressed my finger with a cloth, I couldn’t stop thinking. Though it 
was only my pinky finger I couldn’t play without it. “What am I going 
to do? The next concert is NEXT WEEK!”. The sound of my phone 
ringing snapped me back to reality. I answered angrily “What…Oh, 
may I ask who this is? 
I stepped off the plane, and took a deep breath. For some reason I 
felt anxious, I could hear my heart beating in my head like a gong. 
“You have arrived at you destination”. I stepped out of the taxi only 
to see a banner that made my heart sink. I walked into the memorial 
remembering memories of the last time I was here. It was for my 
Nana’s funeral. I was too young to understand, I was naively 
playing with the flowers that had fallen from the trees. A tear rolled 
down my face as I felt disappointed of my younger self. For a 
moment I felt warmth. What is this? I looked up. It was Mama. I 
started crying harder as I hugged her. She didn’t say anything she 
just continued to hold me in her arms like 7 years ago. After a while 
of silence she uttered a few words into my ears “Welcome home 
my child”. And to no one’s surprise I started crying again.  
A week after my uncle’s funeral I walked with Mama to the wet 
market to buy some vegetables for lunch. As I walked the streets I 
saw the same uncle selling nasi lemak but was accompanied with 
an Indian auntie selling curry puffs. I was impressed that they were 
working in the same stall even though they were of different 
backgrounds. But I was oddly impressed, the combination of the 
two delicacies were and amazing combination. We got the 
groceries and almost immediately prepared lunch. My Mama only 
had Nana, Uncle and me. So it was just the both of us at the table. 
I had never thought I would be back here sitting at this old fashioned 
marble table. It seemed like nothing had changed. Though, it wasn’t 
a bad feeling. I was used to the life I had in New York yet somehow 
without thinking I canceled my concert. Deep in my heart, I knew. 
Nothing could replace this my endless search for a home. My 
family, my home, Mama. It was what kept me together. The whole 

time I thought getting riches was my step closer to finding my home 
but, I was just walking further from it. It was right under my nose the 
whole time. A place that accepts me while excusing my differences. 
Something as simple as my fingers or the united work of different 
religions. Though it’s considered as not big of a deal, without even 
the smallest portion we fall. Diversity is our identity. We never let 
go.   
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Genesis 

 Writer: Denoram Chan de Paula 
 Artist:  Eleanor Lee Hui Yee 

From:  SMK Sultan Abdul Samad 

Their menacing stares and whispers; I couldn’t help but focus on 
how they did not even bother hiding the way they degraded me. I 
wasn’t the smartest and that often automatically enlisted me onto 
the blacklist of all my prodigies of relatives. I never felt loved or 
welcomed at any of the family reunions I had gathered the courage 
to attend. They’d toss me aside for not meeting their expectations 

and soon, I was starting to believe the excruciating words they had 
been speaking over me. My confidence and self-esteem being 
ripped away, leaving me empty. These were the people who I 
thought had unconditional love for me, my, how wrong I was. 
Two months have passed since I first entered SMK Kuala Sentosa. 
I will admit it was partly my fault for the bad timing transferring when 
everyone had already gotten used to the grind of life but I did not 
think I’d stick out like a sore thumb. The class was divided into 
cliques, and being the only Chinese student in that class, I was 
ostracised and labelled. I became the lonely girl at the back of the 
class as my existence ceased to matter to everyone, even the 
teachers. I desperately wanted to fit in, to be noticed by someone, 
so I prayed that God would mould me to help me fit in or send me 
a friend.  
“Just one.” I begged God. 
God heard me, but I always forget that He has a sense of humour. 
Suddenly, everyone noticed me but for all the wrong reasons. From 
that day onwards, everyday in school felt like hell. I felt like a 
helpless deer being hunted, their words like bullets shooting at me 
and paralysing me with pain. Nothing about me was right in their 
eyes, from my mannerisms to my appearance, everything was 
disappointing. It was not my fault, to be born Chinese. To them, I 
was too pale, my eyes too small, my grades to bad to be a “true 
Chinese”. Nothing about me was good enough.  
I tried hard to not let any of the bullying get to me, I had to prove to 
them that I was more than what they said I was. I had to prove that 
I could be successful, that I was strong enough to live without 
needing their approval. But as months past, the racial slurs they 
threw at me grew worse. Insults that I could never have thought of 
they came up with, they never hesitated to share with me their 
opinions of me, soon insults became threats and then things got 
physical. Until one day it all got too overwhelming, out of 
desperation I looked to my parents for help. However as expected, 
just like all the times before I was brushed off.  
“No one asked you to make friends with them, if you were less nosy 
none of this would be happening.” My parents’ words pierced my 
heart. “If you could speak Chinese you could be in a Chinese 
school, then there would not be any problems.” 
I retreated back to my room, holding the shattered pieces of my 
heart in my hands. Driven to insanity by these words to the point 
that all I could feel was pain, I needed something to numb it. I left 
my house silently and walked up to the highest floor of my 
apartment complex. As I stood at the edge, all the bitter memories 
of my past flashed before my eyes. As I considered jumping, I 
remembered the time my parents told me that suicide is a sin that 
results in being doomed to Hell. But at least in Hell, everyone 
suffers together. Maybe finally, I will not feel alone anymore. 
My eyes shot open as I felt someone shaking me vigorously. A 
wave of confusion flashed over me, I should not be alive and if I 
was, I should be in tremendous pain but I felt fine. I looked around 

and everything was different, there was no apartment complex, no 
familiar sounds and sights of Kuala Lumpur, everything in this place 
was unfamiliar and it lacked colour.  
“Where am I? Why is there no colour?” I asked the lady who woke 
me up. 
She gave me a puzzled look, “Colour? What’s that?” 
“Colour, like paint and our skin tones. Or rainbows.” I replied 
“I’ve never heard of paint, or rainbows and we have the same skin 
tone. We all do.” 
She was right, when I looked around everyone looked the same. 
Everything was black and white.  
“If we all have the same skin tone, how do you tell what race 
someone is?” I asked 
“What do you mean what race someone is? Aren’t we all from the 
same race, the human race?”  She replied. 
I could not comprehend what she was saying, although it did make 
sense that we were all from the human race, without ethnic groups 
how were we supposed to identify ourselves? All my life I strived to 
be more Chinese, to represent my heritage as best as I could, but 
without my race in the picture, I felt lost. I felt purposeless.  
“But… if there are no ethnic groups here, how do you tell everyone 
apart?” I questioned. 
“What do you mean? Can’t you see we’re all different? Why do you 
feel the categorise everyone into groups? You’re just like me and 
I’m just like you. We both have two eyes, we both have hands and 
legs. It doesn’t matter how different or how similar we are, 
ultimately, we’re all humans.” She replied 
“But still, even though we’re all humans we still have differences.” 
“And those differences brings us together. If you and I were carbon 
copies of each other, we wouldn’t need each other.”  
Her words pierced my heart. I realized that I did not need a cultural 
background to belong, we have all been united from the start. If only 
we realized it sooner. 
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Fire Without Honour  

 Writer: Adlin Suraya Binti Zolkefli 
 Artist:  Adlin Suraya Binti Zolkefli 

From:  Multimedia University 

Artiste Statement 
The balance of nature is a theory that states that the ecosystem is 
usually in a stable equilibrium (homeostasis), which is to say that 

small changes in some particular area will be corrected by a 
negative feedback that will bring it back to its original point of 
balance with the rest of the ecosystem. 
 
This fine-tuned universe is held together by a balance of diversity 
and unity. Nature is abundant with diversity. From its tall mountains 
to deep seas, these conflicting personalities do not cause trouble 
for each other. In fact, these varieties rely on each other in unison. 
It binds them together as one unit. One cannot live without the 
other, just as humans exist because of nature. 
 
My artwork is inspired by humanity’s treatment of nature, cruel and 
unaware. I used the golden ratio for the placement of the elements, 
as well as the rules of pattern and rhythm. The elements are 
overflowing, cannot be contained by anyone or anything. Abundant, 
innumerable,unmanageable, out of control. I used the golden ratio 
because of its appearance in patterns of nature, such as the 
number of petals on a flower or the arrangement of leaves (divine 
proportion). 
 
Description of Work 
The character producing the fire in the piece is both a human being 
and a small sperm. The flames come from the human, burning 
along with it a tree, dried up and black. This smiling human, abusive 
of its treasures around it, continues its destructive path as it burns 
the animals as well. Standing at the end of it at all, is the human, 
glorified, atop a mountain of skulls. 
 
The medium used was oil pastel on board with contrasting colours. 
The uses of colours are also to represent these diversity and unity, 
with red and blue. These colours were used to make the audience 
feel the situation is problematic, and to pay attention to each detail 
of the work. 
  

TERTIARY 

Special 
Award 
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A Choice of Hummingbird 

 Writer: Amar Iskandar Bin Fairu Zamir 
 Artist:  Amar Iskandar Bin Fairu Zamir 

From:  Multimedia University 

“A choices of Hummingbird” is an artwork that has significant 
meanings about choices we made in life. The medium I work with 
is oil pastel and drew it on A1 board. I have used two colors 

schemes- warm and cool colors. The reasons why I use these two 
schemes because each give me different feelings. Warm colors 
represent a feeling of excitement or even anger. It also conveys 
emotions from simple optimism to strong violence. On the other 
hand, Cool colors give a good contrast and have a calming effect. 
At one end of this spectrum, they are cold, impersonal, antiseptic 
and on the other end; it is comforting and nurturing. 

The theme of the artwork is Life of Nature. Each object in the 
artwork portrays a specific meaning of each own. The hummingbird 
represents a person while the cage represents a prison, not 
allowing the bird to fly towards the sky; trapping it inside. However, 
the flowers outside the cage represented freedom and a wonderful 
life. 

My artwork is about the choices people make for themselves in this 
lifetime. The ‘Hummingbird’ represents me. I was in the ‘cage’ for a 
long time because of the choices I have made before. There is 
indeed something magical about the hummingbird that makes it like 
no other creature on Earth. The reason I  choose hummingbird is 
because of the rapid movement of the hummingbird reminds me of 
how fast time flew by in this life. It also symbolizes the tenacity and 
endurance, in the pursuit of our dreams. The cage in my artwork 
reflects on self-imprisonment. It is my way to avoid meeting people 
and wanting to be alone. The flowers bring the meaning of freedom 
for myself; if I choose to escape the cage.  

Everyone made ‘wrong’ choices at times in their life but not 
‘everytime’, as we learn to choose more wisely by learning from 
each failure and embracing the consequences of our own choosing. 
Now, I choose to be a free hummingbird and not to stay in any 
cages of fear and regrets, on our journey of this life.

Special 
Award 
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Writer: Tam Kieran 
Artist: Yong Zoe Yee Writer & Artist: Dashwin Samuel Saravanan 

Writer: Kiveen Jonathan Roa 
Artist: Vasudev a/l Kunalan 
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Writer: Ruth Keziah Wong 
Artist: Tan Jet Wynn 

Writer: Ibtisam Binti Ishak 
Artist: Wan Noorafiqah Binti Wan Abdillah 

Writer: Denoram Chan de Paula 
Artist: Eleanor Lee Hui Yee 
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