Just like lightning, problems are bound to strike. They don’t give warnings or a heads-up. Sometimes you feel they are close. It’s like they are stretching their legs just waiting for the shot gun at the Olympics while sometimes they arrive just like an unexpected baby. Well, mine came about while we were in a home science exam room. These were the final exams of my high school.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Final exams are a pain. It’s not like you don’t know what you’ve learnt. You have rehearsed it over and over again and made several stitches and tightening seams to it. You literally think you have everything under control until you walk into the textiles practical exam room and realize you forgot how to do a certain collar seam. If you should know something about sewing is that it is methodological. The next move entirely depends on the previous one and thus the next step cannot be completed without the collar seam. I was stuck.
The examiner is seated right in front of the exam room doing whatever seems so important at that particular time. Maryanne, a classmate I was acquainted to, had just completed the seam and immediately realized that I was struggling. Being in a national school means everyone is literally the best. Not completing a simple collar seam puts you a grade below almost half the students. It is therefore a competition on who is the best and even the best students become a little mean with their knowledge. This was not the case with Maryanne. She exchanged my cloth with hers in a split of a second, did the collar seam then gave it back. She did not have to do it. We were not allies nor did she owe me anything. Moreover, she never asked for a favor. Never been so grateful. Such kindness in such a competitive environment at such a young age, is difficult to find. 
