
Creative Campus: Learning with Latitude 
Model Response: Mistaken Identity 
 

 

“The Science paper is now over,” boomed the chief invigilator. Huge sighs of relief 

echoed around the hall. It was as if a heavy load had been lifted off the shoulders of the 

entire cohort. The Primary School Leaving Examinations is one of the many challenges a 

Singaporean student faces at the tender age of twelve. For me, I had spent the last 

three years revising tirelessly for it. Now that it was finally completed, I had earned my 

well-deserved rest. 

I left my seat and made a beeline for my phone at the collection centre. Eager to play to 

my heart’s content without anyone nagging at me to stop, I switched the mobile on and 

keyed in my passcode. Strange; the phone did not unlock. I tried again several times but 

to no avail. It was obviously my phone, so what went wrong? By then, I was getting 

frustrated.  

Out of the blue, the phone rang. I did not recognise the number. Nonetheless, I decided 

to pick up the call. 

“Hello, this is Uncle Lim. Your mother just had a bad fall and is hospitalised. Please come 

over to KKH now,” said the man over the line urgently. Before I could even ask for 

details, he hung up. The phone returned to its locked position. 

I did not know what to make of that information. Uncle Lim was normally lazy and would 

not go out of his way to help anyone. He did not even sound familiar. Also, it did not 

seem that my mother would fall; she was the fittest and strongest one in our family. 

What was happening? 

Despite my doubts, anxiety took over my logic. I heeded my uncle’s instructions and ran 

out of the school campus. I squeezed through the long snaking line of ambling students, 

my heart pounding like a sledgehammer. Would my mother be alright? What if… just 

then, I saw my mother at the school gates. She was on the phone and looked furious. 

Wait… what… my thoughts ran wild. Everything seemed hazy and my chaotic brain was 

trying to make sense of what was happening. Wasn’t Mum supposed to be in the 

hospital? Why was she angry? Who was she talking to? 

When my mother saw me staring at her, she hung up and barked,”Weren’t you just on 

the phone with me?” 

“No; I thought you were in the hospital?” 
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Just then, I saw my friend Bob nearby. He looked confused and was staring at his phone. 

Wait… Bob uses a white iPhone SE too! That was when I put two and two together. I 

dashed over to Bob and dragged him over to my mother, “Bob! We’ve mistakenly taken 

each other’s phone! You were talking to my mother here.” Bob’s eyes widened in 

surprise, and then realisation dawned on him, as well as my own mother. 

“Everything makes sense now. I thought I remembered that voice but I wasn’t sure. No 

wonder ‘my mother’ was unhappy that I was not going home for lunch, even though I 

had already informed her this morning.” Bob explained. I smiled, knowing that I too, had 

labelled my mother’s number as ‘Mum’. We exchanged our phones and had a good 

laugh. 

While the case of the mistaken identity was finally solved, I had to break the bad news 

to Bob. His mouth fell open, and my mother immediately offered to give him a ride to 

the hospital. In the car, Uncle Lim called again. Bob’s mother was out of the woods and 

resting in the recovery room of the A&E department. Bob’s ashen face regained its 

pinkish hue. By the time we dropped him off at the foyer, he was back to his usual 

chatty self again. We bade goodbye and went our separate ways. 

From this experience, I learnt that I should be more aware of my surroundings. Mistaken 

identities can cause confusion, but with a clear mind, everything will be resolved in good 

time. 

~adapted from an essay by Elijah Ding  


