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Topic: A Careless Mistake

Pictures given: A packet of pills, A construction site, An ambulance

My headache was back again. Lately, | had been very busy working overtime.
Every day, | would stay back at the office, trying to finish whatever work | had been

assigned. | winced and rubbed my forehead.

The headache was slowly becoming a migraine. | shut the computer and

stretched. | wiggled my body and tilted my neck to either side. It was not helping.

It was then that | saw the medicine. The pills, green and yellow, had time and
time again proved that they were the perfect remedy to stop my migraines. | reached
out a slightly shaky hand. Picking the bottle up, | took out two pills and popped them

into my mouth.

“Ah...” | said as | washed down the pills with water. Normally, they would taste
minty, soothing my throat, but this time, they did not. However, | did not pay much
attention to that; | had work to do. In addition, the tablets were made of natural
ingredients, so the taste would change slightly depending on the batch. With that

thought, | continued drafting my proposal.

After a while, the migraine still did not disappear. Strange, | thought. It should
have vanished by now. Maybe that batch of pills is not effective. | should eat more.
Again, | took out the bottle and slid two pieces of medication into my mouth. Still, the

minty flavour was not there.
But | did not realise something was wrong until hours later.

Finally, in the morning, | finished writing my proposal. “There,” | said. | packed
up my belongings to go home—I had taken leave to rest and recuperate after long
hours of not sleeping. When | stood up to leave the office, there was a sharp cramp
at my stomach area. It was so painful that | had to sit back down. Soon, it stopped

and | continued on my way out. All was fine until | reached the lobby.

At the lobby, the same sharp, painful cramps came back. My vision was
turning hazy. Then, without much of a warning, my eyelids drooped and closed,

sending me into a deep sleep.
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When | woke up again, there was a very strong smell of disinfectant and many
beeping noises. My hands felt clammy and tingled as though a hundred ants were
crawling on them. | managed to turn my head around and what | saw frightened me.
Stuck into my left hand were tons of needles, all of which were either connected to

an IV drip or a machine | could not identify.
Before | could make any more observations, | lost consciousness again.

The sound of people talking woke me up. | opened my eyes. The people in
the room, as | soon figured out, were my parents, brother and sister. When my father

saw me, he immediately crouched down to check on me.
“W... what happened?” | asked, not understanding what was going on.
“You took some very dangerous medications.”

| was still rather groggy, and | did not get it. The doctor went on to explain that
the medication | had eaten in the office were not painkillers, but another type of
medication which only worked for a certain illness. | did not have that particular
illness, so my body had reacted very badly to the strength of the wrong pills.

In addition, 1 would also experience certain organ damage due to chemicals in

the medication | ate. | was devastated, but there was nothing | could do about it.

Days later, | was discharged from the hospital. | went back to the office to
check the bottle of pills. As it turned out, my own pills were in my drawer, whereas
the ones | had eaten on that fateful night belonged to my friend. Without the lights on,
| had failed to see that the bottle was on her part of the desk, not mine, leading to my

grave mistake.

| sighed. If only | had paid more attention to the bottles. If only | had not eaten

the pills. If only | had not made such a careless mistake...
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