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Topic: A Lost Child  

Pictures given: A crying child, A shopping mall, A security officer.   

The gargantuan shopping mall was a hive of activity as it was the weekend. 

Music blared from the speakers and shoppers streamed in and out of stores, 

snagging the best bargains. The shelves were lined with a plethora of goods and the 

air was filled with excited chatter. Shoppers jostled past one another, drawn to 

discounted items like bees to honey.  

 

I was in high spirits as I walked with a spring in my step, eager to watch the 

movie “Mufasa” with my friend Pang Pang. He was waiting for me at the cinema. As I 

rode the escalator, I whistled a happy tune and my eyes sparkled in delight – I could 

not wait to watch the show! 

 

When I reached my destination, I saw a pint-sized boy, no more than five 

years old walking aimlessly around. He was wearing a Pokemon T-shirt and 

clutching a bear toy. He looked left and right anxiously as if searching for something. 

Moments later, tears welled up in his eyes. His shoulders shook and he began to cry 

uncontrollably. 

 

“Mommy! I want my mommy!” he wailed. However, people were oblivious to 

his cries and just kept walking by. The boy then hugged his bear toy close to him like 

it was his only hope. 

 

I instinctively took a step forward, wanting to help him, but I stopped in my 

tracks. If I helped him, I would not be able to catch my movie, which was starting in 

five minutes and Pang Pang would be worried. However, if I did not help the child, 

his mother would be worried sick. His plaintive wails tugged at my heartstrings. I 

found myself caught on the horns of a dilemma. I darted behind a pillar out of view 
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from the boy while I weighed my options. The movie was more important. Surely 

someone would stop to help the child, right? 

 

Just as I was about to leave, I remembered my mother’s words: “Always lend 

a helping hand to others.” How could I turn a blind eye to his plight now? A pang of 

guilt struck me. I decided to listen to my conscience and walked towards him.  

 

“Hello, do you need any help?” I asked the child in a gentle voice. 

 

“Y- yes!” the boy wailed. “I’m lost… My mummy!”  

 

“What’s your name?” I asked. 

 

“Benny!” he answered, managing to keep his voice steady. 

 

Flashing him a bright smile, I assured him, “Benny, I’ll help you find your 

mummy, okay? Follow me.”  

 

He nodded tentatively and held my hand as I led him through a winding aisle 

before coming to a stop at the Information Counter. I quickly explained everything to 

the lady at the counter and asked if she could make an announcement to find 

Benny’s parents. She nodded, then spoke into the microphone. 

 

“Dear shoppers, there is a lost boy named Benny. He is wearing a Pokemon 

shirt and blue pants. If you are his parent, please proceed to the Informartion 

Counter on Level 3.” 
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As we waited, I told Benny some jokes I had learnt at school to cheer him up. 

Time seemed to crawl by and Benny started biting his lips nervously. Just as he 

seemed to be on the verge of tears again, I saw a lady in a dress run towards us. 

Anxiety was etched on her face. Benny’s face lit up.  

 

“Mummy! Mummy!” he exclaimed as he bounded into his mother’s arms. 

 

His mother’s worried expression gave way instantaneously to one of relief. 

Colour flooded back to her face as she hugged Benny tightly. Then she turned to me, 

tears brimming in her grateful eyes. 

 

“Thank you so much for helping Benny,” she said. 

 

“No problem! My mother always told me to help others in need!” I replied, 

warmth blossoming in my heart. I waved goodbye to Benny and his mother. 

 

I took out my phone and realised I had missed ten calls from Pang Pang! 

Luckily, he had left me a message reminding me to meet him at the cinema to watch 

the rest of the show. I knew he would understand once he heard about Benny’s 

plight. 

 

As I made my way there, I felt a surge of warmth. A smile spread across my 

face as I knew I had done the right thing. The joy of helping others is kindness' own 

reward. 

 

Elysse, P4 
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