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Chloe’ Bad Hair Day

“ Huh…that’s close,” Chloe took a relief breath when she managed to gain her balance, she almost tripped on the stairs when she stepped on her loose shoelaces. Slowly, she gripped the banisters and carefully descended the stairs. Once she reached the ground, she tried to tighten her shoelaces but she ended up stuffing the laces into the opening between the lacing and the tongue of her school shoes. 
“What are you doing here?” asked Chloe when Hilary, her pet cat, sprinted from the kitchen and snuggled on her legs.  “You must be hungry.” Chloe patted her cat. She looked at her watch, it’s 7.30 am. “Still have some time for breakfast.” She rushed to the kitchen and found the dining table empty. “ Seriously” moaned Chloe in disappointment. She took an egg and cracked it onto the pan. “ Ahhgg…I forgot to turn on the stove,” grunted Chloe when she noticed the frying pan did not sizzle. Her second attempt left her dismayed when the pieces of eggshell fell onto the frying pan. Plus, there was no cooking oil on the pan. She turned off the stove and dumped the egg.
 Hilary continued to meow on her feet, craving for some food. “ Hilary! I almost forgot you! Exclaimed Chloe, she rummaged through the pantry for the cat food but she could not find one. She grabbed a cereal box and poured some on the floor. “ Here, kitty, kitty!” Chloe tried to entice Hilary to eat them. “Where’s the milk?” murmured Chloe while checking the refrigerator. She took out a can of what she thought as milk. She poured it into the bowl of cereal and scooped some with a spoon into her mouth. “ Yike! What was that!” exclaimed Chloe once she tasted the milk. She looked at the label of the can “Coconut Milk”.  
Chloe took her backpack and headed to the door. She walked onto the patio and stood momentarily there. “How can I forget? “lamented Chloe. She pulled her sleeves to her wrists when she stepped onto the pavement along the main road. The chilly morning breeze caused her body to shiver and her face tingled.  She looked at the sky and it was dark and cloudy.  She trod her ways to the school, constantly switching her sling bag from left shoulder to right and back. “ Gosh, this bag is heavy,” uttered Chloe under her breath.  
She heard a loud cheer from her back. She turned to her back and saw a school bus was passing by. “She’s walking!” shouted a familiar voice from the bus. Chloe immediately turned her head as she noticed that the school children were cramming against the bus window, looking at her. 
“Chloe!!! Get into a car, you might hurt your legs,” screamed another voice, an outburst of laughter ensued. Chloe rolled her eyes and pursed her lips over their teases. She inhaled a deep breath when the bus disappeared from her view when it turned to the corner ahead of her.   
“Thummm….” A spasm of shock shot through her when the thunder rumbled, Chloe saw raindrops fell onto the ground. “Oh Great…” Chloe raised her head and gazed at the swarm of clouds on the sky. Torrents of raindrops pounded on her face, blurring her vision. In a few seconds, she was already soaked in the rain. Chloe forgot to bring umbrella. She considered skipping school that day and headed back home where she could rest and relax.  However, hearing the growl of her stomach changed her mind. She could imagine the warm meals served in the school canteen.  As the rain got heavier, Chloe made quick strides to the school compound before her shoes were filled with water. 
She turned the corner where the school bus disappeared to, she ran as fast as possible, jumped over puddle and crossed the road even if the traffic light was green. She had been running for fifteen minutes but she still did not see her school, she did not even know where she was. She looked around and nothing was familiar to her. Chloe regretted of never peeking out from the car window whenever she was driven to school.  She took shelter under a bus stop until the rain stopped. Her watch showed that it was five minutes past eight and her first class had already started. She decided to return home. 
Chloe went to a nearby food kiosk to ask for direction. She noticed nobody was there. Chloe was about to turn but her nose, which could not resist the smell of the fried sausages, caused her to stop and stare at the food. She gulped down her saliva and rubbed her rumbling tummy. She looked around and saw nobody nearby, not even at the kiosk. She quickly grabbed one of the hot dogs when a voice shouted at her, “ Hey put that down little girl!”  Stunned, Chloe immediately put it back and hid her hand behind her back, she took a few steps back. A large woman, wearing apron, was standing behind the food stand, it seemed that she had been kneeling down the counter when Chloe arrived. She was glaring straight at her. 
“I’m sorry, I’m so hungry, I’ve not eaten anything since this morning,” stammered Chloe, hoping the vendor would let her go.
 “Oh Dear, why didn’t you tell me, poor kid,” replied the woman in sympathy. She offered Chloe a hot dog and a cup of hot chocolate drink. “Are you lost my dear?” the woman patted her back while she was gulping down the hot dog. 
“Yes, I am…” Chloe swallowed the last morsel of food in her mouth before continuing, “ …supposed to be in school but I don’t know how to get there.”
 “It’s ok, I will ask my son to send you there, he has a motorcycle,” replied the woman.
Chloe never rode a motorcycle before. She closed her eyes throughout the ride. She felt like she was in a roller-coaster where her safety belt had snapped and she only had the seat to hold on to. Her stomach churned and the two hot dogs she ate before had rendered her nauseous.  The vendor’s son, Dan, dropped her in front of the school gate. “Thank you, I owe you and your mother a lot,” exclaimed Chloe. 
“Ah, don’t bother, Mom always said we should help the unfortunate,” replied Dan. 
Chloe had to refrain herself from lashing out at him for calling her poor. Instead, she gave a wide grin and a wave of goodbye. Once Dan left, Chloe looked at her watch and it was already 8.30 A.M. She was too late for class, she could just walk home and skipped the school for that day. She could easily come up with some excuses if the teacher inquired about her absence.  However, the thought of her being alone in the mansion deterred her from doing so. 
“Oh my, what happened to you?” asked Gini once she saw Chloe. 
“Let’s just say I have a bad hair day,” replied Chloe, disgruntled by the incident. 
 “May you explain your reason for being late, Miss. Dylan,” Mrs. Hustler stared at her, the fierce gaze fixated on her sent a sudden electric spasm through her veins. “You have no particular reason? I bet this is just another typical routine for you,” teased Mrs. Hustler. 
“No Madam, I walked to the school today and…” “Walk? That’s impossible for someone who comes from a rich family, I might buy it from someone else but not from you, Chloe Dylan,” Mrs. Hustler cut her off with assertive and crude remark. Chloe, in embarrassment, took her seat. She opened her bags and discovered that her books were all wet, the inks of her pens had leaked and the stain was visible from the exterior side of her bag. Even worse, she did not have “A Tales of Two Cities”, the Charles Dickens’ novel that Mrs. Hustler had asked them to bring.  She glanced across the room, everybody brought their books except her. 
 “Well, Chloe, where is your book? Do you need somebody to take the book out of your bag and put it on the table?” Mrs. Hustler’s words stung her. 
“ I..I didn’t bring it,” Chloe stuttered in anxiety. 
“Remarkable,” said Mrs. Hustler sarcastically. 
“Perhaps, you can let me see the homework I gave you last week.” 
“Gosh, I haven’t done it,” murmured Chloe silently, imagining the more offensive comments she had to endure from her teacher. 
Chloe wished the bell would not ring for that day, she could picture herself walking back home, verbally bullied by other students and if the rain did not stop, she probably had to be ready for another free public bath. Luckily, Gini’s father offered her a ride home when he saw her standing at the school gate. “Thank you, Mr. Fellon,” exclaimed Chloe when she got into the car. She put the plastic garbage bag that she was planning to use as her cover from the rain. She felt relief that she did not have to go home by foot. “You save my day, Gini,” said Chloe. 
“It’s ok, we are friends, that’s what friends do, help each other,” her reply struck Chloe who felt that she had been quite selfish.
Once she arrived at home, she was hungry and tired. She trudged along the pathway in the font lawn to the stairs. Standing at the patio, she delved into her pocket but she could not find the house key. “Kidding me!” exclaimed Chloe, fed up with the troubles that she had gone through. The door suddenly opened and Chloe’s father was standing at the doorstep. 
“So how’s your day?” asked her father. “Do you like it?” cynical tone was discernible in his question. 
“Dad, I think I had enough,” replied Chloe in exasperation. “It had been a rough day and I admit I have been very lazy and snobbish,” added Chloe. 
“So, I hope you’ve learned your lesson,” asserted her father. “Promise me you will stop mistreating our servants.”
 “Yes, Dad, I won’t be rude to them anymore, I really need them back,” Chloe looked at her father’s eyes with trickle of tears running down her cheek. “ They have been very important to me, preparing my school attire, cooking me breakfast, driving me to school, even doing my homework,” sobbed Chloe. “They are the best,” Chloe wiped her tears. “I regretted firing them.”
 Her father kneeled before her and hugged her. “It’s Ok my dear, I am glad to hear that from you,” he tried to calm her, patting down her hair. 
Now, can we hire them back?” asked Chloe in her trembling, pleading voice. “
Done that, they are already here,” his father replied, moving away from her sight to reveal Mr. Durvan, the driver, Mrs. Chomsky, the cook, Miss Nora, the nanny and the one that she needs most yet she used to be most ruthless at, Mrs. McLachlan, her nanny.  
Question
1. Describe the characteristics of Chloe.
2. Do you think Chloe had learnt something from the incident that she had? Why? 
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