Gratitude
No man is an island. What this quintessential adage means is
that there are many things that we cannot accomplish without the help
of others. When these individuals come into our lives and render
assistance, we ought to show our gratitude. Not too long ago, I seized the
opportunity to show my appreciation for my English teacher, Mrs Kan,
during Teachers’ Day. The memories of that wonderful day remain
indelibly etched in my mind…
It was a tranquil Monday morning when I sought advice from
my bosom buddy, Ken. No sooner had I seen him than I unleashed a
barrage of questions.
What should I get for Mrs Kan?

Would a simple card seem insincere?

What if Mrs Kan did not like my present?
I was on the verge of giving up when Ken suggested baking a
cake for Mrs Kan.
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“That’s a good idea! However, both of us do not know how to
bake a cake. Now what?” I lamented.

“That’s true…,” Ken said sof tly, slouching in his chair. My best
friend of three years mulled over each and every choice with me.
English had always been my academic Achilles’ heel. I had
started the year dreading the subject and was on the verge of throwing
in the towel when Mrs Kan reached out to me. Thanks to her patient
guidance, I gradually saw an improvement in my grades. Much to my
delight, I no longer feared the subject.
Eventually, Ken agreed to ask his mother, the master of
cookery, to teach us how to bake a cake. I had my reser vations about the
endeavour initially as I had never baked a cake. Ken assured me that it
would be a cinch with his mother guiding us. Buoyed by my friend’s
helpfulness, I beamed broadly and agreed to bake a cake at his place that
weekend.

292

Gratitude
A drizzling array of ingredients greeted my eyes the minute I
stepped foot into Ken’s kitchen. All the necessary ingredients were laid
out nicely on the island countertop. Moreover, Ken’s mother had also set
up the mixer and prepared the baking paraphernalia which she thought
we would need. Without wasting a second, we mixed the flour, eggs,
baking soda and butter to form a smooth, luscious batter. Sensing my
discomfort, Ken’s mother smiled and assured me that the batter was
fine. Next, we added vanilla essence and flavouring before placing the
batter in the oven.
I could hardly believe my eyes when the batter soon
transformed into a delicious-looking cake. Together with Ken, I used
vanilla and chocolate icing to add decorative touches to the cake. Before
leaving Ken’s house, I thanked Ken and his mother once again for their
help.
The next day, I carried the cake in a bulky cake box to school.
My heart palpitated wildly against my ribcage as I tried to avoid my
classmates’ curious glances. Af ter all, Teachers’ Day was just four days
away.
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During recess, I mustered up my courage and looked for Mrs
Kan in the Staffroom.

“Umm… Mrs Kan, could I see you for a short while?” I
stammered using the intercom system outside the Staffroom.
Mrs Kan replied in affirmation and within seconds, stood at
the door of the Staffroom with a quizzical look on her face. I passed her
the box and wished her Happy Teachers’ Day in advance!

“I baked a cake for you but as it does not contain any
preser vatives, I have to give it to you before Teachers’ Day,” I said.

Mrs Kan was momentarily taken aback. Then, a grin spread
over her face and she accepted my gif t.
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“Thank you so much!” she said in a delightful voice.
I returned home feeling happy as if a load had been taken off
from my chest. It felt truly wonderful to be able to show my gratitude in
such a unique manner.
In retrospect, I was genuinely glad that I was able to show my
gratitude to Mrs Kan. I will continue to be grateful towards people who
have helped me in one way or the other.
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A Disappointment
“Good luck for your Science test,” Jane said excitedly to me.

Finally, it was the last paper of the year but I still felt scared.
Science was my weakest subject. I was shivering in fear. Jane, on the
other hand, was happy and excited. We were total opposites.

In no time, the test began. I tried my best to answer the
questions. A few minutes into the paper, I heard some noise behind me. I
turned a blind eye to it as I thought it was my imagination. Then, it came
again. Curious, I turned around. I saw Jane whispering to a classmate
beside her. What was she doing? I was puzzled. Were they sharing
answers?! I kept looking at them. They did not realise I was eyeing them.
Then, they took the opportunity to exchange answers while the
invigilator was not looking. Some finger gesticulating took place
bet ween them. I was shocked. Shocked beyond words. Shocked that my
best friend was cheating! How could it be? I remembered that Jane was
walking and smiling at me confidently earlier. Disappointment gushed
through me.
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Looking back at my test paper, I could not concentrate at all. I
was in a dilemma. If I told the invigilator, I would be doomed as Jane would
scold, complain and blame me for everything. If I did not tell the
invigilator, Jane would not learn her lesson. What should I do? My heart
was beating hard against my ribcage. Finally, I made up my mind.

Timidly, I raised my hand to get the invigilator’s attention. I was
shaking ner vously like a leaf. He came over and I told him everything I
saw. Upon hearing what I said, the invigilator raised an eyebrow
questioningly. He walked over to Jane and took her out of the classroom.

Soon enough, the principal appeared outside the classroom. He had
a very serious and concerned look on his face. Jane, on the other hand,
hung her head low as the principal spoke to her. I could tell she was
crying. Did I do the right thing?
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Af ter recess, I ran to the principal’s office immediately just in
time to catch a glimpse of Jane and her parents coming out of the
principal’s office. Their angry faces said it all. They reprimanded Jane
once more and lef t. Jane looked downcast. She was visibly upset and
remorseful. I was sure she regretted cheating.

Jane spotted me and came charging towards me like a raging bull.
She gave me a hard smack on my back and said it was all my fault. She
started crying and blaming me for getting her into trouble. Then, her
shoulders drooped and she stared hard at the ground. Her eyes turned red
as a surge of embarrassment washed over her like tidal waves. Glancing
around with red-rimmed eyes, she tried in vain to avoid the countless
pairs of eyes that were looking on. How she must have wished there was
a hole in the ground to let her jump in.
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A Disappointment

Looking at Jane, I felt hurt by her accusation but I knew I had
done the right thing. I knew she was disappointed that I had told on her
and, she too, knew that I was disappointed that she had succumbed to
cheating. I was sad. Sad that she was scolded. Sad that Jane did not
understand my good intentions as a true friend.

Despite Jane’s cold shoulder towards me af ter that day, I
reminded myself not to regret the decision that I had made. I had done
something right in the hope that Jane could turn over a new leaf. I hope
that Jane would soon come around and still be my best friend.
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