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Debra Tan (6C4)
“Meow!  Meow!”  the cry of a kitten caught my attention.  I stopped in my tracks and motioned my sister, Debbie, who was cycling right behind me to slow down.  Leading our bicycles by the handles, we walked to the bushes somewhere around the bend.  





As we neared the bushes, the pleas grew louder and more intense.  Debbie looked at me nervously, hinting that we probably should get out of there.  I, on the other hand, insisted that we find out what was happening.





             Brimming with curiosity, I peeked behind the bushes.  There stood three teenage boys, one of who was wearing a school uniform. They were each armed with a broken twig and seemed to be poking at something on the ground.  A rage surged through me and I knew I had to do something.  





            “They must be torturing the poor kitten,” I whispered to Debbie. Unafraid, I marched up to them and yelled, “Hey, you bullies!”  





              For a moment, I surprised myself for having the courage to stand up against the gangster-looking boys.  They looked up and gave me look I simply could not understand.  Then one of them, the tallest one, gave me a glare that made me half regret yelling at them in the first place.  The other two, however, seemed to be more interested with the ‘animal victim’ they were torturing. 





	At that instant, I turned my attention to the ground. It was then that I realised what a fool I had been.  The boys were not tormenting a kitten as I had assumed.  Rather, they were trying to prevent a snake from attacking it, desperately poking it with the sticks. The poor kitten was curled in fear near the bushes as the snake slowly slithered around its tiny body.





I stood there, my ears getting warm from the embarrassment.  I had wrongly accused them of animal abuse when in fact they were trying to rescue the little creature.





“Hey,boy! Look carefully ah.  What did you think we were doing?” the tallest boy retorted, poking the stick into the air.





Just then Debbie crept behind me.  The moment she saw the snake, she shrieked at the top of her lungs and grabbed my arms in fear.  Her shrill cry must have frightened the snake for it slithered quickly into the bushes.  Seeing that, the tall boy and his friends leapt forward and one of them gingerly picked up the kitten. 





Debbie was still shaken by the sight and it took a while for her to eventually calm down.  The tall boy went up to Debbie and said, “ Hey, girl.  You scared the snake away. Not bad!”  





Debbie looked at him blankly.  In her mind she must be wondering why our leisurely Saturday cycling trip had to take such an unpleasant turn.








Fortunately, the kitten was unharmed.  One of the boys decided to take it home while the other boys followed him.





“Excuse me,” I said sheepishly as the boys were walking away.  The tall boy turned and looked.





“Uh…I’m sorry for calling you names,” I said apologetically.  





The boy just looked at me, the corner of his lips curling into a smile.  Up close, he did not look like a gangster at all.





“Don’t worry,” he said.  “No harm done.”





With that, they walked away.





As we cycled back home, I reflected on the incident.  I learnt something about myself that day.  I have always thought that I was not one to judge a book by its cover.  Yet, that was exactly what I had done.  It was indeed an embarrassment.








