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A poignant and delightful story involving class, race, social customs, and a unique friendship
that questions them all. Though they’re divided by class, language, appearance—you name it—
Chloe and Lakshmi have a lot in common. Both girls are new to Class Five at Premium Academy
in New Delhi, India, and neither seems to fit in. But they soon discover how extraordinary an
ordinary friendship can be and how celebrating our individuality can change the world."Whether
describing the heat of a Delhi summer or the emotions of a homesick preteen in a strange land,
Darnton gets the details right, bringing characters and story to life and also educating readers
about the economic discrepancies rampant in India. Blonde American Chloe's perspective gives
Western readers a way into this tale of inequality in a foreign culture."--Kirkus "A solid
multicultural offering for middle grade collections."--SLJ "The heart of the story—standing up for
others, despite social or economic class—can offer a good discussion for readers and hopefully
get them thinking about those around them."--Booklist "An informed and informative work of
fiction that incorporates eye- opening facts about poverty and social systems outside of the
United States while never losing the protagonist’s authentic and relatable voice. Evocative in
setting, sympathetic in character, and noble in intent, this story is for armchair travelers and
seekers of fairness and friendship."--The Bulletin 
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For Sophie, Charlotte, and ElizabethAnd for Steve

I was so busy I didn’t hear Mom come up behind me. I heard her voice before I saw her, and this
was what that voice said:“Chloe, Chloe! Oh no, Chloe!”I froze in front of the bathroom mirror. In
my left hand, I was holding a clump of blond hair away from my head. Well, hair that used to be
blond. Now it was After Midnight Black.In my right hand, I was holding an After Midnight Black
permanent marker.“Now what have you done?” Mom groaned.This, I knew, was a rhetorical
question—one of those questions grown-ups ask but you’re not really supposed to
answer.Besides, it was pretty obvious, no? The evidence was all there: black marker, black
hair.My mom is a watchdog journalist, which does not mean that she watches dogs and then
writes about them. It means she investigates stuff. You’d think she’d be able to figure this one out
by herself.“Why, oh why?” Mom wailed.Now, that was a trickier question. To be honest, I hadn’t
given the whole thing much thought. It wasn’t like I was going to color my whole head with Magic
Marker. But maybe, if I colored one little section right at the front, then looked in the mirror with
my head tilted at just the right angle, I could see what I’d look like with all-black hair.“What were
you thinking?” Mom moaned.Here is what I was thinking:Every single one of the ninety-eight
other kids in Class Five at Premium Academy has black hair. Every single one. In fact, there is
only one other girl in the whole school with blond hair, and I’ve seen that girl sitting alone in the
senior school stairwell picking at her split ends. I think she’s from Germany, which might be even
worse than being from America.I didn’t want other kids to mix me up with the split-end-picking,



stairwell-sitting blond girl, so I had decided to rectify—which means fix—the situation.(For the
record, I am eleven, but I like to use big words, mainly because I read a lot. It’s one positive side
effect of being new and not having any friends.)Mom had her hands on her hips, eyes all googly.
Her lips were clamped into a tight, thin line. It seemed like she was waiting for me to say
something.So I did.“Well, you’re the one who brought us here,” I said.—It wasn’t me who decided
to move our whole family from Boston, Massachusetts, to New Delhi, India, over the summer. My
parents decided that. Well, mainly my mom. “It’s where the stories are,” she had said by way of
explanation. I was only ten back then, and I got this picture stuck in my head—the streets of
India lined with storybooks. Literally. Madeline and Eloise and Pierre (you know, the boy who
says, “I don’t care!”) were lined up like lampposts along a busy street. Elephants wandered in
and out among them. That was what India would be like—elephants and stories
everywhere.Boy, was I wrong. They don’t even have a decent public library here. As for
elephants, we hardly ever see them. When we do, it’s one sad elephant trudging down the hot
highway to some fancy kid’s birthday party. A mahout sits on its neck, his bony knees tucked
tight behind the elephant’s ears. He beats the elephant with a stick. Cars and buses honk: Out of
the way, you dumb elephant! Out of the way!Back in Boston, we lived in a tall, narrow brick
building attached to other tall, thin brick buildings on both sides. Ours had big windows with
black shutters that looked like ears. Huge maple trees lined both sides of our street. The trees
were so tall, their leaves met at the top to form a canopy. In the summer, it was like living under a
bright green tent.Our street in Boston was a dead end, so even though we lived smack in the
middle of the city, there were hardly any cars and we kids were allowed to play by ourselves out
on the stoop. Sometimes we’d sneak white pebbles from the neighbors’ Japanese garden and
roll them down the steps to see how far they’d make it out into the street. Our building didn’t have
a yard, but that was okay because there was a city park right around the corner, with a
playground and a tennis court and a hill that we would sled down in the winter.Here in Delhi, we
have a park across the street too, but the playground is just a broken seesaw and a metal slide
that gets so hot you could fry an egg on it. There’s the skeleton of a swing set with chains where
the swings should be. The chains dangle there, swaying in the wind. Sometimes street kids tie
rags to their ends to make seats, but the rag swings last only a day or two before they fall apart.
As for sledding, ha! The ground is flat as a pancake. And it never, ever snows.The movers
showed up at our apartment in Boston on June 13. I remember the date because it was the day
after my birthday, the day after I turned eleven. Mom gave them slices of my leftover cake. I
watched them through a crack in the french doors. I watched them eat up all that cake, scraping
the last bits of fudge frosting from their paper plates with my purple plastic birthday spoons.
Then they packed all of our stuff into brown cardboard boxes and loaded the boxes and all of our
furniture into a big orange truck and drove the truck to Cape Cod, where they unloaded
everything into Nana and Grandpa’s basement. Mom and Dad knew we wouldn’t be staying in
India forever, so they thought renting furniture was a much better financial decision—their words,
not mine—than paying to cart it across the ocean. Back at our house, there was nothing left but



dust bunnies and seven enormous suitcases. That was part one of moving.
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Ryan, “Highly recommend!. My 10 year old daughter and I both absolutely loved Chloe in India!
Chloe is an 11 year old American living in India, experiencing all the emotional ups and downs of
tweenhood in a foreign country. Her voice is authentic, the descriptions of her new environment
are so rich, and the dynamics of her various relationships (with her sisters, parents, teachers,
friends, etc) are just the right amount of complicated.I think everyone has a little inner Chloe that
they will be able to relate to, and it's a lot fun to enter this world of new landscapes, customs and
norms.  This is my go-to gift for kids ages 9-12.  Highly, highly recommend!”

A Person, “Fantastic message, but language may not be appropriate for middle grade readers.
As the other reviewers have said, this is a fantastic and well written story with a great message.
However, it does contain profanity: s--t and other words. While this may not bother many
readers, it does put me in a difficult position as a teacher who had intended to add this book to
my classroom library. Otherwise, it's a great choice for middle grade readers.”

Gabriel Sperry, “Wonderful. Wonderful story of sensitivity and growth”

J.Prather, “Delightful and enlightening. Chloe in India is an excellent read and an enthusiastic
recommend for any reader grades 4 and up looking for a story about friendship. Those who like
their stories tinged with a bit of the exotic will especially love this one, as the author goes to great
trouble to evoke both the vibrant Indian cultural landscape and the roller coaster feelings that
result when you are an American girl suddenly plopped down in the middle of a country where
EVERYTHING is different. It's nice when Chloe finds out that the rules of friendship are the
same no matter where you are. It's a lesson that will surely resonate with young readers.This is
just a lovely story and I can't wait to recommend it to young readers. It will surely provide much
food for thought and discussion not only about what it must feel like to be in a new environment,
but also how we treat those who are different from us. The book addresses physical and
socioeconomic differences in a way that is never heavy handed, offering up some important
lessons learned from characters that are charming, intelligent, and complex. Entertaining and
enlightening, Chloe in India is a must read and an enthusiastic recommend.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “An Engaging and Intriguing Story. Picture the thrill of having an
assignment, which takes you to India. Imagine learning first hand about a new social structure,
foods, people and cultural beliefs. All well in good when you are an adult who is looking forward
to a new and exciting assignment. But when you are an 11 year old living in Boston, quite happy
with your life, school and friendships you quite frankly would rather stay home. Why do parents
have to take new jobs and make everyone move?A very engaging story about young
adolescence with all its trials and tribulations, combined with the intriguing challenges of
adapting to new customs, language, beliefs and people in India (a far cry from Boston). Through



Kate Darnton's writing, the reader becomes thoroughly engrossed in Chloe's story, as Chloe
attempts to fit in with the other students in her new school. Issues related to acceptance and
forming friendships are very well depicted. All of these dilemmas become more complicated and
difficult to negotiate, when you at the same time have to discover the underlying customs in your
new environment. Chloe quickly learns making a new friend (Anvi or Lakshmi) will ultimately
place what she and her family value most to a test. Underlying adolescent needs and
frustrations are the same, but the way in which they are achieved in India differs greatly from
Boston. The challenges Chloe and her family face as they all negotiate and adapt to their new
environment is both fascinating and meaningful. You will not want to put this book down once
you begin to read it! A wonderful way for young adolescents to learn of another culture, and
come to understand how many of the feelings and frustrations they experience are universal.
Chloe at last discovers what makes India feel like home.”

J. Lee, “Wonderful book about a 11 year old and her family .... Wonderful book about a 11 year
old and her family moving to India and navigating fitting in and navigating friendships. It also
talks about social and economic discrepancies. What a deep and well written book. Glad my
girls have something like this to read and I myself couldn’t put it down and read it in two sittings.”

Bohemian West, “except for the annoying plot device of waiting for the monsoon at the .... except
for the annoying plot device of waiting for the monsoon at the wrong time, it is a good book.”

The book has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 8 people have provided feedback.
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