Chapter Seven





ANDY





	Following Mei’s suggestion, I decided to compare the Saturday I just had in Singapore with the Saturday I had in England a year ago, to see if I could spot any patterns that would expose my supposed cycle of chaos.





Saturday (Last Year)





Fallensham





Late, late morning. 


Wake up in time to catch the closing credits for the ‘X-men’ on “Live and Kicking!” Annoyed with yourself for waking up too late, because you fancy Rogue, who is one of the cartoon characters (like Jessica Rabbit) who you find extremely snoggable. Resort to satisfying yourself by having perverted daydreams about children TV presenter, Emma Forbes: 





Scene: Inside a personal limo





Emma (naked): Don’t worry about messing up my hair and make-up. My personal hairdresser and make-up artist is waiting for me at the BBC studios. Oh Andy, take me now! I’ve always wanted to make love to an England International striker.





Afternoon. 


Remember it is Eugene’s birthday. Because he has been so consistently nice to you, you decide to do something nice back, like buy him a cool gift. Mention casually to Eugene that you are going down to the city center and did he want anything in particular? “We’re out of milk,” Eugene says. You decide to buy him a chocolate cake. You go to the bus-stop at three o’clock, but the bus does not arrive until half past three. You arrive at the city center at four, wander around looking for a cake shop, but somehow, manage to get completely lost and end up at the train station. By the time you find a cake shop, it is five o’clock - the shop has closed. The only shop that is open is the newsagents cum off-license cum video shop, where you buy Eugene a birthday card. You have enough money to buy a Terry’s Chocolate Orange, but then you remember that you haven’t bought your Saturday quota of lottery tickets yet. You are convinced that if you don’t buy your usual numbers today, this is the day they will win three quidzillion pounds and you will kill yourself. So you buy the lottery ticket. You feel a bit guilty, but you make a mental note to share the money with Eugene if you win the rolled over jackpot. 





Evening. 


Lottery results come out - you do not win anything. Sadness. Give birthday card to Eugene. “Where’s the milk?” Eugene asks.








�
Saturday (This Year)





Singapore





Late, late morning. 


Wake up. Switch on TV. RTM, the Malaysian TV channel is unbelievably bad. They’re running clips of flowers, with Richard Clayderman playing lounge lizard music in the background. It makes you fall asleep again.















































Afternoon. 


Remember that Mei has just been promoted. Because she has been so consistently nice to you, you decide to do something nice back, like buy her a cool gift. Ring Mei up and mention casually that you are going down to the city center, and did she want anything in particular? “I’m running out of shampoo,” Mei says. You go to the bus-stop at three o’clock, but the bus does not arrive until half past three. Three No.  56 buses arrive at the same time, one behind another. You are getting used to this in Singapore. Though the buses are scheduled to appear every fifteen minutes, often, due to bad traffic conditions and poor logistical planning, they appear only every hour, en masse, one behind another. You hop on the bus. At four, you realise that you have taken the bus in the wrong direction, because you are now at the Pasir Ris Interchange, which is at the completely wrong end of the country. By the time you manage to get the right bus to Orchard Road, it is five o’clock. You are gripped with a delirious joy when you remember that unlike England, the shops here don’t close until ten in the evening. You are saved! You love this country. Being a British citizen in a foreign country, you decide to expand your shopping horizons by going to new exotic shops in Takashimaya to look for shampoo. You find nothing exotic there, so you retreat to the familiar and go to the ubiquitous  Marks and Spencers. There, you are over-loaded with choice, there are eighty different types of shampoo. Unbelievable. You realise that there are many questions that need to be answered before you can make a purchase - does Mei need extra shine, or extra body? Is her hair easily damaged? How frequently does she wash her hair?  You ring Mei up, but she says that she’s at a meeting and does not have time to talk about her hair. So you buy her the diet chocolate bars instead. 





Evening. 


You decide to be a good Christian and not have any of the punters around to gamble tonight. You get arrested.�
�



Five lessons I learnt from the above exercise, in ascending order of importance:





5. I have a vivid, but rather disturbing, imagination.





4. I am crap at shopping.





I get lost easily, I am, as they say, ‘directionally-challenged’.





When I get lost, I get confused. When I get confused, I do stupid things. (Refer back to lesson number 3) This might explain why I’m often into trouble.





I am not a bad person, but bad things just seem to happen around me.


I want to do nice things for people, but it never seems to work out. They say that the road to hell is paved with good intentions. I am full of good intentions.�
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Tan/Foreign Bodies











