Chapter Eight





Day Two: Monday morning





MEI





I unlocked my drawer and took out the title deed to the flat.


	“Where are you taking that?” my mother said.


	“To court.” I put the deed in my briefcase. 


	“What for?”


	“Business.” I snapped my bag shut and brushed past her. “I got to hurry. The place shuts for lunch at twelve thirty. If I don’t make it before then, I’ll have to wait until quarter past two.”


	My mother grabbed my bag. “You can’t take that.”


	“Why?”


“You give away the flat, where am I going to live? I know what you’re up to. You can’t take the flat from me. I homeless, how? You want me to sleep in the drain?


“Nobody is going to be sleeping in any drains. Why you always get hysterical for nothing?”


“Nothing? This is not nothing. You want to take the flat away from me and you say it’s nothing.


“I - am - not - taking - the - flat - away - from - you,” I said. “You understand English or not?” I repeated the same thing in Mandarin.


“Then you take the title deed for what?”


 “This morning I went down to the sub courts to get bail for Andy. The judge granted it, I’m going back to the courts to deposit the security. I need something to prove that I have the means to provide security for Andy, like share certificates, title deeds, jewellery…”


“I’m not giving you any of my jewellery.” 


“I’m not asking for your jewellery. I’m not taking anything away from you. Why you go crazy for nothing? You act like I’m selling the flat or something. All I’m going to do is take the title deed and deposit with the court. As security. After Andy’s trial is over, I’ll get back the title deed. It won’t affect us at all. You can still live in the flat, do what you like as usual. Why you make a big deal out of nothing?” 


“But if Andy run away, then how?”


“He won’t.”


“But if he does, then how? Will we lose the flat?”


“Maybe. But that’s really unlikely.”


“Why you want to use our flat? So risky. Why can’t you use your own money? You got so much in POSB, why you don’t use instead?”


“Very troublesome. If I use my POSB account as security, that means I can’t use my ATM card to draw money. And I’ll have to cancel all my giro payments.”


“What kind of excuse is that?”


	I didn’t want to tell my mother this, but I guess I had to. “Anyway I can’t use my POSB account. It doesn’t have enough money to cover Andy’s bail.”


	“What? But you got so much money,” my mother said. Even though I only just started my career, just because I am a lawyer, my mother thinks I have giga-zillions stashed away in some Swiss account. 


	 “What did Andy do? Was it so terrible? Why the judge set the bail until so high?”


	“Andy’s foreign.” 


	“The judge afraid Andy will run away?”


	“Andy won’t run away.” 


	“Why not? He got no reason to stay in Singapore. He got no family here. If I were him, I’d run away.


I looked at my watch. “Let go of me. I’m late, I don’t have so much time to argue with you.”


“You can’t take the deed.”


“Yes I can. This flat belongs to me and I can do whatever I want with it.” I took out the title deed and jabbed at it. “Look - my name. It’s written here in black and white. It’s mine.”


“Just because your father left it to you, doesn’t mean the flat isn’t mine too.” My father left everything in his will to me, instructing me to take care of my mother, as she was absolutely terrible with her finances.  “Your father gave me nothing when he died. Where got any other wife like that?” 


I rolled my eyes.


	“All my other friends, all get richer and richer,” my mother said, “They got progress. Last time they live in one-room HDB flat, then move to HUDC, now many of them live in landed property, got their own garden! But me? My life never get better. I born that time - got nothing; get married - still nothing; I die that time, you know what I will get?” 


	“What are you talking about? You have everything. The flat’s under my name, but you always act like the flat’s yours anyway. All the decor in the flat - it’s all done by you. You think I like pink walls?”  I made a face. “But I let you do whatever you want with the flat.”


	“You say only. I want to do feng shui but you don’t let me.”


	“That’s different. That’s just a waste of money.”


“Everything I do also waste of money right?”


	“You think it’s so great to have all the money? You want Daddy’s money? Go ahead, take it. Then you can take charge of all the business - pay the bills, do the taxes - and I can relax. Why do you think Daddy left all the money to me? Tell me - the water bill - do you know how pay that?”


	My mother didn’t say anything.


	“No?” I said, “You don’t even know how to pay the PUB. You only want money so you can buy this, buy that. Money is not just for spending. It’s a great responsibility. You know what would have happened if Daddy gave you the money?”


	“What?”


	“You would have lost it. You would have given everything to the temple priest.” 


	 My mother shook her head. “I’m always very careful with my money.”


	“What about the time you tried to buy that ‘magic’ stone from him? Ten thousand dollars to cure your rheumatism.”


	“In the end I still didn’t buy.”


	“Only because I wouldn’t give you the money.”


	“You never give me money for anything.”


	“Why do you always talk like I’m depriving you? You have food, clothing, a roof over your head. And what do you do? Nothing. You don’t work. You don’t do anything. You just sit at home and shake leg, play mahjong all day and sing karaoke all night. You even have a maid to cook and clean for you. Why do you keep complaining that you have no money? What do you need it for? I take care of everything for you.”


	“Last time, your father also said that.” 


“Oh forget it.” I turned to leave. Then I stopped, and said, “You think I care about all the money Daddy left me? I don’t need it. I’m making enough on my salary. Daddy’s money is all for you. I take charge of the money to protect you, make sure you don’t waste it, make sure you got enough to last you until you die.”


“You really want to protect me than you don’t take away the deed.”


	“I really need the title deed. If not, I can’t bail Andy out,” I put down my briefcase. “But if you’re really worried about the flat, I won’t use it, okay?”


	My mother took the deed from my brief case, went to her room and locked the door.





*





Eugene answered the phone with a fancy BBC English accent - “Hello, this is the Lee residence, Eugene Lee speaking,” but once he recognised my voice, he slipped back into Singlish - “Wah leow woman, you know what time it is now? We’re not living in the same time zone anymore. Why you call me so late?”


“Andy was arrested last night.”


“Hah, what?”


“For being the head of a soccer gambling syndicate.” 


“Wha-what? Andy can’t even buy milk without getting lost, how can he run a syndicate? No. It can’t be. What about the other punters? Did anyone else get arrested?”


“No.” 


“Can I do anything?”


“I need money for Andy’s bail.” I told him how much I needed. 


“Ouch. I want to help, but I got no money in Singapore.”


“You can transfer some to a local account.”


“It’s, uh, a lot of money. What if he jumps bail?”


“He won’t.”


“Erm, this is Andy we’re talking about. Whenever there’s a problem, he runs.”


“We can’t just leave him in jail.”


“Can I do anything else?”


“Forget it.” 





*





“I can’t get bail for you,” I said, “Sorry. Not enough money.”


“What am I going to do?” Andy said.


“Are you going to plead guilty or claim trial?”


	“I’m innocent.”


“It’s your word against the police’s. Why should the judge believe a bookie?” Mei said, “These are the facts. The police have been watching your flat for the past couple of months. They know you’ve been using it as a betting house. The only thing they needed was some written proof, something to link you with all the bookies. And now they’ve got it.”


“The filofax.”


“Exactly. I’ll be honest. If we go to trial, we will lose.”


“But don’t you believe in God?” Andy said, “I mean, I know things look bad, but if I plead not guilty, I’m sure we’ll win. God won’t let me go to jail, not after I’ve become a Christian. I can’t believe that the first thing that’s going to happen to me after I’ve turned to Him is to go to jail. You can’t believe that He’ll let a thing like that happen to me. He won’t let me take the fall for something I didn’t do.”


“Let me tell you what I believe. I believe in Jesus Christ. I believe he died for my sins and rose from the dead. I believe that he justifies the righteous and punishes the wicked. What I believe about the judicial system in Singapore is a different matter entirely.” I looked around the police station. “And I intend to keep my opinions to myself, because my thoughts on the law might get me arrested under the Internal Security Act. Right now, I don’t know how God figures in all this. What I do know, I’m telling you. I know that as things stand, there is no way you will be acquitted. All God requires to acquit you in the heavenly court is to look into your heart. That’s the way God runs things up in the sky, but the judge down here requires more than your word. And that’s all we have at the moment. Unless we can find out who framed you, unless we have concrete evidence - if not, as your lawyer, I’d have to advise you to plead ‘guilty’.”


 “I’m sure the jury can see that I’m innocent.”


	“We don’t have juries.”


	“What? Why not?”


 	“It’s a Western idiosyncrasy,” I said, “The judge is the one who decides your fate. Him and him alone. We’ll be going before District Judge Philip Ng. He sentenced four people to death last year. He could jail you for parking on a double-yellow line, and feel that he’s doing society a favour. If we lose, you’re looking at three to five years in prison.”


“What should I do?”


“If you plead guilty, I could do a good job in mitigation. Maybe if I do a lot of grovelling and snivelling on your behalf, who knows? You might get off with just a few months in jail.”


“What are you going to say?”


“I’ll probably play the ‘innocent abroad’ card. But you can use anything. You could say you were born prematurely. It worked for Michael Fay, it got him a few less strokes of the cane.  Anything goes.” 


 “Five years versus a few months. That’s a big difference. But I’m innocent.”


	“It’s up to you. What do you want to do?” 


