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THE term weekend warriors usually refers to people who spend Saturdays and Sundays hanging off a cliff, trundling on two wheels down a bumpy dirt road or some other strenuous sport.

I shun the outdoors, weekday or weekend. Ideally, I would spend my weekend in air-conditioned comfort, curled up in bed with a good book or DVD.

But lately, like many other Singaporeans, I find that I've been spending many weekends at work instead.

Say hello to moi, the new Weekend Warrior.

Let me elaborate. Due to the nature of my job, I spend every third Sunday on duty in the office. That is, if nobody else is on leave or off sick, in which case, I can be at the office every other Sunday, or even on consecutive Sundays.

But it is not as dire as it may sound. I get a day off in lieu for working Sundays, or any other official day off, for that matter. However, one tends to avoid taking Friday off because it is a busy day.

As such, when I work on a Sunday, I don't have the luxury of two consecutive days off that week.

Of course I am grateful to have a job I enjoy, a blessing that I know is hard to come by in these difficult times.

But still, having done Sunday duty for a while, I have come to realise that the day-in-lieu cannot quite compensate for having missed out on an entire weekend.

After all, there's no joy in making big plans on Saturday when you know you have to drag your aching bones to work the next day, even though you may have Monday off.

My body, accustomed for ages to a week made up of five indentured days and two consecutive free days, is starting to feel the effects of what I call The Lost Weekend syndrome.

I cannot even begin to commiserate with those who have to work enforced 5 1/2-day weeks.

A friend of mine, whose sister lives in England, says: 'That's precisely why my sister won't come back to Singapore. She's happier to take a job that pays her less, as long as she has her weekends free.'

Believe me, I'm waiting keenly for a medical study to proclaim that two consecutive days off a week is essential to one's balanced emotional, social and physical health. Surely with all the medical scares in these highly-sensitised times, it cannot be far away.

Maybe it's a psychological thing. But having been so used to thinking that weekends are your reward for a hard week's work, it is tough not to resent the fact that I no longer have that prize which many others take for granted.

The irony is, I like working on Sundays - things are quieter and there are fewer distractions. But I also cherish my weekends when I can spend time doing things I want to do, like hanging out with relatives and friends.

But, just when I am sitting around, feeling sorry for myself and poking these pathetically whiny thoughts around in my head, I open The Straits Times to find I am not alone.

In a Monday story on stressed children, a Straits Times survey found that an 11-year-old here spends 2.2 hours doing homework on a weekend.

Those who take tuition lessons spend as much time - 1.7 hours - on tuition assignments during the weekend as on a school day.

In addition, almost seven in 10 children go back to school on Saturday for co-curricular activities or remedial classes, sometimes for both. They spend about 2 1/2 hours in school each time.

It's been a long time since I was a child, but I remember weekends filled with activities that had nothing to do with school.

Apart from going back every Saturday to sing songs and learn to tie knots - all part of being a Girl Guide - my schoolday weekends were spent watching TV, reading and playing with Barbie dolls.

When I was in school, I never had tuition and my parents never forced me to switch off the TV. Perhaps they were glad they could get me out of their hair for a few hours by plonking me in front of the goggle box. But I don't think I turned out the worse for it.

Even back in those nostalgic days, school was not an easy ride. There was always homework every night and even sometimes on weekends. But for the most part, the teachers were kind enough to realise that Saturdays and Sundays should be spent letting kids be kids.

But now, are we in danger of raising a new generation of young people who don't know how to relax and have a good time? Will weekends be eternally devoted to results-oriented activities?

Surely, these kids have time in later years to find out that life is a hard slog. Soon enough, they will be stuck in cubicles working till late on weekdays and possibly coming in to work on weekends too.

Even more sinister still are parents equally busy working weekends who have no time for their busy kids.

Maybe I am being idealistic. Perhaps it is wise to train kids young and to get their nimble bodies and minds used to the idea of living in an age where pure weekends no longer exist.

After all, with globalisation and increased competition, it is perhaps inevitable that weekends eventually become the exception rather than the norm.

Still, before that happens, we should fight it as best as we can. Weekends should be cherished, like childhood memories, I say.

For, if everyone starts to get the notion that they are no longer sacred, then you'll be stuck - a weekend warrior hanging on to a cliff of your own making until your arms eventually tire and you drop off the map, forever.

But, enough morbid idle thoughts. Tomorrow (Sunday), I will be in the office again, as I have been rostered to work this weekend.

Send your comments to stlife@sph.com.sg
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