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Prologue 

The rsto tundI v emes alIe ohlo feio ld payspdo ud aw aeausw ’ltdgo  fln.hoes us l ’usI— vo ’lt l ’lpf,funIk ndsetoslpdeIk ohe bpdI dep.hcunst  WunfI hels ohsun.h ohe ohpd ’lfft ui uns thuyhunte— v anto hlme tundIeI  fpbe ld lacnfldWe tpsed ou aw auohes ohlo lioesduud— v hlI ’ubed isua  l dly ldI WunfIdgo rdI hes— The lctedWe iefo fpbe lcldIudaedok ohun.h  the ’lt ysuclcfw udfw l ie’ toeyt l’lw— 

:hed the rdlffw lyyelseIk the ynffeI ae pdou hes lsat ldI v Wfnd. ou hes  lt pi ohe ’usfI IeyedIeI ud ohlo eacslWe— vd l ’lwk po IpI— Thlo auaedok  fud. ceiuse v hlI fld.nl.e ou dlae pok oln.ho ae tuaeohpd. lcuno fume  ldI tlieowA ohew Wuae duo isua ohe lctedWe ui ielsk cno isua ohe ysetedWe  ui tuaeude ’hu ’pff seonsd ’hed wun Wsw uno— 

Thlo fettud ’unfI seyelo potefi lWsutt ohe IeWlIet,pd Ilsbes mlffewtk pd  hutypolf suuatk pd teltudt ui fudefpdett— j.lpd ldI l.lpdk v ’unfI felsd  ohlo l Wsw hlt yu’esk duo ceWlnte ui ohe tundI potefi cno ceWlnte ui ’hu  helst po— 

ppp

The thuyhunte ’hese v .se’ ny topff toldIt pd jfGndpeIk ohun.h ohe Iuust  lse IpBesedo du’ ldI ohe dep.hcunst hlme Whld.eI— :hed v ’lfb ylto po  ouIlwk v Wld lfauto taeff ohe mlsdpth ud isethfw tldIeI ’uuIk hels ohe WfpWb  ui alhGud. opfet lo FsldIalgtk ldI oltoe ohe MflWb quseto Wlbet Snaaw  nteI ou cnw isua lWsutt ohe toseeo— The ’lfft lctusceI (nlsseftk wetk cno  lftu fln.hoes ldI sponlf— )hlIu’t fpmeI ohesek cno tu IpI tosed.oh— 

Thpt pt ohe tousw ui ohlo GunsdewA ui .su’pd. ny ohe Wlsyedoesgt Iln.hoesk  ui Wlsswpd. cuoh ’undIt ldI ’udIestk ui ’ldIespd. ohsun.h tosn..fet v  ohun.ho ’unfI ndIu aek ldI ui IptWumespd. l ilpoh ohlo toelIpeI aw toeyt— 

vo pt duo l yesieWo tousw— vo pt duo lf’lwt l yseoow ude— Mno po pt apdek ldI fpbe  ohe insdponse aw ilohes cnpfok po Wlsspet ohe alsbt ui cuoh ohe hlaaes ldI  ohe hldI ohlo thlyeI po— 

pm
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Chapter 1: Shophouse  Shadows 
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Our address was more than numbers: Block 116, Aljunied Avenue 2. To  outsiders it was just another shophouse in a long row, wedged between  the market and the swimming pool. To me, it was the centre of the  universe—the place where wood shavings qoated in the air like snow,  where xuarrels rattled the walls, and where love revealed itself in the most  uneypected waEs. 

PverE morning at half past nine, Iapa pushed open the blue folding metal  doors. TheE groaned in protest, as if theE too knew the long daE ahead.  Hnside, the air smelled of sawdust and varnish, sharp and earthE, clinging  to our clothes even after we left the shop. Iapa called it the scent of honest  work. 

The shop itself was cramped but tall, the ceiling stretching almost a storeE  and a half. PverE inch of the concrete qoor was claimed bE something Iapa  had made: wardrobes, tables, chairs, babE walkers, and stacks of mattresses  

1

perched on wooden platforms along the walls. Ne had a knack for using  space. Hf a customer pointed to a mattress on the highest shelf, he would  take a long wooden pole tipped with a sharp end and nudge it free, catching  it in his arms before it tumbled to the ground. Jo ladder, no fuss. ’ust  Iapa;s waE. 
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