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SHRIMPS IN SPACE

ACT 1

SCENE 1

TearicATURE T flnat 8ed’s
caracter i prrivayed m
Ac manner of drest @
witw e intention
ielwencing the au ionaty
fret imprestims o him.
B’ mtcg m i) HUAT BEE
wutinety of Act1 be hevable,

An empty, dark stage with a door frame and a half-
opened door at stage right. Light passes through

the opening, throwing a brilliant white wedge on
the floor. At stage left is a teacher’s table and a big
electric bell on the wall behind—it is the only thing
lit onstage other than the wedge on the floor. In the
centre of the back wall is a whiteboard that acts as a
projection screen. The sound of children playing in
the distance comes on. The electric bell rings loudly.
The sound of children noisily getting into their seats
can be heard. Then all is silent.

Mr Lim Huat Bee comes in. His pale, conservative,
checked short-sleeved shzrt—c??‘ize 00 tiar e—and
khaki pants and thick- rzmsf; glofsnssesfzqaih htm o

rather geeky-looking teacher. He writes the word
“EVOLUTION" on the white board.

All right, class. Today we are going to talk about

evolution...eh-voh-lew-shun...how things change
S9niaant, cinae thil if a play aboud hew)
i ple, Mom/;hif; and cireumprtanies changd
“Evolution” is an important word. It kind of helps

time

over time.

us understand how things were, and how things
came to be.

You see, in the beginning, there was nothing on
this earth.

There was only a molten planet cooling down.:.
A picture of an angry red planet, the early earth, is
projected on the whiteboard.
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On the pockmarked face of this planet, the
condensed liquids formed a potent brew...a
cocktail of life-enriching substances which
scientists call “THE COSMIC SOUP OF LIFE”!
And out of this soup, all life emerged.

(brightly) Some of these life forms evolved to
become dinosaurs.

A picture of a Tyrannosaurus Rex is projected.
Some became huge sea-mammals—the ancestors
of whales.

A picture of a blue whale or an illustration of a
prehistoric whale is projected.

Some of these became big, hairy mammoths—the
grandfather of all elephants.

A picture of a mammoth or elephant is projected.
(momentously) And some of them, after eons of
evolution and development, they remained small—
so you have your cockroaches, mosquitoes and
shrimps.

A close-up photo of Huat Bee with thick glasses,
reading a book, is projected.

All right. Very funny. Who put that slide in there?
Raymond...was it you?

Beat.

If it wasn't you, then why are you covering your face
and laughing so loudly? Go stand in the corner.
He comes out of his teacher role and addresses the
audience. He is Huat Bee, today.

Don’t worry about Raymond. He’s a perpetual

troublemaker. He'll manage to get in trouble
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congidey i
Why (a twis pay i
out intwe foxm o 2
Classroom Lessow 4

(omic rehokT # light -

again—even standing in that corner.

He looks at his picture on the screen.

Kids are so different now.

When I was young, I got into trouble without even
trying...

I'd better introduce myself.

Lim Huat Bee. That’s me. Huat Bee.

But in school, they called me “Hay Bee”. Dried
Shrimp.

At first I didn’t mind the name.

It was better than the Indian uncle in the mamak
stall' who used to call me “cicak kering”. Dried
lizard.. like the ones the cats caught, played with
and left dead in the sun. They would dry up, all
wrinkled and skinny. Once I stepped on one of
these by accident.

He acts like he is playing the game at that moment.
I was playing hide-and-seek and...

He mimes the action of a child watching out for
the person who is coming to look for him. He walks
backward, carefully, until. ..

I suddenly felt something leathery between my
toes...

Something spongy and leathery...

He stops.

Oh God...

He looks at the sole of his foot.

There were bits of semi-dried lizard stuck to the
soles of my feet.

Eeeeeeceeeeeeeeeeeeceeceee!

halance ont e
Pla) A it progyeise

ad bvolves.

1

A provision shop traditionally run by Indians
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He mimes hopping to the tap to wash his feet with

soap.

I washed 20 times! [mjpubole] put akes hima eelatalde

I kept thinking of the teeny little lizard kidneys. .’.‘;ywu
Cm\‘h'f\g wivdl and the cute little dried lizard liver...and the tiny |

?' tuclile shrivelled lizard heart.. .all stuck to my feet...
m Ai“ d!’:::c( still get nightmares.
£ mat we'd eﬂ, Anyway, between the two descriptions—dried

%u‘m“gh . shrimp or dried lizard—I preferred “hay bee”.

At least hay bee is quite tasty—though I've never
eaten a dried lizard, so I don’t know which tastes
better. And so the nickname stuck...like a dead
lizard to unwary feet: {120 NICT Since ne wal
trying o avold any o iotion 1R dead

[zards .
Nete tve [\ToN “stuck” = ‘M?“\"“\M
he s tvied 1o Ach e pame “unttuckc A
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SCENE 2

nuat BEE ~ With a name like Hay Bee, you'd think that I would
have abandoned all hopes of getting famous.
Well, not quite. I had my heroes.
Remember that 98-pound weakling you always
read about in weight-gain formula ads? Well, I
always thought, I could do that! I could become the
world’s most famous scrawny boy!
So I wrote in to a brand of weight-gain milk powder.
I sent my photograph.
They wrote back!
They were willing to take me on!
The milk powder was one of those mega-protein,
super weight-gain formulas—a put-on-20-pounds-
in-two-weeks kind of thing.
I was going to be their “before and after” model.
| “Before” and “after” photos are projected on the
}whiteboard. The “before” photo is of Huat Bee and
hov | the “after” photo is of a bodybuilder’s body with Huat
'/ | Bee’s head badly stuck on.
“First they took a photo of me—ribs and bones

and all.
Then they tried to fatten me up.

7 “Look...here is an anorexic piece of deflated you
(CHARACTER\C ATIONT] e ia char kway? before our super weight-gain formula...
L | = -

ey selé-de precating that and TA DA! Look again! He’s become the Asian

he an Yoke abgut ig -Arnold Schwarzenegger after our programme!”

{ Az . Taw tells ug . ! [ToNET ominous | erclny
Z\\v;f:ﬁ:r AN ot of Ui Well, they tried their best. 4 ety ing the ol enct fov
: I was supposed to drink their magic protein- anster

e, he hag comag o termg (augly
A Wil MH' "W M [ZZAI, A long, deep-fried strip of dough found in Chinese cuisine i
approach Tt lite 1is. o

(3 e A wot wed to Mare Such = [BLOUNGSQOMAN]

conttconce and comafitabiliby with himsel,
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enriched milk formula three times a day.. .morning,
. noon and night, before meals. .

[ Exs :93@@3'&&:“:“!{%‘\'& [After one week, they made me drink the stuff
vf:: Whethey by im v | before, after and during meals.

i e Hag e MpAaNY

berauge He LINPATY  So.0f Conrss there wera results lah...

b Nas despornie S

.' R i By the end of the second week, I kena? diarrhoea.

has the iy
Lao sai.

15

Al . 1

i s , RPN 1A
Etlowover A
il i

B i 20r 0 ot AlCEHNG
'AU%%! e pYeAILWY \

| g Really bad diarrhoea—like a tap.

AN N
NI &

o 1) W { <l P
Al T v

4 Not just trickle trickle plop plop plop like that...
b ) " no...like the bladdy’ Yellow River of 'C‘?{hina. ;
& U 1+ Cremt s | DRAMATIC | Ho entertaing the andiena unng
I Whooooosh! [a~oMﬂTOP0'EﬂJ,b€Mﬂ‘M!fﬁe Yo it Ad

Iy il Gomens ' et juet Gl oF
?o here I am still with my 26-pinch waist. o (Lfﬂ" el
Actually, being such a stick insect was really a huge dl’fj-
- disadvantage in schqé‘}. [pun]
/ fohighliguf howt fimy b
i WAt 4 ( M h “dl
Let cmsicler +he \A({eﬂ m A been "Pmdtcd mall.

gutiement tMough. |
S’uperﬁualhj Jruas i henn Frc’)mmo
b2 for wet andngv hilarious [aNe(poTE],
thatt we way take part n thig $eming
macs - [{chadentreude]. |
However, he & aud channg iy pain . d
weart | wery unewmpatnchially lavghing
o hw, st a mehﬁmg,(
ho e ;
'M“ ;t‘qufkt mmn?h distuoMgY C:::,‘
sed (ontipcts evon mpet Mty

Kong Konats responte o HAY Bee-

3 [Malay] Denotes that something has happened
4 [Hokkien| Diarrhoea

5 [Singlish] Bloody
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Natethe proqresion o
his (ANEWOTESISCENE 3 A rugby ball is hurled across the stage. Huat Bee

::r:?vmc:::‘?;“m 9 ducks, terrified. It is thrown again. He ducks, even

In o0 cscawing MANNET,

Scene 1- random , oinddentn
Mmictoviung . Very miver,
tlife HuaT BEE  You know, I came from a school where the premier

more frightened. Then he speaks to the audience, -
‘half afraid he is going to be attacked again.

gcene 2= trigs +o IMprove ECA® was rugby. All of us were made to try it out—
himsef and £  whether or not we were suitable. Whether or not
tpectacwanly).  we liked it...

I mean, look at me...

geent 3 - Exremal Conflict,
(n +he form of Quite a rugby player, right?
aon-malicious$, 1 mean, both my legs could go into one leghole of
Pm{h‘ﬂ‘ violence . pe bladdy rugby shorts.
The nature of mitfortune You can imagine how insecure I was when I was
gets waon ¢ and worse with wearing them. You could hear the wind whistling
eveny SN Jet, how do through all of my...um...lower regions.
we MSPN‘? With morc He clenches both sides of his shorts to make them
lAHﬁlﬁ“‘z look fitting. He walks around uncomfortably.

pEFLELT - ok falah 2 But you know what, some of those gorillas in the

4reat 1t Ukc We ‘(U?CV\H.V rugby team actually found the uniforms too tight! I
L-W ﬂ;nnﬁ :: L‘/?ﬁ;;@ mean, they looked like they were going to burst out
l:‘;;,\\:\ g:\?‘ 1 of their uniforms.

He imitates them.
CCHACACTE R ATION'] Low brows, flared, grunting nostrils, huge chests,
tov all Hhat ke b A muscular arms that hung ape-like with knuckles

laugpalole M‘M of ¢, 7 almost scraping the floor and hairy legs, thick
he i f'n.)“ducd’ ¥ like trees.

W sterrotypes - ast And these were only the 13-year-olds...the older

Explonms why b G0C
like, WimielR) ¥ fCANC.
he Arl’ lles tvos ¢ StereoRyps Photos of big, hulking grown men in tight rugby

ones were even larger...

winmtC i toos
” 6 Extra-curricular activity

Ly At this polnd;, he hay At yet
reached the realis aliovy thad dir:ﬁjhbs arg fosric
and that WC thoutd stop sterto typing ohen,
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outfits, looking threatening, appear on the screen.

e eHect of W}f Huat Bee looks at the screen and visibly shrinks
| stage dreion {

L inwards. He looks timidly at the audience. -
| Licible [CONTRASTY,

i

i Dunno what secret milk formula their mothers
fed them when they were babies, right? Probably
steroids. »

Anyway, playihg rugby was quite easy for me..
rugby ball is tossed into his hands. He runs
CARTOONSH. | screaming around the stage.
Creores WM. | 4 naaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaauuuuu-
ghhhhhhhhhh...
Huat Bee runs and runs, panting as he speaks. He
: reacts as if he were in a game as his lines go on.
VW\( lipges art where I was just running and running for my life. I would

ﬁiht e aain anher |, saying in my mind, oh God...oh God...save
A .Mqﬁ\\ of A s
L makes T oeasier to
L ::?k:m" Abve At And they would be rushing at me from all sides...
:"(Mmld'\ﬂ“f‘j followr MIC and when one of the gorillas got too close, I'd

b be- evactient .

me...please let me live long enough to enjoy sex...

throw the ball as far forward as possible, whether

i a1t ol il or not there was anyone to receive...or | would
Bl does this play's
‘«WNV -"4 Aves Ty |

turn around and throw it right at the nearest

o ~:-'.:’,_ | ) v\ .:‘“‘LL,M:," ¢ S,f,ﬁi ;’
Mina betecn gorilla’s face, whether or not he was from my team

s Ailariously enpy asisin g how

_ uielecs and cowardiy he Was,

B e e nachment of He throws the ball offstage. There is a loud [ rwen cteeiiion]
. CAL - L odelis o

B o back” 7 “AIYOH!” St ~depracativg <

Then I'd run away again...screaming still as they all

o lessm” 2 or the opposing team.

& came after me.

A e andience lawgne He comes out of the game sad and disappointed.
ak Wis antice, faere b

:,1 M‘m ohiEt tn
LATMOCP HERE] wanted me on their side.

Well, it was no surprise that none of the teams

Y thould he he @d and d(mypoimd'(’ HE Even We woag un;uma

he was in & Cnttant staic of ferver Aw‘ws treowdeal. o, WMy v ‘fd’(‘h'

lpset apout b ¢cked?, [CRUKT - he bnowe what (e does adlike;

3 'Stf M ") e eAlSo Aves nok lice W)N‘;q&fé"' Leaves
4 it Witk an impossiole yroblem.
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SCENE 4 CTHeME] Faxe versws Free Wil

g -By then, a little black seed had started to grow in my
heart. A tiny fear, a splinter of suspicion. What if life
was really, indeed, totally unfair? What if fate was

something that determined everyt}ﬁng—whether we
brave or cowardly, successful or

%f HUAT B
¢ retlectin chows U
'11 Vv bel»)iW\\V\o\'rb
tealice 4ngs € R1erco
foping W e

| were big and strong,

A . e [BUDIENCE
4'\/\‘\-:; v(?lve“— ; J em‘f‘ ine a failure® What if it was really true what all the guys
m wm\ﬂM"': and

and girls had been whispering all along.. .I mean,

bonad wpto w8, | whatif it was true that SIZE REALLY MATTERS?
g e We i st nal=| [ 1ooked up into heaven.iGo | was not there to
15/“; MALLS thewh - \M?he; a\yandov\mem, loneliness .
athise WV him. SHEWETNSIHEY | pop| even WO 077 for him)
0 I must have been seated quite a long time, staring

at the empty rugby field, thinking these thoughts,

because suddenly a huge, heavy arm was thrown on

my shoulder. Maces g wonder if ew:wj\ovdja
i T e lawaned ot fecl is Wad-

' Ooomph! (awil)
“Oi! Don’t worry lah. You'll get bette

se for another 20

'M\.gme 7, untm&n(&aw,g r with more
AN powt, N AM")‘ - practice. Maybe if you practi
Mo 1t AN Lwamaw Lyears. Ha ha ha!”
lowlly 2 Nt s

o It was this guy we all called King Kong.
Actually his name was Norman Lam Hin Kong.
Norman was big like a huge lump of concrete, and
he actually looked like an ape. I had only seen him

from a distance when we were playing rugby—

mainly because I was too afraid to let him near me.

k. Cuhuﬁﬂ-“ﬁ““ Now, up close, with King Kong beside me, I was

‘- . (_vihmm amazed. He looked even more like an ape!

« , tind W d“_‘““ But don’t get me wrong.. .King Kong was actually
}1( ke bel) )Mﬂ‘d quite smart in school. He just looked stupid.

. b P faa! »

" ¢m¢'\fl 2 VA€ Imph(ssims

It (e
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he ndied HRY defection.
vat iy vewy SOMNhve &
empatingtic of im .

Buidence Wt he WS ,[

e M\lﬂld e .
tereohyprca] AWALC.

[CHARACTER UIATION]

You are such a lousy player.”

Anyway, I had the breath knocked out of me when
King Kong thumped me on the back. So I choked.
“Worried? Me? Why should I be worried?”

King Kong looked at me and smiled.

“Dunno lah...dunno why you want to play rugby.

“Well, thank you for being honest,” I said
sarcastically, shrugging his hands off my shoulder.
King Kong persisted. “Maybe you should join
something that you can do better in—like
gardening or library...”

(with outrage, with his arms on his hip, quite sissily)
“Wah lau’...oi! All those are for sissies only lah!” 1
said, outraged. “What you think I am, sissy, is it?”
“Cool it lah...I just meant that each one of us

is good at something. Maybe your something is

something else. Anyway...ECA is ECA...where got

ktl'\g E‘M@ W 'Ul“ﬁ im““‘M{,macho or sissy one? In the end, all we want are the

X maArt. points to go to JC?, right?”
L This was something new. I had thought all the cool
§
- [mecsaee] Bverdone § and sporty guys did what they did to be admired. It
afferom potn s {rad, Aems d hat they took part in th
direa ql’hf 4 hove . S0 "‘“1 are never occurred to me that t ey took part in these
we falvhing ® havdh 4o WAE  things just because that was what they could do
e patus that ar not O::‘(W best. And the fact that King Kong didn’t see things
ake
'f:‘e"%‘t :WB:‘O‘::'? ': cioose  in the light of being sissy or macho really took all the
free w‘ﬁﬂ. pressure off my decisions to join...the book club...
movwent ¥f growiia {oc HE, 4;% photo of Huat Bee looking in his element amidst

and ¢ impact 7f 4
[ANA GNORiSIS] @ grCat-

‘books is projected on the screen.

He does act Just pick ome ¢ The LDDS?... :
hat he oulc] do welln. He A photo of Huat Bee with cue qards in han@i
pringshiareel |

biana st T

aMigver | 9 Literary, Drama and Debating Society

[HeME] FATE VS. FREE WILL.
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WL, and our school won a prize during Environment

feme ] FATE ve. Free -By the way, I became pre31dent of all three clubs
{Week the year I took over.

Anyway, that day when we talked, King Kong bought

me tau huay chwee!?, and we became friends.

Life was simple then, wasn't it? Life-long friendships

were sealed over a cup of soya bean milk.

But you know what'’s stranger than a dried shrimp

] and an ape becoming friends?

;}I‘OWM of Ho IR __s It’s that we stopped seeing each other the way

;Mmd@f . other people saw us.

(ALET Sometines, A\l T had always seen King Kong as rough and ape-like,

‘ V\u;d A tobe {24 like an orangutan on steroids...but once I got to

"‘4" foméone WPW really know him, he suddenly looked different.

;V\OUQ“ il His gentleness with weaker and less fortunate

people smoothed away all my perceptions of

TD K-M{} KOM L clumsiness and brutishness. His warm and
futered a Lot 10w

, HR saul M\W\Fw
bhe on H rELVng W'

Iy ewapatny , b
L 3 Vg saw me as Hay Bee the shrimp. In fact he never
his friend oven W

infectious laughter could wash away all the worries
of the day. And his bluntness—that was just his
way of remaining really honest.

Most important of all, I knew that King Kong never

s hts mnd, N W‘d called me Hay Bee, he just called me “Oi!”
/ ' i

MH’WM) 0 Oif(/l But the fact that I was not seen as a skinny,

b

clownish runt by a friend did something

10 Soya bean milk

‘S 30 DNQILYSAAL VaH)]
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inexplicable to me.
CCHARACTERUATION] In front of King Kong ~I:v as suddenllywnot afraid
Thanke 4 tM6 A8 to admit that I had dreams and amb: ions. [ knew

beaave more pwhdent .

(EmE] : TS change in KR |

WO pasidi pbﬁhvﬂf‘m
Ws tic, as evidencd iy

IS Sn(cemed . Fov tre Gt
e, he cowld 4y o mmprave

hwe ff and Bl nst

ead in colessal flmlwf’ Im e

A Wit the Rei
HAs 0,
erte 4t [SETN
,X‘l "J, } A }
A 7\!;& 7 SUCLLs
"U\\ tHAgn .

I would not be laughed at and s sc) 1 was not afra@
m say what I thought...or even to make mista kes.

I knew that I could try to be better, because if 1
stumbled, he would just grunt, “You want help or
not?” and not judge my attempts.

Most importantly, a friend like King Kong made me
want to be a better person, so that I would deserve
a friend like him.

But at that age, who has the words to say all these
things?

With pimples blooming on our 14-year-old faces
and hair sprouting out of strange...um...places...
we were too tongue-tied and amazed to say much.
But although he was never one for fancy words,
King Kong gave all of us the impression that he was
street-smart. Somehow, he seemed to know where
he was going. We knew that whatever the future
held, he was going to be all right. He was probably

going to be a gangster chief or a fabulously rich

(] Chlnese businessman—you know, the sort with

_ a sexy wife who was a former Miss Chinatown.

'And he would wear a big jade ring and grow a long
l‘;fingernail on his last finger.

As for me, I never saw anything exciting in my future.
I would close my eyes and see skyscrapers...and

slick, futuristic cars...and even flying cars, like in
The Fifth Element or Back to the Future...and ini
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{ Juet because KE gamed
L enitgpicnwet dnd

i “w,e% oA

® ook e bull by the AL exc e
] . {. -
b amge 1 il grad vl . . [lnit (MF(«cﬂ

L Twerr arc somie depV
15smes.
b [weMe] Chamge

I mean, you always read about the skinny wimps

L Transhon. who make it big, right? Woody Allen...Bill Gates...
Adolf Hitler...cabinet ministers...

hocking, pAr HA08 [ mean, on TV and in the newspapers, you alwayé

it wwov;%:c V; g i read all these success stories of how a nerdy, gawky,
e CHtmocphercly

oy
g ht -hear

| ety IMLEL

little nothing guy suddenly makes it fantabulously
RICH and POWERFUL because what nature did
not give him in biceps, triceps, deltoids and glutes
(indicates all these areas), it compensated for with
brains and money-sense.

So 15 years later, you see all these skinny, scrawny
sorts that your sister used to run away from,
screaming. ..suddenly escorting top models and
“actresses to charity galas in tabloid photos.

And I used to wonder: WHAT ABOUT ME?

Yes, what about me? When was MY turn?

Huat Bee starts changing into a body-hugging, lurex
shirt, bell-bottom pants and platform heels. One of

the stagehands comes out and helps to gel his hair as

| he talks. ENTERTANINGY Hell look quide funny .

" LS oW allows Wit b felt -depravkhing Ao .
: eMe]: P:;(:K‘mzn i I just needed something good to happen to me.

ikw Erce WIB,

b Wis social life, ne [7)
',:'.V'elg\ﬂg own Tart. frightening teenage years and leave all these

nightmares behind. [CONFL\U‘ : gelf ve. SGd@

I mean, the teenage years are absolutely no fun for

I needed to quickly grow out of these horrible,

a skinny, scrawny guy.
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SCENE

HUAT BEE

5

flariows, because he w
behg IYrAtiomal. ThAL W.

net the purpose of 2
grifviend,

My worst nightmares were about dating girls.
Everyone was dating.
School swimmers. Top students. Dumb jocks—

stupid muscular boys with Nestum'' for brains.

Disco music comes on. Huat Bee dances a bit.

RuT. We all 4 throuqh this | mean, who didn’t have a girlfriend whom they

Phate at some poit
our hwes, Matiwg MM

vty relatuble. WE CARY

Welp but hite i -

could bring to all the hip disco parties?

All the guys seemed to have no problems finding
girlfriends who, at least, had one of the following
attributes: was, one, either very pretty; or, two,
had a great body—i.e. her body was very “well-
developed” for a 14-year-old, never mind if her
face was kind of sweet in a stupid way, 'cos
EVERYBODY would be ogling at her “assets”
anyway, so who cared what she said...and if

you really had no choice, you went for the third
kind...the really brainy and funny girl with a great
personality—but not too ugly, plecase—so people
would say admiringly, “So good one, he can copy
homework and lesson notes from her, and maybe
next time, she can even support him financially.”
Only I was not the kind of boy the girls had in
mind when they were thinking of guys to date.

I mean...imagine me...at 14.

- Um, like 30 pounds lighter. More pimples. Another

pair of thick, black, plastic-rimmed glasses. Hair

11

A brand of breakfast cereal
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S N e VB B s

sticking out over my ears, which also stuck out...
Like a short-sighted, anorexic chinchilla with fur
problems. Hiarious {wsual mﬂﬂlﬂl

Get the picture?

Cute in an only—Mother—Theresa-could-love-him
kind of way.

Well, anyway, back to the girl problems...So

we were in junior college r‘m\’)v. ..you arrived at
parties—if you were so lucky to be invited—and
they were all there in their new polyester bell-
bottoms and platform shoes. And me?

Well...I had spent the whole week scouting Arab
Street and People’s Park for the highest platform
shoes—two-toned leather, okay—and wide, sexy
flared trousers with a thick belt boasting a HUGE,
chunky metal buckle—TI tell you that buckle was
so big it could kill a cow with one swing—and yes,
also a body-hugging nylon shirt. No body to hug
really...but who was I to fight the wave of fashion

victims, right?

An adolescent John Travolta with pimples going to
win the Saturday Night Fever contest...all cocky
and confident until...one by one they asked me,
“So Hay Bee...who you come with?”

Then I'd kind of smile apologetically and shrug my
shoulders.

Once | tried to lie. I said, “Oh...er, I came with
Julie. She’s, uh, in the toilet...she’s an exchange
student from, uh, Hawaii!”

I regretted it the moment it came out. But Hawaii
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was the most exotic place I could think of because
all my friends seemed to think that hula girls were
Very sexy. ,
"But my lie backfired when they all decided to wait
to meet her, 'cos I suppose they wanted to meet the

creature who would agree to date me.

‘ “Um...she’s probably making sure that her, um...

bowels are very clean. She’s a very particular
kind of girl, you see...and...she’s had, um, food

poisoning this morning.”

LI could tell from their looks that they were all very
concerned for her...

“Um, it’s not really very serious lah. Those hula
girls, they are built solid...like military tanks. Well,
um, their, um, digestive systems are anyway...”
(embarrassed) Ooo. ..

And they waited.
(cringing) [And Wax?d
(looking at his watch)And v

Finally one of the girls offered to go and check to
make sure that she hadn’t gone unconscious or
something...

And off she went...

“Ei! Uh...” Oh well...

Then she came back and said that there was no
one in the toilet.

So then I had to act like I had been stood up by

this beautiful, curvaceous, really cute foreign
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exchange student who never existed—which was

10 times more humiliating than if I had just shut

up and shrugged my shoulders.

;: s, he rea\rel fz\\‘: sk s
but & e W I etk

arn 1t The music changes. A stagehand enters, helps Huat
[gcc: Actl SCENELY :
Bee to put on a vest and places a short, crew-cut wig

on his head.
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And the teen years sped by faster as parties and exams

whipped by...Soon King Kong and I were enlisted

in the army.

Here’s the funny thing: King Kong made it to the

commandos. And so did I!

I mean...I told them, “Look, sir, I am not fit, sir.

I mean that mortar launcher weighs more than

me, sir!”

But would they listen? Nooo way...

They said, “You are fit what...your ECA record

shows you played rugby before...”

(aside) If they only knew how. “And then you also

joined swimming...” (aside) Only for a month, but

that was when I finally realised that bones and skin

sink...So based on my “very active ECA record”,

most of which involved gardening, library work and

debating, I made it to commando school.

How shall I describe it?

Remember that earlier scene where I ran

screaming with the rugby ball?

Well, my feeling of terror was something like that.
nly this terror lasted two and a half years.

Needless to say, I wasn’t having a great time during
sl2,

And my social life wasn'’t exactly a blast either.

So one day, I found myself arriving at another party

in a really rotten mood.

Someone on the bus had called me “little boy”. She

12

National Service
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in the army.

Here’s the funny thing: King Kong made it to the

commandos. And so did I!

I mean...I told them, “Look, sir, I am not fit, sir.

I mean that mortar launcher weighs more than

me, sir!”

But would they listen? Nooo way...

They said, “You are fit what...your ECA record

shows you played rugby before...”

(aside) If they only knew how. “And then you also

joined swimming...” (aside) Only for a month, but

that was when I finally realised that bones and skin

sink...So based on my “very active ECA record”,

most of which involved gardening, library work and

debating, I made it to commando school.

How shall I describe it?

Remember that earlier scene where I ran

screaming with the rugby ball?

Well, my feeling of terror was something like that.
nly this terror lasted two and a half years.

Needless to say, I wasn’t having a great time during
8z,

And my social life wasn’t exactly a blast either.

So one day, I found myself arriving at another party

in a really rotten mood.

Someone on the bus had called me “little boy”. She

12

National Service



ACT 1 SCENE 6 ' 113

said, “Um, little boy...can you help me ring the
bell> My hands are full of shopping bags.”

Little boy! I was bloody 19 years old! If I'd been in
China, I'd have been married with three children!
Anyway, I knew I was going to be further
aggravated at the party by that usual question
again: “Hi, Hay Bee...you come with anyone?”

So when the first person asked me, I turned to her
seriously and said, “I was supposed to. But she died!”
Beat. Huat Bee looks almost stunned by his own

Did nat learn Wit fess o fan the lact SErL.

statement.

Dunno why I said it.

- [REPETITION] I supposed I was tired.

With each repetitm 1 pase‘r I had given up hope.  [ToNE]: BITER.

W thﬂ"*m i I suppose I wanted them to leave me alone and

papvie never ask me again... Mollting) the 110V i

ov g Fy |
(seriously telling his fake story to an enraptured
audience at the party) “You see, I had been dating
Annette for 10 years already. Actually we were )
LU CYMOUS - e vathen

betrothed when we were youngy Actually, even beforelyng:
we were born, our parents had agreed that we were

to be man and wife, but Annette’s family is very

rich and sent her away to study in Canada, and we

saw each other only during the holidays. She grew

up to be so beautiful...her face was smooth and

radiant. ..her hair was black, thick and lustrous...and

she had the smile of an angel! I was so in love with
Annette. And how I waited for her to come home

so that she could meet all my friends. I had wanted

to surprise all of them with my fiancé...oh, didn’t
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I mention it? Annette and I got formally engaged
during the summer of her 16th birthday. Um...16
wasn’t very young for Annette...she’s uh, very, um...
well-developed. Anyway, I brought her to the Satay
Club'? and there along the esplanade, with the wind
blowing through her long, lustrous black hair, under
the first peeping stars of the twilight hours...I put an
engagement ring on her finger.

But things were never meant to be for Annette and
I...One day I received a letter from Canada. Annette
was stricken with leukaemia! I was totally destroyed.

I wanted to go...but I had to sit for my final exams.

"Her family struggled to keep her alive so that we

could meet one last time...but she died a week
efore coming home to attend the party with me.”
By the end of my story, there were six girls
crying and a whole bunch of guys, whom I had
never met, came around and patted my shoulder
sympathetically. |
It was such a horrible he Bu

sHoe M! b bt freated (ke a pereen.

to be regarded,

And I enjoyed it!

Except that a few weeks later, when I met a girl 1
really did like, I was terrified that someone would
blurt out about my fictitious girlfriend who had
died. I didn’t want to have to lie to Nelly.

A now-demolished open-air food centre located at Queen Elizabeth Walk,
filled with hawkers selling satay, a popular local dish of meat skewers
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SCENE 7

HUAT BEE

Actually I met Nelly through King Kong. She was
someone King Kong brought out on an outing with -
another four of us army guys.

Actually there was another girl in the group. But
when Nelly appeared, no one paid attention to the
plain-looking girl any more. Group dating can be a
very cruel game.

But from the very moment I met Nelly, I knew that
something momentous was going to happen.

Nelly had eyes that sparkled when she laughed. It
wasn't just her silky hair and perfect skin. It wasn't
just her sparkling white teeth and sunlit smile. She
wasn't even beautiful in a conventional way...but
she was glowing from the inside with life.
Incandescent.

The other guys were stumbling over themselves
trying to please her, wanting to impress her, dying
for a little hint of her attention.

As for me, I was never quite equipped with these
courtship skills, because I had always considered

myself out of the competition anyway.

He Anally tearng .

And it paye off.

As silent as the other plain girl who was suddenly

So I remained silent.

left out.

And because we were outsiders, we began to
talk. And we began to make little nonsense jokes.
And we began to enjoy ourselves in a relaxed and

spontaneous way. Partners in misery trying to make
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the best of the moment.

Twice, beautiful Nelly looked over and smiled at me.
Twice, I was struck dumb involuntarily.

Finally, Nelly managed to position herself next to me
and said, “It’s nice of you to keep Carol company.”
“Oh, she’s a nice person, but she’s a bit shy,” I said
softly.

“She’s a nice person, but she’s not shy,” Nelly
whispered. “The guys just don’t talk to her

because she’s not pretty. They should be more
considerate...”

I was stunned. Nelly said all these things without

any sense of pride or boastfulness. She was so

openly honest, so plainly perceptive, I f

But all I did was smile. And in typical Hay Bee
fashion, I kept silent.

And if Nelly was honest, she was also direct. She
told me, “You want to help me with my birthday
party or not? It’s this Saturday.”

I could see the other guys wanting to jump forward
and volunteer. But she wasn't asking them. She was
asking me.

I nodded silently, noticing the murderously envious

looks in the eyes of the other guys

{o otilg
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the best of the moment.

Twice, beautiful Nelly looked over and smiled at me.
Twice, I was struck dumb involuntarily.

Finally, Nelly managed to position herself next to me
and said, “It’s nice of you to keep Carol company.”
“Oh, she’s a nice person, but she’s a bit shy,” I said
softly.

“She’s a nice person, but she’s not shy,” Nelly
whispered. “The guys just don't talk to her

because she’s not pretty. They should be more
considerate...

I was stunned. Nelly said all these things without

any sense of pride or boastfulness. She was so

openly honest, so plainly perceptive,

But all I did was smile. And in typical Hay Bee
fashion, I kept silent.

And if Nelly was honest, she was also direct. She
told me, “You want to help me with my birthday
party or not? It’s this Saturday.”

I could see the other guys wanting to jump forward
and volunteer. But she wasn’t asking them. She was
asking me.

I nodded silently, noticing the murderously envious

{o AotilL ,




ACH 1 SCENE7 6 117

| Took & merapovical

[hral = wis WA

il

b FTENSION &
SUSPENSE

ARACTER| (ATIONT *

Ctaremeont and wrnd

: mwed wovkmgy beEC

So, helpfully, I spoke up. “Um, King Kong is also
very good at organising parties!” I blurted. King
Kong grinned like a chimpanzee.

“Oh, I think I have enough help for now,” Nelly
said sweetly, smiling at King Kong. “Too many

cooks sp011 the broth!”

nted

ok with me:. .but I was exc1ted nervous and
terrlfled all at the same time.

When the group split up, I went off with Klng
Kong, who lived near my home.

He was silent for a long while.

Finally I said, “That Nelly, she is quite a nice girl,
huh?” !

“Um,” he mumbled.

“She’s quite smart also ya?”

“Um,” he mumbled again.

“Shels.

“Will you stop talking about her?” King Kong
snapped.

“But why?.l thought she was your friend...”

“You got her interested in you already...so don’t
keep reminding me, okay...”

“Got her? Eh, wait a minute...she just asked me to
help with her birthday party, not to marry her. You
seow'* or what?”

“Ah, forget it. Don’t talk about it already lah...”
“You interested in her, is it?” I asked.

“No lah...no lah...a girl like that where will go out

with monkey like me...” he replied sarcastically.

14

[Hokkien] Crazy
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“If you're interested, I won’t go and help her

with her party lah...I will call her and cancel my

W n bui\g selt -sacvificial. appointment. Then you go and help her lah...”

&
PRiDE.

“No—need—your—pity!” King Kong was really

- offended now.

“But what you want me to do? I already asked her

in ?l(kn;\ﬂ HR, Kk percewef if you could help but...”

i as him bung rejectd.

“Oi, you heard me or not? I said, NO—NEED—

he wawts +v be chosen by your—piTy!”

follig, not havt her
%m.h hwm bg HR.
fiwilav JZA e ‘”28
Felt rgected by
b fo.

“I am not pitying you. It’s just that you seem to
be saying that I potong jalan'® this girl from you
when—"

“I told you already, I don’t want to talk about her
any more! Okay? Subject closed!”

“No, it’s not closed. You are angry at me for
something I didn'’t even do...”

“You know what? You are a really irritating little hay
bee! You are more irritating than a blood-sucking
mosquito. [ wish I could smack you with one hand
and make you shaddap'® forever!” v
“Then why don’t you do it? Just do it lah!” I had
had enough of it. Here was my best friend saying
that he wanted to do what all the other bullies were
doing to me at school. I was really upset and crying
inside. But I was also so very angry because I felt
that King Kong was being so unfair. “You want to
smack me, just smack! Don't just talk!”

King Kong raised his fist and I cowered behind
raised hands.

Then he said something I will never forget. He

15

[Malay] Literally “to cut a [new] road”, used in the context of someone
stealing another person’s girlfriend

[Singlish] Shut up
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said, “I really liked her, you traitor, you. That’s why
I brought her out with us. Damn you! You are a
bloody moron!” he said. T09€ : Angry L turd
And with that he turned to leave.

“King Kong...” I said, mortified. T didn’t know he

( liked her so much...

ald in 4w Weat of “If you ever get in my way again,” King Kong said,
L W Mo MU, “I swear I will trash you.” Tone: ﬁQQ"“‘Ve

Then he walked away.

I remember seeing King Kong’s back blurring
behind my tears as he walked away from me. But
there was no one around to comfort me. King
Kong was my only true friend. And somehow I had

ruined that friendship.
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All the way till Saturday, I wrestled with my
conscience. {\WV\A“ Confiict]

‘On the one hand, King Kong was my best friend.
On the other hand, Nelly was such a wonderful
person.

On another hand, King Kong saw her first.

b0 dnothier hand, she chose me to help her.

Hmm, I'm running out of hands here. )

But then again King Kong really liked her.
But...but she was prettier than anyone I could ever
dream of dating. And she saw me for who I was. And
she liked what she saw. And King Kong would find
many girls who liked rugby players anyway and...
There was no fight.

In my desperation to lay claim to the girlfriend of
my dreams, I made a whole list of excuses to dump

he feelings of my best friend.

- And so on Saturday morning, with a happy but

slightly guilty heart, [ went to Nelly’s home to

help her. »

I met two other friends of Nelly’s—both girls. For
some reason, they really liked the fact that I was
funny and friendly—and that made Nelly even
more possessive of my company. At one point while

she was laughing heartily, she reached out and

grabbed my arm playfully.
[y per boale He o At that moment, I swore never to wash that spot
f0 despevatc  a again. Not even if it grew mouldy and fell off...
retatoachip-dnat

O <lii i a I
evenw Uit thamg
A\ '

Arctacts Wim .-
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At 3pm when all the others were supposed to
arrive, [ began to get anxious.

For the whole week, King Kong had stopped talking
to me. I was miserable. I was also wondering if he

would turn up for the party. I was quite sure he

would not show up as he 3

ACTERIATION

J i

But é did sh(;w up Oly he avoided me totally
and kept to the parts of the room I wasn’t in. I tried
to go over to King Kong to say hi. I really hated the
tension that was building between us. But just as
I brought myself next to him, Nelly came into the
‘room announcing that her dad had forgotten to
collect her birthday cake, and to speed things up
she was going with him, to jump out of the car and
pick it up so he wouldn't have to park.

Then Nelly turned to me and announced to the
guests, “While I am gone, Huat Bee will be the
host of the party!”

All eyes were on me. I heard one of the guys saying,
“Who the hell is Huat Bee?” i
Another girl answered, “It’s just that Hay Bee guy.
Didn’t know Nelly knew him.”

0

PRivacted aqam .

King Kong made his way to the corner of the room
farthest away from me. I knew that this was not a
good time to make up with him.

Besides, I was busy. I had to keep the music |
going, and keep the drinks flowing, and keep the
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guests circulating. Nelly had given me a job and I
intended to do it well.
Nelly and her father were gone for about half an
hour when there was a phone call. Nelly’s mother
picked up the phone.
1'We heard an exclamation. And then suddenly there
was wailing.

We were all confused and silent.

A pt
E:‘N? U (:-E(jl\(j Then we heard the bad news.
L] W
S’TYru(Tf:rC Ao ~There had been an accident.
aurcinet ¢ CM’M({.@J ; Nelly’s father was badly injured. And Nelly had

Nith oW RA\cx0p , there died on the spot.
1 & natwral but lbaded  Long pause. Lights fade to black, except for a spot.

pause a5 Swspent and
awkcipation increases -

NS[ATMO S CHERE] TENCE
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SCENE 9

nuar e When you joke about serious things, you have to be

 very very careful.

" qvief [peeunas] 10 T andeatovdable,
I used to be a clown be  life didn't give

_' ME] Fade Vi FreeWid & |
Beconls ¢ he fecls 3\« v, But I was vain and I was attention seeking...and |

v MivKe powts gAY made up a girlfriend who had died on me.

"“;l'; :"\‘j\ 440k f‘mm And then Nelly died. s 1t a [Lo6a(cAL FALAC].

Huat Bee looks up seriously and talks to God.

I want to ask you something!

You NEVER listened to me, never gave me the
things I asked for.

So why were you listening when I was saying
something stupid! You were NOT supposed to be

there when I told them about my girlfriend who

had died! He seaws to blawing aod| Fak(:, bk he U
| i (el

Oh Nelly.. .Nelly...rm“‘j b\IMMW\ﬁ hom

I went outside and I sat on the curb by the road.

(FeELINGS] Guilt.

Huat Bee sits and stares. And he continues to stare.

I do not( know how long I sat there. I did not notice
the people passing by. |

I just kept seeing Nelly beaming and smiling and
saying, “When I am gone, Huat Bee will host the

|”

party:
I felt a familiar arm around my shoulder.

Ldidsalt loplup, . U BER Ve VR frsttwe,
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We didn’t say anything for the longest time.

Then finally I said, “I killed her, King Kong. I killed
her.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” King Kong
said.

“I killed her because I told everyone that I had a
girlfriend who died...and then, when she began to
like me, she was cursed by what I said.”
“Nonsense lah. You were just joking. Everyone
jokes...”

“How many people make up lies about their

girlfriends dying? I am jinxed, you know. I am not

EMET FATE W TREE WILL,

< i

good for anything...” L™
“Just relax, okay...just relax,” King Kong said
seriously. “I also wished her many bad things.
Because I was so jealous of you...and I couldn't
blame you. So I blamed her for liking you more
than she liked me.”

I turned to King Kong and said, “I thought that you
were angry with me.”

“No lah, I was jealous of you. I cannot be angry

N with you for long.” King Kong looked embarrassed

admitting that.

“You don’t have to be jealous of me, King Kong. I
am nothing compared to you.”

“If you are really nothing, then a girl like Nelly
wouldn’t have bothered at all.”

“No lah...she just saw me as a funny friend.”
“You never date a girl before, right?” King Kong

asked, looking at me with a fierce intensity.
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“Why do you say that?”
“Because if you'd ever dated a girl before, then you
would have known that Nelly really, really liked
you. Not like a brother...not because you are a
joker. She really liked you...”
Beat. v Fett rejected . wanied to be doten .

Why did you think I was so jealous?”
As the full impact of his words and the

overwhelming greatness of the loss sank in, I

088 .
Crheme] Logs realised that I had just lost what could have been

the greatest love of my life... [:.Ef‘z‘g @)

Huat Bee dissolves into helpless sobbing. When he

finally regains composure, he wipes his eyes.

And through it éll, King Kong sat by me and kept

his hands on my shoulder. [[HEME] LOVE 2 FRIENDIA(E
Very gupporive of KX, ésped\&'ﬁ\?ﬂ““?

( \
paencng Lot al € :
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SCENE 10

HUAT BEE

[FORESHADO WG]
HE ving thiu

At Nelly’s funeral, her parents wanted to let as
many friends as possible remember her. I asked
to read a poem I had written for Nelly. It went
something like this:

“Mourn me not when I'm dead and gone,

I was not born to sorrow;

I was born beneath a laughing star,

To brighten your tomorrows.

And if tomorrow should ever come

That my life should cease,

Then listen to the echoes of

My laughter in the breeze.”

After the funeral, King Kong saw me from the
aisle and gave me a thumbs up for trying to read
my poem. I had only gotten as far as the third line
before 1 broke down. He had, in fact, read it the
night before and said, “Oi...wah, really meaningful
hor...if one day I die, can use your poem or not?”

I told him that I didn’t think it was funny. But

AN ctiwg Eor ‘X the made me promise to allow him to use it as an

tam .

[THEMEY Locs Thamges U5,
and rowewe(,
C'Aanoq_ (7]
permonint .

epitaph. Just in case.

As the funeral service ended and we finally
stood by the church door facing life anew, I had
the distinct feeling that I had passed through
another doorway into something different at last,
approaching somewhere I was never going to
return from.

And as each of my friends trooped out into
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the afternoon sunlight, I sensed the fleeting
preciousness of our lives on this earth. I was almost
frightened by the fragility of all I saw around me.

I suddenly, at 19 years of age, thought I finally
understood mortality. [ was terrified, and yet
exhilarated.

i Sl

c.! [THEME : LOVE & FRIENDSHIPT,

'\fme MEE FATE V¢ FREEWL]
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art o stage dirtcians ot o\, el
T::: wouwld qomq cap‘hwt e tomb FIENEM dj He mqhm i




128

SHRIMPS IN SPACE

ACT 2

SCENE 1

HUAT BEE

An 'oﬁ‘ici;zl manila envelope with the NUS logo

flashes on the screen. Huat Bee runs in, whooping

with excitement. [M’HVE voice J

vast eontrast n emxz 2
abm osphore vt \ert Z‘N last

It's heeceere! It's heeeere! E44¢ -

Oh my goodness...God, let me in...let me in...I
promise I'll be good forever.. .just let me in!

Huat Bee tears open the letter and reads.

“Dear Mr Lim Huat Bee,

We are pleased to offer you a place in the Faculty
of Arts and Social Sciences for the Academic Year
1987/88.

Please report to campus on 4th July at Yusof Ishak
House to get your orientation pack and then
proceed to the Administration Block for official
registration and payment of fees.

A copy of the prospectus for the faculty is enclosed
and we look forward to seeing you on the first day
of the new semester.”

YES! YES! YESSSS!

Huat Bee looks up, exhilarated. He does a little
tribal victory dance.

The lights fade to black. The babble of a crowd of
people gets louder and louder. Various faces are
flashed on the screen. Many of them are skinny,
scrawny, geeky, underdog-looking types. They are
in their early twenties and all carry folders and

files. They are in the sloppy-jeans-T-shirt-bermudas
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“uniform” of the local undergrad. A lively rock'n'roll
piece accompanies the university pastiche.

Lights come on. Huat Bee is dressed like the other
undergrads. His T-shirt says “Another Brilliant Mind
Spoiled by Education” and his bermudas have a
smart tartan design and are just a little too baggy.

I love the university.

There are so many of my kind here!

No longer mndlwg out.
| CHANGE

All e previows stercot
Twese are W people a

Oh man...I was in shrimp heaven'

King Kong made it to Bizad—Business

Administration.

I, as you know, made it to Arts. I did Literature,

Philo and Lang. All the subjects people said

couldn’t earn me a living—"“tang boh jiak'””!
And because King Kong and I chose different

\

Netall change 0 gml(ue 'ytcn Wiguiigqeted—

117

[Teochew] Literally “earn no food”
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SCENE 2

HUAT BEE

CACCUMU LATIONT

Tb ghoW ho W
overwhe\m l’uﬂ [

fm hB.

$1s

It's funny how they call the first week at university

“orientation”.

It’s the most disorientating week you can imagine.

A stagehand enters and dumps Huat Bee with a

knapsack, more files and papers, a silly-looking

orientation cap and another stack of brochures.

You are herded like sheep into areas where

different society reps shout at you to try to get you
- to sign up...Literary Society...cultural groups...

religious groups...musical groups...Students’

— Union...

They shove all kinds of things at you.. files...

Linstructions...maps...wah lau eh...

Huat Bee opens up a map.

Where the hell is this place...I mean, where the
heck is LT 11, which is...two right turns after
AS5...which is behind the Institute of Southeast
Asian Studies?

Huat Bee looks at another list of names.

And who the hell are these professors?

Are they qualified to teach me or not?

Aiyah...sign up lah...sign up lah...all my friends
are in this course anyway.

So at least one day when I skip a lecture to watch a
3am screening of the Oscars or the World Cup...at
least there'll be friends to photostat notes from.
There, milling about with three thousand other

freshies in the hallowed halls of academia, we were
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all feeling as intelligent as blur shrimps in space.
And yet, in spite of all the things we did not know
on the first day we stepped into the university, we'

HEME] Cnavge 2
Taniihom -
lan b exihvg
ot tervifying,

L 3ally T8 You do
:;?;(::‘ 3« "ib Or maybe, it wasn't just the uni that changed us.

;uwm\ over
| atuation. were ready to change anyway.

exciting destinations in life.

5

Maybe it was just that time in our lives where we

But there were many people to meet...

‘{HiyI'm Huat Bee,..

“Hello...Huat Bee...”

“Oh hi! Yes, we're doing the same subjects. I'm
Huat Bee. And you?” |

Beat. )
It was the strangest experience in my life thus far...

EVERYBODY CALLED ME HUAT BEE.
&  Hilaviows 1 audienc faok we 16 [FeeunNg] 0
Wow.  gxated aboukt Sometning as vivial ag this.

Not Hay Bee...not Hay Bee Hiam'®...not Sambal

L Bur, to5e VWD .
farn mort ewmpatie
fonld realite J«t\m g
Al e im . Hay Bee!...not Cicak Kering®°...

"S i mw*, " i . [oycTioN Nauéd roglonﬂ for +hic mowment,
E O agawn, WA Liir I was, finally, just Huat Bee

:_ fiph frthng v z: 1 It felt good to leave the shrimp behind.

b orcivd s norwl

b and ne v no oYY
E Heaed o WIS g2¢.  was that up till then, I'd never realised how much 1

And the surprising thing I learned about myself

s { i M &S u
Q12 NO LONGER resented that name. [ANAGNORISIST] ‘;ng T!a T
MATERS, Hay Bee. It was a hunched little piece of dried andhimicit.

salted nothing. It wasn’t even a dish. Not even a

18 Spicy dried shrimp
19 Dried shrimp in chilli sauce
20 Dried lizard
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vital seasoning. Just chewy bits of flavoured, dried,
dead fibre. And in terms of flavouring, who wants
to use hay bee when they can afford dried scallops

or oysters?

Nowet areJtywbolic).

As Hay Bee, I was not only a piece of nothing, I

¥ g ; ol TneN] ¢
‘““5 mpwnm—:i\:t.MMl évas‘a-,seco.dw-.rate piece of nothing. (‘@222?;” Hor
. T i l{x“:‘ &OMM" ‘Hay Bee...it was a name that tra peé e S its.
::g:t;:\d ovhlawe d oo ﬁhs‘ig}n«iﬂcance and uselessqéés.
himsele. HEME] I never wanted to be Hay Bee again in all m‘y life.
S N ¢, Change of lighting. Light-hearted rock’n’roll comes
S, withh )
hew S'\M‘DO“ m\q on. Many images of university life flash on the

jhw\ﬁq(ﬁﬁ of¢ tWis screen, mainly of undergraduates doing silly things.
name awd the shocties
he astociated wil it
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SCENE 3

HUAT BEE

(trie Mg FATE 5. FREE WILL.
He aave the aicamd 5o MUth ponty’ &

oara? his life , thowgha . DA vt thoose Free M _
Anyway, I was now running with a new pack of |

friends—a better class of friends, I thought, _
because they did not call me nicknames.
Well, actually, they did have a name for me. Instead
of Huat Bee...they started calling me Huat-ers.
Don’t ask me how it got started or what it meant.
Someone just said, “Hey Huat-ers, can lend me your
notes or not?” And all of a sudden I was Huat-ers.

I thought that was quite sophisticated. Certainly
not an Ah Ter, Ah Kow nickname.

And certainly not that awful old nickname which I
refused to acknowledge any more.

As for King Kong and I, we tried to keep in touch.
After all, we were on the same campus. But our busy
and hectic class schedules never seemed to match.
After several foiled attempts to just catch up for
lunch, I finally made an appointment with him to
lunch with my new gang and me. I was proud to
show him off to my new friends and was proud to
show my new friends off to him. I was totally sure
they would click.

I hadn'’t seen him for two or three months. So I was
eagerly looking forward to it.

Finally the day arrived. My new friends had all
been briefed about “my long-time best friend from
school” and what a great guy Hin Kong was. I was
careful never to call him King Kong as I was sure

he would not want his nickname to follow him to
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Co, e thinks he Was
thvugged ofé Hre name Ltk

in “al;{ﬁ e Al fed to

Hre Ineaative Feeugr
asso uaked, He shllgnves

e nawne porser 07N W -

(HEMET Changed Tianiition,

the university.

Then, from a distance, I saw his familiar, loping walk.
Hin Kong flashed a big smile. Somehow he looked
very different now.

His hair was fashionably cut, he had lost a bit of
fat and had obviously been weight training, and he
seemed to take a lot more care with his dressing now.
In short, he looked pretty cool.

“Hi there, HAY BEE!” he yelled out down the
corridor.

I couldn’t believe my ears. I could feel everyone in
the passageway turn around to look at me.

One of the girls in my group giggled. Another guy
whispered to his girlfriend and they chuckled too.

I jumped up from my chair and marched towards

him. b CNE] ANGRY

When I was near enough, Fhisse ever
call me that r th you?”
Hin Kong's arms, which were half-poised to give
me a friendly, buddy hug, just froze and shrivelled
in midair.

Hin Kong looked at me with surprise in his eyes. I
could read him well enough to know what he was
thinking: his best friend had changed and he didn’t
know if it was for the better.

When we got to the table, I introduced Hin Kong
to everyone.

“Hi, I'm Norman,” Hin Kong said. “Most people
here find Norman easier to remember than Hin

that my nickname in
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| KK's eovovt with
. lts name 15 &

. sy Eontrasﬂh
"~ HeY gedtmog o s,

owm. | As 1 looke t hi making his introductions, I
' is [awxrapssii) :

of tneiv alritv

1 wave
: ?‘:::M wwﬂrp?mlﬁa survivor. He was flexible. He was a chameleon

i oo ne chouses  that could change to suit his surroundings. He was
fore or fred vl  no longer the gorilla;like rugby player we knew in

school. He was neatly groomed, decent-looking,

suddenly realised why.

Norman had totally reinvented himself. He was

attentive and was the sort of guy anybody would be

happy to be friends with.

b 1 toox e 0 lowo e
hw o reach A saae, R
b rd by 1 )0h g
U0t how K qﬁ— This was really bad news for me. I mean, if I was
| so sensitive about my old nickname, what did that
mean? That I hadn't really left the Hay Bee behind?
One of the girls asked, giggling, if I was called Hay
Bee in school.

I'd never noticed it before, but this girl really had

. an irritating habit of giggling a lot.

_, W C‘/\N’\ﬂ“ L KR was fy do
does ot ice it he The irritating giggler said that it was such a cute
3‘,‘7 does net otvd W  nickname, the whole gang should call me Hay Bee.
sgw feve 4 M‘Pm “You don’t mind, do you, Huat-ers?” the girls

- Lo

chorused.
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“No lah, Hay Bee is such a good sport,” one of the
guys chuckled. “Oops...see how catchy this new
name is?”

I laughed along. What was there to do?

“Actually Huat-ers is fine with me,” I said, but
everybody was too busy laughing to hear me.

From the corner of my eyes, I could see Norman
not daring to look my way. I think he understood
why I had been so upset. I think he regretted what
he had done, but it was too late.

After lunch, he made his excuses to leave. Before he
went off, he came up to me and quietly said, “Sorry.”
Sorry.

What did that mean?

I knew what Norman meant.

But what did it mean to me?

Was he sorry that [ wasn'’t any bigger so I could
beat up anyone who still called me names?

Or was he sorry that I hadn’t changed enough so
that I didn’t need to feel inferior any more?

Maybe he was saying that I was just such a sorry
. . HR 18 quela A Sl W learner
pile of bones and skin. ¢y, iying on fate!

Or maybe he was just sorry that my life and [fate|

happened to be the way they were and I seemed so
helpless to raise myself up and walk away from the
skinny, scrawny ghost of a teenager that reminded
everyone of a dried crustacean.

I didn’t respond to Hin Kong's apology.

“Sorry” must surely be one of the hardest words to

understand.
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SCENE 4

HUAT BEE

J w’c ke whart ke satd/
wdicted in AT Sc.4,

puiopt better, because
e ip More Anan M

eMg] Fate vs- e Will

iR does wot (ws o

devtand Ay s

ppens drv KX hecase

'fl MAPE 1 wovk,

¢ Qnr\fwenal can Welp
s lout if W Awdnl

pu’r wm tie effovt, Tt

Change of lighting and mood. A group of people are
singing the birthday song.

I didn’t meet up with Norman much in university. The
only other time we met for any length of time was
at his 21st birthday. But it was a big and noisy party
and we didn’t get a chance to talk.

By then, Norman had many new friends, and a

whole bunch of admlrmg acquaintances. Hi‘:"':“' as

a gu’l' riend who was in
he Miss Singapore competltloni She
looked hke a prettler version of Nelly, and Norman
looked like the happiest guy on earth.

Well, he should have been. I was told that he
already had a flourishing insurance sales sideline -
Whﬂe he was studylng His girlfriend, who was
tudymg accounting, also helped him to set up a

| company deahng with propertlek Norman
\é{ Iready playmg in a big fleld of big guys—and
we were not even out of school yet.

Norman was going to be something in life.

No, he was going to be SOMETHING—in capital
letters.

Me? I was having trouble just getting my essays in
on time—and remembering not to use the same

excuse twice on the same tutor for handing in

work late.
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SCENE 5 A stagehand enters and puts a graduation gown and

cap on Huat Bee.

HUAT BEE

[THEME] Ac he ¢ nttrs ansther Slttlng there with the thousands of other graduates

?eﬁ&aﬂ vf Mange 2 anifin, looking sﬂly in our baggy gowns and flying nun

he v fnaliy u\JanM Frey, i :
Will 0wt FaiC,

manancs e,

I had gotten it all wrong trying to jump the hurdles
[ANAGNO RIS of a larger and stronger world.
He b rtturang 1o Hee S R R

old lessons he hat
learnt fowm KK,

put myself in such an

Am‘ouq\d | a e u“r-lashs;ilz;bl.e position that all those around me had
[ellipses chows uc tmay

to simply look up in admiration and admit that I

he had "dq\ was right all along...they would not aroue...the
1y g g...they gue...they
Haought 1t 4 [ out 4e

s s MWW\‘ V‘W‘:
vaa e o tarhe o

tigny .

would just do as I said...it was my turn to be big,
strong and powerful...it was my turn to call the
shots!

I decided that I was going tobe 4 primary school
teacher.

Pause, especially if there is laughter.

You laugh. But it is not funny.

When you are my size, you will find that being
among the primary one and two students is very
liberating. I am bigger than they are!

And if any of them calls me a name, I can wrestle
him to the ground and at least have a fighting

chance of winning the struggle.
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And the best part of the whole deal is: in the

' classroom, THE TEACHER ALWAYS WINS!
B e A we have leaviy betore, Mange B
r'so Lthought. yover jnttant or Complete. 1t ta @ Jouniy.

Huat Bee's graduation cap and gown are taken off
and removed by a stagehand.

I still remember my first day teaching in Primary
2D, the class none of the senior teachers wanted to
touch. ‘

My principal had kind of warned me about the
class when she looked me up and down, put on

a brave smile and said, “Well...the class has its...
um...share of peculiar characters...but you'll do
fine...” For a split second her smile wavered and
she patted me on the shoulder.

I wasn't quite sure if it was encouragement or
sympathy.

Huat Bee picks up a stack of files and some books
and walks with the principal to the new class. As
they approach, the sound of young children talking
gets louder and louder.

We heard the class before we actually saw it.

The relief teacher actually sprang out of the doors
and grasped and shook my hands gratefully in the
way a shipwrecked sailor would thank his rescuers.
The wall of juvenile noise died down as we entered.
Ats confidence Ahh.. I said to myself. The little brats have finally

adorable but felt the presence of one who is in control.
baselet.

The principal introduced me to the class. All the
boys—this was a boys’ school—stood up and said

good morning. By now, the relief teacher was no
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ngaln ’

base\et
as fuwption

longer in sight.
After greeting me, the boys sat down.
I presumed that they were awed by my self-assured

and confident air.

Then the principal took his leave, and I found out
that the person with the magical control over the
kids wasn’t me but the principal. I was just the
mouse deer marching ahead of the tiger!

Without so much as a gradual build-up, they all
surged up to me at the front of the class in a high-
pitched explosion of voices...
“Teacher...Teacher...Raymond call me ‘skinny
bamboo’!”

“Raymond, don't call him names!”
“Teacher, he started first!”

“Teacher, Hock Seng call me ‘smelly egg’!”

“No one is a skinny bamboo...no one is a smelly
egg here...will you all please sit down...SIT
DOWN!” 1 yelled.

They scampered like startled cockroaches back to
their seats.

“Right...first, we have to mark attendance. I want
you all to keep quiet because we have to get the
attendance done. Is that understood?”

The ringleader called Raymond put up his hand...
“Yes?” Raymond looked pleased that I'd noticed
him at last.

“Teacher, I want to go toilet!”

“I want to go pang jeo®! also!”

“’Cher...’cher...I want wee wee!”

21

[Hokkien] Urinate
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as WSWAI,

| hergas HB teemé
[ to be Aloavdering il

“Me also! Me also!”

“No, no, no! Nobody is going wee wee till I have
taken attendance!”

The little boys then proceeded to very creatively
screw their faces in all kinds of agonised
expressions to show me how urgent their need to
go to the toilet was.

“I will now take attendance...” I announced.

A small little hand shot up.

“What is it this time?” | said tiredly.

“Teacher...” the little boys said, “Wilson just wee
wee in his chair.”

“Eeeee!” All the boys screeched in unison while
poor Wilson clutched his crotch as yellow drops of
pee plopped underneath his seat.

e first 15 minutes in

At the end of my flrst week, I was glad to get a
call from Norman. Through the whole flurry of

final exams and job applications to our respective

KK (eem to be dﬂWﬂ industries and results, we had somehow lost touch

for almost half a year.

Now Norman had landed himself a hlgh"“ﬂymgﬁT

1l frien s‘éh ;};a .,]. t

join

1 was invited for a little dinner to meet some of his

friends.

Lights fade to black.

"
\
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SCENE 6 When lights come up again, Huat Bee is seated on
an expensive, plush restaurani-type velvet chair. He
is wearing casual jeans and a T-shirt, over which
he’s been forced to wear an oversized formal jacket
(better if he's wearing coat-tails) which is totally
mismatched with everything else he is wearing.
HUAT BEE | Some people should be shot for forgetting to tell
me about their club’s dress code.
But more than that, the club’s GM should be shot
for allowing this...
ngzz‘: ?gg:f NEss] Huat Bee holds up the ridiculously large jacket he is
We arc hea r’;‘ﬁ his wearing.
‘fW’WIHr as they art I mean, you've got to wear a collar to eat a fancy,
plty/’iﬂ out. | over-priced meal?
No filker, no reelectim . And what did that restaurant captain say?
He i “W"“f‘j 0 Um...“This is to maintain the ambience and high
‘L‘:nyﬁg ro standing of our club’s restaurant.”
] What ambience? I wasn’t feeling atmosphere...I
Onee e ain, H8 ek was feeling oppressed!

e he does net
bc(org.

I tried to use my mobile phone...They offered

to take it away—so [ wouldn’t be bothered while
having my meal.

I looked at the menu. It was in a foreign language.
Whatever was in English was more about
copywriting than about food...

“A succulent escalope of beef tartare ensconced
in a creamy nest of wasabi fluffed potato, drizzled
with honey-sage mayonnaise, with a side of

brandied apricot chutney liberally dusted with
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finely crumbled goat cheese.”

You want me to write a poetry review or eat the
bloody thing?

Man, I HATE this jacket!

Huat Bee sniffs at it.

It hasn’t been washed in months.

Talk about creating ambience...

Oh oh...someone’s talking to me!

Oh, hi...hi...I am Huat Bee...Norman’s friend
from school.

Oh yes...his best friend. That's me.

No, he exaggerates. | am just a teacher. You are...
wow. CEO of...oh, you mean that company that’s
just been listed. Oh wow.

B hitydm..

You are...

(to audience) Vice President, American bank.

(as if talking to a bank VP) Lim Huat Bee. Ima.
in the education business. T"ymﬁ to fitin.

(to audience) Sounds a little bit more impressive
than just “teacher”, right?

(as if talking to a variety of other people) Hello. I'm
Huat Bee. Education specialist.

Hi there. Huat Bee. I'm a consultant in education
services.

Lim Huat Bee. Special consultant in information
assimilation services. Ministry of Education.

(to audience) Wah lau. Each one of them was

a Power Ranger in his or her field. CEOs, Vice

What the

Presidents. Regional managers. CFOs.
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They spoke in words that had too many numbers

HR has S'me' to Whud, with a lot of zeroes in them. _

+ime ( C"erﬂ‘ﬁ aﬂd Words like “real estate”. Like “blue chips”. Like
Cffw"! ‘('Y%mﬁ o fit Wy “annual turnover”, Like “PE ratios”. Like “luxury

+rNA () ‘ﬁV\A ‘g cars”. Like the 60,000-dollar diamond ring a
PQDP[( 30 that ! stockbroker’s wife wore, which was much admirec.i.1
belong - : fic

aud ne eventualy vl OEEES
It’s not that I was jealous of them. I mean who
But withh 4ltis e rtnt,

back mb
he 1§ trowin b Rolex watches and Gucci spectacles and...and...

Here fuli"‘qf dJ M"q Beat.

The Odd ong ouf ﬂﬂam- And I was sitting there squirming in this...
mwedintel Y, ¢ 42l Beat. Huat Bee looks at his incongruous clothes.

needs their Armani shirts and Versace belts and

e Mjp\(h ) Well, heck...yes, I was jealous of them. No, I was
Fov all Avat e hag more than jealous. I was greener with envy than
chanaed & lot & imperial jade.
MA, an 11 feﬁﬂmj But don’t get me wrong...it’s not the things I was
(om P,(! i diffcult jealous of. I mean, I could have saved up and
to ovtvoomd . bought myself a diamond-studded Rolex. On what
the MOE pays me, I'd probably have to save up

forever—but if there’s a will, it can be done...

A confirmation fhak

he was ot louitt £2¢

j ggmmm. that
mediocyity o Wi Lot

in béc . Jet filce Hhe -
ill= fitting jucket , ke =;Cow\clclg ot tre [esm

would alirys be HI-fthivg. %w ﬁﬁf”’ Herent strengtag
. | paths
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I know Norman meant to be kind. I know he meant

to share.

I mean, look at him there, expertly picking up the
escargot...how he uses the correct fork, how he
tilts the shell at such a precise angle...how the
succulent, buttered flesh slips out from the shell...
how even his bread roll is broken up so expertly
into such neat little perfect bits...

How did he get there? And how did I get stuck here?

oo 15 poignant- T |

bt ifrerencs THIeToNT Was there an instruction booklet he'd read that I'd 1

| AW overlooked? ™ 1 ¢ re(aYablL . iy ane whto has tMAitione
h size€ Al fng Mg b an aqe of “maturity® wonid haveRit e faw at

i npiet oo, Suddenly Huat Bee's reverie is interrupted by one of ‘::‘z
§ the guestS. wms mak s HB lf CMVA("e" {o r{\a&ﬂbk be[au[t

we Set surdelvad n W g Bildungs re man co sy,
Oh...uh, hi! Well no, this seat here’s not taken.

Hi Gabriel. I'm Hay...um, Huat Bee.
best friend? Oh I see...at work.

I onpaLLELICM] of A

{“ ve Merudk
oy v "hert”

You are Norman’s..

ac e unravele, he
becomes wacer kain

j " r udeprexing t ralSE tat Hg eV
poont evorything ¢ BERSEEREEE nas a long ”\7\‘/3 to Go, thatthe foundating
y dieved 4o be fene. He’s told you all about me? Well...it must ha(ve':‘ a:l :g

. : a

4ne amﬂﬁa‘ybeen a very short story...ha ha...there’s nothing as¢ ol
ienAship. much to tell, is there... §e ““t\d'
-Oh, you guys are going to start an e-commerce

4 company together? No, Norman didn't say...

H( 0 Comp kﬂ(5 Immediately after the wedding? What wedding?

| Discombobnlat 24 -
b [reeLiNGST I see.
:,m{-y\ oA new 1Y velatm, LWell, maybe the invitations have just gone out.
fer) ovtn Mo’ fou, Well yes, I'm sure I'll get one. He'd better not

l e an iwnare BB

percsing each pec mpdake A yet anethor

1 flap ot reectin. - T{:( one consictent fact i Wi life 0 no lo&jef ;
1 ore.

5

Norman and Sarah are getting married next month.
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forget his old friends...ha ha...
Suddenly there’s a perceptible change in Huat Bee's
mood and expression. Huat Bee's smile is getting
strained.
b You're the best man?
Oh.
Well, yes, I'm sure Norman mentioned...
I'm sure ..
I see...well, yes. Of course I'll see you at the
wedding.
Lighting change.
"(to the audience) It's a sad day when you discover
that you and your best friend are on roads that
have forked in such separate directions.
YTHEMQ& You suddenly realise that the road had parted

Love & Friendsap.

e ot of gre desp love
2 fendsuip W # e risk

e} pain.

Heav‘rbrmttmga

long before you noticed it, and now the point of
separation is too far behind to go back and re-trace.
I had, really, till then, expected to be Norman’s best
man when he got married.

If I were getting married, he would have been my
best man.

A photo of a younger Norman and Huat Bee

laughing, with arms around each other’s shoulders.
Lights fade to black.
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SCENE 7

HUAT BEE

In the dark, a phone starts ringing. Lights come up
on a telephone seat with a telephone on the pedestal
attached to it. It rings for some time. Huat Bee
comes in with nothing but a towel wrapped around

his waist. His hair is wet. i

Ya lah, ya lah...at home the whole day, dowant to
call...once I turn the shower on only...

Hello?

Oh, hi. King Kong...no...no...I was just, well,
actually, I just came out of the...sure, sure...l know
it's tomorrow. Of course I'll be there.

You must be very busy now. Oh, sorry I couldn’t

go to the stag party they threw for you at the

club last night. Had exam papers to mark. Then

this student from my class got into trouble for

shoplifting a yo-yo...He had no one to turn to, so

ot
I had to bail him out. ﬂl A makig ol rriodthwﬁ“‘
most trpor tavik 4 Wim.

Ya, kids these days... m;g u yet anstves it taen Aooiing
free Wl over Fate, (THEME]

A favour? Why...sure...um, [ mean, what is it?

Beat.

What? Your best man Gabriel has got chicken pox?

Lighting change. Huat Bee turns to the audience.

Right. It’s one thing in life to realise that you are

no longer your best friend’s best friend. .

It's quite another thing to be made a spare tyre

as well!

Lighting goes back to normal. Huat Bee is gleefully

and delightedly pretending to be very sympathetic.

Oh...] am so...sorry to hear that.
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| reEe wiL if about wartting
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Did it hit him bad? I mean, Ive heard that some
people get the itchy bubbles under the tongue,
under the eyelids, in the deep dark corners of
unmentionable areas...

Well...what are you going to do?

Me as best man?

Well, I don’t think I can...

Well, ya, we are still best friends... .

(covering the receiver and addressiﬁg the audience)
Can you believe this guy?

(speaking into the receiver) But I really have so
many exam scripts to...I was just stealing some
time to attend your dinner, you know...It’s a really
bad time of the year for us teach—

What?

(to the audience) He wants to know if I'm offended
because he didn’t ask me to be the best man...

the nerve!

(exaggeratedly sweet) Noo lah...do you think I am
going to be so petty about things?

Aiyah...going there to celebrate as best man or as
guest...it’s all the same, right? It’s just that...

(to the audience) Man, this guy is really pushing
his luck!

(to Norman) No, Norms...I really, really am busy
with...

Look, why don’t you just drive him to the doctor’s
for a shot of Zovirax...

I mean, then we could plaster him with foundation

and no one else will know the difference...
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[‘BTMm Hgﬂﬂ No, it’s not that I don’t want to do it...

:» Tende. Wi evO  Look, I told you already, I am not offended!
M'(S' LAl I am just...

L Hwsion n g YoM just feel...

. lncrenses. Look, I was not offended, but now I am getting

really irritated.

I'm irritated because you keep saying I am
offended. ;

And if you keep on doing that, I am going to get
really angry!

Okay! Okay! You really wanna know?

You really wanna know?

If you wanna know, I was really pissed off, man...

ot Aalwg vithn e ,
orcaived "Reffa%‘“: I was pissed off because I was your best friend for

na o wake e 12 years. Twelve years, man...and then this guy
ationdAlp Jovk. pops up...and he knows you for.. for...

L a KX wos A9'Y W One year? Is that how long you've known him?
y, he reallsed he could Bloody hell! Now I'm really mad!

:‘of “ay a9y il Beat.

Uh huh.
Long pause.
Oh. Oh dear.
I didn’t know.
I see.

Oh.

Oh, okay.
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Yeah, I know you know that I'll always be there.
Right.

I'll be there.

No problem.

Huat Bee ?uts down the phone. His face is lit up with
happiness. Beat. He speaks to the audience.

That guy Gabriel, he’s Sarah’s only living relative
here. His family took care of her when she was
suddenly orphaned as a child.

Norms said Sarah couldn’t say no to Gabriel when
he wanted to be the best man for the wedding.
Norms had wanted ME to be the best man from
the start. :

I suppose between choosing me as best man, and
making his wife happy on their wedding day, there
was no choice, was there?

A big grin breaks out on Huat Bee's face.

Norman is so very happy that Gabriel has chicken

pox!

Lights fade to black.

eloment Welp #2 andignee -
g %mw\h 4 o\ler convtes

\J“WM‘j; prvwmw& all fhase

emo‘t{;vu, with Out b(cwv\u\»‘

$e0 #wha]o{d i
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SCENE 8 Lights up on Huat Bee reading a very long list.

nuat BEE A list of excuses you can make when your best friend

ok e won d gven  invites you for occasions filled with people you
i AN g i

hovt. tch A i D cannot click with.

b comal. Hew 19
bATW bt would Waske  appears on the screen.
Hime Uik Hvia 18 Occasion: housewarming.

A photo of a big, three-storey towkay**-type house

E 1, RONICT Place: big towkay mansion in Bukit Timah.
[ | P Syt S
Guest list: about 150 people.

tha m\g utinent Guest breakdown: family, friends, business
m‘\‘rx K“Mﬂ it i associates. i

‘ ‘“\) ““M‘ -W\DW‘“ 5 Wanna-go score: 2.5 upon 10.
Kk @ be (Omm%hﬂdl" Reason given for absence: have to mark exam papers.
L tuccesim) ina

| classic "a“' third time...even if it is true.

E So much $0 that w A photo of a sleek 50-foot yacht appears on the

has pAIﬁtﬁW screen.

“aA(MII(A(Napr Occasion: boat christening.

[ilee Chﬂ'ﬂ'eﬂfl\ﬁ“ Place: Raffles Marina.

b st - Guest list: about 50 people.

Guest breakdown: very important business

Note: Norman is not going to buy this excuse a

associates, even more important business
associates, and can-I-suck-up-and-light-your-
cigarette-level business associates.

Wanna-go score: 1 upon 10.

Reason given for absence: holding a support group

for battered and abused kids which I started for the

school. HB'S awn U £ 10 pecming meavivpfully

qnccessml, n s own uadg !
Note: Norman is sympathetic and sends a

22/ [Hokkien] A boss, chief or leader, also used to refer to a prominent

businessman
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200-dollar cheque to help us along, but says that I
have no more excuses to miss his get-togethers.

A photo of the Christmas decor at Raffles Hotel,
perhaps of the tree in the main lobby, appears on the
screen.

Occasion: Christmas party.

Place: Raffles Hotel.

Guest list: about 250 people.

Guest breakdown: family, friends, business
associates, very important business associates, even
more important business associates, and let-me-
grovel-and-kiss-your-feet-level business associates.
Wanna-go score: nil...0 upon 10.

Reason given for absence...

Reason given for not wanting to go...

Lighting change. Huat Bee picks up the phone.

So you see, Norms, I really won’t be able to go.
Who's the kid?

Well, he’s one of the boys from school. I'm just
making progress with him, drawing him out...

His parents don’t care. They just throw money

at him and expect him to cope. He’s totally
introverted, hypersensitive...and really, if you saw
him, you'd think he was six instead of 10 years old.
Bring him?

I can’t. The party is too big. It'll scare him...your
parties scare even me!

I'm just taking him to a movie with this other kid
whom I hope can be his buddy. You know, like you

and I used to be...
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What do you mean, I can do this any other time?
It is precisely because its Christmas that this kid
needs the company! You have 250 people there.
They are not likely to get lonely in the Raffles
Hotel ballroom...

(change of tone, gentler and warmer) Yes, I know.

You want your best friend there too. But Norms,

this is more important—not to me but to the boy.
I hope you understand.

Wait. This is not fair. My students are not more

important than my old friends. Come on...

| pﬂfﬁ ¢ dvh not mae  Well, I'm sorry you feel this way, Norms. It also
j ug fee| out oj place,  means that you feel your frivolities are more
what b he wert ’AQ‘9 important than my work!

L pr( grihs 2 2 Yes, frivolities!

Hello?

Hello?

Shit, he hung up.

And he called me a bloody idiot!

How dare he call me a bloody idiot and hang up!
The phone rings again. Huat Bee picks it up.
What? ’

Well, you are a bloody idiot too.

i

Xa,

I think that’s better.

Right. 5

And you're not a bloody idiot. ¢ ‘

Not any more. !

Huat Bee looks a little pleased.
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Norms and I are going out together. Just like old

times. Just the two of us for a drink...probably at

an old coffee shop or hawker centre.

He said he knew what was wrong, why I kept trying

to avoid his gatherings.

I just don'’t like big crowds.
e R
What an idiot.

Lighting change. Huat Bee gets into a simple short-

sleeved shirt.

So the day came.

Norms came to pick me up, in a Jaguar as long as
his yacht, I swear...

It was deep burgundy in colour...shiny as
anything...and the soft cream-coloured leather
seats were like velvet clouds that wrapped
themselves around you...

Man, I thought, the people at the coffeeshop are
going to be so impressed.

“So where are we going?” I asked. “Geylang?”

I meant the soya bean curd coffeeshop that was
famous in that infamous district.

Norman looked at me and grinned. “It’s better than
Geylang. It’s a surprise.”

We arrived at the entrance of an expensive-looking
club. '

I'd never4n my life seen such a club before.

It was designed like.. like...you know in the style
of those very rich Chinese businessmen who put

Italian marble flooring in their three-million-dollar
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fake European homes—and then spoil it by putting
a chrome, leather and mirror bar in the corner of
their sitting room? That kind of style...you see it in
Taiwanese serials all the time.

Ya, the club was like that. But worse.

And at the entrance, two very beautiful
receptionists sat smiling sweetly at us.

“Werlcum to Crub Roxy!” they said in unison.

Oh God. Tt was the clichéd “rich businessmen’s
club” one always hears about..

I REALLY didn’t want to go in there.

I mean, ALL the women there were taller and
stronger than I was.

And some of them could throw me on the floor and
pin me there for hours.

“Good, ya?” Norman said with undisguised
enthusiasm and excitement.

Then he just pulled me through the bevelled glass
doors.

He started introducing me to all the hostesses
there before I could protest. Ak eloaniy rtgwlnr.
It was a slow night. The economic crisis had just
started to kick in.

To the girls in the empty club, we were the most
attractive men in the world—that is, the kind that
was still spending. Well, Norman anyway, not me...
I whispered to him, “Norman...are you sure? This
looks...expensive.”

He waved my concerns aside the way one waves off

summer flies in Australia.
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“Norms...maybe we should go to a coffeeshop or
hawker centre...”

He waved off my protests again...This time his face
was in the neck of a beautiful, fair hostess who
could have been a former Miss Hong Kong. ..

I made polite conversation with the hostesses
fawning over us.

Norman looked over at me. “So which one of these
ladies looks nice?” he asked.

“They all look beautiful!” I said.

“Wah lau...” Norms said. “I can’t afford all of them
for you leh...”

The girls all giggled. One of them said that I was

SO cute...

I was stunned.

“Afford? Pay them...for what?” I blurted aloud.
There is a beat as the realisation sinks in.

Oh my goodness.

Beat. Huat Bee crosses his legs and clutches his chest
modestly.

“Norms...” I said.

But Norms was too busy examining the two most
promising qualities of one of the girls in a tight
dress.

“Norms!” I said in a high-pitched voice as one of
the girls slipped her hand into my shirt.

Another girl laid her hand on my thigh...
(high-pitched) Argh!

Huat Bee's mobile phome starts to ring. He jumps up.
Thank God! Thank goodness!
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He-hello? ,‘7

Um...excuse me, miss...will you please stop...stop
doing that...I need to, um, concentrate. Thank
you...

Hello? Ya, Soon Meng...what's the matter?

You what? Why did you do that? And now you...
Aiya!

Don't do anything...don’t.. just stay there...I am
going over right now. I'm on my way....

Huat Bee puts away his mobile phone.

Hey Norms, one of my kids is in trouble. I gotta go.
No really, it can’t wait...this is quite serious...

No, I don’t dislike this club...well actually, to tell

He's trying .

omey evdent

{;:’ :\A! n WS kids AT No, it’s not that it's not good enough for me...
t

I ArC PrEAURE, N Listen, thanks for everything but...

you the truth, I'm not very comfortable...

15 more hedly 1o Oh come on...I am not choosing my students over
chosse FHEC Will ove¥ my friends again.

fule

) ; It's just that I can’t sit here and...and do this...
T i closring

while...while one of the kids is out there in a
i mess...you know...

b’g Aomg § ‘ W‘ Listen...I'll make it up to you some other time. I'm

6 2l just not up to it this time, okéy? Okay, Norms?

Pause. Silence.

Okay?

Silence.

Norms?

Norms folded his arms and turned away. He

actually seemed hurt.

Last I saw him, the girls were trying to cheer him up.
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He didn’t want to look at me. He was drinking
brandy like it was tap water. EG"QSMAOM?""-J

I remember thinking that the time was probably
right to say goodbye to a friendship that had grown

 too strained. My heart was heavy but I had urgent

things to do...and partying with Norms wasn'’t at
the top of my list.
Lights fade to black.
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SCENE 9 When the lights come up, Huat Bee is a little older,

dishevelled, in a cardigan with different spectacles.

nuat BEE  Norms stopped calling—for the next few years.
"Strangely enough, I didn’t notice much.

Time flies when you have so many things to do that
you are fighting to breathe.

My work with troubled kids had taken me to new
whing M NNE | areas where my passion to help required more skills.
.{ eféort. MAKMﬁ 414 | In three years, I completed another part-time

0 pew T | e degree in child psychology.

Ewas now equipped to face the most vicious of

amseng??® kids.
Well, that’s also because I took up aikido.
I learnt that in many forms of martial arts, size
doesn’t matter.
You just need to channel your opponent’s energy,

make it your own, and make them fall the \‘zvay y&um_‘rL|
. b cle.

o 1 b amiy s

It was such a cool philosophy. :

Once I understood that concept, I was ready to

work with bigger and tougher kids.

In fact I was working with young teenagers who

were in the primary six repeat...] mean...Normal...

classes.

These two boys in particular frightened me a little.

They were in gangs which were into stealing, glue-

sniffing and smoking. It was only a matter of time

before they got into more trouble...and probably

drugs.

23! [Hokkien] Gangster
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Their gang wasn’t happy that I was trying to turn
their friends around. e
~Since I'd started working with the two boys, I'd had

my car tyres slashed...my cupboard broken into

Goes ot . Bulnés are
sl e 1o Soart -
o b;\)‘;é{ L me on toilet walls. I actually took a red pen and

[0'\5?/ running Md : Lcorrected the bad grammar—WI

The principal wanted to expel the two boys so as

and vandalised and even had essays written about

to remove the presence of the whole gang from

the school...but I knew that this was psychological
warfare, and if we removed the boys, then the gang
would win.

I was making such good progress with the two

boys, and unlike the Hay Bee of old, I was NOT!
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SCENE 10

HUAT BEE  But soon, the phone calls started coming.
At 2am.
At 4am...
They must have gotten my phone number from the
phone directory.
It is a sad day when primary school teachers have
to get unlisted numbers.
Lights fade to black. A phone starts ringing in the
dark. Huat Bee comes out in pyjama pants and a
singlet. It is obvious that he's just been awakened
from sleep. He picks up the phone.
Hello.
Hello?
Hello?
Weird.
Huat Bee puts down the phone and staggers back
to bed. Immediately the phomne starts ringing again.
Huat Bee hurries over to the phone.
Hello?
Eh...who is this?
People got to sleep, you know!
There is a loud click. Huat Bee staggers back to
bed. Lights slowly fade to black. In the dark, the
phone starts to ring. It rings for a while. Huat Bee
staggers out, wearing a different pair of pyjama pants
and T-shirt. He doesn’t answer the phone. It keeps
ringing while he speaks.

Every night for three nights, at some strange hour,
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the phone would ring.

Not incéssantly, you know.

Sometimes a couple of rings.

Sometimes a bit longer.

When [ picked it up, I knew there was someone
there. Sometimes the person just put down the
phone.

After the third night, the calls stopped.

The phone stops ringing.

Ahhh. Silence. Peaceful nights.

Then, one week later...

The phone rings three times and stops.

Three short rings.

I was mystified.

I bought caller ID.

Two nights later...

The phone rings. Huat Bee picks it up.

Hello? Hey you! I've got caller ID, you know. 1
know where you are calling from!

There is a click and silence.

Well, I suppose that takes care of that!

We won't hear from this weirdo again.

Huat Bee starts walking away from the phone. He
stops. He is curious.

Hmm. I know I should leave well enough alone.
Beat.

But this idiot has been bugging me for more than
a week.

Why should I give him any rest?

I'll call him or her back.
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At least I can find out why this is happening.
Huat Bee checks the caller ID for the number. He
starts dialling and listens.

I'll bet it’s that kid I barred from the exam for
cheating.

He looked like the vengeful sort.

I'm sure he found out my number from the phone
book...

Hmm...no one’s answering,.

Good!

I will let it ring and ring and ring.

I hope it keeps you awake!

I hope...

Oh! H-hello? May I know who this is?

Staff nurse Lily Tan?

Where is this? Someone’s been calling my phone.
at night and...

CDC?

What'’s CDC?

Communicable Diseases Department?

Tan Tock Seng Hosp—

Why would any of your staff want to call me in the
middle of the...

Uh...no...no...I do not know who...no, never
mind. Thank you.

Huat Bee puts down the phone, mystified.

Who do I know who works in a hospital and...
hates my guts? ‘

Who would...

The phone suddenly rings again. Huat Bee jumps.
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Hello...hello!

Hey you...I know you are there. I know where you
work! If you don't stop calling...

Pause. Huat Bee looks at the audience.

He called me “Oi!”

(into telephone receiver) H-hello...do I know you?
Beat.

(to audience) He called me Huat Bee.

(into telephone receiver) Yes. This is Huat Bee here,

who is...

[CLIMAYY  Hin Kong? Is that you?
MWIC AW tural
point 1 J‘:va ' Wah lau...you idiot! You've been making prank

femie mght ik € calls, is it?
Claw Rocy seme D oy

;;"":u:a:’ ‘;—:mm Hin Kong? Hello?
1nedtane - ™¢ Shit.

[oowai N0 pewding LOSS "'5/\:‘(' He hung up.
hovtoutr', A '« mite Why would Hin Kong call me from the CDC?

u § h'f\i g:'\:hn"‘;"“e W‘ﬁ” Only people with rubella or AIDS go to...

oAty Huat Bee staggers almost imperceptibly as the
J

P~ aeran 2 e PR O
[ ATMOC PHERED

wotomer dence with otk. realisation hits him.
- Suddenly my world took a spin.
It wasn'’t rubella.
Damn.
It was Hin Kong trying to call me all those nights.

& [conFLICT] A 4 reanlt 1t was my best friend trying to tell me something he
\

0‘ communiantion mf_ didn’t have words for.
I struggled to get my clothes on.

Huat Bee talks distractedly as clothes are brought in

and he dresses.
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It was already ten thirty at night.

I wasn't sure what the visiting hours were at the
CDC.

I wasn'’t sure they had visiting hours for people who
were that sick.

Hell, I wasn’t sure what condition the guy was in.
All I knew was that I had to be there.

Beat. .

All the way there, I kept rehearsing what I wanted
to say...what he needed to hear.

(putting on a cheerful voice) Hi Hin Kong! How are
you doing...shit!

You don’t ask a person with...with...how he is...
Uh, hi Hin Kong...I came as soon as I realised...
Too patronising...

Hey buddy...are they treating you all right here?
DAMN! There is no etiquette guide for talking to

someone with such a disease!
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SCENE 11

HUAT BEE

[ PeeLineS]

Hew MVg CNWM.
fitecsed , anxious, regHitul
pevhaps .

b

Lighting change. Huat Bee turns to one side.

Uh...hi. Good evening. Um, this is the CDC unit,
right? Yes, well...I am here to see one of your...
I know. I know visiting hours are...

Well you see, one of your patients, Norman Lam
Hin Kong, he’s called me and I...

He's asleep? No, but he just called me and...

I know he’s very ill, but he’s been trying to call me
and...

I know it’s against...

I know they need their rest...

PLEASE! MY BEST FRIEND IS DYING AND
HE’S JUST BEEN TRYING TO CALL ME THE
WHOLE OF THE PAST WEEK...

Please. Let me see him. Okay?

Beat.

Thank you.

(to the audience) By that time, I was so stressed
out, I had run out of opening lines to try out.

All I knew was that I had to see Hin Kong.

I needed him to know I would be there when he
needed me.

I decided that I was going to give him a big hug
when I saw him. '

Words were not enough.

Lighting change.

When the nurse showed me in, I took a deep
breath for courage and breezed into the room

brightly and...and...
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Huat Bee stares ahead as if seeing Hin Kong for the

first time. Tears form in his eyes. He bites his lower

lip. He starts sobbing uncontrollably.

HUAT BEE ( I'm sorry...I'm sorry...I...

\ This wasn’t supposed to happen like this...

" 1...how?

__Hin...I...I'm so sorry...for being such an idiot...

Huat Bee kneels down where he is standing on the
stage. With great effort, he makes himself calm down.
The guy on the bed was hardly recognisable as

Hin Kong.

His body had shrunk.

He used to have muscles, now his arr ;
s Me EtoMMMSON'J is chockmg

His légs were like twigs.
And his face was hollowed out. Haunted.
Then he spoke.

e
.

He gave a small, bitter smile.
I kept quiet. I knew that my voice was still quivery
when it needed to be brave.

“I wasn'’t sure if I should have called you,” he said,
[FeeLINGT ¥
Ashawred,

“If you didn’t call me, I would never have forgiven

turning away so I couldn’t see his face.
you.”

There was a long silence.

“I just didn’t want you to remember me like
this.” He sighed heavily. He had some problems
breathing.
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“Like what? Like alive?” I got some of the old fire
back in my voice.

“Like a piece of rubbish,” he said. “I've messed it
all up. My family has thrown me away...the wife
refuses to let the kids see me this way...God, what
a way to go.”

“They are adjusting.”

“I don’t have time for transitions!” Hin Kong
started coughing.

I went over and patted his back.

It was bony and drenched.

It was just as well I hadn’t gone and hugged him as
I'd wanted to. I would have broken him in two. Hin
Kong had deteriorated that badly.

(angrily) “Dammit! Why didn'’t you call me earlier?
What kind of friend are you when you can’t even
call me when you need help!”
“l...am...not...used...to asking...for help,” Hin
Kong said. “T am ﬁf)vépuéje”cno being weak and
helpless.”

All of a sudden, a little flicker of rage welled up
in me.

I know it wasn’t appropriate.

I know that is not what you want to inflict on a
dyihg friend.

But I could not help myself.

Huat Bee takes a moment.

“You listen here, Norman Lam Hin Kong. Weak
and helpless don'’t have to go together.

I should know. I am the champion of the skinny,

which ke [vou gronn &

learat.
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[RESOLUTIONT
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9 Friends W(?

weak nerds! I am Hay Bee, remember?

But you know what? I have never thought of myself
as helpless.

If that’s why you became friends with me, then I'm
sorry, you became my best friend for the wrong
reason. '

Don't interrupt...there’s more.

From that moment you put your arm on my

shoulders and made me feel better for failing at

least | could t cople. At

e p e
fe. That meant a lot to me. That had to be worth

something, right? I mean that had to mean that I

couldn’t be all that helpless.

Wiait...I haven't finished...

And then you got rich...and then you started

throwing money at your friends...buying us endless

dinners at all those expensive places...taking us on

your boat...showing us your different houses...

Throughout it all, your so-called friends around

you, you know what they were doing? They came

for every meal, every party...and then behind your

back they called you a big show-off!

You accused me of being jealous. But you know

why I stayed away from you?

It was because I felt so sad that someone as

wonderful as you...someone as kind and caring

~and good-hearted as you had become so dependant
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on admiration. You didn’t know who you were any
more!

I don'’t care if you are vich or poor. I don'’t care

if your car is big or small or if you are sick or in
perfect health...I just want you to go back to the
basic person you are and just BE the Hin Kong that
we all admired and loved. Just be the guy that we
all miss so much!

Okay...now you can talk!”

For a long time there was silence. Hin Kong looked
stunned.

Then he said words I will never forget. He

said,“There was only once when I pitied you. That
was that day on the rugby field. But once I got to

. LewoT WIT] know you, Huat Bee, I always envied you. I never
: pitied you again.”
‘The guy is not only
5 fOlMWlDN]

bian] ™S Then, as 1f readlng nly mmd he said, “You have
(%fhnm c:f;!vd i MIt Y been the most consistent person in my life, Huat
v
; i“h!\ Qb:?“' HB's M , Bee. Somehow, even as a kid, I knew that no matter

wmahs and eI VR how far I strayed, no matter how badly I did, you
RAT, ’:“ﬂ s Aw were the rock on whlch I could build my life..

l i e AL O UNS e e
& KK, The fmndanoniit n ?nw&sba%gﬁe
aspects of HE rewal Nd

Cmsrrtnt,

Then he changed the subject abruptly: “I never told
you about my family, did I?”

MU'P < cp\b 1’44 1§} 'N&] I shook my head.
becante HuC feine V] “That was because I never had a family. My mother

mpeasd & SN MS"‘ﬁ~ had me illegitimately and left me with my so-called
6 _alse mah“\dlq- ﬂf]@CﬁOV\ #1

charqed, oy Adpesiin,

Ahe Jung i lorokes up

e mand (,abl(_
‘&ti\“x btmus:) e already Enoe ? ol net end well.
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started, with no family and no one...

e father. He, in turn, married another woman and

dumped me with her and disappeared. The woman

re-married and had three other children, but I grew

"‘Cmm "*3"up like the family servant. I was made to eat last—

if there was any food left. The woman did one
good thing for me and that was to put me through
school. But I had no allowance. During recess time
in primary school I used to eat what the other kids
left behind. That was when a teacher caught me
doing it and referred me to social services.

Now do you know why I worked so hard? Why

I tried so hard? Now do you know why I was

throwing money, gifts and meals at my friends?

%

Lighting change. Huat Bee reflects with the
audience.

Oh man. I never knew. And there I was, all those
years, jealous of him.

And there he was all those years, envying me.
Wanting my life and wanting to be me.

Then Hin Kong turned to me and held on to my arm.
“Huat Bee,” he said, “you are the biggest person

I know. But even you can’t help me now. I am so

afraid. I am so afraid of dying alone...back where I
i :

»

.no one to..
Hin Kong started to cry. [ApoS1OPESIST
And that was when I hugged him. In spite of

his small frame, his hug was strong and tight. I -

 are w05 geeat
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returned his hug in equal measure.

At the end of everything there is to say...you really
need to say very little.

Pause. Silence. Huat Bee allows himself a moment
to cry.

That night, there in the middle of the CDC, I

learnt a lesson about big and small.

LMEM&E] Cmpwrhg sympaty, t‘ompam
(They are nct +w (avwe wwr\
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SCENE 13  Organ music comes on. A hymn is playing.

HUAT BEE  “Mourn me not when I'm dead and gone,
I was not born to sorrow.
I was born beneath a laughing star
To brighten your tomorrows.
And if tomorrow should ever come
That my life should cease,
Then listen to the echo of
My laughter in the breeze.”
At his funeral, I read for Hin Kong the epitaph I
wrote for Nelly.
I was there when he died.
And so were a whole bunch of the friends who had
enjoyed his hospitality, his love and his warmth.

ﬁﬁ"”?“’ﬁ«a'? I MADE them all come. 2epressi n/; timat he hadto
ﬂfi,{q g/

His s ij’f i, And you know what...as he was fadmg, in his last
moments, all skin and bones and covered with
lesions, he looked around and smiled.

And then he pulled me close to him and then he

said weakly, “You are the best, Hay Bee...I mean,
e [ToNG : regret] He couled have
“E‘*ﬁ; ;05:3“% \ (to himself) Huh...me...the best. beewnt a betrer

2 s + fowaeone A moment of silence. Huat Bee looks up, teary-eyed,

‘, aot Aoiw\ worl? towards heaven .
Weio Oh God... Same tngs it cawuot boe reqn bve

| v T?o:f;‘ q¢ . It's all right, King Kong. It’s all right.

You rest easy now.

And you can call me Hay Bee any time. | geioLuTl o]

Lights fade to black.




