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Chapter 1

Yet Another Day

You would think that at this point I would be smart enough to just get up and
leave, considering that even though I put in the time and the effort to put up
with the people who test my patience every day, I still do not get the recognition
that I think I ought to be getting. But of course, this is just me wondering to
myself once more; no one really cares about what I am doing. No one does, until
something strange happens. I suppose I should begin from the very start of the
day just to keep things into perspective.

“Hey Duo-zhuo! Get over here!” A rude voice barked at me just as I was
getting back into my seat after collecting my early morning coffee with my mug.
I sighed. That never seemed to change, that whole bark-at-me-like-I’m-not-a-
human way that he does it. He was the boss, of course, but secretly, I’d rather
call him a bull-dog, if you get my drift. Always yelling at me to do this, to do that,
to do something else. Always yelling.

“Eh, why are you not here yet?”
“Yes boss, coming now!”
“On the double!”
I sighed and swore to myself under my breath. I put down my mug of coffee

and grabbed a pencil and the stick-it note pad and made my way to the boss’s
office on the other side of the “open” concept office. That’s right, we practise
this weird open concept method of offices by partitioning the entire floor with
three-quarter height partition walls, each becoming its own cubicle. Thankfully
we were on the development floor, and so most of the time, we were hearing the
clickety-clack of the keyboards as people typed frantically on their keyboards to
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6 CHAPTER 1. YET ANOTHER DAY

get their code to work before the deadline, which often was too close for comfort.
I once went down to the customer support floor of the same office building which
had the same “open” concept, and it was horrible. Imagine trying to make sense
of what the customer is speaking on the other side of the phone line under the
cacophony of fifty people talking on the phone at the same time. Sometimes I
wonder about the management decisions of the people who ran this place, but
hey, I’m just a lowly peon, so no sense rocking the boat.

With a few quick long strides, I crossed the common aisle between the cubi-
cles and reached the doorway of the team manager, that psychotic boss of mine.
And about time too, considering that he was already standing there, his arms
crossed in front of his chest, his face looking as cross as some old woman who
had all her kittens killed by an extremely insensitive and careless driver. In many
ways, he did remind me of some cranky old woman; grumpy, frumpy, prone to
severe mood swings, lots of other random pet peeves—well you get the idea.

“Duo-zhuo!”
“I’m here,” I said meekly just about a couple of metres in front of the devel-

opment team manager.
“What took you so long? Is your cubicle really that far away?”
“No. . . ”
“Then why did you take so long to come over?”
“I. . . ”
“Whatever. Come in, I need to discuss something with you.”
“Uh, okay.” There was little that I can do other than stammer my way about.

Being called into the boss’s office was quite normal in this place, but I suppose
it comes with the job. You see, I had recently taken out a loan for a place of my
own finally, and that made my financial situation a little precarious. I’m twenty-
nine already, and was starting to get really sick of living with my parents in their
dinghy little apartment—it was cramping my style. I just couldn’t tolerate staying
there for long, and after twenty-nine years, I figured it was just time to make the
move. This job was well-paying, I mean, it is among the top software develop-
ment companies in the country, which is quite a feat considering that there are
not many such companies around in the first place over here, something about
people liking to take business administration and other “soft” majors instead of
some engineering related discipline. Oh but that’s for some other time—the long
and short of it was that I needed money. Bad. And this job opportunity came up
with a good pay, and I didn’t really have to hesitate much. Except for this whole
boss thing; it’s not that cool. It has been nearly three months now, I think I’m
still doing relatively okay, putting up with the abuse. I mean, I’m probably at fault
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most times, right?
“Close the door behind you.” The boss commanded as he strode purposefully

back to his chair behind the desk. I stepped into the dimly lit office gingerly and
turned around to shut the door softly behind me—better not do anything that can
trigger off a verbal onslaught this early in the morning.

“Take a seat,” he said extending his hand out and gesticulating at the visitors’
chair in front of his desk. As I was taking small tentative steps to sit down, he
started to type away on his keyboard and seemingly pulling up records of all kinds
on his monitor. Against his shining balding head, I could see random lights of all
colours bouncing off it. It was hard to determine just what he was seeing though.

The wall clock above us ticked off the seconds. I counted to myself. One.
Two. Three. Four. Five.

It wasn’t the expected lashing that was scaring me at that point; it was the
waiting. I knew that I was going to be yelled at again, and have mostly been
resigned to my fate. But it was the wait! It was excruciating. Especially this early
in the morning. When I haven’t had my early morning coffee. Oh god. I don’t
know if I can take this.

Twenty-nine. Thirty. Thirty-one.
I was starting to sweat. Thirty seconds was a long time to be in the office of

someone who just a little while ago, was yelling at you like some pimp screaming
at a cheap whore. The suspense was starting to get on my nerves. Maybe he just
liked to make me sweat? Even though I’ve worked here for three months, I didn’t
have to face the boss alone like this—usually it was the whole team that would
be facing him together. Just my luck to be seen this early in the morning; three
months of coming in early, and today I got “found out”.

Forty. Forty-one.
“Duo-zhuo,” he finally began, his eyes peeled away from his monitor. “Do you

know why you are here?” A strange and dark shadow seemed to befall his face
as he said those words in a careful and weighted manner.

“Not really. . . ”
“Not really?”
“I mean no, sir.” My legs started to shiver a little.
“Well, let me tell you then,” he said as he suddenly stood up from his seat.

“That piece of code that you committed to solve that optimisation problem?”
“Y-y-yes?” I stammered trying to break the silence that came after that.
“It was trash. Complete and absolute trash! I can get some polytechnic

student to do it and come up with something better than the rubbish you did! An
utterly complete waste of time!”
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I was confused. That didn’t sound right: I made sure that I didn’t break
anything when I was working on the optimisation of the code—it compiled and
worked on the development server.

“But sir,” I began. . .
“Did I ask you to reply?” He bellowed. “DID I ASK YOU FOR A REPLY?”
“N-n-no. . . ”
“Good! Then shut the hell up.” He said as he strode over to my side of his

office, an air of malice seemingly erupting about him.
“That code was trash because it failed to work. Not only did it fail to work, it

failed to work in a spectacular way. We tested it out on the QC machines, and
nothing worked. NOTHING WORKED! I was never this humiliated by a developer
of my team before; NEVER! You, my friend, are the first! Congratulations. . . now I
am going to keep an eye on you. . . ”

“Sir, may I speak?” I said somewhat docilely, trying to be as obsequious as
I could in the hopes that the projection of servileness was enough to keep him
from tackling me to the ground to prevent me from stating my piece.

“Yes you may. What is it you want to say for yourself?”
“Sir, I have tested the code on the development environment of the team. It

seemed to work. . . ”
“SEEMED to work? So did it work or not?”
“It passed the unit tests, so I assumed. . . ”
“You assumed? You ASSUMED? Tell me, did you write the unit tests?”
“No, it was the one that was in the code repository. . . ”
“Why did you not write your own unit tests?”
“Isn’t it policy that. . . ”
“DON’T YOU QUOTE ME ON POLICY!” He bellowed with steam shooting out

of his nostrils. “You wrote the program; you write the tests!”
“But I was just trying to optimise. . . ”
“Trying to optimise? What for? Why for? What are you trying to optimise?”
“I. . . ”
“Duo-zhuo, are you trying to look for excuses for your incompetence?”
“What? No sir! Most definitely not!”
“Then let me tell you something. The code failed. Passing tests that other

people have written does not mean that your code will work. Passing tests that
you have written does not mean that your code will work either. You do a more
complete test with everything else to confirm it. I don’t want to listen to your
assumptions and policy quotations and all the other bullshit. You are paid to
develop software solutions—go do your job properly! And don’t embarrass me
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like that again!” With that, he turned his face away from me and went back to his
seat behind the desk.

“Sir?”
“What do you want?”
“If I may?”
“Get to the point; I am busy!” He said as he continued to look at his computer

monitor.
“Was there any error message or anything from the QC run?”
“Check your inbox. I’m sending it to you right now. I want it fixed by the end

of the day. Do I make myself clear?”
“Uh, yes boss.”
“Go.”
With that tirade, I quietly stood up from the seat, opened up the door, and let

myself out of his office.

The walk back to my cubicle was mercifully event-less. I didn’t really want to
talk to anyone about what just happened, and honestly, I just wanted my coffee
more than anything else. In some ways the development team manager wasn’t
really wrong with what he was saying, but it was just that the way that he said it
left much to be desired. From what I had heard around, he had quite a fearsome
reputation as a no nonsense type of boss, prone to outbursts (not a most en-
dearing trait), but more often than not, he was actually saying things that made
a lot of sense. I was wondering when he was going to get the boot for his rather
appalling attitude towards us, but I supposed his generally productive outcome
was what kept him in the good books of the higher bosses.

As I reached my cubicle, a familiar face popped out from the one in front of
me.

“Hey Duo-zhuo, how’re you doing?” Dan asked from behind his partitioned
cubicle.

“Not good. . . got hit with one of his outbursts just now. And without coffee
too.”

“No kidding! That’s just harsh! No coffee? Didn’t fair too well I suppose. . . ”
I nodded quietly.
“Well, you know how it goes. . . you’ve gotta take it so that you can stay on and

get the job done.”
“Yeah. I’ve got to fix this by the end of the day, and I don’t even know exactly

what’s wrong yet.”
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“Tough luck. Hope you’ll have the time to get it done,” Dan said as he slid
back towards his work desk in the cubicle.

“Yeah,” I said to him. “Yeah,” I said once more, to no one in particular.
Dan was a super star of some sort. Around twenty-three and fresh out of

university with a shining new degree, he was the envy of the entire development
team. In many ways he was the very opposite of me—carefree, motivated, and
very very good at coding up working solutions within the deadline. To be had, it
wasn’t that I was bad at coding or anything, but these days it takes a lot for an old
software developer to play catch up with those young kids who are fresh out of
university with nothing to lose but themselves to the whole software development
business. And no matter how you look at it, being twenty-nine is really old for the
industry.

A few short steps later, I was back in my cubicle. Pulling my roller chair aside,
I adjusted it before slumping into it, rubbing my temples with my fingers to ease
the migraine that was coming from the lack of caffeine and having to survive a
verbal onslaught this early in the morning. Sighing again to myself, I picked up
my mug of coffee and took a sip out of it. Cold. Well, it was a little unexpected. I
glanced at my watch—it wasn’t more than fifteen minutes since I last went into
the boss’s office. I shook my head. It felt much longer, and it seemed as though
my mug of coffee was agreeing with me on this one for once.

I pulled my chair closer to the keyboard on my desk and entered my password
on the log in screen. The blue background on the monitor faded away to reveal
the familiar desktop that I ahd been working with for the last three months. And
true enough, in the corner, my new email indicator was hopping up and down.
There was a new message, and it was from the boss. True to his word, he had
attached the error log to the message, and I began the task of analysing the
various logged output and statistics from the file in the bid to figure out what
had gone wrong with the code that I was positive was correct.

By this time, the office was starting to burst into a hive of activity, as the
developers from the other teams were making their way to their own cubicles
and starting up yet another work day. Phones rang, managers yelled, developers
hacked away on their keyboards, and the entire floor was filled with the irregular
clickety-clack of keyboards. Occasionally one would hear a swear word or two
filtering through the partitions, but it was a mostly buzz-like drone. It took me
a while to get used to this level of noise, but I started to associate safety with
the drone, only because it meant that there were many other developers like me
in the same place, and that they were all there doing similar things as I was. As
they say, misery loves company.
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Minutes turned into hours as I worked in earnest, looking first at my code
windows and then looking at the error log, trying to find out just where it was
that the entire system broke down. It was tiring work, going back and forth like
this, deciphering the cryptic and often terse output that many developers had put
into the code over time to help track the internal state of the massive program
that they were working on, but at least it was something that I like. Or at least,
something that I thought I would like a lot.

“Hey!”
I found my concentration broken for just a moment. It was Dan, he had left

his cubicle in front of me and had come on over. That boyish grin, that happy-
go-lucky look, it sickened me. I felt bitter and angry that he seemed to be having
it easy, but I didn’t show it of course.

“Hey, what’s up?”
“Lunch?”
“Lunch. . . well. . . I don’t know man. . . I’m still trying to make sense of what is

wrong with the system. . . ”
“Yeah sure,” Dan said as he chose his words carefully. “You’ll have to do this

eventually, but first shouldn’t you have something to eat to ensure that you have
enough energy and the wherewithal to get the job done before the end of the
day?”

Dan had a point, of course—thinking was hard work, and I had known from
experience that if I skipped lunch, I would be regretting it in a few hours when
my stomach would be growling from hunger, further reducing my ability to think
and make decisions. But then, the code, the bug, the boss. . .

“Yeah sure, let’s go for food. Let me save what I was doing and make a couple
of notes and lock the screen.”

“Okay,” Dan said with a smile on his face. “I’ll go grab the others and then
we’ll head to the lobby. See you there!”

“See you there.”
And with that, Dan went off in search of other developers on the floor to grab

lunch.
I shrugged at the incursion and went back to what I was working on, saving

various opened files, and basically doing the things that I said I would. By now
the mug was completely devoid of coffee (my third for the morning too) and I
made a mental note to myself to refill it later—I was going to need it again for
sure. I grabbed my umbrella and stepped away from my desk and cubicle to
head towards the lobby.

Walking along the aisle that was between cubicles felt much more liberating
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when there wasn’t someone at the end of it yelling at you with crossed arms I
thought as I made my way past the row of cubicles to reach the perpendicular
aisle that led to the elevator lobby. It was lunch time of course, and most of the
development team managers were already out of their offices, having business
lunches or seminars or other meetings that those managers did. I was thankful
about that, since that meant that I didn’t have to meet the boss along the way.

Or so I thought.
As I stepped towards the elevator lobby, a familiar balding head bobbed into

my sight.
“Hey Duo-zhuo! Have you fixed the problem yet?”
“N-no sir, not yet. . . ”
“Don’t forget to get it done by the end of the day. When I check out the code

from the repository later this evening and run the code, I’m expecting to see that
things are working correctly. Do you hear me, Duo-zhuo?”

“Y-yes boss.”
“Good. Have a good lunch!” He said as he walked off back towards his office,

guffawing to himself.
That was just so creepy and weird—I was almost positive that he was some

kind of psychotic person in disguise. I shook my head. It was lunch time, no
sense thinking about things that would upset my already reluctant meal time. I
suppose that lunch was the only reprieve that I would be getting for today. With
new found resolve and temporary happiness of getting away from it all for that
short amount of time, I headed off to the elevator lobby.

“Duo-zhuo! What took you so long man?” Dan said as I stepped out of the
automatic doors into the lobby. “Everyone’s waiting for you you know?” He wasn’t
wrong, somehow, like always, Dan managed to amass a small army of developers
to have lunch as a group. Many of them I was starting to know from the many
times that I had managed to interact with over lunch over the past couple of
months, but there were still some whom I did not really know. It always puzzled
me how Dan could know so many people despite working here in roughly the
same amount of time as me.

“I’m sorry,” I said sheepishly, “you know, work.”
“Haha. . . that’s a lousy excuse. Come on, let’s go eat.”
The throng of us shuffled into the elevator when it arrived and we made our

way to the ground floor, where there was a cafeteria where almost everyone had
their lunch at, “almost everyone” naturally excluding the managers and all the
other bosses.
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When the doors of the elevator opened, I was greeted with the usual sight of
what seemed like a quadrillion people queuing up for food at the various stalls
in the cafeteria. It was quite a hopeless situation; of the sixty minutes assigned
for lunch, one would spend nearly fifteen of it waiting in lines at the food stalls,
spend another ten to twenty looking for a place to sit down to eat, and whatever is
left for the actual consumption of food. Thankfully for us folks from the fifteenth
floor of developers, we had a pantry on our floor with enough tables and chairs
for roughly our size of a lunch party, and what we often did was to order take-outs
from the stalls and then lug the food back upstairs to eat in the pantry. It was a
system that Dan thought up, having realised that no one really made use of the
pantry for anything other than to collect coffee at various times of the day.

There was, however, a certain risk of eating at the pantry. Sometimes, for
what seemed like no rhyme nor reason, one of the managers would “drop by” the
pantry, seemingly to get coffee or the like, while in reality was listening in on the
sometimes candid conversations that occurred around the tables. Rumour has
it that some developers had been fired before because of some unpleasant re-
marks that they made while eating in the pantry and conversing—like all rumours,
it was hard to ascertain the truth, but since it sounded plausible, most took it as
a warning that one should be careful with what they were saying.

“Okay folks, meet back here once you’ve gotten your food!” Dan said cheer-
fully as the lunch party fanned out, with each person heading off to a stall. I
had tried out most of the food that the place had to offer, and so I was contem-
plating between going for the shortest line or going for something that I liked.
Considering that I had just underwent a lashing earlier in the morning and had
to “de-traumatise” myself, I chose the latter and queued up for some sizzling
Indian curry.

The line to the Indian curry stall was long and tortuous, considering that it
was the only stall in the cafeteria that sold vegetarian food. But the fact remained
that their curry was among the nicest I had eaten so far; probably the only bright
thing in what seemed like a gradual dimming of my prospects of survival in the
company. So, it was unsurprising that the stall was that popular.

Strange enough, Dan was also in the line for the same stall. I was puzzled;
I’ve never really seen Dan eat anything spicy, and as far as I knew, he wasn’t a
vegetarian either.

“Hey Dan,” I began.
“Yeah what’s up?” Dan replied with his usual exuberance.
“I didn’t know you ate curry.”
“Oh you know what they say? ‘You’ve gotta try everything at least once’.”
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“ ‘Except if it kills you.’ ”
“ ‘Except if it kills you.’ Exactly! Since I’ve never really tried the food from this

stall due to its ridiculous queue length, I figured I should try it some time. And
what better time to try it than now?”

“True. But why now though?”
“I dunno,” Dan said as he shrugged. “Just felt like it.”
I sighed. It was an innocent remark that he made, but somehow it felt a little

funny and strange to me. I just could not see how one could appear so positive
all the time. Pangs of inferiority started to strike at me once more, but I shook
them off.

“Something wrong?” Dan asked, somewhat concerned.
“Not really. . . just thought of something.”
“Ah, you wanna share?”
“Not really.”
“Okay.”
The line inched forward slowly as the front customers were steadily served

with their choice of food and made their payment. The ambient noise of the
cafeteria during lunch time was quite high, and was of a different nature than that
of the office. It was ironic, really, since I found this particular noise a little more
soothing to the ears than the clickety-clack sounds of keyboards. Maybe I was
starting to get jaded at my work. But that housing loan. . . it will need repayment.

Dan and I stood in the line quietly for the prescribed fifteen minutes. During
that quarter of an hour, I started becoming more introspective, thinking about
my past and wondering about what I had to do once lunch was over. It was quite
discomforting really, to have to think about work when one was supposed to be
having what was effectively a break. The general random hubbub of the ambient
noise aided a little in bringing me back to the reality of life, but it was clearly
insufficient.

“Eh, whachu want?” So much for inner dialogue; apparently fifteen minutes
was all that was needed to get to the front of the line. Finally, food!

“Curry chicken on rice, take away,” I replied to the stall owner. It never ceased
to amaze me just how the stall owners could tolerate coming to work every day,
coming in early in the morning to prepare the dishes that they were going to
sell (the Indian food stall had at least twenty to thirty dishes for selection), and
staying in late to do the clean up that was necessary so that they could repeat it
all again the next day. At least they knew that they were going to feed a horde of
hungry people and make some good money.

“Okay boss. Six-fifty.”
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I fished my wallet out of my pocket, pulled out a ten, and passed it to the stall
owner. He took it, punched in some numbers into the cash register as he barked
my order to his helpers behind, and returned me my change of three dollars and
fifty cents.

“Next!”
“Vegetable curry with rice, take away,” Dan said, as bright-eyed as ever. I

didn’t really pay much attention to it all, instead focusing on the helper who was
scrambling about filling up a styrofoam box first with a generous helping of rice,
then some chicken and potatoes, before heaping a huge ladle full of yellow and
red curry. He packed the box and slipped it into a plastic bag, tossed in a plastic
fork and spoon, before handing me the overall package. I took a small whiff of
the bag and the heavenly aroma of tamarind from the curry wafted through my
nostrils. At last, some comfort.

“Go on ahead, I’ll meet you at the lobby with the rest of them,” Dan said when
he saw that I had already received my food packet. I just nodded and slipped
away from the crowd, weaving my way through the crowded cafeteria back to the
safety of the lobby. It seemed that the rest of the lunch group from our floor were
already there waiting, and that Dan and I were the last to be rejoining them. We
all stood there awkwardly, keeping up some sense of camaraderie with small talk
that I thought was too banal and mundane. It wasn’t long before Dan managed
to catch up with us though, and we were soon off into the elevator to retreat to
the relative comfort of our fifteenth floor.

The pantry was deserted when we entered it as a crowd, but it always looked
different at lunch time as compared to when I entered it in the early morning
looking for my first cup of coffee. Maybe it was the trick of the light, or maybe
it was the fact that there were more people there, but in either case, there was
a somewhat warm feel to the place that I could not quite place. I took a seat
at one of the tables and immediately started to polish off my curry chicken rice
voraciously, knowing full well that I just needed the time to look into that bug
before well before I was killed or something.

“Hey man!” It was Dan. “Don’t wolf your food down! Chew it nice and slow.
It’s lunch time after all!”

“Can’t help it,” I said in between mouthfuls of food. “I have to get that thing
done before it is too late.”

“Huh?” Dan said quizzically.
“You know, the code?”
“Oh that. . . yeah. You shouldn’t just focus on what your code is doing,” Dan

began as he tucked in to his vegetarian curry rice box. “Might be that some other
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interfacing library is causing problems.”
I nodded emphatically. While his intentions were good, I felt a little miffed—I

was programming even before he was in school for crying out loud, I don’t need
him to teach me how to debug code! But I couldn’t deny that he had a point
though; it was true that I had run the various unit tests on the code and had
done code coverage tests at the same time, and there was just no easy way to
explain why my code would go awry. I made a mental note to try out Dan’s ideas
later, but secretly I wished that he wouldn’t be such a smart ass all the time; it
was starting to get a little on my nerves.

Lunch was gone in a bit and I cleaned up my side of the table and dumped
the empty container into the trash and grabbed a disposal cup before heading to
the instant coffee machine. I needed my cup of coffee; the food coma seemed
ready to set in and sleep was something that I was not going to be doing for at
least a few more hours as I tried to find out what is wrong with the code. Dan
was still eating and was engaging with the rest of the developers at the general
area when I stepped out of the pantry with my cup of coffee in hand.

Another walk back to my cubicle. The walk from the pantry back to my cubicle
was always fraught with danger—that was how the morning began from quiet
solitude and transformed into an angry outburst that hit all out at me leaving me
with nothing to stand on. I shrugged to myself and sighed for the umpteenth
time that day. Three months in. The contract was for two years, with a possibility
of extension with higher pay if my performance was deemed good enough. I
wondered if I could survive the day.

My previous job wasn’t that bad actually. I had to leave it only because the
owner was declared a bankrupt and had to liquidate his assets in order to pay
back his creditors. I took out the housing loan just a month before he was de-
clared a bankrupt since I thought that it was a steady job with good prospects. It
was another software development company, albeit a small one, but it had some
really cool ideas that I thought would turn out to be awesome for the market.
But the owner was a compulsive gambler, and after one binge trip at the casino,
promptly lost millions of dollars, money which he did not really have at hand as
cold hard cash. And so the company was dissolved, and all of us were out of jobs.

I needed a job; I needed a job bad. That housing loan needed to be repaid,
and it had chained me to getting a job to work in paying it off over the next fifteen
years. This place had an opening, the pay seemed decent, the work interesting
and I was hired.
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And then I have to deal with this. . .manager.
I shuddered and shook my head to clear it of any of these thoughts. It wasn’t

necessary nor appropriate at this time to be worrying about things like that; I
still had a piece of code to debug. Thankfully this time when I passed by the
development team manager’s office, the door was mercifully closed, and I could
quickly slip past it to get back to my cubicle, where my keyboard, my monitor
and my code were waiting for me. With yet another air of resignation, I sat at my
desk, pulled the keyboard close to me, logged in, and continued where I left off.

Hours passed, and I finally made some headway into the whole issue. Dan
was right of course, there wasn’t really a problem with my code, but there was
something weird that was happening in one of the library functions that we were
using, a library function that was written by another development team. It wasn’t a
full blown bug, but it altered the behaviour of the compiled program in a profound
way, and that was what was triggering all the problems in the first place. I tried
my best to isolate the problem more, but since I didn’t have the source code
to what I thought was the problematic area, it was hard to give very strong and
convincing proof as to what was happening. I poked and prodded the library
function from the outside in the hopes of having an enlightening glimpse of
what its inner workings were, but failed.

Six o’clock was fast approaching. That was the official time for getting off
work, and that was the time that the development team manager meant when
he said “end of the day”. I made a little more headway and was starting to
find somewhat conclusive proof that it was not my code that was at fault and
started to write up a report on the whole matter detailing as much as I knew
to the manager, even attaching some demonstration code at what could have
triggered the catastrophic failure of the program. When the time was about five
to six, I had already clicked on the send button on the email client and the report
was sent out to the manager.

Six o’clock came soon enough, and like clockwork, Dan stuck his grinning
face into my cubicle once more.

“Ready to go home Duo-zhuo?”
I was starting to get annoyed. Like I said before, it wasn’t that I hated Dan,

but his ever-optimistic attitude to everything was starting to irk me, and not to
mention his never-ceasing moments of talking to me about one thing or another.
It was almost as though I was the best friend he ever had and all that he wanted
to do was just to keep me involved in his life. After yet another gruelling day in
the office, I just didn’t want to have to deal with him yet again. But I kept my
cool—no sense trying to spoil my day when I was this close to getting away from
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it all, if not for a while.
“No Dan, not now. You go on right ahead—I have to tidy up a few things before

I go.”
“Oh if you aren’t taking long, I can wait for you you know.”
“Dan, no. It will take a while,” I said measuredly, not wanting to lose my cool.

“Some other time.”
“Oh alright then,” Dan said, smiling once more and shrugging. For some

reason seeing his grinning face at that point was enough to make me want to
throw a haymaker at his face, to literally beat the stupid grin off his face. But of
course, I held back.

“Yeah, later.”
Dan nodded and disappeared from my cubicle in the same way that he ap-

peared. I sighed yet once more.
Outside the office windows I could see that the sun was setting fast, bathing

the walls of the buildings with a reddish yellow light. It was a pretty moment,
but a fleeting one, and for that brief moment, felt a little more relaxed, the first
time since the day began. Lost in the moment, I sat there and looked out of the
glass windows and watched till the sun went away and the place was bathed in
the darkness that was twilight.

I returned to reality and glanced at my watch. Six-thirty. The office was no-
ticeably quieter, with only the soft whirr of the air conditioning units. I logged
out of my computer and walked down the aisle to head towards the elevator. It
felt almost the same as when I first arrived in the morning and for that I was
thankful. And then I reminded myself of the verbal barrage I received earlier in
the day and I was left mortified.

By the time I reached home for the evening it was about seven forty-five. A
combination of squeezing with people on the mass rapid transits and the buses
did not do much to improve my mood. I fumbled a bit for my keys and unlocked
the gate and the front door. Locking up behind me, I collapsed into a heap on
my couch and just lay there for a while.

You would think that at this point I would be smart enough to just get up and
leave, considering that even though I put in the time and the effort to put up with
the people who test my patience every day, I still do not get the recognition that
I think I ought to be getting. But of course, this is just me wondering to myself
once more; no one really cares about what I am doing. Come to think of it, just
what am I doing? I looked back at the day that just passed me by and the answer
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eluded me yet again. Three months, it had been three months. I should probably
leave my job by now, but somehow I always feel that there was something more,
a higher calling, something different.

Each day I would turn up early in the office and start working, earlier than
everyone else, and each evening I will leave a little later than everyone else,
having to peel myself away from my work just to go home. Yet I still had to deal
with the abuse of my boss, and that cheeky Dan was always so annoying at times
that I didn’t really want to be disturbed.

I want out man, I want out. But I need to pay my housing loans, so no out for
now.

I sighed. Another fitful night of sleep, and tomorrow will be the start of yet
another day. When will this cycle end, just when will it end?
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Chapter 2

Adventure Man

“Fifty-seven, fifty-eight, fifty-nine. . . sixty! Woo hoo! Finally!”
“Very good Jimmy! That was the most on-form set of straight push-ups I’ve

seen from you in a while!” The personal trainer said as Jimmy got off from the
floor and wiped his head with his gym towel.

It was a Friday evening, and like most of his Friday evenings, Jimmy was
in the gym, doing conditioning exercises to get himself into shape. It wasn’t
because he was fat—he looked pretty normal though a little thick in his gut and
his rump, but Jimmy was not one who would willingly sacrifice his diet just to
have that “ripped” look that everyone seemed to want to have these days. Again,
his colleagues has tried to cajole him into joining them for the weekly bar crawl,
but as always, he had to reject them. Exercise was an important thing for him.

“Man, that felt a little burn,” Jimmy said as he put aside his towel and reached
for his tumbler of water.

“Of course it does. Must I remind you every time that if you don’t pay attention
to what you are eating, you are never going to lose that extra fat and it will always
be dead weight on you?”

“Oh chill out Tom,” Jimmy said in between mouthfuls of refreshing water.
“You know that I don’t care what people think in terms of how I look.”

“Oh I know, I know,” Tom said, having heard that line so often before. “But
you do realise that you are totally messing up my statistics on how many people
I can get into shape, right?”

“I’m only one guy out of your many clients Tom. Besides, anyone who thinks
that you’ve done a piss poor job can come challenge me to a whole series of
work out. I’m your star-studded representative man! ‘It’s not how you look, but
how you can do stuff!’ Should be inspirational!” Jimmy said somewhat cheekily
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as he took both towel and tumbler with him as they exited the weight training
area.

Tom sighed. Jimmy was correct in many ways, but still, a reputation was a
hard thing to keep in an industry where looks were everything.

“What’s next on the programme, Tom?”
“Well, after doing all the strength training stuff, I have planned for you to take

a run on the elliptical trainer. . . ”
“Another run?” Jimmy groaned, the first sign of negativity for the day. “You

do realise that I have a hike planned for tomorrow right?”
“Well, you didn’t tell me.”
“I didn’t? Could’ve sworn I did.”
“Nope. I’m positive.”
“Oh well,” Jimmy shrugged. “Okay, now that you’ve known about this, what

else can you suggest?”
“I’m still going to ask you to do the run, but we can cut the overall distance

down from the five kilometres I planned to around two point four.”
“Can’t it be one point six?”
“Hey, who’s the trainer here?” Tom said as he threw a mock punch at Jimmy’s

shoulder.
“Owww. . . ” Jimmy said as he faked himself flying back from the impact of the

“punch”. “Two point four it is.”
The two of them made their way to the other side of the gym where the el-

liptical trainers were. It wasn’t the fanciest of gyms in the city, but the main
reputation of the place was that it was the place to go for a good work out. As
Jimmy knew, the personal trainers there were very professional and dedicated,
and even though he has been training under Tom for only a couple of months, he
was already seeing visible and tangible benefits that came out of it.

Friday evening in the gym was a little surreal as there were few people who
would come to use the facilities on an evening in the weekends, preferring to
head off to the bar or club for some relax and recreation, much like how Jimmy’s
colleagues did. But that was the reason why Jimmy loved coming for his con-
ditioning exercises at that time of the week—the lack of people in general. In
many ways, he felt that the lack of people in the gym made it easier for him to
concentrate on his workout instead of having to worry about how people per-
ceived him, though in actual fact he never did care about how he was looked at
by others. Oh, the equipment was easier to get to also since there were so few
who would be around to use them; that meant that he could have a much more
efficient use of his time.
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Time was essential to Jimmy. Being an entrepreneur and thus running his own
small business meant that he had to always be on the go, looking for new clients,
maintaining contact with the old, selling his products, scouting new sources,
providing support to his clients, the whole works. But he had a dedicated staff to
work with him—not for him because he never did believe in the strict hierarchies,
finding that to be too limiting and unnecessarily bureaucratic. Besides, he was
just running a really small business, so why would there be a need for so much
red tape?

But in spite of all the priorities in life dragging away his free time, Jimmy
never did find it hard to come for his Friday evening conditioning exercises.

“Alright, elliptical trainer time,” Tom said.
Jimmy nodded and put his towel and tumbler on the side before mounting

the elliptical trainer. After pushing some buttons to set up the work out, Tom
nodded and walked away, leaving Jimmy behind to tackle the exercise that the
elliptical trainer would deliver to him.

“Man, that was rough!” Jimmy said nearly fifteen minutes later after he dis-
mounted the elliptical trainer when the exercise ended.

“Jimmy, are you sure?” Tom said, concerned. “That wasn’t even the full scale
that I wanted you to do!”

“I’m only kidding!” Jimmy said as he sat on the bench and wiped his brow
with the gym towel. “That was a good cardio work out. Maybe I should come
here more often.”

“Yes, I think you should too.”
“It’s not because you want to earn more money from me, right?” Jimmy said

impishly with a glint in his eye.
“Of course not. It’s good for you if you drop by often to work out.”
“Hahahaha. . . I thought so. Alright then, I’ll see you on Monday evening then.”
“Monday evening it is. See you Jimmy!”
“See you Tom!” Tom nodded and walked away.
Jimmy sat at the bench for a bit to catch his breath back. It wasn’t a par-

ticularly gruelling exercise, but the intensity was high enough that he could feel
its effects. Tom had a knack of upping the intensity of the exercise to a level
just enough to challenge without completely breaking the person, something
that Jimmy was quite in awe of. After a few short moments, Jimmy picked up
his tumbler and gym towel, showered at the locker room showers, changed, and
picked up his stuff from the lockers.

As he went to the lobby, he pulled out his smartphone and unlocked the
screen. Even when he had time to himself to do the things he liked, the work
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never really stopped, but it wasn’t much of a bother to him. He loved every bit
of his work, being the point man in getting things done in his company, always
staying connected yet grounded. Just as he suspected, there were the usual last
minute “panic” emails that some of his clients were sending him (he made a note
to inform his colleagues to deal with them come Monday), a couple of missed
calls, and one SMS message from an unknown phone number. Curious, Jimmy
opened up that message to read it.

“Jimmy, I’m Duo-zhuo. I heard about the hike in MacRitchie Reservoir that
you are going on for tomorrow. Do you have space for one more?”

‘Ah! It is Duo-zhuo!’ Jimmy thought to himself as he typed a reply rapidly on
his smartphone. ‘It has been a while since I last heard of him; I wonder what is
he doing now?’

Jimmy pushed the “send” button on the interface. The SMS message that
he replied with read: “Hi DZ, sure there’s space for one more! You are coming
right? We’re meeting at nine in the morning at the main car park. Bring water
and some light food as we will be walking for quite a bit. Don’t be late! And wear
proper walking/hiking shoes also.”

Jimmy wondered if he had sent enough information to Duo-zhuo about the
alleged hiking trip. It wasn’t really much of a hiking trip but rather a geocaching
one. Geocaching was an international game that many people played through
the use of a GPS receiver and some posted coordinates off a web site, where
the objective was to find the container with log at the coordinates using the GPS
receiver. It differed from hiking in the sense that a little more effort might be
necessary, since sometimes one had to solve puzzles to even get hold of the
coordinates to begin with, or there might be multiple stages that one had to go
through just to get to the final log. It was an interesting game that he picked
up about a year ago from a news article he read in the newspapers while he was
travelling in the United States. Finding the concept intriguing, he bought his first
GPS receiver there and started geocaching and had never looked back since.

Jimmy shrugged. The message was already sent, and there was really no
functional difference between geocaching and hiking in MacRitchie Reservoir
anyway—it still required a ridiculous amount of walking through the woods. He
just hoped that Duo-zhuo was in a good enough shape to tackle the hike.

Saturday finally arrived, and Jimmy had driven his small car out from his
apartment out in the west to the central-east location where the main car park
of MacRitchie Reservoir was. He was intending to travel really light this time,
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carrying only a two-litre bottle of water, some mosquito repellent, some bread
and most importantly, his GPS receiver. The group that was going to attempt the
few geocaches in the middle of MacRitchie Reservoir was a group that he only
met in the recent few months—they were all local geocachers who had picked up
the game only recently, and all of them were raring to do some of the more chal-
lenging geocaches that were located in the woods or jungles. “Jungle-bashing”
as they called it. Jimmy smiled to himself—he can understand the enthusiasm
and feeling behind it. There was something very different about heading off into
a place knowing that there was a goal on why you were there, and that only a few
people went before you with the same goal, while enjoying the natural sights and
sounds at the same time. He just hoped that Duo-zhuo was a fan of this, because
that was what they were going to do that day.

After parking his hatch back, Jimmy put on his back pack before locking up
the doors of his vehicle. He headed towards the rendezvous point, and before
he could reach it, he already heard his name being called.

“Hey JimmyZ! We’re over here!” Jimmy looked up and saw two figures, of
which one of them was gesticulating like some crazed circus clown.

Jimmy nodded; he was too lazy to yell back at them, and besides, there was
the problem of the morning crowd of people who liked to come to the Reservoir
Park for their own generally more mundane activities, like doing taichi by the
reservoir, or even a simple run along the tarmac track. Not to mention that it was
still relatively early in the morning, and he hadn’t really woken up completely just
yet.

“Hey FunnyBoy and FunnyGal! Was it hard for you guys to find this place?”
Jimmy greeted the two figures when he finally reached them.

“Nah, it wasn’t too hard JimmyZ,” FunnyBoy said, using Jimmy’s geocaching
handle. “We just took a cab down!”

“Is this the whole group that is going out today?” FunnyGal asked in curiosity.
“Nope,” Jimmy replied as he absent-mindedly looked at his watch. “I’m ex-

pecting a muggle friend who wants to come along for the hike.”
“Eeee,” FunnyGal suddenly squealed, “he doesn’t know that we are geocaching?”
“I don’t think so,” Jimmy said. Five to nine. Well, Duo-zhuo had another five

minutes before he would officially be late. Jimmy wondered how Duo-zhuo would
look like now—it had been a while since they last met up to do anything after all.
They were the closest of friends back when they were in secondary school, being
outcasts of the school, they found each other’s company somewhat tolerable,
and thus struck a really strong friendship. Somehow, they managed to end up
in the same junior college after that, but once they started to go into the army
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for their national service, contact was all but lost. It was a good ten years or so
since he last saw Duo-zhuo.

“Who’s this muggle anyway?”
“Oh an old classmate of mine whom I haven’t really seen in years.”
“Ooo. . .must be a girl, right?” FunnyBoy asked playfully.
“What? No. . . a guy.”
“Cheh!” FunnyBoy said, a little disappointed. “I thought you would be bringing

a nice girl to join in us in the middle of the jungle to show off how ‘macho’ you are
by being there for her when she invariably feels scared from the creepy crawlies
and all the foliage.”

“Oh? Is that why you brought me into geocaching, FunnyBoy?” FunnyGal
said, her face in mock anger. “You want to ‘scare’ me so that you can act all hero
and rescue the ‘damsel in distress’?”

“Huh? What? Noooo. . . ” FunnyBoy protested as FunnyGal playfully punched
him in the arm. “Just for your information, I’m not that squeamish about the
jungle you know!”

“Lol!” Jimmy said, tickled at the sight of a fully-grown man getting “beaten”
by a relatively petite sized girl. “Joke back-fired!”

“Hahahaha. . . yeah,” FunnyBoy said as he recovered from his really hearty
laugh. “But anyway, how’s he like? Does he like the outdoor stuff?”

“Well,” Jimmy began as he thought. “It has been a while since I last saw
him, but from what I remembered, he wasn’t much of an outdoor person, always
hiding in the computer lab doing programming or something. He was always
complaining about how hot it was outside and that he couldn’t really take the
heat and humidity and things like that. But he was quite smart; always writing
those computer programs and doing all thosemathematical equations, you know,
complicated things.”

“Sounds like a nerd or something. . . ”
“Not really.” Jimmy paused, trying to recall more about his old classmate but

was drawing a blank. “At least, I don’t think so.”
“Oh hey, look! That guy seems to be walking towards us. Is he your muggle

friend?”
“I don’t really know, let’s find out.” Jimmy replied to the Funny couple before

shouting in the general direction of the lone figure who was walking from the
nearby bus stop.

“Hey, Duo-zhuo! Is that you?” The lone figure seemed to have heard some-
thing, and waved back with enthusiasm.

‘My, my,’ Jimmy thought to himself. ‘How has he changed!’
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Indeed. The Duo-zhuo that Jimmy remembered was someone who was tall
but a little on the lean side. But this figure who was fast approaching them was
tall, yet looked a little out of shape, a little chubby here and there, his walking gait
a little clumsy looking. It wasn’t that he was fat or something, but somehow he
just looked like the last time he did any form of major exercise was way too long
ago. He was still wearing his glasses, but at least they were the more fashionable
half-rimmed kinds instead of the old “safety goggle” plastic atrocities that he
used to wear a long long time ago. Jimmy shook his head—he just didn’t think
that Duo-zhuo was going to really enjoy this little trip about the Reservoir, if only
because of his apparent lack of general fitness.

“Hey, Jimmy?” Duo-zhuo said as he panted a little from the short up-hill walk
from the bus stop to the meeting point. Not a good sign.

“Hey. How’ve you been Duo-zhuo?”
“Busy, you know, work and all. How about you?”
“Oh I’m running a small business with a few of my buddies. Running here and

there, meetings you know, work also hahahaha. . . ”
Duo-zhuo laughed a little as he tried to catch his breath.
“Oh, before I forget,” Jimmy said as he pointed towards the Funny couple.

“This is FunnyBoy and FunnyGal, fellow geocachers.” FunnyBoy and FunnyGal
both grinned and each offered a hand to shake with Duo-zhuo.

Catching his breath and feeling less winded, Duo-zhuo shook each of their
hands.

“Well my real name is Heng and she is Ting, but FunnyBoy and FunnyGal
just sounds more interesting compared to the real name. Besides, we don’t re-
ally want to be easily identifiable in case anything funky happens hahahaha. . . ”
FunnyBoy said before he erupted into laughter at his own joke again.

“Huh? Geocaching? What’re you talking about?” Duo-zhuo asked, a little
confused.

Jimmy sighed. ‘Should have sent him the link to the web site when sending
out that SMS message to him last night. But oh well.’

“Let’s talk as we walk? That way we can save a little bit of time. Did you bring
enough water and some food, Duo-zhuo?”

“Yep! I brought two litres of water and some banana flavoured bread. Is that
enough?”

“That should be enough; we should be out in time for lunch or something,”
FunnyGal replied as she picked up the backpack that she had placed on the floor
while waiting for everyone.

The party of four made their way to the main entrance of the park. Then,
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FunnyBoy and Jimmy pulled out their GPS receivers and turned those on in order
to get a good satellite lock on their position.

“So geocaching is this international treasure hunt game where you take a GPS
receiver, enter some coordinates for the treasure and go out to find the treasure.
Usually it’s just a small container containing a log and some knick-knacks that
you can trade stuff with.”

“Treasure? You mean there’s like money in the container or something?”
“No no no. . . ” FunnyGal replied goodnaturedly as her better half was fiddling

with the controls of the GPS receiver. “There’s no money in the container or
anything, usually the reward comes from finding the cache or geocache, another
name for the container. Most of the time the cache is placed near somewhere
with a nice view, or something unusual, or something sentimental for the cache
owner and stuff like that. It’s the process that’s fun!”

“Don’t forget the logging of the find!”
“Oh of course, you can also log the find on the website at geocaching.com

and that will keep track of how many geocaches you have found. But really, the
true fun is getting to the cache and then trying to find it.”

“Uh, okay, I think I sort of see it,” Duo-zhuo said, a little unsure of himself yet
seemingly understanding something out of the short introduction. “So it’s the
whole ‘the process is more fun than the goal’ concept at play here?”

“Correct!” Jimmy said as his GPS receiver had a good lock on the satellites
above. “Today we are actually going to do a couple of geocaches that are located
around the Reservoir park, and that’s why we are having this ‘hiking’ trip. Don’t
worry though, we will have to walk a lot anyway, so even if at the end of it all you
don’t really like the geocaching part of it, at least you could get some fun from
the hiking, if that’s your thing.”

Duo-zhuo nodded.
“I think we can start,” FunnyBoy said as he consulted his GPS receiver and

pointed somewhere along the north-east direction. “I think we should head that
way.”

“Yep, looks like it,” Jimmy confirmed. “Let’s go!”
The posse of four began their little hike around the Reservoir park.

The MacRitchie Reservoir park was in a central region of the country, and
like its namesake, is really a reservoir which had a park defined about it. But
calling it a park was a bit of a misnomer, since unlike many of the other urban
parks, MacRitchie Reservoir park was dominated more by trails through dense
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canopies than wide grassy fields where people could stop to have fun in the sun.
Much of the park’s history could be traced back to the early 1940s, where both
the British and Japanese made use of the central location of the locality to build
their various defense posts and barracks during the second world war. During
that time too part of the park itself was once a cemetery of sorts for various
people, and even now, a good fifty years later, some of these tombs were still
lying around somewhere within the park, undisturbed.

“So Duo-zhuo,” Jimmy began as the four of them walked on the soft ground
trail in a north-easterly direction, “how’d you come to know of today’s hiking trip?
I mean, we haven’t kept in contact for so long though, I thought you didn’t want
to talk to me again or something.”

“Oh that,” Duo-zhuo said as he tried to keep pace with Jimmy’s relaxed
strides. “I was actually having lunch at the office’s cafeteria that day and bumped
into Mandy.”

“Mandy? Mandy Ong? The class belle? No way!” Jimmy said incredulously.
“How’s she doing? What’s she doing? Is she still hot?” FunnyBoy started snick-
ering in front.

“Oh she’s doing okay, working at the company as an analyst or something—
different floor. She’s still alive, of course she’s ‘hot’.” More snickering from Fun-
nyBoy, and this time, FunnyGal joined in too.

“You two. . . stop snickering! Heheheh. . . ” Jimmy said to them in mock protest.
“Then stop making funny statements! Hahaha. . . ” Jimmy groaned. Turning

back to Duo-zhuo, Jimmy looked on, expecting more. Seemingly getting the hint,
Duo-zhuo continued.

“Anyway she said that she was keeping in contact with Sue—”
“Sue Leng? Yeah she’s one of my colleages,” Jimmy interjected.
“Yes that Sue. How is she?”
“Doing all right. She’s helping me with the development of the various pro-

posals that we are trying to market to our clients all over the place, you know,
business education and all.”

“Ah that’s right. So Mandy said that she was keeping in contact with Sue and
she said something about Jimmy working in the same company as her and so
Mandy asked if it was Jimmy Zhan and Sue said yes and also told her that you
liked to go out hiking on Saturday.” Duo-zhuo paused a little to catch his breath.
‘Man, you’re really out of shape,’ Jimmy thought to himself as they continued to
walk on. Soon though Duo-zhuo recovered a little and continued his story.

“Mandy said that Sue told her that you and I hadn’t kept in contact for so
long, and so she got your number from her and passed it to me, telling me to try
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to see if I can link up with you and go do some stuff together like the old days.”
“Ah!” Jimmy said, seemingly understanding something. “So that’s how you

got my number and sent me the message last night.”
“Yep!” Duo-zhuo said as he nodded his head.
Jimmy smiled. Trust Sue and Mandy to try and help link up two lost friends.

It would be an interesting thing to hang out with Duo-zhuo after all these years—
there’s just so much to catch up on. But for now, it didn’t seem like the best of
ideas, because it was starting to get obvious to him that Duo-zhuo was not really
comfortable with the moderate pace of walking that they were doing. Jimmy
took a look at this watch: they had been walking for about thirty minutes now.
Probably a good time to take a break.

“Hey Funny people, let’s take a break somewhere up front.”
“Already? Are you sure Jimmy? We’ve got like four caches to find today you

know.”
“Yeah I know! Not a problem. Let’s do whatever we can for today and then

come back another time if we need to.”
“Okay!” FunnyBoy said as he paused for a while and scanned the route ahead.

“I think that the trail widens a bit in front—we can probably take a break there
without blocking anyone else who is walking along the same trail.”

“Sounds great!” Jimmy said. “We’ll do just that.”
Jimmy stole a glance at Duo-zhuo. The latter wasn’t completely knackered

yet, but it was obvious that the hike was probably the most vigorous activity that
he had done in a while. His face was flushed red, he was perspiring with beads of
sweat falling about him as he walked forward. His hair was completely drenched,
and the T-shirt that he was wearing seemed to be soak through as well. His foot
steps were also heavy sounding, dull thuds that echoed a little under cover of the
canopy above. When Duo-zhuo realised that Jimmy was looking at him, he gave
a slight nod and a look of gratitude—at least his friend was still looking out for
him.

Jimmy sighed inside. It was going to be a long day trying to get all the geo-
caches, and now he had to make sure that he didn’t accidentally get his long lost
friend into trouble through physical exhaustion. Maybe it would be a good idea
if they sat down and discussed the actual plan in a little more detail.

“Here we are!” FunnyBoy said after what felt like an hour more of walking
(it was only three minutes). FunnyGal put down her backpack and did a torsion
stretch of her back as Jimmy and Duo-zhuo caught up from behind. Jimmy still
looked as sprightly as he was at the beginning of the hike, but Duo-zhuo looked
like a mess. Once they reached the Funny couple, Jimmy put down his backpack
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carefully along the trail while Duo-zhuo promptly flopped down onto the ground.
“Hey, are you okay?” FunnyGal asked concernedly. “You don’t look so good!”
“I-I’m alright,” Duo-zhuo said as he gasped a little for air. “It’s just that I’ve

not gone on a hike like this for a while. You guys were going a little too fast for
me. . . ”

“We were too fast? I thought we were going a little too. . . oof,” FunnyBoy
winced a little when FunnyGal elbowed him in the belly, giving him the “don’t
continue that sentence look”.

“Maybe we should take it a little slower hahaha. . . ” Jimmy said trying to
defuse a non-existent confrontation.

“I think we can do that. Besides, the whole purpose of coming out here is to
have a bit of fun and to enjoy nature! Let’s just find a couple of the geocaches
for today and then call it a day?” FunnyGal said as she offered Duo-zhuo some
water from her canteen.

“Oh, it’s okay, I have my own water,” Duo-zhuo said as he pulled out his water
bottle from his back pack and gulped the cool water down.

“Easy there DZ, drinking too much too fast is not going to help you much,”
Jimmy said. Duo-zhuo seemed to have taken Jimmy’s words to heart as he
slowed down his drinking speed significantly.

“Let’s have a look at the map and geocaches that we planned to tackle today,”
Jimmy said to FunnyBoy as he left Duo-zhuo to rest and recover. The two of them
poured over Jimmy’s smart phone display and started discussing intently on what
the next course of action to take.

“Is this your first hike, Duo-zhuo?” FunnyGal asked Duo-zhuo.
Duo-zhuo swallowed the current mouthful of water he had and nodded.
“Yeah, it has been a while since I went on a hike of any sort. I think the last

time I went on one was about eight years ago or something?”
“Wow! Do you go to the gym, run or do anything like that?”
“Well. . . not really,” Duo-zhuo answered sheepishly. “Work has been quite

busy, and so I don’t really have much time to go exercise or something.”
“Tsk tsk,” FunnyGal said trying to make more conversation as it was obvious

that the discussion between FunnyBoy and Jimmy hadn’t completed yet. “How
can you not take care of your health? Didn’t you know that most of the modern
day diseases can be prevented largely by having an active lifestyle?”

“Well. . . yeah. . . ”
“Hey FunnyGal, trying to torment the muggle with your ‘healthy lifestyle’ ser-

mon again?” FunnyBoy said, grinning as he teased her.
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“Nah, not really, was just trying to make friends here you know, while you and
Jimmy are figuring out what to do.”

“Muggle? I don’t get it,” Duo-zhuo said, his breathing recovering to some-
thing more normal.

“Oh hahaha,” Jimmy said, “that’s just a term that we borrowed from the Harry
Potter community to describe people who are not involved in geocaching, that’s
all. Speaking of muggles, you’re fast about to become not a muggle because
we’ve figured out what we are going to do next.”

“Right. So Jimmy and I discussed and think that we should just spend our
effort going for the ‘Farewell to Kings’ cache and then backtrack to go home. It’s
the one that is kind of out of the way for the other caches, but is still along the
way for our current approach. I must say though, it does require a little bashing
through hiking ‘trails’, though not the nice kind that we are on now. We’ll take it
slower so that no one will get tired out,” FunnyBoy said as he nodded at Duo-zhuo,
“and more importantly, will be in time for lunch or something. Sounds good?”

“Sure!” FunnyGal replied before looking at Duo-zhuo. “Think you can do this
with us?”

Duo-zhuo nodded. “Should be fine. We probably need to walk a little slower—
the pace was a little rough for me, but other than that I think I can manage.”

“That’s the spirit!” Jimmy exclaimed as he picked up his back pack from the
ground. “Let’s head on!”

The geocachers (and onemuggle) picked up their back packs from the ground
and prepared to continue their trek.

“According to the trail maps, we should turn left at the next trail junction that
we find and then from there we will figure out how to bash through to the final
location,” FunnyBoy declared as he and FunnyGal led the way ahead.

“So Jimmy,” Duo-zhuo asked as they set off. “How’d you come across geo-
caching in the first place?”

“Well,” Jimmy began as they walked at a much easier pace than before. “I
read about concept when I was in the United States, so I created an account on
geocaching.com and found that there were a few geocaches near where I was
living. I promptly went out to get my first GPS receiver and managed to find the
geocaches. So, I just continued to geocache ever since.”

“That’s it?”
“Yep, that’s it. Quite a boring tale, right?”
“Hmm,” Duo-zhuo said as he thought. “Not really. From what you told me

much earlier, it sounds like a really cool thing to do.”
“Really?” Jimmy said, his eyes lighting up.
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“Yep! But I suppose I can really tell how cool it really is when we actually find
a cache today.”

“Hahaha yeah! Your first geocache will be the one in the middle of the reser-
voir park near the reservoir itself that requires non-trivial amounts of jungle bash-
ing. . .must be an awesome first find,” Jimmy said in reply.

Duo-zhuo just smiled, thinking to himself that he would be really happy if he
could just survive the hike in and out. Even though the pace was much more
comfortable now than it was, the fact that there was a long way of it to go made
him worry about his own lack of physical conditioning becoming a hindrance for
the entire group. Still though, the thought of finding something that someone
had hidden deep within the reservoir park triggered a hitherto unexperienced
feeling of exhilaration that seemed to have eluded him for many many years.

As Duo-zhuo walked carefully through the trail with the Funny couple in front
and Jimmy nearby, he couldn’t help but feel a little lighter in mood. The day was
fast turning from morning to late morning, and the forest was starting to come
alive with random bird songs, and the odd monkey call here and there. While the
sun was starting to increase the intensity of its shine, underneath the canopy, all
was still relatively cool, if not humid. Yet through it all, there was a new sense of
happiness that Duo-zhuo hadn’t felt in a while—it was almost as though the hike
itself was a rite of passage towards a newer lifestyle, one that had eluded itself
from his grasp for far too many years.

“A penny for your thoughts?” Jimmy asked some time later as the four made
their way along the path.

“Oh, was just thinking about how nice it is to walk through the woods like this.
It seems as though I have missed out on something in my life for quite a while.”

“Yes, that does happen. I used to be quite bitter with my life too, always
working for other people and having to take all the crap from them.”

“Really?” Duo-zhuo said, his curiousity piqued. To him, Jimmy seemed to be
epitomising the element of cool, and to hear the Jimmy was once angry with his
lot in life was something that he wasn’t quite expecting.

“Yes it’s true. Day in, day out, I go to work early, leave it late, yet no one
seemed to care. Then I quit and became my own boss and I felt a little happier.
Then I found out about geocaching, and suddenly I feel much happier.”

“Wow, I didn’t realise that. . . ” Duo-zhuo said, but before he could continue,
FunnyBoy ahead interjected.

“Okay folks, here’s the fork in the trail. We’re going to turn left in, follow the
trail for about two hundred meters, then turn left again through and find some
way to bash to the GZ.”
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“GZ?” Duo-zhuo asked confusedly for the umpteenth time that day.
“Ground zero,” FunnyGal said. “It’s just a term that we use to describe the

location that the coordinates are pointing to, that’s all.”
“Ah, I see. Looks like I have to keep up with all these terms before I’m no

longer a ‘muggle’.”
“Don’t worry about it,” Jimmy said as he took the turn with Duo-zhuo. “There

are very few jargon around, and those that exist are quite easy to remember and
understand. We’ll make you a geocacher yet.”

The trail that the four of them turned into was a little less trodden than the
main trail that they turned out off. It was to be expected of course, considering
that it was leading whoever was on it towards the central region of the reservoir
park, which meant that if one were to follow it completely, one would reach the
edge of the reservoir itself—not exactly the kind of place that many people would
want to go. Still, it was used often enough that a semi-permanent trail existed
that was easy enough to locate by consulting the map or keeping an eye out
hiking markers while being on the main trail.

“How far are we from GZ?” Duo-zhuo asked as they walked past the tall grass
that seemed to have engulfed the side trail.

“Around three hundred metres as the crow flies. So should be at least another
five hundred metres or so if we follow the trail and then bash through,” Jimmy
replied after consulting his GPS receiver.

“Why don’t we just walk directly to GZ from here then?”
“Nah, it won’t work,” FunnyBoy said from in front. “The bush is too dense and

that makes it impossible for us to bash through since we can’t carry machetes
around, besides, we’re going somewhat downhill towards the reservoir’s edge,
not something that I would really want to go charging straight into like that. So
we have to do it the roundabout way. But don’t worry, we’re getting close enough.
Maybe we’ll stop there for a bit to have some light snacks before making our way
back to civilisation or something.”

“That sounds like a good idea FunnyBoy.”
“Of course it is FunnyGal, I thought of it you know!”
“So modest too. . . ” FunnyGal said as she giggled.
Duo-zhuo laughed. This was definitely a far cry from the quiet desperation

that he felt whenever he was in the office at his cubicle going through the source
code for the umpteenth time looking for the elusive bug or something. Walking
through the woods like this reminded him of the times that he spent wandering
about the jungle during his army days during basic military training, where his
sergeant would lead the whole section through a simulated combat manoeuvre
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right in the middle of the gazetted training area, which resembled a much wilder
version of this rustic path that they were on. They would keep running and taking
cover, only to get up and charge forward, then to take cover and run. . .

“Urgh,” Duo-zhuo suddenly said.
“What is it?” Jimmy asked. “Not feeling well? Need another break?”
“No, not really,” Duo-zhuo replied as he shook his head. “Just something in

my mind about the past. You know, how this reminds me of the times in the
army.”

“Oh, yeah, that does happen. Kind of expected in some sense, considering
that those times were when we saw the most jungle.”

“True, true. Come to think of it, didn’t we really dislike the jungle that much?”
“Well,” Jimmy said as he dodged an errant branch from a low-growing tree. “I

think that’s only because we were told to do something that we didn’t like doing,
and thus it was something to be loathed. But now, we don’t have to worry about
any of these crazy ‘operational requirements’ and are doing things on our own
accord, so the feeling ought to be different, right?”

Duo-zhuo nodded at Jimmy’s words. The group of four moved on steadily
along the small trail, dodging some random tall grass and the like that were
starting to reclaim what was originally their heritage. The swish swish sound of
the grass brushing past each person was the only thing that could be heard at
that point. Everyone was silent as they plodded on; it seemed that conversation
had dwindled down from the sheer monotony of trying to find common things to
talk about when everyone was effectively not that well-known to each other at a
personal level.

Jimmy concentrated on his foot steps, taking great care to see where he was
sticking his booted foot into and lifting it up clearly before plodding it down onto
the next spot. It was a technique that he learnt when he was geocaching in the
United States—snow had a way of hiding a thousand pitfalls, and all it took was
a mere misstep before a calamity would befall he who made the mistake.

Duo-zhuo was walking behind the Funny couple and in front of Jimmy, a little
tired but still going strong from the endorphin rush that he was experiencing
from the increased blood circulation (and the heat) gained for the walk. His
back pack was much lighter now, now that he had consumed much of the water
and was losing them through perspiration. The going was tough, but the tough
get going—having to walk carefully on a half-hidden trail was a difficult task for
someone who had not really done any hiking for a long period of time, and Duo-
zhuo fit that bill almost perfectly.

FunnyGal was in front of Duo-zhuo, walking at her own pace and enjoying the
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fresh air that the jungle was giving. She couldn’t care less about the undergrowth
and random trail-encroaching nature of grass; she was in it for the view, the
spectacular, the adventure! Her jungle bashing kit consisted of some leggings
that ended with a pair of tough hiking boots, and her top was also long sleeved
to prevent the attack of parasites like ticks and the like.

FunnyBoy was up leading the pack, playing chief navigator. He geocached for
quite a while, but it us only recently that he invested more time into the game. He
pressed on with his GPS receiver in hand, leading the group deeper and deeper
into the reservoir park along the hidden trail.

“FunnyBoy, I think we should turn to bash about fifty metres ahead,” Jimmy
suddenly said, breaking the silence.

“JimmyZ, it looks like you might be right,” FunnyBoy replied, still walking.
“According to the trail map we again have two possible ways of reaching GZ
from here, dependent on the direction of approach to the cache. So, northern
entry or eastern entry?”

Jimmy slowed down his walking and thought for a while more. “I think the
eastern entry is the one that is closest to us here, right?” FunnyBoy asserted
with a simple ‘yes’. “Okay then, we’ll do the eastern entry and bash through the
jungle.”

“Wait,” Duo-zhuo suddenly interjected. “When you said ‘jungle-bashing’, I
thought it was just a joke devised to cover up for the hiking trip. I didn’t think it
was actually going to involve a true ‘jungle bash’ like we did for all those naviga-
tion exercies back in the army.”

“Well, I’m afraid so,” FunnyGal replied, sounding as though she were glad to
be able to join in the conversation at long last—those many minutes of silence
was just too long for her to bear. “The general problem with these geocaches
is that if we put them somewhere too accessible, what happens is that there’s a
high chance of the cache getting ‘muggled’ or stolen. So usually, for the really
good and nice caches, the containers are hidden somewhere reachable but with
at least some modest effort.”

“Ah,” Duo-zhuo replied, a formation of the whole rationale appearing within
his head as clear as day. “How bad is this jungle bash going to be?”

“Well,” FunnyBoy said from the front. “We’re going to find out really soon!”
And he was right, of course.
The hidden trail that ran in a general southward direction had angled off to

become a little more perpendicular—Duo-zhuo didn’t realise this until he saw
the tracking data that Jimmy’s GPS receiver. But at that point in time, they had
come to the point along the hidden trail where they were exactly eastwards of
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the posted coordinates. Looking westwards, Duo-zhuo just saw a whole set of
trees each planted in a semi-regular pattern of some sort. The ground was a
golden brown bed of fallen leaves, and there were also some plant stumps nearby.
Overall, it did not look too intimidating.

“Looks doable from this angle,” Jimmy said as he surveyed the location.
“Lot’s of clear-ish paths, not that many trees, absence of undergrowth. . . yep!
We can definitely go through this. That terrain rating of two point five stairs is
fairly accurate.”

“Hold on a sec. Terrain ranking?” Duo-zhuo asked, “What’s this ‘terrain rank-
ing’ you guys were talking about?”

“Oh that,” FunnyBoy. “Every geocache in the world has two types of ratings
assigned to it; one’s the difficulty and the other is the terrain rating. Using such
indicators make it easy to determine the ease and time commitment needed
to work on a particular geocache. A terrain of two point five means that the
geocachemight involve some hiking that is less than a day and so on. But anyway,
we should just try to go through it now, otherwise we’re not going to make it back
in time for lunch or something.”

Everyone nodded in agreement with FunnyBoy’s observation. Without much
fanfare, FunnyBoy led the way through the un-trailed part of the woods, with
everyone else following the same order as they were using before while on the
trail.

“How far are we from GZ here?” Duo-zhuo asked, his legs starting to feel a
little tired from all the walking—all that endorphin high just could not cover for
the fact that he had only a limited amount of sleep the night before and that he
was seriously out of condition. Jungle bashing through the woods was different
from walking along the trail, for one there wasn’t much of a fixed ground to step
on, and so jungle bashing used up more energy in moving the legs. And it was
because of that that Duo-zhuo was starting to feel the fatigue setting in. It was
quite mild, really, but considering that with respect to the fact that they had to
backtrack out to civilisation meant that he had to be careful with what he was
doing.

“Actually from this point, we are about one hundred metres in. But beware!
These last hundred metres are often the most annoying,” Jimmy said after con-
sulting his GPS receiver.

As the group made their way slowly through the woods, they detected a slight
change as they went deeper in. First off, the undergrowth was getting thicker, a
sure sign of easy access to water that was not falling from the sky. Second, the
trees that were present were really tall trees, the kind that one wouldn’t normally
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see. Duo-zhuo started to pant a little—the route that FunnyBoy was leading ev-
eryone through seemed to be sloping downhill as he had predicted earlier, but at
least the gradient was still slight enough that it did not affect the general progres-
sion of the team towrds the final location. Jimmy was right though; those metres
that they were trying to cover to reach the geocache container was turning out
to be more problematic than initially thought.

Fifteen minutes later, the woods that they had been bashing through all the
while suddenly gave way to the reservoir’s edge, with a lone tree near it. This tree
was not any ordinary tree—it looked like it could have been one of the original
trees that were present within the locality before war and competitions destroyed
the trees. The funny thing about the lone tree was not that it was exceedingly
tall, but that its roots were practically submerged within the reservoir’s water. It
was almost as though the reservoir levels were much lower in the past and that
it was just a “thirsty plant passing through”.

“Okay guys! We’ve reached GZ within a range of around ten metres,” Fun-
nyBoy declared near the edge of a tiny drop down to the actual reservoir floor.
“Let’s get cracking so that we can head back out in time for food and stuff.”

Everyone nodded. Then Duo-zhuo spoke.
“Call me silly, but what container are we looking for?”
“Oh that’s not silly—I just forgot that you haven’t had the chance to have a

look at the geocache web site to learn of its properties and the like,” FunnyBoy
said. “Anyway, the size of the container is a ‘regular’. This usually means that it
is some kind of tall but compact container. The logs of the finds from the other
people said that the container itself is well camouflaged, and that it is quite safe
from the prying eyes of a muggle who took a wrong turn and ended up this deep.”

“So, roughly three inches by five inches by twelve inches sized box or some-
thing?” Duo-zhuo asked again to confirm.

“Yeah DZ, that sounds about right,” Jimmy said. “Now let’s look for the trea-
sure!”

With renewed enthusiasm, all the tiredness from the hiking seemed to have
faded away as each of the four starting looking for the geocache. They already
made it that far, and it would be quite sad if they didn’t manage to find the cache
at the location itself.

FunnyBoy and FunnyGal decided to have a look at the root system of the lone
tree, trying to look for a camouflaged container that was sitting on the muddy bed
of the reservoir, while Jimmy was searching the nearby bushes to see if those
were hiding the cache container. Being the “muggle”, Duo-zhuo turned towards
the tree itself to look for some container.
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“Hey Duo-zhuo,” Jimmy said as he looked out from behind the bush that he
was trying to look for the container. “If you are heading towards that lone tree, I
can give you a hand to look at it. It’s actually sitting in the reservoir itself, and I
think you will need the extra help or two to get there.”

“Okay, help me,” Duo-zhuo said. Jimmy went down the embankment a bit
more, his Gore-tex boots sinking a little into the soft ground but still holding
firm to the ground. Duo-zhuo extended his hand out, and Jimmy grabbed it, and
together, Jimmy managed to boost Duo-zhuo over the short distance separating
the tree with their break out point onto the lone tree itself.

“Tell me when you need help coming back okay?” Jimmy said.
“Sure! Thanks!”
Being at the lone tree now, Duo-zhuo started to feel about the tree, looking

for any nooks and crannies. Suddenly he felt an emptiness with his left hand half-
way around the girth of the tree. Sticking his hand through it, he felt around as
thoroughly as he could. A weirdly regular and quite hard textured object suddenly
drew his attention. Duo-zhuo gingerly gripped the object with his fingers with his
left hand while simultaneously trying to keep his balance with his right. With a
short tug, he had the object in his hand.

It was a camouflaged plastic container with a sticker on it that said “Offi-
cial Geocaching Game Piece—Do Not Remove” written on it. Duo-zhuo’s heart
pounded fast—this was it, this was the moment.

“Guys! I think I’ve found it!”
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Chapter 3

One Month Down

Why hello again! Isn’t it a beautiful evening? No, I haven’t really lost my mind, I
am actually doing pretty okay. The last time I was telling my tale, I was talking
about how on that one particular day nearly a month back (that’s three months
after I began work at the company in case you weren’t paying too much attention
to the time span of things) my day was going, beginning rather terribly and ending
up somewhere with me feeling really bitter about myself and wondering why I
haven’t ditched the job yet and leave. Well, it has been a month since then,
and frankly, nothing much has changed at the work front. My boss is still as
demanding and psychotic as ever, in spite of the fact that I have shown many
many times that the perceived “bugs” that he was seeing was not due to my
code but from some other poor developer’s. It is pretty annoying, but I think I’m
getting a little headway, because he hasn’t really bewen riding on my case for
the last week or two.

It was early in the morning, as always. I couldn’t really help myself there—I
just ended up waking up this early every day, and since there was really nothing
else to do at home, I just made my way to the office and started my day a little
earlier. This has gone on for the last four months now, and I think that almost
everyone is starting to get the idea that I was a person who liked coming in early.
Well, even the boss, but I was careful to avoid him unless I didn’t have much of
a choice. There was really no need to try and meet him that early in the morning,
particularly since I didn’t really want to spoil my day.

I had gone to the pantry to get my coffee and was settling down at my seat
in my cubicle to work on the new piece of code that was needed for our system

41
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when Dan appeared unannounced at my cubicle (as always).
“Duo-zhuo,” Dan said, a little panting.
“Yeah? You’re here early. What’s up?” I replied while keeping an eye out on

the monitor where my work was.
“I need your help.”
“Huh?” I stopped typing on my keyboard for a moment and turned to look at

Dan. “You need my help? Why?”
“I think I might have screwed up something really bad.”
“Are you serious?” I had my doubts of course, since Dan was effectively the

“super star” of the development team. I am pretty sure that I had said this before
in my previous tale of what happened at work, but I’ll just say it again here in
case you’ve missed it.

Dan nodded.
“What happened?” The fact that Dan screwed up made me feel a little funny

on the inside, but that he was actually telling me about it was something that
I found quite incongruous. Besides, he always had that coolness about him, so
this sudden “confession” was something completely unexpected.

“You know the piece of code that I hacked together last week to speed up
the query processing at the back end code?”

“Well, not exactly,” I replied truthfully, “but I think you might have mentioned
it here and there. What about that code?”

“Well,” Dan said, his face slowly turning red, “I wrote it from reverse engi-
neering the system that our rival company was working on.”

“You what?!” I exclaimed, probably a little too loudly for even my own good.
“Quiet down Duo-zhuo!”
“Oops, sorry.” Now I was more than curious about what happened, I was

just dying to know the details. So apparently the “super star” himself had some
disgusting little secret of his own, eh?

“You reverese engineered our rival’s code? I thought their code was in the
back end server also! Did you do some espionage thing or something?”

“No! Not that sort. I just. . . chanced upon the binary somewhere and um
reverse engineered it. Apparently there were some code auditors who were au-
diting all the checked-in code in the repository and they found some code be-
haviours very similar to the one that our rivals had.”

I furrowed my eyebrows. That didn’t sound right—there was no such thing as
code auditing of software systems, unless there was probable cause. . .

“Why were there code auditors?” I asked.
Dan’s face was ashen, his being, silent. Despite my misgivings about him
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being the superior of me in many ways, at that point in time, I felt nothing but
pity for the young lad. Without him saying a word, I could have guessed what
he had done—he probably boasted about how his code was performing query
processing at a much higher rate than before to too many people and some of
the more disgruntled developers who weren’t happy to be upstaged by a young
junior developer decided to turn the tables against him, using their connections
with other developers outside to see if they could find a chink in his armour of
bravado. I was quite close to being in such a situation a year back, but was smart
enough cut back the habit that would put myself in the crosshairs of the lynch
mob. This poor son of a bitch probably didn’t realise the danger he was in.

“So, what’s happening now?” I asked when it was obvious that an answer was
not forthcoming.

“Team manager wants to talk to me at nine o’clock.” Instinctively, I glanced
at my watch. Eight forty-five.

“Can you help me?” Dan suddenly asked me.
“Pardon?”
“Can you help me?”
“How do you think I can help you?” I was confused. First I was not about

to go stick my head at the team manager’s office for reasons that didn’t involve
me—I was trying to avoid unnecessary confrontation. Second, I wasn’t someone
with any clout, so how could I help him?

“I don’t know.”
“You don’t know. . . and you want me to help you.” I sighed. “Look Dan, just

see what Boss wants and just deal with it. There’s nothing that I can really help
you.”

“I know, but I thought that since you were used to getting yelled at by Boss,
you would have some useful pieces of advice for me.” Dan then looked at me
intently, his eyes starting to tear up. My goodness. . . the waterworks already? The
kid is probably feeling terrible.

“Dan, I don’t know what to say. I don’t have any advice that is useful.” It
was hard trying to keep a straight face given what I heard—he came to me only
because I was the guy who kept getting smacked down by the Boss, therefore
I had the most advice on how to take the smack down. What kind of logic was
that?

“Okay. . . wish me luck then?”
“Uh, if you want.” I shrugged my shoulders. He would need more than just

luck at this point. It was obvious that his situation was far different from mine—I
got maulings because of stuff that was of no fault of mine, so in many ways, I had



44 CHAPTER 3. ONE MONTH DOWN

the moral high ground in any of the confrontations. But Dan, he screwed up, he
did something wrong, he did something horribly wrong, and he rubbed everyone
the wrong way by being that cocky guy he was. I thought that the difference in
situation was pretty clear, and so had no clue why he would even turn to me for
advice. But of course, I kept my thoughts to myself.

Dan bowed his head and slinked away from my cubicle, probably back to his.
He had a good thirteen minutes left to wait before he got yelled into the office
or he made his way to the office. At that point, I didn’t really care—Dan was not
of my concern. Nothing else was of my concern. Nothing else except getting the
code to work, my monthly housing loan paid, and my geocaching done.

That’s right, I sort of found something cool to do thatmade this whole drudgery
of work more tolerable. Roughly three weeks back I managed to link up with
Jimmy Zhan, my old friend back in secondary school via Mandy whom I met
when I was having lunch in the cafeteria on my own, having missed the call for
lunch initiated by Dan. Mandy told me that Jimmy was going to go hiking at
MacRitchie Reservoir on Saturday and that he might be able to take one more
person, and how it would all be nice and dandy and the like. But it turned out
Jimmy wasn’t really just going hiking—he was actually going geocaching with a
pair of local geocachers that he met on the geocaching web site. Well, it wasn’t
the most easy thing that day going for that rather long walk through MacRitchie
Reservoir and then finding the geocache (I went home with really sore legs and
feet for three days), but somehow as I was walking through on the trails and
bashing through the undergrowth, I found something different, something that I
could enjoy if not for a brief moment. To me, that was enough—the knowledge
that there was something that I could do that was fun and could keep me in
somewhat better shape. Since then I had been going on various geocaching
trips with Jimmy on Saturdays, and sometimes during the week I will go solo on
my own, relying on Google maps and the rudimentary GPS receiver that I had
with my cellphone.

Anyway, so I basically went back to work, ignoring the whole Dan mess the
moment he slinked back to his cubicle. He had his own issues to deal with, and
so did I; the damn code was rather tricky to debug.

“You bloody idiot! Why’d you think it was a good idea in the first place?”
“Do you know we now have a LAWSUIT sent by our rivals regarding that piece

of code?”
‘Urgh,’ I thought to myself. That was loud; that was really loud. Was that how

it sounded whenever I was yelled at? I wasn’t too sure really. A small crowd
of curious developers had started to gather along the aisle where my cubicle
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was located (remember that the aisle went straight to the development team
manager’s office door?)—it was clear that they wanted to hear the onslaught that
was going on behind the closed doors, but wanted to do so in a discreet manner
so that they themselves were not collateral damage from the fury. Vultures I say,
but I wasn’t really concerned about them.

“What do you mean you don’t know?! You know full well that you shouldn’t be
doing this at all! Why the hell did you do it?”

“Psst, Duo-zhuo.” A hushed whisper to my ear that tingled it. Startled I turned
to face the source. Oh, it was just one of the many developers on the fifteenth
floor.

“What do you want? I have something to do here, you know,” I replied with a
rather annoyed tone. It was true to an extent, but really I just didn’t want to be a
part of the gossip that was about to erupt.

“Is that Dan inside?”
“How would I know?”
“He sits in front of you, surely you’d know if. . . ”
“Look,” I said firmly, not wanting to participate in the “discussion”. “I’m busy

with this code that needs to be in by the end of the day, so I don’t keep track of
the comings and goings of everyone. You should really consider asking someone
else.”

“Uh, oh. Okay then.” The developer shrugged and stepped away from my
cubicle. There were many things to hate about the “open” concept office, but
the number one reason to hate it (in my book) was that it afforded no way of
tuning out all the distractions that were around. That was particularly annoying
when the vultures started to circle the field trying to scalp up any juicy morsel of
gossip of any untoward that was happening.

“I don’t care what you think now! What do you think I should do with you,
eh?”

I shook my head in disgust. Just too many distractions. I checked my watch—
quarter past nine. Dan had been in there for fifteen minutes already. It was
obvious that I wasn’t going to get anything done with all the distractions about,
so I just grabbed a writing pad, a pen, and then headed for the penthouse garden
at the roof of the building.

Slightly more than a week back, I discovered that we had access to the roof
of the building, and that the roof itself had a small penthouse pantry with coffee
and a tiny garden of potted plants also. It wasn’t a particularly fancy place in
comparison to the rest of the building, but it was the most cosy place that I could
find. The roof top had a magnificent view of the surrounding area partly because
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the building was located nearer the south side of the country, where the sea
was just a few kilometres away, and partly because the building was significantly
taller than all the buildings within its vicinity. The wind was fairly strong up on
the roof, but it wasn’t that strong that one felt like falling. When I was up there
during the day, the strong breeze acted as a comfortable complement to the hot
midday sun that shone above head.

There were some garden chairs and tables scattered about the roof, and I
found it quite conducive to just sit there and sketch out program ideas that I
would need to get something to work. I wasn’t issued a laptop to work on code,
and so I didn’t bringmymachine up to the roof to work on the code—but if I could,
of course I would. The roof was often quite quiet during the day since many
people didn’t really enjoyed the heat from the midday sun. I had my share of
physical activities from the long hikes with Jimmy during the last few Saturdays,
so felt right at home up there.

I sat on one of the garden stools and laid out my writing pad. The wind was
a mere breeze at that time and it was ideal for thinking and working. Soon, my
page was filled with scribbles on the ideas that I had for tackling the problem I
had at hand for my code.

By the time I made my way back to my cubicle, I had already figured out the
things that my code needed on my writing pad. The trip back to my cubicle was
uneventful, which was a good thing, since I didn’t really want to meet the team
manager after that severe lashing he gave to Dan. I walked past Dan’s cubicle
without looking in and plonked down into my seat to get my idea coded up and
tested. Without provocation, Dan appeared at my cubicle again.

“Hey, Duo-zhuo,” Dan said in a whisper. I stopped typing on the keyboard for
the umpteenth time that morning and swivelled my chair around.

“Yeah?” I took a glance at Dan—it was obvious that he was crying, or at
least, had been crying. His eyes were swollen, his face looked terrible, his hair in
disarray, and his confident and cocky demeanour completely ripped out of him.
What a sorry sight.

“I’m in deep trouble.”
“Well,” I started, trying to choose my words carefully. “You sort of knew that

before you went in, no? I mean, you did come to me for advice and all. . . ”
“No, that’s not it,” Dan said before pausing for a moment. “They are firing

me—I’m not going to be back here tomorrow. They want me out of here by
noon.”
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“Oh.” I didn’t really know what to say—what does one say to another who
was in that situation anyway? Better not say anything, probably. I kept quiet and
waited; somehow I think that there was more to come.

“They’ve also said that I would have to fight the allegations of code theft and
the whole intellectual property infringement myself since I was the one who did
it.”

This time I didn’t even try to dignify that response as there was nothing ap-
propriate that I could think of. All I could do was to just look at him and think to
myself, ‘you sorry bastard. . . why did you bring this to yourself?’

“So,” I said, somewhat hesitantly at my choice of words, “what are your plans
now?”

“I don’t know. I don’t know. . . ”
Awkward silence. The seconds ticked by as I sat there observing Dan, who

seemed so spaced out at the surreality of everything that I was wondering if his
soul had left his body.

“I don’t really know what to do. . . ”
“I can’t help you much, if you are actually going to try ask me for help. . . ”
“No no no,” Dan shook his head. “I know what I must do. Just thought that

you might want to know the whole story. After all, I’ve always thought of you as
a friend.”

Suddenly a pang of guilt hit me quite hard. All this while, when I felt inferior
towards this younger person, he was treating me like a friend. And yet during
this episode, all I could think of was just how luckless he was in doing such a
silly thing and getting caught for it. My stomach churned; it was not a pleasant
feeling.

“I guess I shouldn’t keep you from your work,” Dan said with a small smile to
his face. I just felt terrible inside, but there was really nothing that I could say
nor do.

“Take care Dan. We’ll keep in touch, okay?”
“Yeah,” Dan said. “We’ll keep in touch. You take care too.” And with that, Dan

gave a final nod before returning back to his cubicle to pack his personal effects.
I swivelled my chair back so that I could see my computer screen once more,

but all I did was to sit there and stare at the screen without doing anything. It
was a weird feeling to see someone go in such disgrace. Even though I didn’t
really know Dan well, I still felt bad at the whole incident; it was just a feeling
that I couldn’t shake off. I looked at my watch: half-past ten. I shook my head
to clear it—couldn’t afford to sit around and mull over the comings and goings
of life at that time of the day. The code still needed to be done.
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Lunch time came and went. With Dan fired, not one of the other developers
wanted to take over his role of corralling people for lunch, and so it was backl to
the every man for himself style of lunching. I sneaked out of my cubicle around
fifteen minutes before the official lunch time, and was lucky to get lunch and
a place to sit in the cafeteria. By twelve fifteen, I was already back in my cu-
bicle hacking away at the code to make it work. It wasn’t so much that I was
a workaholic (I still didn’t like this job much, but bills still need to be paid)—I
had a geocache that I was planning on finding later that day, so I wanted to just
be done with all the work so that I was free to geocache while there was light
outside. That external motivation of doing something fun at the end of the work
day as opposed to going home to vegetate alone was enough to make me use
my time as productively as I could. I think that this little change in behaviour
had been noticed by everyone who looked, but no one had said anything about
it.

The afternoon came and went as quick as it could be, and at the end of the
day, I had a crudely working system that needed just a little polishing to get it
working perfectly. I was quite proud of my achievement that day, since it meant
that I could finally leave the office and go geocaching without the spectre of
fear hovering about my head. After checking in my code into the code repository
for the day, I started to do a quiet countdown. When the time hit precisely six
o’clock, I promptly got out of my cubicle and headed for the elevator lobby where
I grabbed the elevator down to the first floor, from which I practically ran out of
the building.

I threw my hands open wide and took a deep breath of air as the evening
sun shone its orange glow on me. Freedom at last from work for the day! Time
to go out there and play. Feeling much refreshed, I pulled out my cellphone and
dialled a familiar number. The dial tone rapidly turned into a ringing tone and
soon, a familiar voice was on.

“Yo!”
“Hey Jimmy! DZ here. I’m done with work. Where are you now?”
“I’m on the way. Give me around ten minutes. Wait somewhere near the

entrance.”
“Got it. See you soon!”
“Roger that!”
I grinned to myself. It was going to be another adventure in geocaching.

Damn the work, damn the drama that Dan had. Damn the code—it was time to
do something more interesting than work!

Outside the building was a drop-off point for vehicles, and near that were
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some stone benches. I sat myself on one of them and opened up my briefcase,
fishing out a single sheet of print out. It was the puzzle that I had solved earlier in
the day while taking a short break in between coding sessions, and the solution
to the puzzle was a set of coordinates for the final location of the cache. Jimmy
was telling me how he liked finding geocaches but was quite bad at solving the
puzzles for the so-called “mystery” caches—they weremysteries in the sense that
the actual coordinates of the hide were obscured by some cunning puzzle that
the cache owner created. After showing me a couple of the mystery caches that
he couldn’t find the time to solve, I took a look at them during some of my more
boring evenings and found that I could solve them pretty easily, sometimes with a
little programming, sometimes with a little ingenuity and some easily constructed
tools. It wasn’t so much of an obsession, but there was something inherently fun
about solving all these puzzles to find the actual coordinates.

I didn’t drive, so actually finding caches required quite a bit of effort on my
part in securing some form of transport to get to the general vicinity. Jimmy
drove but didn’t like solving puzzles, and from there, we had this brilliant idea
of combining our resources and to make use of our talents to increase our geo-
caching productivity. Thus, sometimes once I found that I had solved the puzzle
for a mystery cache, I would send an email to Jimmy that I had done so, and we
would link up and do a joint find together. That was exactly what we were going
to do this evening.

I read the print out, trying to commit to memory some of the important hints
and clues that the solution to the puzzle had. Sometimes when we were out in the
“field” looking for the cache, it was hard to find enough good lighting to study the
cache details, so I would always try to read and remember as much of the cache
details as possible. More importantly, by reading the cache details, looking up
the general vicinity with Google Maps and Google Streetview, I could come up
with some hypothesis on where the cachemight be located, which saved us some
time because lighting is limited in the evenings.

A short honk brought me back to where I was; sitting on the stone bench
outside of my work office. Jimmy’s hatch back was parked under the porch at the
foyer about five metres away from me. He was in the driver’s seat, waving at me.
I waved back with one hand while slipping the print out back into my briefcase
with the other before getting up and walking towards his vehicle. Nearby, the
security guard seemed ready to pounce on Jimmy for stopping at the foyer for
so long (it wasn’t really that long, but those guards were often very enthusiastic
about such things). I opened the front passenger’s door and slipped into the
vehicle, closing the door behind me and buckling up my seat belt.



50 CHAPTER 3. ONE MONTH DOWN

“Hey DZ, sorry for being a bit late. That last client wanted to haggle more so
we ended up overrunning the meeting a little,” Jimmy said as he pulled out of
the porch and onto the main road.

“Don’t worry about it. It wasn’t as though I were in the office still working.”
Jimmy snickered a little when he heard me saying that.

“So, anything new in the office?”
“Not really,” I replied, watching the traffic light turn red. “One of the junior

developers got fired for plagiarism or something.”
“Really? Wow. . . I thought that plagiarism was one of those things that hap-

pened only in academic settings. . . but in software industries too? Just wow.”
“Well, I’m not sure if it should be called plagiarism, but at the very least, there

were some rather questionable actions that were done. But I suppose I shouldn’t
be talking about it since it falls into the category of work, something that I don’t
really want to talk about when I’m not actually there.”

Jimmy laughed. “I understand what you mean, DZ. Anyway,” he said as he
gently stepped on the accelerator when the traffic light turned green, “I think we
can get to near GZ in about twenty minutes. There’s a parking space there that
we can use, and since we are going to reach there after six thirty, it’s free parking
for us. Sounds good?”

“It’s your vehicle, so whatever you say,” I replied as I looked out of the window.
The night time scenery never failed to amaze me. In the day, everything

seemed so subdued, as though every entity that was out there was hiding in
plain sight, looking as boring as they could be. But when night time came, the
light disappears, then suddenly everything changed! The colours became from
vibrant instead of being washed out, every thing seemed more fast paced, and
the dancing shadows made it all look very different. The passing lights were
mesmerising, and I found that I could easily feel hypnotised just from watching
the lights go by.

And of course, being in the night time made geocaching harder. About one
more star of difficulty, at the very least, something that Jimmy and I were starting
to figure out how to avoid through judicious of skill.

“So, I didn’t get to read the details of the cache other than the general region
of the final coordinates,” Jimmy said as he made a left turn at the junction. “What
are we looking for again?”

I opened up my briefcase and fished out the print out again, scanning it to
find the relevant details to share with Jimmy.

“Okay,” I began, “it’s a small cache, terrain two, difficulty three. Seems mag-
netic or something, down low.”
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“Magnetic small cache?” Jimmy said as he made a right turn. “How the hell
does that make any sense? Are you sure?”

“I can’t really say—it is hard to read under such lighting conditions,” I replied.
It was true. Trying to read in a moving vehicle was bad enough, but to rely on
the incoming street lights to read a piece of paper is just plain horrible. “Let me
read it a bit more.” I did my best to take a better look at the description.

“Oh, it’s a magnetic micro cache, terrain two, difficulty three. It says that we
should consider looking down low.”

“Hmmm. Magnetic micro cache, looking down low,” Jimmy said absent-
mindedly as hemade yet another left turn towards the car park that he was talking
about. “I hope it is not one of those Nano caches out there; trying to rewind the
logs for one of those babies is non-trivially hard that it is really annoying.”

“And we are here,” proclaimed Jimmy as he made a reversed vertical parking
of his hatch back—a perfect fit.

I hopped out of the vehicle the moment it stopped and grabbed the sheet
of print out together with a portable torch light, with full intention of leaving my
briefcase behind in the boot of the car; it was just not that useful to be carrying
a briefcase about when one were walking around doing geocaches. Standing
under the street light, I was sure I looked a little out of place in a short-sleeved
buttoned down shirt and a briefcase considering that we were really at a public
park’s car park.

Jimmy got out of his car and locked the door with a firm but loud click sound.
Then he switched on his GPS receiver. “I should have switched it on earlier while
we were at it; now we’ll have to wait for up to five minutes to get the correct
satellites connected to get a fix on our location.”

“Well that’s fine by me, really,” I said, enjoying the night time breeze wafting
through the car park. “It’s not like I’m in a rush or something. Anyway,” I said,
trying to switch the topic a little, “how was your day?”

“Well, I spent most of the morning dealing with an irate client who was de-
manding all kinds of things from us. One of my colleagues tried to tackle it, but
was failing in every possible way due to the general stubbornness of the said
client. I took over and managed to convince the party on the other side that they
were wrong and that we had a superior solution. Then of course, was that other
meeting much later, with all the various haggling, which ended up with the over
run and all.”

“Wow, your day seems even more dramatic than mine!” I exlaimed with some
semblence of approval.

“Nah, it’s not really that dramatic, just full of the random things that people
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end up doing without realising themselves what a tremendous bore they were
being. But that’s life for you.” Instinctively, Jimmy took a look at his GPS receiver
then and just nodded at me. Most excellent that the GPS receiver had gotten a
lock on its position, and now was point the way towards where the cache was
located. Just like the time back in MacRitchie Reservoir Park, I felt a certain
sense of exhilaration that never seemed to have existed before. Somehow I
wasn’t willing it to occur through sure force of will, but it was something that was
generated from within—a complicated inter-relationship of emotions. That alone
was the one thing that made me like this all.

A cool breeze blew through the car park. The sun had all but set, and whatever
was left of its orange glow was casting random shadows from the large number
of trees nearby. It felt a little eerie, but with the thought of finding yet another
geocache in mind, I dismissed all my various fears as being irrational.

“Oh, I almost forgot,” Jimmy said as he suddenly did an about turn and
headed back to the car. “I should bring my torch out. It looks like it’s going
to be really dark really soon, and I don’t really want to be traipsing about look-
ing for a geocache in the ‘middle of the night’ without at least one source of
illumination.”

“Good call on that one!” I said, chiding myself silently for not having thought
of bringing an inexpensive but powerful LED torch for evening time/night time
geocaching. I suppose that was what separated me from Jimmy, who was defi-
nitely the more experienced geocacher.

The doors clicked shut for yet another time that evening, and Jimmy was
back with his GPS receiver and a small but powerful torch. He nodded at me
once more, and I peered over at the display of his GPS receiver. I never really
did have a good look at his GPS receiver before, since most of the time he was
the one who was leading the geocaching expedition. All I had was whatever GPS
receiver that my phone came with and honestly, it wasn’t really that good, since it
always put me within ten metres of the final location. A ten-metre radius doesn’t
sound like much, but when the object that you are trying to look for is no more
than fifteen centimetres large, you know that it is a hell lot of ground to cover.

Jimmy’s GPS receiver was pointing in a westerly direction with a distance
of around one hundred metres with an accuracy of three metres, a much better
resolution than I had hoped for with mockery of a GPS receiver. I took a note of
the brand and mentally reminded myself to have a look at it online to see how
much it was retailing for. It seemed like it would be a good idea to have slightly
better gear if I were to continue with this game, which I really wanted to.

“Okay, the GPSr has spoken,” Jimmy said like a true geocacher. “West-wards
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for around one hundred metres. Well, that means we’ll be going into the park.
Are you sure you are okay going in with the whole dressy thing you have now? It
is a terrain two you know. . . ”

“Nah, I think it will be fine,” I replied as we started to walk towards the geo-
cache’s final location. “The logs all seemed to mention something about it being
a little less annoying than the terrain rating would say. In particular, they said
that the terrain two rating was only because of the flight of stairs that we had to
go down.”

“Ah. . . stairs. . . ”
“Your nemesis?” I asked reflexively, trying to make a reference to a not-so-

recent film.
“Eh? No? Why. . . ?” I shrugged my shoulders. I supposed Jimmy didn’t get

the reference after all.
The GPS receiver pointed us along a tarmac path that started from the edge

of the car park that we were in. We followed the path and walked along it in
silence. It wasn’t so much that we didn’t have much to talk about, but that the
passing of yet another day weighed down heavily upon our shoulders in many
ways. The soft cool evening breeze was a large contrast against some of the
things that we had witnessed today; Jimmy with his irate client who didn’t know
better, me with the first hand view of what plagiarism could do to a promising
young developer’s career. I didn’t know about Jimmy, but I knew that my day job
was something that could only satisfy that one aspect of my life—paying back
the housing loan that I took to finance my domicile; other than that, it really had
nothing to offer me, nothing at all. It was quite sad actually, since I was told from
young that one should always love one’s job, and only then can one do good in
it and be the best that could be. Sounded so flowery and wonderful when I wasn
merely eight years old.

I was suddenly aware that Jimmy had stopped walking for a bit and was stand-
ing there with his GPS receiver in hand, his face in all seriousness. I cocked my
head to the side with anticipation—there seemed to be a need for some course
correction. And so I waited for his pronouncement of where we were to head to
next.

“Okay, I think we are getting close. The pointer is somewhere along the south
west side, and we’re actually near that canopy walk bridge thing which seems to
be passing in the same direction. I’m going to guess that the cache will be
located on that bridge thing or something. You wanna try out that hypothesis,
DZ?”

I thought for a bit. That was a pretty sound reasoning, though we would have
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to look into what the hints meant when it said “look down low”. Did that mean to
look at the base of the canopy walk bridge or to look at something else that was
lower? Unfortunately, the GPS coordinates for geocaches don’t usually come
with altitude data at all, and that made it really difficult to answer the particular
question that I had in mind.

“I think we can do that. It’s not likely to be at the base of the canopy walk
bridge thing, right?”

“Yeah, not very likely. I’m not even sure it is possible to reach the base of
the canopy walk bridge from where we are right now; there might be a path to it,
but I think it is probably going to be some maintenance route or something that
is completely inaccessible to us.” Jimmy said as he put aside his GPS receiver
and reached for his torch—the sun light was almost gone by then, and since we
were going to be up on a structure that was at least thirty metres in the air, he
didn’t want to take any chances that way.

“Okay then, let’s try your idea.”
“Got it.” Jimmy nodded.
The two of us made our way to the tree top canopy walk. It was actually quite

the attraction for that particular park, since it gave the people on it a really nice
view of the southern side of the country, what with the higher elevation and the
unobstructed view from the lack of any buildings between it and its one-kilometre
radius. But of course, such sights were best done during the day, though it can
be argued that the night time view was superior due to the many lights that could
be seen. Considering though that the buildings that were viewable were mostly
offices located in the business district, it was quite hopeless to see the brilliance
of a lighted up office in its full glory.

Jimmy led the way, of course, with his GPS receiver and his torch once we got
to the canopy bridge. I was half-expecting to see a sign that had limited opening
hours to the bridge itself but was instead greeted with the easily accessed bridge.
It was a nice evening out, and since it was a little chilly due to the wind, not many
“sane” people turned up in the park, which helped our cause greatly because it
meant that we could search for as long as we liked for the magnetic micro cache
because there weren’t any muggles to get suspicious at what we were doing and
react in an irrational manner.

I walked as closely as I could to Jimmy. I wasn’t scared, leastways, not di-
rectly, but being on a bridge near the middle of the night looking for something
at a great height from the ground just weren’t the things that I was used to. Our
silence prevailed as we walked along the canopy bridge walk. The metallic bridge
clanked softly as our shoes thudded on slowly. This went on for quite a bit until
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Jimmy stopped once more.
“GZ is here, but I don’t think can see anything that would fit the description

of looking down low.”
Jimmy seemed to be right; once he had stopped, I thought that we were at

the final location of the mystery cache, but somehow it wasn’t the most correct
coordinates in a while. I was looking around quietly and trying to think about
where I could hide a magnetic micro cache before it suddenly came to me.

“Jimmy, you know about that theory that ‘down below’ could be below the
canopy walk bridge?”

“Yes, we did try to look into that. But I’m not seeing any obvious way of doing
this.”

“Hmm. . . ” I started to think to myself. Down low could mean below something
at where we were, or it could be literally down “below from the elevation that you
began at”. Our current stop point was literally in the middle of the canopy walk
bridge, and there was literally nothing else to look for.

“I have another idea, maybe the magnetic micro cache is just a nano cache
in disguise. If that were true, then we might have to expand the range and type
of search accordingly to figure out possible candidates for the nano cache. But
I think that these metal meshes that form the ‘floor’ of the canopy walk bridge
are magnetic and that the cache that we were looking for would be underneath
the new material used.”

“I don’t know. . . ” Jimmy said as he was wondering about what I said. It did
sound like an interesting idea to think about, but considering how we were at
the top of the canopy bridge, there was really nothing else that we can try at
that point. He shrugged when it was clear that he didn’t have any better ideas.
Handing me the torch, he squatted down and stuck his hand over the edge of
the walkway, feeling about for anything that was out of the ordinary. I did my
best to shine the light where he was placing his hand, but it was really hard
in that confined place to make sure that the beam of light that I was shining
was actually making an actual impact—it was clear the Jimmy was relying on his
tactile abilities more than anything else.

“Found anything?” I asked, a little anxious. By this time, I was squatting
down beside him and that position was starting to cause me to perspire quite
uncomfortably due to the increased blood pressure.

“Hm, not really,” Jimmy said as he felt about more. “All I could feel are the
large bolts that are holding the place together. There’s nothing that feels like a
Nano cache over on this side.”

“How about the other side?”
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“Yeah, we can try that. . .maybe.” Jimmy said as he extracted his hand from
the edge of the canopy bridge walkway and stood up to stretch himself a little.
I did the same, and immediately felt really light headed. The beam of light from
the torch that I had in my hand wavered unsteadily as I gripped the railing to
steady myself.

“Woah there,” Jimmy said, a little concerned. “You doing okay DZ?”
“Yeah, give me a second. . . I squatted for too long.” I stood there with one

hand holding the railing and the other holding on to the torch, closing my eyes
and waiting for the blood to finally reach my head once more. I swore a little
under my breath at my general lack of fitness and made a mental note to do
something about it when I had the chance.

The night time air was alive with the sounds of the cicadas among the trees
nearby, and I could vaguely hear some frogs croaking in the darkness among
the wet grass below. It was surreally peaceful, what with the cool breeze wafting
through all this while. I could feel my head returning from its flight through light
headedness and slowly opened my eyes.

Jimmy was standing there, his head cocked to the side, looking at me, obvi-
ously a little worried.

“I’m doing okay now. Let’s try the other side.”
“Okay. Just stand up if you don’t feel too well,” Jimmy said as he went prone

this time to check out the other side of the canopy bridge. Again he stuck his
hand over the edge as far as he could and felt around the sides, slipping his hand
over the protrusions. I kept standing, but I tried my best to aim the light source
at wherever Jimmy’s hand was touching so as to give him some visual clues on
where and what he was feeling. Considering that we were in a park that had a lot
of the forest about it, the last thing we wanted was him touching something that
could give him a nasty sting or bite and cause all kinds of problems later.

“Nope,” Jimmy declared again and stood up. “I don’t feel any Nano cache.
Not at all. Nada, zero.” Jimmy shrugged. “Any more ideas?”

“Did you feel around the corners? I think that it might be hidden in a corner
or something.”

“Hm, I just felt nearer where we were standing—I didn’t actually check the
corner areas,” Jimmy answered thoughtfully. “Let me try again then.”

And for the third time that night, Jimmy stuck his hand out over the edge
once more and felt about more, this time paying closer attention to the various
nooks and crannies that were present on the I-beam that made up the bridge.
As he shifted himself closer and closer to the edge of the I-beam, I approached
him little by little to provide as much light as I could.
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“Found it!” Jimmy said a little too loudly as his fingers grabbed onto a familiar
shape. Carefully prising it out of its hiding spot, he finally held it in his hand in
triumph as he stood up.

“Let me see!” I said. I had only heard of the infamous Nano cache, but had
never really seen it before in real life. According to Jimmy, a Nano cache was
the smallest possible cache that one could hide, and due to its extremely small
size, was something that could easily be used in many urban settings. He told
me about how annoying it was at times to find such a cache in the middle of the
city, but I never really did believe his words completely. Until now.

Jimmy stood there, grinning in the dark, his palm opened to display the
“catch” for the night. On his palm, no bigger than my thumbnail, was a matte
black bullet-looking object. One side of it was of chrome colour, and there was
a black ring-like thing in the middle of the object. It was the queerest looking
container that I had ever seen on my rather short foray into the game of geo-
caching.

“Here, you open it and sign the log,” Jimmy said as he handed me the Nano
cache.

“Are you sure?”
“Yeap, I’ve seen enough of these and this is your first time, so you should at

least try to open it up and sign the log. Then you’ll understand fully why I find
this cache type super irritating.”

“Okay then,” I said and took the Nano cache container from him by opening
my palm below his. Jimmy opened his hand and dropped the little container into
my hand and took the torch away from me, redirecting its light at my hand so
that I could see what I was doing.

Now that I had the container in my hand, it was easier to examine the object
closer. It was a small cylindrical object with a round top, and that black ring-like
thing that I saw was really a rubber gasket of sort.

“Unscrew it,” Jimmy suggested.
I held the tiny container between my forefinger and thumb from both hands

and gently unscrewed it. The rounded top came off and within it was a really
wound up strip of paper. I held the top in my hand as securely as I could—I
didn’t really want to drop the damn thing down from the top of a canopy bridge.

“That’s the log?”
“That’s the log.”
“How are we supposed to sign the damn thing?”
“You take it out, unroll it, sign our initials, then roll it back.”
“That’s it?”
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“Well yeah, but it’s heheh not as easy as it sounds.”
“Why?”
“Why don’t you try it for yourself?” I could have sworn that Jimmy was snick-

ering at me in the darkness, but since I couldn’t really see his face, it was really
hard to tell. I peered once more at the opened Nano cache container in my hand
and looked closer. It was clear that the log strip was not going to be pinch-
able that way, and so I tipped the container over and tapped it gently behind.
Thankfully, the log strip fell out as predicted into my waiting palm.

I unrolled the log strip and swore. Calling it tiny was a misnomer—the damn
thing had rectangular boxes marked out in centimetre intervals, and the width of
the strip itself could not have been more than five millimetres overall.

“Who the hell came up with this crazy idea of using such a container for a
geocache?”

“Beats me boy. . . ” Jimmy said. “Here, take the pen and write our initials
there.”

I took the pen that Jimmy offered and scribbled our initials onto the log strip
in what I felt was the most unintelligible scrawl that I had ever done in a long,
long while.

“Now comes the fun part.”
“Huh?”
“You have to roll it up and fit it into the conatiner so that we can replace the

hide. Make sure that the rolling is tight though—it if isn’t tight enough, it’s not
going to fit into the container, and then you’ll have to redo it.”

I grimaced. The log strip had a roller in the middle of it, and so I tried to
roll it up by using that alone. It didn’t work, and in the end I was so annoyed at
it that I just wound it up the usual way and tightened it as best as I could with
the central spindle. That seemed to work well and before I knew it, the log strip
was in a tight winding once more. I carefully slipped it back into the container
as best as I could and once that succeeded, quickly screwed on the cap.

“I don’t get it. Where’s the magnet on this thing?”
“You see the chrome-coloured side?” Jimmy said as he pointed at the base

of the container.
“Yes? That’s the magnet?”
“Not quite. The magnet is a neodymium one inside of it. That’s why it sticks

so strongly to the surfaces.” Jimmy took the Nano cache from me and squatted
down for the last time that evening to replace the cache where he found it.

“Congratulations,” he said as we backtracked from the bridge towards his car.
“You have found your first Nano cache. How do you feel?”



59

I looked at him through the darkness and wondered to myself what to say.
“Tired and wanting to go home.”
“Sounds good. I’ll send you home then.”
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Chapter 4

A New Start

It was a camouflaged plastic container with a sticker on it that said “Official Geo-
caching Game Piece—Do Not Remove” written on it. Duo-zhuo’s heart pounded
fast—this was it, this was the moment.

“Guys! I think I’ve found it!”
“Are you sure?” FunnyBoy shouted from somewhere among the bushes to the

rear.
“Positive!” Duo-zhuo said as he lifted the fairly large cache container tri-

umphantly.
Jimmy looked up at Duo-zhuo and saw the camouflaged container in his hand

and his face lit up like a child looking at his presents under the Christmas tree.
“He’s not kidding guys, he really got it!”
“No way!”
“Yes way!” Jimmy said.
The Funny couple made their way out from behind the bushes towards the

lone tree where Duo-zhuo was located. Duo-zhuo lowered himself from his po-
sition and extended his hand with the cache container towards Jimmy, who took
it from him carefully to avoid dropping it into the water below.

“You want to come over and have a look also, DZ?” Jimmy asked as he passed
the cache container towards FunnyGal.

“I suppose? Can you give me a hand?”
“No problem.” With that, Jimmy extended his hand again towards Duo-zhuo

and the latter held on to it and leapt from the root of the tree that he was standing
on all this while, landing with a soft thud on the edge of the reservoir. The two
of them scrambled up the slight drop to where the Funny couple were. By this
time, FunnyBoy had already opened up the cache container and he and FunnyGal
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were peering into it and looking at what it contained. Curious, Duo-zhuo looked
on from the outside as the three experienced geocachers coo-cooed over their
haul.

“Hey, come and have a look, DZ. After all, you were the one who found the
cache.”

Jimmy shifted himself to the side to give Duo-zhuo an opening to enter and
partake in the spoils of the hunt. Duo-zhuo squatted down like the rest of them
and poked at the camouflaged container in a tentative way.

“So, this is a geocache?”
“Yep. Exciting isn’t it?”
“Yep!” Duo-zhuo said, unable to contain his excitement from being the one

who found the cache. It was an interesting feeling, a moment where he felt like
a winner instead of the loser that he felt each day while he was at work trying to
get his things done and to stay on the good side of his boss, and to keep away
from the eternally optimistic antics of Dan.

“So, what are they doing?” Duo-zhuo said as he pointed towards the Funny
couple who were now huddling over a small hard-cover journal scribbling some-
what frantically in it with a pencil that was in the container.

“Remember what I said about a physical log in the geocaching container?
Well they are signing it now.”

“I thought the log was a sheet of paper or something; I wasn’t really expecting
a big book like that.”

“Oh you know, it depends on the cache owner and the container. Take this
cache for example,” Jimmy explained as he picked up the book from FunnyBoy
who passed it to him. “It’s right in the middle of nowhere, there are few people
who would come here and thus is quite safe, so the cache owner is not going to
come by all that often to check on it. So it makes sense to use a larger container
and thus a larger log, that’s all.”

“Ah,” Duo-zhuo replied, seemingly understanding something. Jimmy picked
up the pencil and started to scribble his geocaching nickname of ‘JimmyZ’ into
the log, as well as write a small paragraph of words in it.

“Is it normal to write this much in the log?”
“Not really,” Jimmy replied as he finished up his writing. “This is a special

cache. The original cache owner hid this cache as a way of thanking the local
geocaching community for all the fun he had over the years. He had to go to
another country because of work commitments and thus couldn’t geocache here
any more. So in some sense, this was his farewell cache.”

“Did you know who he was? Have you seen him before?”
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“No, not really,” Jimmy said as he handed Duo-zhuo the log book, who took
it confusedly.

“But I don’t have an account on the geocaching web site yet.”
“You’ll get one when we reach civilisation, right?” FunnyBoy said as he ex-

amined the other contents of the cache container. “After all, you were the one
who willingly come with us out here and were also the one who actually found the
cache first.”

“I suppose,” Duo-zhuo said in a somewhat reluctant manner as he opened
up the log book and penned some words in it. Secretly he was pleased that he
managed to find the cache—after all, the other more experienced geocachers
had said that the cache itself was quite hard to find, and since he could find it,
didn’t that mean that he was a good geocacher too?

After writing words thanking the now not present cache owner and scribbling
his own name, Duo-zhuo closed the log and passed it back to FunnyGal.

“So, what are all these things?” Duo-zhuo said as he pointed at the knick-
knacks that were present within the container, his curiousity piqued.

“Oh, these are swag!” FunnyGal said in a most cheery voice.
“Swag? What’s that?”
“Stuff that you put in a geocache so that other geocachers who find it can

swop stuff in it.”
“So it is a little like trading?”
“Only a little! The idea is that you leave something of equal or higher value

than the swag you take out so that there’s always something cool for people to
pick up when they find the cache. Sort of like a reward though personally, I’ve
always liked the journey towards finding the cache,” FunnyGal said as she picked
up a necklace made up of shells strung together. “Oooo lovely! I should leave
something inside for this one.”

“Wow,” Duo-zhuo said. “I didn’t know that you could put things inside a geo-
cache for people to trade.”

“It depends on the size of the cache and where it is. Usually the bigger caches
will have more cool stuff in it, and the really small ones don’t usually have space
for anything like that,” Jimmy said. “DZ, you want to trade anything?”

“Not really.”
“FunnyGal, you’ve done the swop?”
“Yep! FunnyBoy, you want anything from this?”
“Nah, I’m good. Let’s pack everything up and rehide the cache. We’ll give DZ

the honour of putting it back where he found it.”
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Everyone nodded as Jimmy closed the top of the container and resealed it
properly before handing it to Duo-zhuo.

“I’ll give you a boost like before,” Jimmy said as Duo-zhuo prepared himself.
For the second time that day, Duo-zhuo was boosted across the short dis-

tance back towards the lone tree that stood in the muddy bed of the reservoir.
Standing on the same root as he did before, Duo-zhuo gingerly made his way
back to the hollow where he first felt the cache and gently dropped the camou-
flaged container into it. The container fell into the hollow with a soft thud and
rested there, secure. Duo-zhuo slowly inched his way back and was helped by
Jimmy once more to head on to the small drop.

“Hey JimmyZ, wait up. I want to have a look at where the cache is hidden,”
FunnyBoy said quickly just as Jimmy was about to reclimb the drop. “Give me a
boost, will you?”

“Sure!”
Jimmy stood in the muddy bed and waited for FunnyBoy to ready himself,

then like before, boosted the latter across towards the tree. FunnyBoy inched
the same way that Duo-zhuo did and looked at the hollow of the cache and once
he was satisfied with what he saw, relaunched himself back onto the little drop.

By this time, Jimmy was starting to sink into the muddy bed of the reservoir,
but he didn’t seem to mind it that much—after all, it was only a couple of inches
higher than ankle height, and really, there was nothing to worry about since his
Gore-tex boots reachedmuch higher than that. Once everyone else was safely on
the relatively dry drop, he climbed on to it himself and the posse of four convened
to discuss what to do next.

“Okay guys, we’ve done this cache. Do we have the time and wherewithal to
do another one?” FunnyBoy asked.

“I should be okay,” FunnyGal said, eyeing Jimmy, who nodded.
“DZ? You doing fine?” All eyes were on Duo-zhuo.
Duo-zhuo felt a slight reddening of his face as the three pairs of eyes seem-

ingly bored deep into his soul to examine his rather fit-less physical state, seem-
ingly questioning his ability to keep up with the group on the rather leisurely hike
all about the reservoir park. But of course, all of these were mere delusions within
his mind, since they were more concerned with his comfort level than howmacho
he was, after all, he was the one who was tiring out quite quickly when they were
first beginning.

“I think we can do one more? I should be fine.”
“Are you sure? Don’t force yourself you know,” Jimmy asked in concern. “It’s

okay if you don’t think that you can walk some more.”
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“I said I’m fine. We can do this,” Duo-zhuo said without concealing the an-
noyance at the condescending attitude that he felt he was receiving. He knew
that in the beginning he was just tired and uncomfortable, but the trip so far was
liberating to him, and he knew that he was feeling much better than before, if
only they kept the pace at one that he was comfortable with. The walk was fun,
and the find just as interesting, and he was dissatisfied at only finding one cache
after walking so much.

“Okay, okay, no need to get angry hahaha,” FunnyBoy said. “JimmyZ, he said
he’s okay, I think we can do one more? The next one isn’t really that far away
from here, and we should be able to reach there in about another fifteen minutes
after we uh reach the main trail once more from here.”

“That sounds doable,” Jimmy said, eyeing his friend once more. He hoped
to himself that Duo-zhuo wasn’t trying to prove something here, because when
one was a few kilometres deep within the woods, getting help would prove to
be the most hard thing to do, what with the bad phone signal and the general
inaccessibility and all.

“Alright then, it’s settled,” FunnyBoy said as he led the way back to the main
trail, using the tracking information on the digital map in his GPS receiver to
guide their back tracking route through the undergrowth towards the main trail.
FunnyGal followed closely behind him, and Jimmy motioned for Duo-zhuo to go
ahead; he was not about to let Duo-zhuo be the rear man when he has no idea if
Duo-zhuo was actually okay or if the latter was trying to act all macho for some
reason, as though he had something to prove.

While the trip towards the first cache for the day through the undergrowth felt
a little tedious but refreshing, Duo-zhuo found that the return trip felt much more
comfortable for some reason. Perhaps it was the endorphin high that he was
experiencing from the successful find of that cache, or that it was the knowledge
that they were on familiar ground now since they had walked through the same
place just a fewmoments before. He sighed to himself; what began as a potential
disaster was turning into the most intersting adventure that he had in a while. It
was almost as though it were a new start for him, a new way to look at things,
a new thing to look forward to now other than going home to his empty house
after a long day at work dealing with the antics of his boss.

It didn’t take the group of four too long to reach the small side trail that they
had taken to get towards the location of that cache, and a few short moments
later, they were back at the main trail where they had taken the fork on the left.

“FunnyBoy, where to now?” Duo-zhuo asked as he stepped off the small trail
and on to the larger and thus more spacious one.
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“We follow the main trail for about a kilometre in, then the cache should be
somewhere along the trail itself. Should be quite hard to miss. I think that the
previous finders of the cache mentioned about how easy it was to find this one
or something,” FunnyBoy said as he peered at the display of his GPS receiver.

“Hey DZ, let’s take a little break first. You know, eat something, drink some
water. . . even though it’s only a kilometre away, we still need to back track from
there to get out of this place,” Jimmy said as he sat himself down on a rock that
was nearby.

“That sounds like a great idea, actually!” FunnyGal chimed in as she too sat
down on the ground and retrieved her small stash of sandwiches from within her
backpack.

“Yeah DZ, let’s just take a break for now,” FunnyBoy said somewhat authori-
tatively as he too sat down along the trail and grabbed his water bottle from his
backpack before unscrewing it to take a few huge gulps. It was quite clear who
was leading the expedition here.

Duo-zhuo shrugged, wondering to himself if the other three were doing that
to make sure that he didn’t tire himself out by being way too enthusiastic. While
he understood their intentions, he felt that they were acting a little silly; he knew
that he would be very tired and sore the next day, but for the moment he was all
raring to go and find the next cache. However, he did not protest much and sat
down like the rest of them, taking a much earned break. From his backpack, he
retrieved his packet of banana-flavoured bread. It wasn’t exactly the flavour that
he liked the best, but it was the only thing that he could get hold of on such short
notice, given that he only managed to contact Jimmy just the day before. But at
that point in time, he suddenly found himself hungry enough that the flavour was
the least of his worries as he wolfed down the food.

As the posse munched down for a snack, the woods started to come more
to life about them. Birds were chirping and singing, monkeys were making their
random cawing and screams as they yelled to each other, the leaves of the high-
est canopies rustled under the changing directions of the wind that blew about
them. It was a rather peaceful feeling, and that banana-flavoured bread was
starting to taste better the more Duo-zhuo relaxed himself.

Having satiated himself, Duo-zhuo stuffed the now empty packet into his
backpack and stood up to stretch himself a little. He had actually felt a slight
tightness in his calves, and didn’t really have the chance to give them a good
stretch to ease their soreness from having contracted all the while through the
hike. As he stood there, hands holding a trunk for support as he extended his left
leg behind him to stretch his calves, he could almost sense the rising concern
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from the rest of the group at what he was doing.
“Just stretching a little, you know, walked too much, right?” Duo-zhuo said

matter-of-factly, seemingly trying to defend himself. It sounded hollow though
because none of the others were caring too much about what he was trying to
do.

“We didn’t say anything DZ,” Jimmy said as he too stood up after stuffing the
wrapping back into his backpack. He walked towards Duo-zhuo and stretched
his leg muscles as well, trying to relieve the tension in his own legs. “I think it is
a good idea to loosen up the muscles more, since we have basically hiked a non-
trivial amount. It’s a good way to keep the cramps from coming, I mean, you know
how you’ve got to literally drag yourself out of this place even if anything weird
happened to you just because it was probably going to be faster and cheaper
than if they sent park rangers in.”

“Yeah, I know,” Duo-zhuo said as he switched to his other leg for a stretch.
“So, I don’t get it. FunnyBoy and FunnyGal, what made you two get involved

in geocaching in the first place?”
“Us?” FunnyBoy said as he tried to not drop the food currently in his mouth

onto the ground. He failed.
“Yeah,” Duo-zhuo said, recovering from his stretch and looking at FunnyBoy.
“Oh you know, a need for adventure, the fun factor of visiting interesting

places. The company,” FunnyBoy said as he wrapped an arm protectively around
FunnyGal.

“Eeee. . . you’re so sweaty!” FunnyGal squirmed in mock horror and tried to
peel off FunnyBoy’s arm. Everyone laughed.

“But seriously, FunnyBoy is right. It is a fun game. I mean, if not for geo-
caching, would we be out here looking for that cool cache in that awesome tree
at the edge of the reservoir? I seriously don’t think so.”

“Actually,” FunnyBoy began, his face turning serious, “I think this is a great
way to explore this little island country of ours. This place is small, it is tiny, and
it is heavily urbanised by this point, but there are still little green pockets like this
that are still around, and because there are so few of them left, it makes them all
the more precious to explore, and to enjoy them while they are still here. I mean,
sure, this is the Reservoir Park, so it’s not going anywhere any time soon, but if
you visit the web site you will find many other geocaches located on other parts
of Singapore where there are some interesting sights to be looked at, either from
a historical perspective, or from the natural perspective. I think these things are
what we are starting to lose as we progress and rebuild almost everything we
have. In that sense, geocaching is a way for us to rediscover what is essentially
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us as a country, as a people.”
“Woah woah,” Jimmy said as he turned to face the Funny couple from hav-

ing done his stretching. “That’s heavy stuff coming from you man. Weren’t you
supposed to be the funny one? Why the seriousness?”

“Well,” FunnyBoy began, his impish smile returning, “because geocaching is
Serious Business!”

“Hey! No more internet memes for you!” FunnyGal said as she mockingly
struck him again. Duo-zhuo laughed—any tension that he thought existed there
was gone there and then. This was a fun group to be in.

“Okay, okay, stop hitting me. . . I think we’re all sufficiently refreshed. Let’s
head on to find the next cache, and then probably extract ourselves and get
some nice lunch. Sounds good?”

“Yes, let’s do this!” Duo-zhuo found himself saying with an enthusiasm level
that he hadn’t seen in a very, very long time.

The group of four put away their stuff and carried their backpacks before fol-
lowing FunnyBoy who was, unsurprisingly, leading the way again with his trusty
GPS receiver in hand. The compass rose on the GPS receiver pointed unwaver-
ingly at the coordinates for the next cache, and the trail map that was loaded
into the device was going to lead to the cache directly. Piece of cake.

A few uneventful minutes later, FunnyBoy suddenly slowed down and stopped.
“What is it? We’re at GZ?” FunnyGal asked from behind.
“Shh.”
There was a hushed silence among the group. Duo-zhuo was third in line,

but when he heard FunnyBoy’s command to keep quiet, he just stood there, his
curiousity at whatever was causing the stop rising. Jimmy stealthily made his
way nearer the front towards FunnyBoy to see what was it that made him get
everyone to stop completely. One look, and he could see why.

In front of the group, on the trail itself was a snake of some sort. It wasn’t par-
ticularly large, but it looked like it could get pretty aggressive if it were disturbed
in any way.

“Do you think it’s poisonous?” Jimmy asked, whispering through his teeth as
softly as he could.

“I don’t really know,” FunnyBoy replied. “Ting?”
“No clue. Doesn’t look like a cobra—skin colour is not dark enough. Looks

medium sized to me also.”
Duo-zhuo frowned. He didn’t know why they had stopped, but from the weird

whisperings that the three experienced geocachers ahead of him, it seemed that
something had gone wrong, and that their way was a little blocked at the moment.
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Impatient at the delay yet a little fearful of what he might see, Duo-zhuo stood
where he was in frustration.

The three geocachers stood there and looked at the snake intently. It was
roughly four metres ahead of where FunnyBoy was standing, and looked quite
lackadaisical at the moment, sort of lulling and deciding between staying awake
and sleeping. It seemed to have felt the burning of three pairs of eyes at it,
because it suddenly regained its alertness and slithered off the trail and into the
woods.

“Phew,” FunnyBoy said with a great sense of relief. “Thought we weren’t going
to make it at that point.”

“You’ve said it man,” Jimmy replied as they high-fived each other.
“I don’t get it. Why’d the snake slither off?” FunnyGal asked.
“Wait,” Duo-zhuo said as hemovedmuch closer to the other geocachers when

it was obvious that it was safe to do so. “Snake?”
“Yeah,” Jimmy replied. “There was a medium-sized snake just now sitting on

the trail. The final coordinates for the cache point somewhere ahead, and the
snake was in the way. None of us knew if the snake was poisonous or not, and
so we just waited, and it finally decided to go away.”

“Admittedly, that’s the flip side of geocaching,” FunnyBoy said as he reori-
ented his GPS receiver to get a better lock on the final location in spite of the
signal masking effect of the thick canopy above it. “Some times you might just
have to deal with the fact that we are walking about through nature reserves-like
places, and so interacting with snakes, birds and other insects are kind of part
and parcel of it all.”

“That makes sense. By the way, how far are we from the cache?”
“Well, here’s the cache,” Jimmy said as he passed the small container to

Duo-zhuo.
“Wait, what? How? When?” Duo-zhuo babbled in confusion as he held on to

the container. “Where was it? And more importantly, why did you manage to find
it so quickly?”

“Well, it was over there near the base of that tree,” Jimmy explained as he
took the container back from Duo-zhuo and started to unscrew the top. “While
we were wondering about what to do with the snake that we were seeing, I just
looked about to see if I could spot the cache. As it turned out, this one wasn’t
particularly well hidden since the last find, so I could actually see it sticking out
from beneath the roots. And while you were talking with FunnyBoy, I just went
ahead to pick it up and bring it here.”

Duo-zhuo was a little flabbergasted. Even in the face of near certain danger,
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Jimmy was still playing the geocaching game by looking out for the cache as
opposed to dealing with the snake that was in front of him. It was at times like
this that made him wonder if Jimmy was still the same person he knew from
before.

FunnyBoy and FunnyGal gathered closely around the medium-sized container
that Jimmy had opened up. Within it were more knick-knacks, and there was a
log book kept within a water-tight zip lock bag.

“Ah, the log,” FunnyBoy said as he fished it out of the container. Duo-zhuo
instinctively walked over to have a look at the log that FunnyBoy was trying to fill
up.

Unlike the first cache that they had found earlier near the edge of the reser-
voir, the log of this cache was a simple stack of post its stuck together. There
was a certain rustic feel to it, yet it felt a little shabby. The container itself looked
like it was a recycled Chinese New Year pastry container covered in fraying cam-
ouflage tape, a far cry from the other cache that they had found.

“Wow, I didn’t know that we could use post its as a type of log,” Duo-zhuo
said as he watched FunnyBoy scribble his name and various acronyms onto a
blank side.

“Well, normally no, you know, flimsy stuff and all. But all these things depend
heavily on the cache owner, and as long as it meets the basic requirements of
being a geocache, it is generally fine. No hard and fast rules that everything must
be done to enforce some form of uniformity or anything—it’s a game set by the
people for the people,” FunnyBoy answered as he wrote down FunnyGal’s and
Jimmy’s names into the booklet.

“What are those acronyms that you are writing in there?”
“Oh you mean the ‘TFTC, TNLNSL’ bits?”
“Yeah.”
“That’s just short form for ‘Thanks for the cache, took nothing left nothing

signed log’. Usually there’s not much space in the logs to write anything super
long, so we end up using all these abbreviations to thank the cache owner as well
as to say the actions that we have done, that’s all. You’ll find that most caches
don’t really look like the one that we first found today since there are not many
such ‘ulu’ places to hide such nice big caches. So most of the caches will be
quite small and the logs will also be tiny too.”

Duo-zhuo nodded. He was starting to understand the whole premise of the
game, how it was played, why it was played, and more importantly, why peo-
ple were willing to go the distance to make sure that it was played. It felt like
something that he could actually live with, something different from the mun-
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dane existence that he was facing, something that could make his life a little
more bearable, even if it were a moment’s escape.

“Oi, DZ, why are you stoning out there?” Jimmy said. “We’ve signed the log
and rehid the cache. Do you want to do more caches?”

“Actually,” FunnyGal interjected, “I think we should start to get out of here.
It’s actually around eleven o’clock now, and if we don’t start, we might not be
able to get out in time for lunch or something.”

Jimmy shrugged, then nodded. FunnyGal had a point; they had taken around
two hours to get in, and even if they factored in the fact that the trip out was
often faster than the trip in, it still required them to take at least an hour and a
half’s worth of walking to get out, assuming that no one got too tired along the
way and needed to rest more. Unconsciously, he took a glance at Duo-zhuo’s
direction who, at that moment, was having a chat with FunnyBoy.

In a few short moments, the group of four made their way back on the trail,
going in the reverse direction that they had taken earlier to get to the cache.
The trip back was quite uneventful, and they took a couple of rest stops along
the way to hydrate and to have more light snacks to recover some of the lost
energy, but all in all, it was as uneventful as can be. All of them, in spite of
having eaten whatever food they had carried into the reservoir park, were feeling
quite hungry as lunch time inched closer and closer to them. Even FunnyBoy was
starting to curse and swear at the length of the trail, making comments about
why the damn reservoir had to be so big and a lot of other nonsense that cracked
the rest of them up. They hadn’t passed by anyone along the way back—it was
fast approaching noon, and most of the early reservoir park walkers and exercise
enthusiasts had already beat a hasty retreat from the fast increasing heat from
the midday sun.

“Wow! Just wow!” Duo-zhuo said when they finally made their way out of the
reservoir park and back to the carpark where it all began. “That was the single
longest walk that I had taken for a long time! I thought I would never make it
out alive.”

“Heh, so did we, actually. . . ” FunnyBoy said before he was mercilessly “at-
tacked” by FunnyGal once more.

“Knock it off you two,” Jimmy said as he stretched himself a little—it wasn’t
the best geocaching trip to date since they only managed to find two of the few
that they had originally want to find, but in his mind, it was alright, considering
everything. “Well, I have a car, we can go eat at a food place nearby and I can
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probably drop you guys off near some bus stop or even at your place if it is
convenient?”

“That sounds like a wonderful idea Jimmy,” FunnyGal said as she stopped her
“assault” on FunnyBoy. “Do you have anywhere in mind or are you just opening
it to the floor for everyone to decide?”

“That second option,” Jimmy said. “I haven’t the foggiest clue on where we
can go eat. I mean, we’re not exactly well dressed for some restaurant place, for
example.”

That was true. Duo-zhuo looked at his feet and trousers, and found that the
lower parts of them were covered with random mud spots from walking through
the damper parts of the reservoir park. And then he looked at his compatriots—
all of them looked exactly like what they had done; walked through some kind of
jungle like place.

“What about that hawker centre near here in Braddell or something?” Duo-
zhuo suggested. “I think they shouldn’t have a problem with us going there to
eat, right?”

“That sounds like a good idea,” FunnyBoy said after he gulped a few more
mouthfuls of the water that he had brought. “JimmyZ?”

“Yeah we can do that. I think I know which hawker centre DZ is talking about,
but I’ve not been there in a while though, so let’s just cruise about in Braddell
and see if we can find a hawker centre if we can’t find the one that we want.
Sounds good?”

Everyone nodded. It was already nearing one in the afternoon, and all that
each of them had eaten was definitely insufficient to keep them going—they were
hungry damnit!.

Jimmy unlocked his car doors and everyone piled in after they stowed away
their backpack into the boot of the vehicle. Jimmy was careful to lay out some
newspapers on the upholstery first to prevent any mud pieces from clinging onto
the interior. FunnyGal and FunnyBoy sat at the back, while Duo-zhuo climbed
into the seat on the left of the driver and sat shotgun. After firing the ignition,
Jimmy eased out of the carpark and the posse of four hungry jungle bashers
were off to an adventure of food in Braddell.

“That is damn good stuff man,” Jimmy said as he wolfed down another spoon-
ful of wonton mee.

“You think that’s good? Wait till you try the char siew. I tell you, once you’ve
eaten that, you’ll find all the other char siews super boring and tasteless also!”
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FunnyBoy said as he attacked his bowl of wonton mee with gusto.
FunnyGal had ordered a plate of Hainanese chicken rice, the old staple, and

was eating it daintily, picking up a piece of chicken with the fork and dipping it
first into a saucer of chilli sauce before dipping it into the other saucer of dark
soya sauce. Then, she took a nibble out of the meat with the dipped sauces and
ate a spoonful of rice to go down with it.

Duo-zhuo was attacking his chicken chop like a ravenous wolf eating chicken—
he hadn’t realised how hungry he was till he took his first bite out of his entree.
Before he knew it, he had already gotten into the rhythm of cutting a slice of
the meat, dipping it into the brown sauce, peeling it off the fork with his mouth
before stuffing a thickly cut french fry after it.

“You’ve gotta slow down DZ. . . you’re eating like an animal man!” Jimmy said
between mouthfuls of the famous wonton mee.

“Speak for yourself. . . look at you eating the noodles like you just broke your
hunger strike or something. . . ”

“But I didn’t eat anything at all just now while we were in the ‘jungle’! Surely
you can’t find fault with me on that, right?” Jimmy had a point. While the rest of
them had brought some solid food of some sort on the trip, all he had brought
were some isotonic drinks that he made himself with glucose, salt and water. No
wonder he was that hungry.

“Serves you right,” Duo-zhuo countered as he paused between mouthfuls.
“You told me to bring food for the trip but you didn’t do so for yourself. Isn’t it a
bit ridiculous?”

“Hahahaha. . . you two. . . ” FunnyBoy said as he guffawed at the bickering friends.
“No one would realise that you two haven’t really met each other for a damn long
time lah. . . ”

“Eh, heheheheh. . . ” Jimmy giggled somewhat hysterically, some noodles stick-
ing out of his mouth in a rather silly way.

“You look more like an animal now Jimmy,” Duo-zhuo said as he finished up
the last bits of his meal. “And that’s one meal down.”

“You are going to have more?” FunnyGal said, her eyes wide with confusion
and wonder.

“Not really,” Duo-zhuo said. “Not right now. For some reason, I don’t feel
justified in having another meal after this one. This feels sufficient even though
I was ridiculously hungry earlier.”

“Well, that’s simple. You are having an endorphin high of some sort, so you
don’t really feel the need to eat that much,” FunnyBoy explained as he too fin-
ished up the last bits of his meal. “Wait till dinner time man, I’m pretty sure that
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you will eat like you’ve never eaten before. But I warn you though, you probably
shouldn’t over eat, otherwise you’re going to get all sorts of problems the next
day, in addition to your sore muscles.”

“Oh, right, that. . . ” Duo-zhuo said, his voice suddenly flattening. He totally
forgot about how sore and tired his muscles were feeling then, and when he
realised that it was going to be worse the next day, dread filled him.

“Don’t worry too much about it,” Jimmy said as he finished up his last bits
of food too. “Just massage the muscles tonight and keep them warm. They will
feel much better tomorrow. Also, we should keep in touch—I could see that you
were having much fun today. Maybe we can go do more geocaches next time.”

“Yup!” FunnyGal chimed in as she finally finished her plate of chicken rice.
“We should go geocaching together soon.”

“I think we can do that,” Duo-zhuo said. “I enjoyed the walk and company.”
“Glad to hear it,” Jimmy said as he cleaned his mouth with a soft tissue. “So

who shall I send home first?”



Chapter 5

Fatigue

Oh, it’s you again. Don’t you have anything better to do? No? You want to hear
more about my sordid life? Really? I mean, I can always oblige, but I’m not
really sure if that’s what you want. Oh, you do? Well then, pull up a chair and
listen more.

So now, it had been about two months since I last carried on my tale about
my life outside of work, so six months since I started on this new job, and about
a couple of months after the firing of Dan. Much had changed in the office in
many ways; they had a new hire to replace Dan roughly a month or two later, and
I had since gone back to my usual solitary ways during lunch because no one
was willing to take the time and effort to gather the people for a group lunch
food thing after Dan left. The boss was still as psycho as ever, but I think I
have managed to figure out how to keep him happy, and so far, he had not done
anything particularly cruel to me yet.

The project that I was on finally concluded, and now I was working on yet
another development project. Since it was rather new, I could exercise some of
my expertise (or at least, self-perceived expertise) in the planning meeting and
managed to help design the system from the ground up. That alone made me
feel much better about myself because I finally started to feel like I was a part
of the team in some way, as opposed to some newbie that everyone was trying
to accommodate. The performance review came and went, and I didn’t fare too
badly overall, which was a good thing because I still had that housing loan to
pay back. I had been geocaching for quite a while now, many times with Jimmy,
some times alone, and we had done quite a few of the jungle-type caches with
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FunnyGal, FunnyBoy and a few of the other geocachers. Everything seemed to
be progressing well.

Except they really weren’t.
Even though I was a part of the core team for the new project, I didn’t feel

completely appreciated—everyone was treating me with kid gloves for some un-
known reason. It had been six months, and still somehow I was a neophyte in
their eyes. I wondered if it was the fact that I still had quite a few random lash-
ings from the boss here and there that made them feel that way, or that somehow
my close proximity to Dan made me guilty of his actions by way of association.
In any case, I felt like a pariah of some sort, and it was quite demotivating. And
since the project was still fairly new (we only started on it about two weeks ago),
I found myself having copious amounts of free time in the office. Office regula-
tions and norms meant that I couldn’t actually take leave earlier than the official
time for leaving, and so I was basically sitting there twiddling my thumbs surfing
the net and waiting for time to go by. I would have used the time to solve some
more mystery puzzles that were available, but I had solved most of those that
I could and went to find them already, leaving behind those really hard and/or
annoying puzzles that I didn’t really want to waste any time nor effort to solve.
In some sense, I was getting fatigued from doing too many geocaches.

Jimmy seemed to be in the same situation, at least, from the perspective of
geocaching. About a month ago, he would be the one who would contact me
excitedly to meet up with him after work to go find a newly released cache or
something, but that is no longer the case now. Still, each time I did see Jimmy,
he always seemed to be quite happy and all, without really showing any outward
signs of fatigue, but as they said, looks can be deceiving.

So for the past month or so, I had been going straight home after work, col-
lapsing into my couch the moment I made it home, probably watching whatever
television programme that was on that evening. It was fast turning into some-
thing like what I had back in the past before I discovered geocaching.

There was this sense of isolation from the world, this sense of loneliness, this
sense of emptiness that was hard to fully explain yet was intuitive to understand.
I found myself spiralling down faster than before, and was therefore in danger of
having something weird happening to me. Or so I thought.

The day passed really slowly. I managed to get hold of some text-basedmulti-
user dungeon that I could log into and play for hours on end to burn time before
I was due to leave the office, but at the end of it all when I reached home, it was
still the same emptiness.

That had gone on for a month now.
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Today felt like any other day though, I went to office, grabbed my mandatory
morning cup of coffee, and went straight to my cubicle, dodging the usual danger
spots like the lobby where I could run into my boss and all. And just when I
thought I made it safely back to my cubicle, I heard my name being yelled at
across the aisle. Damn it.

“Duo-zhuo! Get over here NOW.”
“Yes boss, coming.” I sighed. It felt like deja vu all over again.
I made my way to the development team manager’s office as quickly as I

could without looking too eager and there he was standing, arms crossed, as
always.

“Come in,” he said as he went back to his seat behind his desk. I followed
his orders meekly and shut the door behind him before taking a seat in front of
him.

“Duo-zhuo, it has been six months since you have worked with us, right?”
“Yes. . . ”
“How do you find this place? I want your honest opinion.”
Wait, why were we having this conversation? That didn’t make any sense!
“It’s a nice place to work, sir.”
“Oh really?” He said, eyes suddenly narrowing. The hair on the nape of my

neck started to stiffen with an anticipation of absolute fear of epic proportions.
“Yes sir.”
“What do you know about Dan’s work?” He asked, his eyes back to their

normal shape.
“Dan’s work?” I asked, confusedly. “I don’t understand.”
“The things that he was doing before we let him go.”
“I don’t really know much about it,” I replied truthfully. I wanted to go on, but

I didn’t quite understand what was going on. The fact that Dan’s name was raised
triggered quite a few alarms within my head. Dan had been gone for nearly two
months, and no one had talked about him. No one. Till now.

“Oh?” He answered, staring at me in the most queer way possible. I shrunk
back, an unconscious movement, at that.

“Sir, I don’t understand what you are trying to say here.”
“Well, investigations seemed to suggest that you had a part in the whole

debacle that involved Dan, and as your superior, it is my duty to investigate into
the matter that involves my staff.”

“What?!” I was incredulous. “That doesn’t make any sense! I had nothing to
do with that. . . that incident! Nothing to do with it at all!”

“Oh really? Our sources said that after Dan left you kept leaving your cubicle
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on the dot and was waiting outside the office suspiciously, always looking at
some printed piece of paper from your briefcase, always rushing out of the office
as quickly as you could. Can you positively say that you had nothing to do with
the whole business with Dan’s plagiarism?”

I was dumbfounded. That was the most ridiculous allegation ever made!
“Sir, with due respect, I did nothing illegal! I was just leaving the office at

the official time of release!”
“Yes, only after three months of leaving late. Always looking distracted. Are

you telling me you have nothing to hide, Duo-zhuo?” he said with a malevolent
sneer.

“YES DAMNIT,” I lost my temper. “I have NOTHING to hide. I come to work
early and leave on time. So what if it is a new thing after three months after being
here. Maybe I have found something to do after work that I like doing and would
love to leave on time for a change, and maybe I liked it so much I just leave on
time from then on. What’s so strange about that? I do not like the allegations
you are making here—they are all based on hearsay, and I think you are trying
to insinuate something without any concrete proof. Where’s your proof of any
wrongdoing of mine, WHERE’S YOUR PROOF?”

“You do NOT SHOUT AT ME you wretch!” He bellowed into my face. “I am
still your GODDAMN SUPERIOR.” His face was turning red from the exertion.

“Then ACT LIKE ONE for crying out loud! All these baseless allegations, all
these consistent verbal abuse, all these insinuations, all these lies upon lies upon
lies! Why do you pick on me so?”

“You have crossed the line,” he said with a quiet yet angered tone. “you have
crossed the line. Get out of my office now, get out before I do something to
you. . . ”

Realising just what I had done, I quickly opened the door to his office and
ran out of his room back to the supposed safety of my cubicle.

I sat in my chair, my face in my hands. I blew it, I blew it big time. I told
myself to control myself, never to explode in front of him no matter the abuse,
no matter what he did. I needed the job, I needed the job badly—I couldn’t lose
this job! Times were hard, it was hard to find a new job out there; I needed to
pay my housing loan. I started sobbing, anticipating the moment where he would
charge out of his office, grab me by the scruff of my neck and throw me to the
ground before beating the crap out of him.

Somehow that never did happen, and it was a good hour later before my
nerves were calmed down. In many ways, I thought that I was done for, com-
pletely expecting security to come by and escort me out of the office, but that
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never did happen. The day carried on as though nothing truly happened, and for
once there was even less screaming and shouting coming from his office, if at
all. The relative serenity was quite unnatural, and I could have sworn that I heard
some murmuring from the other developers about what possibly could have hap-
pened to the development team’s manager. But I didn’t really care about those
rumours; I was more worried about the fact that I would be coming in the next
day and finding that I was without a job, and with a heaping pile of bills to pay,
getting fired just like how Dan was, through almost no fault on my own.

The end of the day came swiftly by, and with a dejected feeling in the depths
of my heart, I logged out of my computer and left my cubicle to get out and get
some fresh air. Earlier I had sent Jimmy an SMS message asking him if he were
free to grab dinner with me, to which he replied that he was. At least I could talk
to someone about what just happened and help make some sense about it all. It
was much better to have someone to talk to than to try and deal with this entire
mess alone.

I slipped down the aisle outside my cubicle as quietly as I could. As I neared
the development team manager’s office, I couldn’t help but notice that it was
empty—that was not wholly expected since it was the usual modus operandi of
the team manager to stay on a little later before leaving. In fact, it seemed as
though it were empty for quite a while, because the computer monitor was off,
and the office lights were also switched off. Well, at least he wasn’t there to yell
at me on my way out, so I supposed it was alright. I quickly went to the elevator
lobby and took a lift down to the ground floor where I headed out of the main
entrance and sat at the bench waiting for Jimmy to arrive.

The wait for Jimmy’s arrival didn’t take too long, since by the time I was
starting to get comfortable with sitting there, he had already turned into the
porch of the main entrance in his hatch back, his face as cheerful as ever. When
I saw his vehicle turning in, I stood up and walked towards it, and of course
his cheerful face somehow managed to make me feel a lot better than I was
feeling earlier in the day, even though for all purposes and intents, nothing had
really changed. Sometimes I just wished that I had his confidence and positive
attitude towards seeing how life was.

“Hey DZ,” Jimmy said once I sat in the front seat of the car and closed the
door behind me. I fastened my seat belt as I acknowledged the greeting. “Hey
Jimmy. Thanks for coming out on such short notice even though we’re not going
any geocaches this evening.”
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“Don’t worry about it man,” Jimmy said as he once again paid a little more
attention to the road so that he could turn out into it safely from the foyer. “You
want to tell me on the way or would you rather we find somewhere for dinner
first?”

“That second option,” I replied as I sat in the car and observed the outside
scenery. I never really did realise how pretty the location of my office was, even
though I passed by the place each day at least twice a day. There was a nice mix
of greenery and urban amenities, and their juxtaposition created an environment
that felt natural yet chic at the same time. But I suppose the daily grind of
having to come to work and dealing with a psycho boss made me not realise the
environmental beauty. Now that I was almost certain that I would be fired the
very next day, I could somehow let my mind ease itself of the complications of
life for that short moment and to literally take the time to “sniff the flowers”, so
to speak.

“Roger that. I was thinking of that new place near the river side. Good food
at an acceptable price, and quite conducive for talking also, which I think is what
you want to do this evening based on the message that you sent me?”

“Yeah, pretty much,” I replied, suddenly feeling very very tired. “We can go
there for dinner. Thanks once again for being willing to chat with me.”

“Okay. And for goodness sake, stop being so formal,” Jimmy said as he turned
his vehicle on to the slip road towards the highway leading towards the city.

The evening skyline was vastly different from the day, and was quite shiny
overall. Orange and yellow lights dominated the landscape, with that odd blinking
red light near the tops of the grayish building silhouettes to signal to aircraft
that a rather tall building was present. Evening time was a little different from
the night in the sense that everything felt a little more fuzzy, just like how I was
feeling at that time. A little tired, yes, but mostly feeling fuzzed up about what
happened, and what I think was most likely to be happening. I sat in the front
passenger’s seat and brooded as Jimmy cruised the vehicle towards our dinner
destination.

“Hey DZ, wake up. We’re here,” Jimmy said to me. I opened up my eyes and
glanced about it—it turned out that I had actually fallen asleep for the entire jour-
ney to the restaurant, even though that took no more than half an hour, according
to my watch which I checked instinctively to figure out what time it was.

“Oh sorry, I was too knocked out. . . ”
“I understand,” Jimmy said as he turned off the engine to his car and removed
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his seatbelt and ignition key. “It sounded from your message that you had quite
a rough day.”

“Yeah. Jimmy, let’s talk about it once I have some food in me? I think I’m
feeling a little hungry for some reason.”

Jimmy chuckled. “Of course! Anyway, just follow my lead and we’ll end up at
the right place, yes?”

I nodded with a little stupefaction, my head still a little groggy from the over-
whelmed feeling of the day. We exited the car and walked towards the surface of
the basement car park after Jimmy had locked up the doors. Like as though we
were geocaching, I had kept my briefcase in the boot of the vehicle before we
headed off towards the restaurant.

“I’ve already made a reservation earlier, so we should have a table ready for
us the moment we get there.”

“Oh hey, thanks a lot Jimmy,” I said before breaking out into a genuine but
small smile, the first smile that I had in a while after that fiasco in the office.

Jimmy led the way along the river side on the pavement towards the restau-
rant. The river was actually an important trade route in the early years, but now
it was the hub of those in seek of good and a little pricey food or drinks, cou-
pled with a different ambience than the other places; a really cool place to hang
out for the cool people. Jimmy walked as though he was one of the people he
belonged there—he had a slight swagger that I had not really seen, and from
the way he was greeting some of the people that we passed by along the way,
it seemed that it was a place that he frequented often enough. Then it dawned
on me: of course he would be around this place on such frequency—they made
good meeting locations for the times that he had to meet up with his clients for
his job. Realising my slowness, I face palmed.

Jimmy heard the distinctive slap and was a little confused, and so he turned
around to see what happened.

“DZ, did you just face palm yourself?”
“Yes, I did,” I said. “Don’t worry about it too much, I just realised something

that sounded really stupid.”
“Want to share?”
“Not really,” I answered truthfully. “You do realise that I have already made a

plan with you to share many other things that I had to deal with today, right?”
“Right, right. . . speaking of plans, here’s the place!”
I looked at where Jimmy stopped. It had a rather understated decor, as

though it were a deliberate attempt to tone itself down to act as a constrast
against some of the more garish numbers that shared the same neighbourhood
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as it. The sign board read “Gillian’s Restaurant”, a nicely carved pair of words
into a lacquered wooden board. The exterior of the restaurant was ornamented
with various log-like constructions, lending to it a certain grounded and rustic
air that was not the norm for the restaurants along the river side. Apart from the
sign board and the rustic exterior decor, there was nothing else that gave any
indication of what type of restaurant it was, and what else to expect. Jimmy sure
knew what kind of place to go to for what kind of activity he made in mind.

Jimmy walked up towards the understated doors and immediately a waiter
stepped out to receive him. I followed closely behind.

“Ah Mr Zhan,” the waiter said, “welcome back. I believe that the table you
reserved is ready. Will you follow me please?”

“Most definitely. Come on DZ,” Jimmy said to me as the waiter opened up
the door. “Let’s get to the table and then you can start unloading just what is
biting you that badly.”

I nodded and followed Jimmy through the doors.
If the exterior of the restaurant was considered rustic and understated, the

interior iself can be considered as being as rich as it could possibly be. Faux
chandeliers from the ceiling, high ceilings overall, individually lit tables arranged
in carefully constructed aperiodic patterns to span the whole floor, well dressed
waiters serving each table in a most discreet manner, and people having quiet
conversations at each table. Yet underneath all that seemingly opulent interior,
I could sense that it was more of an elegant and discreet representation of what
“rustic” meant.

“Jimmy,” I said under my breath. “This place looks ridiculously pricey.”
“Looks are deceiving,” Jimmy replied as he kept on following the waiter to-

wards our designated table. “That’s the beauty of this place—it looks like amillion
bucks but they don’t really charge you for their own eclectic decor taste. I like
taking clients here because it has a really good ambience for discussion even
though it looks so posh and all, and the best part is, it doesn’t burn a hole in my
pocket that easily.”

I had my doubts at the veracity of what he said, but then again Jimmy wasn’t
known to be the kind of person who would actively lie about things, particularly to
a friend. After what felt like an eternity since the start of the day, we were finally
seated at our table.

“So DZ, what was it you wanted to talk about?” Jimmy asked after we made
our orders for the entree. I ordered a chicken chop which looked reasonably
priced while Jimmy ordered a steak. I drank a bit of the water to wet my mouth
before telling him the whole story of what happened.
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“So this morning I was called into the office by that boss of mine, and he was
insinuating that I had something to do with that guy who was under investigation
for the reverse engineering of some code and incorporating what he learnt into
our code base. I lost my temper at him when it seemed obvious to me that
he was just trying to find a bone to pick with me, and he suddenly became all
serious and dangerous, as though he wouldn’t mind actually killing me. So when
he was actually in that pissed off state and told me to leave, I just quickly left his
office before heading into my cubicle. It was hard to concentrate on anything
after that, what with near certain gut reaction that I was going to be fired for
insubordination or something, but the day passed by quickly and no one actually
came by to tell me to pack my things and leave. I had been hearing all kinds
of random rumours from the hushed whispers of the other developers. Some
said that the upper management was getting pissed off with the way that he
conducted himself; he was a man who seemed really prone to random outbursts,
and it was likely that he had rubbed some one higher up in the wrong way and
so was looking for a scape goat or something. I think that he failed this time,
since no one else swung by me cubicle demanding my presence in their office
to defend myself.”

“Wow,” Jimmy said as he pondered what I had just told him. “That sounds like
a really nasty day indeed. So, what is it you want me to help you with? Because
from what you are saying, I’m not sure if you’d want my opinion on what can be
done to deal with the matter, or if you’d just want my opinon about how to read
the whole mess thus described.”

“Well,” I started, “I don’t really know. All I wanted was to just release it out
by telling someone about it. I mean, there’s really not much that I can do if they
are adamant on firing me, right? Maybe they didn’t have the right forms set up,
maybe my firing case was still too complicated to reach its natural conclusion.”

“Yeah, that sounds about right. Honestly, I wouldn’t worry about anything
at this point. You did blow up in front of your boss, and even then he’s still a
douchebag, I’m sure someone will take that behaviour into consideration. You
have good standing with your work, right? When was the last employee ranking
exercise that you took part in?”

“Yeah I think that I have decent standing with my work, I mean, we already
have one system built and transferred to our client. The last ranking exercise
that we did was around two months ago I think. I’m not sure if I actually went to
it though, since I was mostly busy all the time.”

“Hmm,” Jimmy said as he took a sip of water from his glass. “You might be
exempted from the first ranking exercise since it is still within your first year



84 CHAPTER 5. FATIGUE

there, though you should probably check with your human resources department
on that one. But as I said, you shouldn’t be worrying too much about this; I doubt
that you will be in any trouble. From the sound of things, I think it is more likely
that the manager who insinuated stuff will have some explaining to do.”

I shrugged. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to believe what Jimmy said, secretly I
wanted what he said to be true, but it was quite hard to convince myself that that
was going to be the most likely course of action that I would be facing. It was a
long day and the fatigue from it all was starting to hit me even as we waited for
the food to arrive.

A somewhat awkward silence descended upon our table, Jimmy quietly wait-
ing for my reaction and me pondering about what he had said, weighing both
my own feelings and his judgement to come to some kind of conclusion within
myself. The more I thought about it, the more it seemed that there was nothing
that I could do after all, even if there were some redress that needs clearing—the
least I can do is to wait for the next day to come and see just what it was that
really happened, and then from that point figure out what it was that I needed to
do.

The waiter finally brought out my chicken chop and Jimmy’s steak on a large
serving tray, placing each dish carefully in front of us. I took a look at the gen-
erous portion of the chicken fillet and the associated vegetables and mashed
potatoes and looked at Jimmy’s succulent looking steak with the carrots and
baked potato before looking at him.

“Dude, this looks really good! Even without tasting it, I find it delicious al-
ready!” I exclaimed, forgetting for the moment all my worries for the day.

“Heheheh,” Jimmy replied as he grinned. “I told you that this place was gold.
Wait till you actually try it. The flavour should astound you.”

Taking Jimmy’s suggestion, I took my knife in my right hand and forked the
meat with the fork that I was holding with my left before carefully slicing out a
piece of the chicken fillet. The meat that was cut revealed a most tantalising
white flesh that was so juicy that it was hard to ignore. I picked up the piece with
my fork and dipped into the brown sauce that was poured all over the top most
surface of the meat before putting the slice into my mouth.

The softness of the chicken slice was complemented completely by the slight
saltiness yet rich flavour of the brown sauce. The meat was perfectly done, giving
just the right amount of suppleness and texture that made it the most wonderful
chicken that I had eaten in a very long while. I chewed the piece of meat really
slowly, enjoying the potpourri of flavours that it was delivering, from the brown
sauce poured on the meat to the meat itself, to the peppery marinade that the
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meat was seasoned in. For the short moment that I spent macerating the food,
it was pure bliss in my mouth. That psycho boss of mine was in a world that was
far removed from the one that I was in right there and then.

“Holy cow,” I said. “That was very very sensual!”
“Hahahaha! I knew that would put you into a goodmood,” Jimmy said. “That’s

the main reason why I like this place. The ambience is great, the service excel-
lent, and the food superb, all without putting that big a strain on the wallet. Now
you know of another cool place to have a nice meal without spending too much,
eh?”

“Yes, indeed!” I said as I greedily sliced off another piece of the chicken fillet
to eat.

Our table was pretty quiet for a good twenty minutes while Jimmy and I pol-
ished off the entrees that we had ordered before asking for the bill. When I saw
the final amount for the food that I ordered, I was literally shocked—it turned out
to be less expensive than I thought it would be! Again, Jimmy was right about
this.

“Okay DZ,” Jimmy said as he handed the waiter his credit card to settle his
bill as did I, “now that you are a little more full and a little less depressed, what
do you think about going to find a cache?”

“A cache? At this time?” I reflexively looked at my watch: it was fast ap-
proaching eight o’clock. It wasn’t the best time to go geocaching since whatever
light there was would be gone already, but it wasn’t that late that some of the
more “simple” caches are not attemptible.

“Okay, I think we can do that,” I said after some deliberation. “I don’t have
any of the solved puzzles or anything like that though, so what do you have in
mind?”

“I’ve thought about that, obviously,” Jimmy said with a glint in his eye. “There’s
a small cache that is within three hundred metres of here that we can go grab.
You want to do that one?”

“That should be alright,” I said. “It’s probably a good idea to go for a walk
after having such a nice meal.”

“Then it’s settled,” Jimmy said as he picked up the credit card that the waiter
had left on the table after processing payment. I picked up my card from my
side of the table and we both left the restaurant from the front door.

Jimmy whipped out his smart phone and activated the GPS receiver on it.
“Smart phone GPSr?” I asked. “Isn’t that highly inaccurate? I mean, I tried

to geocache with my own smart phone’s GPS receiver, but I could never get
accuracies any less than ten metres or something.”
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“Oh don’t worry about it,” Jimmy replied as he waited for the GPS receiver in
his phone to lock on to the satellite signals. “I have actually done a quick recce
of the GZ for this geocache on Google maps before I came to pick you up, and
actually have a good idea of where it is having read the logs as well as the hints.
So that ten-metre radius thing is good enough to get us to the general vicinity.
It should be quite obvious once we get there.”

“Oh, alright then. Which way should we go?”
“Wait a little more,” Jimmy said as he stared intently at this smart phone.

A few short seconds passed. “There, we have satellite lock. Let’s see which
direction we should be heading. . . ”

I inched closer to have a look at the phone that Jimmy was using. In many
ways it looked like a normal smart phone that everyone seemed to be using. But
the application that was running the GPS receiving looked a little more advanced
than the one I had installed on my phone. The big arrow on the screen was
pointing in a direction that suggested we cross the river to the other side.

“Looks like it is on the other side of the river.”
“Yes, that makes sense—some of the logs said so also. Let’s go across the

river then! I think we can make use of some of the larger bridges designed for
vehicles as a way of crossing the river; that shouldn’t be a problem.”

Holding his phone in his hands like as though it were one of his GPS receivers,
Jimmy started to walk towards the nearest bridge.

“Hey Jimmy,” I said.
“Yes?”
“What app are you using for the GPS receiver thing for geocaching?”
“Oh this one?”
“Yep.”
“I took the open source one and modified it to get better calculations, that’s

all. The open source version of this application didn’t use the other GPS satellite
channels that this particular device is capable of handling since this is the only
device that can handle fifteen or so signals simultaneously. So all I did was
to download that part of the code, and replaced it to make use of the entire
hardware capability, recompiled it and loaded it into my phone.”

“So you mean to say that it is a customised build?”
“Yep,” Jimmy said as we walked across the bridge to the other side of the

river. I was impressed at Jimmy’s know-how, making a mental note to myself to
figure out if I could improve the calculations of my smart phone with a similar
technique.

“We are around two hundred and fifty metres away. I think we just need to
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follow the river itself in that general direction, and we’ll be good.”
“Sure,” I said, starting to feel the withdrawal of the endorphin rush from the

really good food earlier. It wasn’t that I was getting depressed or anything, but
the joy of eating the food was fast getting replaced in part by the food coma
and partly due to the fact that the day had been long and I was just feeling the
cumulative effects of everything striking me at the same time.

We covered that remaining two hundred odd metres fairly reasonably, and
the next thing we knew, we were near yet another bridge. This bridge was a lit-
tle different from the one that we had crossed—it was specifically a foot bridge
designed for pedestrains to use to cross the river at points along themain restau-
rant and bar belt.

“Okay, the accuracy of this thing is useless now,” Jimmy declared as we
neared the bottom of the bridge. “It’s currently stuck at the ten metre radius.
Anyway, according to the hints and the logs of the previous finders, the cache is
velcroed to the surface and should be under the foot bridge itself. So let’s get
cracking.”

I walked towarsd the foot bridge and started to look around for the small
sized cache, bearing in mind the two major clues that Jimmy had said. There
really weren’t many surfaces that one could reasonably use velcro to hide a small
cache, and sure enough I found it just stuck to the bottom of a plank that made
the surface of the foot bridge, hidden above a largish pipe that was below it.
It took a little effort to release the container from the strong velcro that it was
sticked on with, but I managed to do it in the end.

“Found it!” I said not that loudly, mindful of the possibility of muggles listen-
ing in to what we were saying.

“You found it?” Jimmy said as he walked towards me from the other side that
he was searching. “That’s just great!”

I nodded, feeling the elation that came each time I successfully found a cache
or two. That wave of positive emotion drove away any of the remnant fear and
discomfort that I was feeling regarding the day and what I potentially had to
deal with the next day. We opened up the small plastic container carefully and
checked out its contents.

There was yet another one of those 555 notebooks that I assumed to be the
log—Jimmy picked it up and opened it, confirming my guess. And, in it, there was
this weird coin-like object inside, with a string of five seemingly random looking
alphanumeric symbols written on it. The coin-like object was depicting some
sailors on board a ship using a sextant to determine their location. I picked up
that object with my free hand and looked at it puzzledly.
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“Wondering what that is?” Jimmy asked after he had scribbled both of our
geocaching handles into the log book.

“Yeah. It looks quite expensive or something. Is this part of the swag for
exchange?” Swag was the term that they used to describe the little knick-knacks
that were present in the cache for the exchange concept.

Jimmy picked up the coin-like object and examined it. He then nodded know-
ingly, which just kept me as confused as before.

“What?”
“Oh you are mostly right about this,” Jimmy said as he held the coin closer to

me so that I could look at it clearer under the street light above us. “This is what
we call a geocoin. Geocoins are often collectibles of travel bugs that circulate
about in the geocaching sphere. Unlike normal swag, we can actually track this
geocoin on the website itself. But the principle of exchanging something of equal
or greater value still applies loosely, since these geocoins are probably the more
expensive things that one can find within a ‘live’ cache.”

“Tracking? We can track this geocoin on the geocaching.com web site?”
“Pretty much. See this weird string of alphanumeric symbols?” Jimmy said

as he practically pointed at that engraved string of symbols. “That is a tracking
key that can only be obtained from the physical object in which the object itself
is released ‘into the wild’. So to mark this object as being ‘found’ by you, you will
need to be able to type in that tracking key into the web site as proof that you
have physical access to the object.”

“Ah I see.”
“Here, hold on to this while I pull up the note taking app on my phone to

write down the tracking code,” Jimmy said as he passed the geocoin over to
me. Knowing that this was the first geocoin that I found made me take a closer
look at the object that I had in hand. The coin felt a little heavy, as though it
were made of some metal that was denser than aluminium, probably a type of
bronze or something. In the lower corner of the picture depicting the sailors
and the sextant was a small inscription that I did not see earlier: it was a set of
coordinates.

“Hey Jimmy,” I said as he finally found the app that he was looking for. “Have
a look at this.”

“Hm?” Jimmy said as he glanced over at me. “What is it DZ?”
“Look over at the right corner of this picture. . . do you see a set of coordinates

of some sort?”
“Coordinates? I don’t see any. . . no wait. I see it. There are some coordinates

on this thing. Hmm, they seem to be local.”
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“Local?” I said as I looked at it closer. True enough, the coordinates began
with “N 01 21.xxx” and ended with “E 103 34.xxx” on it. The rough coordinates
for Singapore itself.

“That’s interesting. . . is it something that is common on geocoins?”
“I don’t think so,” Jimmy said. “Let me pull up the trackables page and see

what the mission of this geocoin is.”
“Mission?”
“Yeah, all these trackable stuff can have ‘missions’ defined for them. For ex-

ample, one geocoin could want to see the world for a number of years before
returning to a particular spot, or maybe the geocoin wants to visit a particular
location within a certain time frame. Or in the case of ‘racers’, where the track-
able item wants to reach a location before some other trackable items that are
in the race. This one seems to be a bit special. . . ” Jimmy said. “Hmm.”

“What is it?” I asked.
“This seems to be a new custom-made geocoin. It supposedly contains the

starting coordinates of a challenge cache.”
I was a little confused. There seemed to be too many new things to be think-

ing about on an evening like this, particularly since I just had that awful day.
Jimmy seemed to have sensed my confusion because he then followed up

with an explanation of sorts.
“So a challenge cache is a special type of mystery cache or multi cache where

you are supposed to do quite a few different things in order to satisfy the cache
requirements. Often challenge caches can require one to travel across great
distances to find various parts of a big puzzle to obtain the final location, after
which you solve the puzzle and get to the final location where the log is. But this
one seems to be a new type of challenge cache, as the only way to find it is to
first find the geocoin with the starting coordinates, and then solve the puzzles
that come about, before reaching the final cache location, where the details of
the cache are revealed in the log.”

Seeing that I was still trying to absorb what he was saying, Jimmy paused for
a bit before continuing.

“These cache types are supposedly disallowed for a while now because they
can potentially span too big an area, which means that the find itself may be
made completely impossible due to the need to travel too far out, like going
to another country or beyond. This one seems to be rather new though, so I’m
wondering why this came about.” Jimmy shrugged. “Anyway, I’ll take this geocoin
with me and I will send you an email with the coordinates and the tracking code
so that you can ‘discover’ the trackable. Sound good?”



90 CHAPTER 5. FATIGUE

“Sure,” I said as I handed the geocoin over to Jimmy. “Signed the log?”
“Yeah, done. Let’s replace it.”
I took the small container from Jimmy and double checked the cover to make

sure that it was securely put on before slipping the cache container above the
largish pipe and pushing the velcro end of it into the velcro underneath the foot
bridge as hard as I could to ensure a good grip of the container; I didn’t want
to the be guy who lost a cache due to bad replacement after the find. Finding
it secure, I nodded towards Jimmy and the two of us made a retreat from the
location and headed back to Jimmy’s car.

The journey to the car park was fairly uneventful, as I was getting quite drained
from the whole series of events that had just happened today. Jimmy seemed
to know this because this time he didn’t really try to make any conversation
whatsoever. Soon, we reached the car park and were in the car, ready to leave
the river side and head for home for the night.

“So,” Jimmy said as he put on his seat belt, “feeling better now?”
“Just a little. Honestly, I’m really afraid of what might happen tomorrow when

I get back to the office.”
“Think about it this way,” Jimmy said as he turned on the ignition. “If they

really wanted to fire you, would they have to wait till the next day in order to put
that plan into action? Didn’t you remember how Dan was released from work?
Wasn’t that a really fast thing?”

“Now that you’ve mentioned it, yeah. I suppose they could just fire me on the
spot if they wanted to.”

“Precisely.”
“But that doesn’t make me feel any less scared.”
Jimmy chuckled. “Don’t worry too much about it now—you’ll know for sure

what is going to happen come tomorrow. Meanwhile, let me send you home.”

The morning came a little too soon, in my opinion, and I woke up with a
foreboding sense of dread. I didn’t really feel like getting to work, fearing the
worst, but the curiousity of what was going to happen was starting to exert its toil
upon my rather weary self. Sleep was fitful as I was having random nightmares
throughout the night about being fired and then having to deal with the bank
repossessing my apartment when I couldn’t pay back my housing loan and how
I ended up roaming the streets because I couldn’t bear to face my parents and
ask them to take me in again after telling myself that I could survive in the world
on my own. Horrible fitful sleep.
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I brushed my teeth groggily as I stared at myself in the mirror. The time was
six in the morning, and my eyes looked a little bloodshot. I just looked terrible,
but I suppose a cup of coffee would fix that in a bit. After rinsing my mouth
and washing my face, I started to feel a little better and managed to overcome
that discomforting feeling about going back to work, got changed and left the
apartment with my briefcase in tow.

The trip to my office was, as always, a tight squeeze. The train that I boarded
at that time was always packed, and I had originally tried to leave earlier from
home to avoid that mad scramble for the public transport, but after doing that
for a whole week, I realised that I just couldn’t sustain the effort needed to con-
sistently wake up that early. So I just braved the crowds that I could as best as
I could. At least there would be a nice cup of coffee from the pantry to energise
me when I got to the office.

At that moment, the thought of the previous day’s events came to my mind.
That evil looking sneer of the development teammanager, that dangerous sound-
ing voice, the threatening words, they all started to come back to me. I shook
my head to drive those thoughts away—they had already haunted me for a whole
day and night, enough was enough. I distracted myself by looking at the passing
scenery outside of the train windows before it went underground.

Before I realised it, I had already reached the office. I blinked hard; I must
have spaced out some time in between and completed the journey to the office
in a completely autonomous way, just like how I would normally do every day any
way. I was standing in the pantry, and had already filled up my mug with coffee.
I took a good long sip out of it. The coffee was a bit too hot, but that scalding
effect was enough to wake me up completely; the caffeine itself would come in
later.

I snuck out of the pantry, remembering where I was and remembering the
fiasco that happened the previous day. I did not really see the development
team manager after that meeting earlier in the day before, but I was pretty sure
that I didn’t want to see him again now. I walked as quietly as I could to avoid
drawing any form of attention towards myself. It seemed to work because I didn’t
hear my name being yelled at yet. A bit too soon I found myself along the axis of
danger—I was within earshot of the development team manager’s office. Alert
from the perceived level of danger, I walked gingerly past the office as quietly
as I could to sneak into the aisle without detection. As I passed by the office,
I couldn’t help but notice that the lights were off, and the door was shut tight.
It was clear then that the level of precaution that I was taking was completely
unnecessary, since the development team manager himself wasn’t even in yet.
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I hurriedly (but quietly!) walked back to my cubicle and sat in the relative safety
of my chair, heaving a soft sigh of relief. Looks like I was going to have a fairly
quiet morning for now.

For the next two to three hours, I worked on the new project, anticipating the
moment that my name would be yelled at and I would have to jump at the yelling
and then run towards the manager’s office to see just what I had done wrong.
But with each passing minute of anticipation, I found that it was getting harder
and harder to believe that I was going to be summoned again for some yelling
session in which I was the subject. Then I decided to grab yet another mug of
coffee as my original cache was almost depleted. I slowly stuck my head frommy
cubicle to take a look across the aisle towards the development team manager’s
office.

The lights were still off. The door was still closed. But wait, something had
happened—the tag on the door that said the development teammanager’s name
was gone. I came to a sudden realisation; the team manager was no more. I
didn’t know what happened, all I knew was that tyrannical person was no longer
located in that office. I was surprised at that realisation, but more importantly,
was surprised that it happened at all. I didn’t know what had happened, but
wasn’t about to start probing the rumour mill to find out just what happened.
Besides, such gossip would go around the office eventually without me having
to lift a finger to find out just what had happened.

Jimmy was right of course, I probably didn’t have to spend the entirety of the
previous day and night worrying about the whole thing at all. Everything seemed
to have turned out alright. Actually, come to think of it, all I know is that the
team manager didn’t exist in his office, I wasn’t even sure if he was still with the
company, or more importantly, if I was going to be fired. I shrugged and went
back to work.

Lunch came and went, and as usual in the post-Dan days, I went alone to the
cafeteria to eat and come back alone also. I was working on characterising the
specifications for the new project when someone tapped me on the shoulder.

“Woah!” I said with a jolt, turning my chair around. “Mandy? What’s up?”
“Oh hey Duo-zhuo,” Mandy said a little sheepishly. “Sorry for startling you.

HR wants to speak with you, it’s important.”
“Am I in some form of trouble?” I asked, feeling a knot in my stomach that I

was pretty sure wasn’t due to the lunch food of Indian curry that I had eaten.
“Well no. HR just wants to speak with you regarding some things that hap-
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pened in your department recently. Will you come along with me?”
“Uh, sure Mandy. Give me a second or two to lock upmy computer,” I said as I

turned my chair around towards my computer to issue the screen lock command.
Even though Mandy reassured me that I was not having any sort of trouble, it was
still hard to shake off that foreboding feeling. Anyway, I locked my screen from
the keyboard and got out of my chair, straightened my shirt a little and followed
Mandy to the Human Resources department.

“So, did you manage to hook up with Jimmy for that hiking trip?” Mandy
asked as we waited at the lobby for the elevator to arrive.

“Oh yeah. I managed to contact him and go on that hiking trip thing.” Small
talk. Probably it was true that I really wasn’t in any sort of trouble.

“Was it fun?”
“Quite fun, actually. Maybe you should have come along with Sue. I think we

might be doing another hiking trip soon.”
“Hahaha,” Mandy laughed, most definitely a good sign that I wasn’t in any

sort of trouble. The knot in my stomach relaxed itself significantly. “Maybe. We’ll
see how it goes?” I nodded.

There was an awkward silence as the two of us stood there, waiting for the
elevator to arrive. It wasn’t that we didn’t have much to talk about, but just
the whole circumstance of it all. If only we could meet up again under slightly
different circumstances. . . I shook my head to clear it. Mandy didn’t seem to see
me do that and just stared at the floor count of the elevator, waiting for it to reach
fifteen.

Soon enough the soft ding of the elevator sounded and one of the elevator
doors opened. We went in, and Mandy pressed the button for twenty-two, the
floor where the Human Resources department and all the other corporate de-
partments were located. The elevator door closed and in a few short moments,
we arrived at the twenty-second floor where all the various corporate offices were
located.

“This way please,” Mandy said, all professional and business-like. I followed
her towards a suite of conference rooms, and she directed me into one of them.
I thanked her and entered the room.

It was the third time that I was in one of the conference rooms, the first time
was for the job interview that I took with them, and the second was when I was
signing the job contract. Each time I entered the conference rooms, I always
felt a disorienting feeling. The rooms were mostly bare, with the really harsh
fluorescent lights blasting away mercilessly upon the simple wooden conference
tables and the hard plastic roller-chairs. The whole place just felt too. . . sanitised
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for my taste.
This time though I saw three rather important looking people sitting on one

side of the conference table, with a single empty seat on the other side. One
of the three important people motioned me to take the seat, which I did, with
a rather uncomfortable feeling in my stomach. Like I said, the whole place felt
too. . . oppressive and sanitised.

“You are Duo-zhuo?” One of the important looking person said.
“Yes, sir.”
“I am Kim-chuan, director of HR and these two are my assistant directors.”
I nodded in acknowledgement.
“I must first say that we called you up here to speak with us not because

you have done something wrong but to discuss with you some of the complaints
that we have received about your development team manager. It has come to
our attention that there were serious allegations about verbal abuse and lack
of professionalism by the said manager, and that you were often the victim in
the cases of abuse. We just want to hear your side of the story to learn a more
holistic picture of what happened.”

“We have received notice that there was a recent event yesterday which in-
volved you getting accused of being involved in a still under investigation case
of criminal injustice, and that the circumstances in which the investigation was
done on you was unfair, unjust and completely unprofessional. Is this true?” One
of the assistant directors asked me.

I weighed the words that I wanted to say. On the one hand, I didn’t really
like that boss of mine much, but on the other hand, I didn’t want to sound too
vindinctive to the point that my words are not given any weight whatsoever.

“Yes, I was yelled at by the manager and accused harshly with threats of
potential violence.”

“Do you recall the exact circumstance of the confrontation?”
I paused. “Not really sir, I’m still. . . a little shaken from the whole affair. I’m

sorry sir, but I’m curious about this proceeding. I didn’t make any complaint
about this matter, so why is this being investigated at this point?”

“We are not really at a liberty to say much except that we have received a lot
of complaints of abuse about this manager for quite a while, but there just wasn’t
enough to take any official action because he had kept within the legal limits of
what he can and cannot do. Yesterday’s actions were in direct contravention of
the policies of this organisation, and thus we finally have reasonable grounds to
take direct action. We apologise that you have to put up with such abuses.”

“So. . . I’m not going to get fired?” I asked in a tentative way.
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“Fired? Why should we fire you?” The director asked.
“I was told about an investigation into my possible involvement. . . ”
“There is no such investigation on you,” one of the assistant directors replied.

“That is the reason why we had to suspend the manager—he had misused his
authority to release such threats.”

I felt a sudden release in the tension that had been building up within me.
“Sirs, you have no idea how much what you’ve just said means to me.”
“Belief me, Duo-zhuo, we know,” the director said. “We know. Now, if you will

help us with our investigation. . . ”
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Chapter 6

A Geocoin Adventure

“Damnit DZ! Can you hurry the hell up?” Jimmy yelled at Duo-zhuo who was
trying his best to catch up with his friend.

“I’m trying my best already! This path is not exactly the most comfortable to
walk on you know. It’s a damn swamp.” Duo-zhuo said as he skidded his way
through.

So it was a good week or two ago when the pair first found that special geo-
coin with the coordinates engraved upon it. Jimmy had taken the geocoin from
the cache that they had rescued it from and had used Google Maps to find out
where the coordinate was, and discovered that it was located in the eastern cor-
ner of Singapore, somewhere in the Pasir Ris region, very near or in the middle
of the swamp. From the blurry aerial photos, it seemed that the location pointed
to by the coordinates was going to be a short distance from the edge of the man-
grove swamp, and somehow the two of them had decided to make a trip there to
find the first cache that was specified in the challenge. Jimmy had warned Duo-
zhuo that it was likely going to involve some really serious swamp walking and
the both of them wore their toughest and crummiest clothes for the trip, fearing
the worst. As it turned out, their fears were warranted after all.

“Stupid swamp. . . why in the hell are we walking through this thing anyway?”
“Well, the GPSr is pointing this direction. Come on man, it’s only another

twenty more metres.” Jimmy semi-shouted in front of Duo-zhuo.
“Yes I know it is ‘only another twenty more metres’,” Duo-zhuo said with an

air of sarcasm. “But it’s still a goddamn swamp. I’m not as fit as you you know.”
Jimmy stood in the muddy ground, knee deep, and waited impatiently for

his friend to catch up. It was nine in the morning, and knowing that they were
going to be tackling a challenge cache, they had decided to meet up that early
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to tackle the first leg of the cache and then try to figure out if they could find the
other parts of the challenge cache the best that they could for the rest of the day.
But it was still nine in the morning and that they were knee deep in the muddy
mangrove swamp. It was not the best feeling in the world to be in that early in
the morning, and tempers were a little short.

With a few short strides, Duo-zhuo finally reached where Jimmy was. Neither
of them looked really happy to be in that situation at that point in time.

“So, where’s the cache?”
“I have no idea,” Jimmy said. “Hell, I’m not even sure if we are looking for a

normal cache, a micro cache with written coordinates, another coin, a landmark
or anything. The page for the trackable had no other useful information on it at
all except that it was a challenge cache.”

“That is pretty annoying,” Duo-zhuo said. “Not knowing just what we are look-
ing for? That’s pretty nasty.”

“Eh, it could’ve been worse,” Jimmy said. “Anyway, since this is a challenge
cache, I would think that it is going to be some kind of micro cache, simply
because that makes the most sense for hiding it in the middle of the damn
swamp like this.”

“So, film canister?”
“Yeah, probably no bigger than a film canister. It should be big enough to

store the puzzle elements yet not so big that it makes hiding it such a pain.”
Jimmy sighed. “I swear that if I manage to find out who the person behind the
nickname of the owner of this geocoin. . . ”

Duo-zhuo looked about him. The mangrove swamp was full of weird looking
mangrove plants, with all their roots sticking from beneath the mud like sticks.
Sticks out of the ground. . . Suddenly, Duo-zhuo had a brain wave.

“Jimmy, how far are we from GZ?”
“We’re about two to three metres away with an accuracy of around five. Why?”
“Two to three metres. . . ah, there’s that weird looking root that is sticking out

of the mud.”
Duo-zhuo was right. In roughly the radius that the GPS receiver was saying

was a strange looking root that stuck itself out of the ground. It didn’t look like
any of the other roots, all straight and proper. Instead, it had a weird crook near
the top of it, with the shape of a sextant, just like one of the things that the picture
on the geocoin had.

“That weird looking root looks like a sextant, doesn’t it?” Duo-zhuo said to
Jimmy as he waded his way towards the root. It took a little effort but soon
enough, he was there and he started to poke around the weird looking root to
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look for a micro cache container of some sort.
Jimmy followed to where Duo-zhuo was and started to feel up the “sextant”

itself, followign Duo-zhuo’s reasoning. Suddenly the “sextant” shifted itself and
came away from the root that was holding it up.

“Woah, camouflaged cache!” Jimmy said as he examined the “sextant” that
he was holding in his hand. Duo-zhuo stopped his search and gaped at the object
in Jimmy’s hand. It was a cleverly disguised container, with the exterior painted
to look just like the muddy brown that was the colour of the mangrove roots. It
was clear that whoever did the camouflage for the cache spent quite a bit of
effort and time on it to do the best job that they could.

After probing it for a while, Jimmy found a film canister lodged within the
camouflage itself. He carefully removed the canister from within and opened
it up after handing Duo-zhuo the camouflage component to hold. He peered
into the container and saw a small sheet of paper within it, which he fished out
carefully.

Duo-zhuo stared at the small piece of paper that Jimmy had retrieved it.
“Puzzle or coordinate?”
“Both actually,” Jimmy said. “Here, hold this while I take a picture of this

damn thing so that we can examine it outside of all this muck.” Duo-zhuo emp-
tied one of his hands so that he could hold on to the canister and piece of paper
as Jimmy pulled out his smart phone from his pocket to take a picture of the ob-
ject. A few tense seconds passed as both of them tried their hardest to maintain
balance in the increasingly unconfortable mud and to avoid dropping anything
into it as Jimmy took a picture of the piece of paper. Soon, it was done and
the pair quickly stuffed the paper back into the canister, the canister into the
camouflage, and the camouflage back on to the root before wading back to the
wooden board walk that spanned one part of the swamp.

“You do realise that what we just did was highly illegal right,” Duo-zhuo said.
“I doubt we’re allowed to actually get off that board walk and walk into the man-
grove swamp itself, something about conservation.”

“Meh,” Jimmy said as he hoisted himself onto the board walk. “That’s unim-
portant when we consider the greater goal of it all.” He gave a hand to Duo-zhuo
who was finding it hard to lift himself onto the board walk with all the mud holding
his feet down. The two of them sat on the edge of the board walk, their mud-
crusted feet dangling below them as Jimmy pulled out his smart phone with the
picture of the piece of paper.

“So, what does it say?” Duo-zhuo asked as he turned his head to peer into
the screen under the glaring sun.
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“Well, there’s another pair of coordinates and some coordinate fragment.
From the looks of things, there’s probably at least another three more such mi-
cro caches that we need to go find to assemble the final coordinates for the final
cache.”

“Three more of these?!”
“I suppose so. Look, this fragment only has odd placed digits/letters for the

longitude. So I’m going to assume that there are at least another three more to
handle the other three cases. Anyway, let’s get the hell out of this place, wash up
a little and then see where this next set of coordinates are going to take us to.”

Duo-zhuo nodded in agreement. He was glad that he took up Jimmy’s advice
to wear clothes that he was willing to get rid of eventually; somehow the thought
of washing off all that mud from his current pants was as appetising as eating a
pile of rotten vegetables.

The two of them made their way along the board walk towards the general
wash area that was present at the beach next to the mangrove swamp and
washed up as well as they could using the foot wash taps that were there. The
drainage of the foot wash area was momentarily covered with a brown effluent
of water and mud as the pair’s lower limbs were washed as best as they could.

“Meh, that should do I think, DZ,” Jimmy said. “It shouldn’t dirty the car that
badly. Still, I vote we use some of the newspapers that I brought to line the seat
so that I won’t have that hard of a time cleaning up the upholstery at the end of
it all.”

“Yeah, let’s do that. Anyway, any idea where the coordinates lead us to?”
“Well, let me enter that into the map application on my smart phone,” Jimmy

said. After a few moments of prodding this smart phone’s touch screen, Jimmy
swore. Loudly. In multiple languages.

“What? Where is it?” Duo-zhuo asked, his curiosity piqued at the sudden
outburst.

“It’s at Tuas.”
Duo-zhuo swore as well, not quite as colourful as that of Jimmy, but loud

enough that he was sure someone would call the police on him or something.
Tuas was located on the West side of the island, literally the other side of where
they were at that instant. It was going to be a rough ride to get out there, since
the most direct route for them to get to the other side of the island meant a literal
forty-five minute drive, even on the expressway.

“So are we going to do that second part or not?” Duo-zhuo asked.
“Of course! It’s only nine-ish in the morning. . . we can definitely do the second

part,” Jimmy said as he made his way to the car. “Come on DZ, let’s go.”
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Duo-zhuo nodded once more and followed his friend back to the hatch back
and got in. Soon, the two of themwere on the road towards the east-west highway
that would get them to Tuas.

“Hey Jimmy,” Duo-zhuo said, finally breaking the monotony of the passing
row of trees along the expressway.

“Yeah?”
“You said ‘at least three more caches’. Care to explain why?”
“Oh that one is easy,” Jimmy said as he kept his attention focused on the

road. “It is completely possible that the coordinates that we get from the four
fragments will tell us a starting point, from which we might need more informa-
tion on how to get to GZ using some dead reckoning techniques, like directions
of some sort from that fixed point.”

“No way. . . no one is that evil. . . right?”
“Hey, you just saw where this first cache was located. Do you think that this

cache owner is not evil at all?”
“Maybe it’s only for this first part of the challenge cache. . . ”
“Also notice that we could only get the first coordinate through finding that

geocoin in the middle of some place that is quite far from here. Still think that
the cache owner is not malevolent at all?”

“Well. . . ” Duo-zhuo said, trying to find some other excuse, but found it ex-
ceedingly hard to do so. Conceding defeat and faced with the realisation that
the cache owner for this particular challenge cache could be a rather sadistic
person, Duo-zhuo sunk lower into his seat, rustling the newspapers as he slid a
little lower.

“Take a rest DZ. You look like you really need one. I will wake you up once
we are near Tuas itself,” Jimmy said while keeping his eyes on the road and the
mirrors.

“Okay then, you’ll do fine?”
“Should be okay. I had my coffee earlier and so should be sprightly enough

to keep an eye out on things. Go take a rest now so that we can rely on your
eagle eyes to find the next micro once we head to this second GZ.”

“Okay.” And with that, Duo-zhuo slowly drifted into a nap.

“Wake up DZ, we’re here. We’re finally at Tuas.”
Duo-zhuo mumbled something that was quite incoherent, something about

leaving him alone and not being a fascist pig and letting him sleep in.
“Damnit DZ, I’m not your mother. Get your ass up,” Jimmy said in a most
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impatient sounding voice.
Duo-zhuo sat up straight suddenly, as though he were shocked with an elec-

trical bolt of realisation of where he was. Well, not really, since he still looked
a little groggy, though with quite a bit of adrenalien rushing through his blood
stream.

“We’re in Tuas already?”
“Yes, pretty much. Look aroundman, we’re in this industrial area and honestly,

it doesn’t look good at all.”
Duo-zhuo rubbed the sleepiness of his eyes and took a good look around.

Sure enough, Jimmy was quite right in his summary of the situation—they were
indeed in the middle of an industrial complex of sorts, all sprawled out in their
flatted factories and what not. On a normal day Duo-zhuo was pretty certain that
there would be a hustle and bustle of activity as the heavy industry workers would
be doing their thing, but since it was the weekend coupled with the fact that most
places instituted a five-day work week, it was relatively peaceful. Just the perfect
type of environment for the finding of yet another cache.

Jimmy had already exited the vehicle and Duo-zhuo did the same, closing the
door shut behind him. Jimmy had already locked up the doors to his hatch back
and was fiddling with his GPS receiver trying to get a good bearing of where to go.
To the unacquainted eye, Jimmy looked very suspicious indeed, standing there
with a strange looking device, and looking around as though he were planning
some form of mischief.

“So, where’s the GZ?”
“I’m still trying to figure out. . . damn arrow keeps jumping everywhere.”
“That doesn’t make sense, there’s no canopy cover and the clouds are quite

clear today.”
“Yes, but see all these factories?”
“Yeah?”
“They reflect the signal like crazy, which means that all the timing for the

GPS satellite signals are quite kaput. I just hope that we can get a good enough
lock to do dead reckoning, otherwise we might need to resort to a more tedious
method.”

“That method is. . . ”
“We walk outside till we get a good lock of the bearing and the distance, go

to another point to do the same, and then intersect the two lines.”
Duo-zhuo made a face.
“No way.”
“Way. Ah,” Jimmy said, his voice a little happier. “It seems like we are getting
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a good lock on the bearing now. Follow me!”
Jimmy walked in a westerly direction, keeping in a straight line as best as he

could as Duo-zhuo followed behind. Lining their sides were the roller-shuttered
entrances to the flatted factories. The industrial character of the location com-
pounded with the unnatural silence of the entire industrial block made the envi-
ronment particularly creepy, and Duo-zhuo could feel his goose pimples coming
on, even though it was broad daylight. He shivered a little in reflex.

Jimmy continued to walk along the tarmac road that was between the two
rows of factories, seemingly oblivious to his surroundings, always following as
faithfully as he could to the direction that his GPS receiver was pointing. Duo-
zhuo realised that the more west they walked, the more rough the location was,
with more strewn bits and pieces of heavy machinery parts, random tyres, and
pieces of scrap. While not exactly paranoid, Duo-zhuo suddenly felt a need to
stay as alert as he could. The environmental situation that they were in was fast
turning into one where caution was more than a mere suggestion.

“Jimmy, how far more to GZ?”
“About another one hundred metres. Why?”
“Don’t you realise that we are walking further and further away from the in-

dustrial complex and towards the almost feral side of the area?”
For a moment Jimmy looked up from his GPS receiver and looked around.

True enough it was starting to be clear that they were slowly leaving behind the
built up factory areas and walking towards what was effectively a more desolate
and under-developed part of the Tuas region, where traces of a jungle-like ex-
istence were still around. Understanding what Duo-zhuo was trying to drive at,
Jimmy nodded his head and continued to walk in the same westerly direction,
this time eyeing exactly where he was walking to as well.

The tarmac road that they were on gradually turned into a rather cracked up
version, and slowly even that turned into just a gravel trail of some sort. The
trail itself was still as wide as that of a normal vehicle, but the overgrowth of
the various grass along its sides suggest that it was not a path that was well
travelled, at least in recent times. The two intrepid geocachers walked doggedly
on as careful as they could to avoid getting into any sort of weird position. The
distance to the coordinates was fast dropping.

At the twenty metre mark, Jimmy suddenly stopped, with Duo-zhuo nearly
crashing into him.

“Why’d you stop?”
“Take a look,” Jimmy said as he pointed directly in front of him. “For your

information, we are twenty metres away from the GZ at this point.”
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Duo-zhuo looked up and in the direction that Jimmy was pointing. And he
jumped back in shock.

In the direction that Jimmy was pointing, a good twenty metres away, was a
small tree, the kind of tree that was obviously useful for hiding a small or even
micro cache in. That in itself wasn’t a problem; there was nothing particularly
special about that particular tree that made Duo-zhuo jump back in shock. It
was more of where the tree was located—in the middle of a moat. Or at least, it
seemed like a moat, with all the water about reflecting the late morning sun. The
water itself looked quite tepid, all dark and still, with the occasional ripple from
some movement upon its surface. And there were twenty metres of that horrible
looking water separating them from the tree where the cache was most likely to
be located.

“Bloody hell,” Jimmy said. “Now I’m damn sure that the cache owner is a
sadistic bastard.”

“Do you think there’s a way across that doesn’t involve us stomping through
that?” Duo-zhuo asked as he pointed to the water that was before them.

“I’m thinking. Maybe there’s a way to flank this thing,” Jimmy said as he
scouted ahead, leaving Duo-zhuo behind to stand along the edge and wondering
how they were going to make it to this second of potentially four caches before
the big finale cache.

A few short moments later, Jimmy came back from his scouting.
“Any luck?”
“Damn no. This ‘moat’ covers all around, there’s no way to outflank it. Looks

like we might have to just walk through it, which is really annoying. I mean, that
mangrove swamp was bad, but this? I don’t even know what depth it is.”

Duo-zhuo knelt down along the water’s edge and stared at the reflective sur-
face of the water. Picking up a nearby stick, he started proding at the water
surface. The ripples from his disturbance spread out in their concentric circles
and overlapped in pretty ways when a few of them superpositioned with each
other.

Suddenly Duo-zhuo felt something rather hard under the stick. A little puz-
zled, he probed that hard object with the stick more. He stood up and carefully
prodded the hard object, trying to determine the edges. When he finally figured
out the object’s edge and relative depth, he gave a short cry.

“DZ! What is it?” Jimmy said, startled.
“I think there’s a rock or something about ten centimetres below the surface.”
“A rock? I’m not getting you.”
“Here, try probing at it with this stick,” Duo-zhuo said as he handed the stick



105

to Jimmy. Stick in hand, Jimmy started poking at where Duo-zhuo was doing so
a while earlier.

“Huh, you’re right, it is some sort of rock, not super deep, but deep enough
that the reflective surface of the water was enough to cover it. This is quite odd.
I wonder if it can hold my weight,” Jimmy said as he took a step onto the hard
surface that he probed as gingerly as he could, holding Duo-zhuo tightly just
in case whatever he tried to rest his weight on couldn’t take it. With one foot
securely placed on the hard surface beneath the water, Jimmy carefully shifted
his weight over on to it. Satisfied that it wasn’t going to sink or slip off beneath
him, Jimmy brought his other foot over to stand on the surface.

Duo-zhuo stared in awe.
“Do you think that there are more such rocks that lead to GZ?” Duo-zhuo

asked.
“Possibly,” Jimmy said as he grabbed the stick from Duo-zhuo and started

probing in front of him once more, this time away from the bank.
“Woah,” Jimmy said. “This water gets really deep really quickly! I’m so glad

that we didn’t decide to ford it directly, otherwise we might be in trouble.”
“Found any more rocks though?”
“I think I found another one. Do you want to come along also?” Jimmy said

as he probed the boundaries of his next ‘stepping stone’.
“I think I’m okay with being on the side of this one,” Duo-zhuo said from the

bank. “I’m not sure if this whole thing can support both our weights. Besides,
I’m not as agile as you and have a high chance of just falling into the water or
something. You go find the cache, and I’ll wait here.”

“You sure?”
“Yes, I’m fine. Be careful!” Duo-zhuo said. Jimmy nodded as he made his way

carefully to the next stepping stone. When he got there, he repeated the same
probing action to find the next stone before carefully walking on to that one, only
to keep repeating the same action. It took him a good twenty minutes just to get
from stone to stone until he got to the central island where the tree was, and by
that time, he had walked a half-circle about the moat already. Reaching the tree
at last, he started to look for the cache in earnest, before spotting it dangling
along one of the lower-hanging branches on a green nylon thread. It was yet
another micro cache, but this one was made to look like a small pill container
of some sort. Jimmy carefully retrieved the cache from its hanging point and
carefully unscrewed the cap before gently removing the previous sheet of paper
that was within. He then pulled out his smart phone from his pocket and took a
picture of the writings on the sheet of paper before putting the paper back into
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the cache and the cache back into its hiding place.
The trip back to the bank of the moat took a little less time than before, but it

was still an arduous one. Walking from stepping stone to stepping stone sounded
really easy, but in reality it was quite difficult considering that the tepid water was
highly reflective, and since the stones were set some ten centimetres below the
water, it was nearly impossible to see them, which meant that walking on them
required quite a good knowledge of how to position one’s foot on a surface that
one could not see. Soon though, Jimmy made his way back to the bank where
Duo-zhuo was waiting.

When he was safe on the shore, Jimmy let out a long list of expletives that
Duo-zhuo was sure he had never heard before. The two of them back tracked
along the route they took until they were once again among the silent structures
that represented modern civilisation.

“You found the cache, right?”
“Isn’t it a bit too late to be asking that?” Jimmy said, still a little annoyed

at the extraordinary effort needed to retrieve that cache. “But to answer you
directly, yes. Let’s get to the car first and then we’ll examine the thing.”

“Okay,” Duo-zhuo said.
They walked in silence along the tarmac road till they got to where Jimmy had

parked his hatch back. Once they were seated in it and enjoying the cool breeze
from the air conditioning, Jimmy pulled out his phone and switched to the photo
gallery to pull up the picture of the piece of paper in the cache that he just took.
Duo-zhuo peered into the screen as Jimmy tried to zoom in more.

“Ah,” Jimmy said. “Even digits of latitude. See what I said? I think we are
looking at at least two more caches.”

“Okay, sounds reasonable. . . ” Duo-zhuo began. “So, where’s cache number
three?”

“No clue. Let me punch it into the map application and find out,” Jimmy said
as he fiddled with his phone for a bit. Another string of expletives came out of
his mouth once more.

“Where is it now?”
“Sembawang.”
“The north side? That’s harsh. . . ”
“Tell me about it. . . ”
“We’re still going for it, right?”
“After these two? I’d definitely want to find this damn thing man.”
Duo-zhuo shrugged and looked at his watch. It was around eleven-thirty in

the morning.
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“I vote lunch along the way.”
“Taken. Now let’s go.”
“Okay.”
The two of them buckled up and Jimmy manoeuvred his car out of the in-

dustrial park and headed onto the expressway that led north-east wards towards
Sembawang.

“So Jimmy, this is not a normal type of challenge cache, right? I mean all
these ridiculous locations separated by ridiculous distances and so on.”

“Yeah, this one is a little abnormal. I’m not sure when this cache was first
released, but as I said before I think that such caches are generally disallowed
on the whole principle of the matter. But enough of that,” Jimmy said as he
filtered his vehicle to the right lane to overtake a particularly slow heavy vehicle
on the expressway. “Where are we eating again?”

Duo-zhuo tilted his head to the side and thought for a moment. It reminded
him of the time that he first went geocaching with Jimmy and two of the latter’s
geocaching friends at MacRitchie Reservoir, but unlike that time, they were ac-
tually a little more beat up than before. At least the last time they went jungle
bashing they did not undergo the agony that was the soaking from the random
swamp mud and facing the very real danger of falling into potentially deep stag-
nant water. In short, they looked like a bigger mess than that time, it was most
definitely the case that they had to eat somewhere even more run down than
some posh-looking hawker centre.

“I was thinking about that old-style kampong food place in Sembawang. Do
you know that place?”

“You mean ‘Ah Gong’s Village’?”
“Yes, that one. I think I should know how to get there. Hmm, that place is

quite run down right, like, super rustic feel?”
“Last I remembered, yes. Should be fine if you consider how we actually look

like now.”
“Oh yeah, heheheh,” Jimmy said as he chuckled. “Stupid swamp.”
Their lunch place secured, a soft silence swept the interior of the car, the

only sound that could be heard was the purring of the engine and the whirring
of the air conditioning. Duo-zhuo sat there in the front seat, mesmerised by the
passing trees that lined the expressway, wondering to himself how Jimmy could
keep himself awake enough to continue driving in spite of the monotony of what
they were seeing on the roads. The next thing he knew, he had slowly fallen into
yet another nap once more.
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“Oi, wake up you bag of lazy bones,” Jimmy said as he prodded Duo-zhuo for
the second time that day. “Basket, short ride out here you can still fall asleep.”

Duo-zhuo yawned and stretched himself. “I’m sorry about this man, the road
was just so dull, and your driving was so smooth that the only thing I could do
was to sleep. . . ”

“Excuses, excuses,” Jimmy said mockingly. “Come on, let’s grab some food
first before heading off to find the cache.”

“Are we near the GZ?” Duo-zhuo asked as he got out of the car and closed
the door behind him.

“I don’t really know,” Jimmy answered as he locked up the hatch back. “I
didn’t want to waste power on my GPS receiver and so I turned it off, navigating
here based solely on how I remembered the location. I think we should just eat
first, and then after that, pull out the GPSr and figure out how to tackle the GZ
for this third cache.”

Duo-zhuo nodded and looked at his watch. Quarter past noon, just the right
time for a nice meal, he thought to himself as he followed Jimmy towards the
central building of the little village.

“Ah Gong’s Village” was a rustic village that hailed from the old days of Singa-
pore, long before any of the modern shopping and food places were set up. Back
then, Ah Gong’s Village was one of the many kampongs or local villages around,
and was fairly self-sufficient, partly because they were located so far north that
they could rely heavily on their fishing business to provide for themselves. But as
time went by and industrialisation and modernisation came and went, the old Ah
Gong’s Village as that well-lived kampong faded away, and the new quaint nos-
talgic Ah Gong’s Village came into being. Remaking itself as a modern village of
rustic charm, Ah Gong’s Village managed to keep its old look while introducing
slightly modern amenities camouflaged in the background to cater to the new
urbanites who dropped by every now and then to re-experience a little bit of life
from the by-gone era. The central building of the little village housed the general
food area, where the old communal dining building was converted into a semi-
modern food centre, while still retaining much of that rustic charm that the old
timers still remembered.

Jimmy and Duo-zhuo sat at a wooden table on some rather old-looking wooden
stools and ordered their food. Food at Ah Gong’s Village preserved much of the
old colonial era charm, and that meant that the local delicacy of nasi lemak was
in pretty high demand. They each ordered a packet of the food and wolfed them
down as quickly as they could; all that physical exertion earlier in the morning
was starting to catch up with them rather quickly. In a few rather short moments,
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they had polished off all the food and were feeling quite satiated.
“Man, I forget how filling these nasi lemak are,” Duo-zhuo exclaimed.
“Tell me about it. . . anyway, on to a little more serious business,” Jimmy said

as he whipped out his GPS receiver and turned it on.
Duo-zhuo looked at Jimmy puzzledly. “You do realise that the roof of this

place is zinc right? So. . . will you even get a good signal if at all?”
Jimmy face palmed. “You have a point. Okay, no more sitting around, let’s

go and get us some satellite locks!” With that, he mockingly heaved himself out
of his wooden stool and headed outside, where the midday sun was starting to
demonstrate its full power by shining as brightly as it could without any cloud
cover whatsoever. Not wanting to be left behind, Duo-zhuo followed Jimmy out-
side of the food place.

The two of them stood there for about half a minute, absorbing the sun’s
radiation and waiting for the GPS receiver to obtain a good lock on the satellites
flying above it. Soon enough, the satellite page was replaced by a map with a
small arrow indicating where the device was in relation to the map as determined
by the satellites. Jimmy fiddled with the controls to his device and set it to track
the location of the third cache itself. One he did that, he swore lightly; it was in
public after all.

“That’s a lot of swearing, Jimmy. What’s it this time?”
“Come and take a look at where the GZ for this cache is.”
Duo-zhuo walked towards Jimmy and stared at the GPS receiver’s small monochrome

LCD screen under the bright sun. The read out said: “five hundred metres”.
“So you’re telling me that in spite of not having used the GPS receiver while

getting here, we’ve managed to be within striking distance of the GZ for this
cache itself?” Duo-zhuo asked with some incredulity.

Jimmy shrugged—he didn’t really know how or what to reply. Like before,
he led the way with his GPS receiver being the guide, and Duo-zhuo followed
from behind as closely as he could. From the direction that they were walking,
Duo-zhuo could see a small forest-like location just up ahead.

“Jimmy, look, I think we might need to bash into this little jungle or some-
thing,” Duo-zhuo said.

“Huh? Jungle bashing?” Jimmy said when he looked up looking confused.
“Why is there jungle bashing?”

“Look at where the GPS receiver is pointing to, DZ. Can’t you see that jungle
like thing in front of you?” Jimmy looked up and away and came to the same
conclusion as Duo-zhuo.

“Do we need more gear?”
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“I think we should be fine. How deep are you estimating that we’re going to
be inside?”

Jimmy shrugged and did a rough estimate.
“Probably four hundred and fifty of those five hundredmetres. I mean, it looks

pretty deep inside, and given the first two caches that we have found from this
particular cache owner, I’d say that there’s a high chance that we’re going to be
challenged quite drastically once again.”

Duo-zhuo thought to himself for a bit, weighing in on what Jimmy had just
said.

“I think we should bring some of our gear inside, at least the water or some-
thing. I’m not sure how dense the undergrowth will be, and thus howmuch rerout-
ing that we’re going to need to do.”

“That sounds like a plan,” Jimmy said as he put away his GPS receiver for a
moment. “Let’s grab some of the stuff that we brought out here and leave the
rest in the car. Should prove to be somewhat handy.” With that, Jimmy back
tracked to his vehicle and pulled out his jungle bashing backpack with some
water and light snacks, as did Duo-zhuo who pulled out his day pack for the day’s
adventure. With the two of them thus prepared, they continued their journey
through the jungle before them towards the cache that awaited them.

The initial part of the jungle bash felt rather typical, or at least, as typical as
a jungle bash could be. The undergrowth wasn’t too dense, the canopy was still
fairly thin, and thus the GPS receiver was still able to do a good job with guiding
the way. That went on for a good hundred or so metres before the nature of the
terrain changed.

“Hey DZ, watch out,” Jimmy said as he suddenly halted from the direction
that they were heading.

“Huh, why? What’s wrong? What happened?”
“The ground ahead is quite annoying,” Jimmy said with a rather disdainful

voice.
“Let me guess, more swampy mud things?” Duo-zhuo asked?
“Yes. Just take a small step forward and tell me what you feel.”
Trying out what Jimmy suggested, Duo-zhuo gently put his right foot forward

and bring it down on to the ground. Almost immediately he could feel his foot
sinking lower into the ground until it stopped somewhere around the ankle.

“Urgh, this sucks,” Duo-zhuo said. “How far more are we to the GZ?”
“Let me see. . . as the crow flies, about three hundred or so metres. I’m not

sure how far does this boggy thing will go though. . . on the one hand I might be
inclined to think that this is only a temporary feature of the land, but on the other
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hand, the more north we go, the more we are heading seawards, and that in turn
suggests that the boggy land will not let up,” Jimmy analysed out loud, screwing
up his face in disgust as he reasoned it out.

“In that case, should we still do this?”
“Oh it’d be fine. Think on the bright side—at least you don’t have to worry

much about cleaning up the car,” Jimmy chuckled coldly.
Duo-zhuo shrugged and took another small step into the muddy floor. Again,

he found his foot sinking into the ground until it reached his ankle. For the
umpteenth time that day, Duo-zhuo was really glad that he had worn some Gore-
tex boots. They were quite good at keeping the feet dry from any of the wetness
that was outside, as long as it didn’t seep in through the top of the boots. While
standing in the mud, Duo-zhuo looked about for a stick that he could use to test
the depth. Finding one, he took it and started probing the ground in front of
him before he lifted his foot from its previous prison and plonk it into the tested
region. Jimmy followed Duo-zhuo quite closely behind, but in thirty minutes or
so, they only covered another hundred metres at the most. The going wasn’t as
smooth sailing as Jimmy had prayed for.

Duo-zhou noticed that as he walked deeper and deeper into the quagmire
towards the GZ pointed at by the GPS reciver, his feet were starting to sink just
a little bit more for each day. At that point when they were around two hundred
metres away from the geocache, the mud was already covering higher than ankle
height.

“Jimmy, I think this bog thing is getting deeper.”
“Yeah I know, but we’re close though. . . just two hundred more metres and

so on. We’re definitely not going to abandon this search, but we’ll just have to
be careful how we are pushing on then. Do you see any form of dry land of any
sort that we can make use of? If this bog is going to get deeper, it will start
to get a little too ridiculous even for the particular sadistic tendencies of this
cache owner,” Jimmy said as he walked about in circles. Standing still in the bog
wasn’t particularly helpful since the ground was sufficiently soft that the longer
they stood, the deeper they sank before they stopped, and at that point, the bog
was already a good two inches up from the ankle.

Duo-zhuo looked about him, but all he could see was the same peaty boggy
type of terrain. There were still trees about, that’s for sure, but somehow the
ground looked like the same muddy mess that they were currently in, with no
signs of abating. Just as he was about to give up the search and just rely on
good old fashioned bashing and determination, he saw some tell-tale greenery.

“Hey Jimmy, do you see that patch of undergrowth over there?” Duo-zhuo
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said as he pointed roughly fifty metres ahead in the general direction of the
coordinates for the cache location.

“Hm?” Jimmy said as he squinted in the pointed direction. “I think I see
what you are pointing, yes. There’s some undergrowth there, which means that
the ground will probably be a little less icky than what it is now. The question
now is can we get there without sinking deeper into this crap?”

“How about running as fast as we could for that oasis?” Duo-zhuo asked.
“I don’t think that would work. If we run, we dig deeper into themud, and when

we land from the stride, we sink even more. No, I don’t think that it is sustainable.
Might as well keep walking there and not stop, like right now,” Jimmy said as he
walked carefully towards the patch of green that Duo-zhuo identified.

Duo-zhuo followed suit. The soft muddy ground went squish beneath each
step that he took, and he was worried that the next step would send him sinking
to the depths of the hole that the soft mud covered. The going for the duo was
fairly slow, but steady; behind them they left a trail of deep boot prints from their
steady walk towards the oasis of the undergrowth

A few short moments later, they found themselves standing on much firmer
ground than before and paused to catch their breath.

“That was annoying. . . I swear that if I ever found out who was the real cache
owner for this cache. . . ” Jimmy mumbled as he fiddled with his GPS receiver to
find out the direction that they had to go.

“So, how much further and where next?”
“Probably another two hundred or so metres that a way,” Jimmy said as he

pointed with his entire hand. He glanced ahead to take in the lay of the land be-
fore continuing. “Seems like a nice romp through a rather dense looking under-
growth. But I think that might be a little more preferable than stomping through
all these muddy crap.”

“I agree. . . shall we continue? I think I’ve rested enough.”
“Sure, let’s go. This third cache is starting to annoy the hell out of me already,”

Jimmy said as he led the way once more towards the third geocache for the day.
Duo-zhuo followed behind as closely as he could, remembering to lift his

foot off of the ground when he stepped to avoid hooking it into some tree root.
Stumbling head first into a near dense undergrowth was not one of the things that
he wanted to do. Besides, not dragging the foot along the ground also meant that
he had, in general, more control on where and what he was stepping on, which
was good.

They had gone through the waist-high undergrowth for roughly a hundred
metres before Jimmy stopped once again. Not paying attention due to being in
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the “zone”, Duo-zhuo crashed into him.
“Damnit DZ, stop crashing into me like that! There are thorns ahead, you

know,” Jimmy said in annoyance.
“Thorns? We didn’t see that when we were bashing through the other places. . . ”
“Yeah, because those other places didn’t have any of these weird vines grow-

ing around. The vines use the thorns to keep themselves attached to the various
tree roots and trunks and branches so that they can reach for the sunlight or
something like that. Please try to be careful, and for goodness sake, don’t run
into me like that while we are navigating through this part.”

“Yeah yeah,” Duo-zhuo replied. “I’ll be more careful. How far more to GZ?”
“Another hundred metres. God I will kill that guy who put this cache here. . . ”

Jimmy said as he carefully side stepped some of the thorny vines and made his
way through the undergrowth.

Duo-zhuo waited for his friend to be ahead of him by about ten metres before
following on behind him, as slow as he could be so as to avoid the thorny vines
in an easier way. He was glad that he had taken the advice of Jimmy to wear
some long sleeved T-shirt for a top—that meant that the T-shirt could act as
some sort of a sacrificial protection for the bare skin when they were in such a
situation. Shrugging to himself, he carefully weaved his way through the thorny
vines while simultaneously avoiding any of the exposed roots that were snaking
about below. The very last thing that he wanted was to trip now and then fall
head first into a whole entanglement of thorny vines—they were too deep into
the forest to have anyone come in to get them and it would make self extrication
really really difficult.

After what seemed like an eternity, the two friends emerged from the forest
into a clearing. The clearing was strange, since it was an almost perfect encir-
clement of bareness of the ground about a particularly weird looking tree in the
middle. It didn’t seem like the clearing could have been natural, and Duo-zhuo
was starting to have some serious chills running through him. It was one thing
to be finding a geocache in the jungle, but this felt weirder than normal since
it was more than just a jungle that they were in—it felt as though someone or
something deliberately made that clearing.

“Jimmy,” Duo-zhuo whispered. “How far are we from the GZ?”
“Why are you whispering?” Jimmy said as he picked his GPS receiver up and

looked at its display. “Oh, it’s pointing straight at that tree ahead, with the right
amount of distance too. Let’s go over there and start to find it.”

Jimmy took a few tentative steps forwards into the clearing and reached the
odd looking tree. Duo-zhuo, still having some goose bumps for no apparent
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reason, followed behind and started looking for the geocache. The two of them
searched among the roots of the tree, and tried to look for any dangling micro
caches on the branches. Finding nothing, they resorted to using their torches to
look into the various nooks and crannies for signs of the cache container.

Duo-zhuo shone his torch into a hollow of the tree. Suddenly something leapt
out of the tree and jumped onto him. Shocked, he dropped his torch and fell
backwards instinctively while screaming in pure terror.

“What happened?! What happened?!” Jimmy said as he rushed over from
the other side of the tree. Up above, they could hear the rustle of the leaves as
a small flock of birds took to the sky, having been startled by the loud scream of
unbridled fear.

“Something leapt out at me from that hole,” Duo-zhuo said, his heart still
racing. “I. . . I think it was a frog of some sort.”

“A frog leapt out at you?” Jimmy said, raising an eyebrow.
“Yes, I was shining the torch light into that hollow over there when the frog

suddenly just jumped out at me. That startled me, that’s all.”
“Uh okay. Anyway, here, let me help you up,” Jimmy said as he offered a hand

to Duo-zhuo, who took it gladly and hoisted himself up. “Let’s see what else is
in that hollow.”

With his torch shining directly into the hole, Jimmy took a quick look into it to
make sure there weren’t anything else dangerous that was inside before sticking
his hand into the hollow to feel around.

“Hmm,” Jimmy said. “I’m feeling something in here. I think it might be a
small cache, but it is a little hard to tell. Well, I feel a ridge, it’s mostly squarish,
yeah I think it is the cache. Here, hold my torch for me as I try to retrieve this,”
Jimmy said as he passed the torch to Duo-zhuo before concentrating on retriev-
ing the container. When he had moved the small container sufficiently close to
the hollow’s opening, he used his other hand to get an external grip of it, and
between his two hands, managed to pull out the container.

“Oh yes! Finally! Stupid cache found!” Jimmy yelled in wild abandonment as
he dropped the container at his feet, near where Duo-zhuo was standing. “Hey
DZ, your turn to open it up and see what’s inside.”

“Okay then,” Duo-zhuo said as he squat down to pick up the fallen small
plastic container. The container seemed fairly new, still maintaining its original
white-ish colouring, and the brand label that was stuck on it was still there looking
as fresh as before. It made Duo-zhuo wonder just when was this set of caches
planted. He carefully opened up the container, and within it was yet another small
piece of paper with writing on one side of it.
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“Hey Jimmy, do you want to take a picture of this sheet of paper before con-
tinuing on your victory dance?”

“Heh, of course, no need to be sarcastic you know, DZ,” Jimmy said as he
fished out his smart phone from his pocket and launched the camera application,
from which he immediately snapped a couple of pictures of the writing. Satisfied
with the quality of the pictures he took, he shut down the application and stowed
his smart phone away, while nodding at Duo-zhuo, who slipped the paper back
into the container and resealed it oncemore. Checking that he had indeed closed
the container well, Duo-zhuo passed it back to Jimmy, who carefully put it back
into the hollow from which he had retrieved it from.

“Okay, we head back now?” Duo-zhuo asked.
“What? Nah, let’s rest a bit,” Jimmy replied. “I’m a little annoyed at this rather

long trek in here. This is probably among the worst terrain that one can get in
Singapore. The other thing is, who the hell would know that such a clearing would
exist in the first place? It’s not as though this were a normal location that people
would visit. Hell, I don’t even think those army guys doing training even comes
in here. Whoever the cache owner is, he or she must be one who really likes to
walk about in jungles just for the heck of it. That scares me, actually,” Jimmy
said before suddenly shivering. Duo-zhuo looked at him, wondering if the shiver
was real or was it for dramatic effect.

“What about the next location? Can we find out now?”
“Nope. No ’net connection in here, so I can’t check it on the map. Besides,

I’m a little hungry. Let’s look it up once we reach the car.”
The two of them set at the base of the weird looking tree and pulled out some

snacks that they had brought in to munch on. Now that they didn’t have to pay any
attention to where they were putting their feet, Duo-zhuo realised that that part
of the jungle was quite quiet. There was hardly any sound, no cicadas singing,
no birds chirping, no frogs croaking. It was all very quiet and still, and even the
wind was not breezing through at all. He wasn’t sure if it were really that unusual,
but what he knew was that it was a rather uncomfortable feeling for him. It was
most definitely a far cry as compared to the time when they were walking through
MacRitchie Reservoir Park—that one was at least ten times more lively in terms
of activity than here.

“Hey Jimmy, don’t you think this place is a little too quiet?”
“Yeah a little,” Jimmy said as he munched on the remnants of his energy bar

before stowing away the wrapping. “And I think we’re done with resting. Let’s
head back to the car before I go crazy.”

Duo-zhuo nodded his head in agreement. The two of them packed up their
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bags and began the equally long trek back to civilisation.
It was fairly late in the afternoon when the two of them finally emerged from

within the crazy little jungle that they found themselves traipsing through, no
thanks to the rather devious hide of the cache owner. Their pant legs were soaked
from the knee down, and quite muddy near the ankle region, and it wasn’t the
kind of thing that they were really looking for at that time. Tired and fairly dirty,
the two of them found their way back to Ah Gong’s Village to find a washing area
to clear off as much of the mud as they could.

“That was just nasty,” Duo-zhuo said to Jimmy as he finished up his washing.
“Tell me about it,” Jimmy replied as he gave his face a good washing through.

If he was actually tired from the exertions thus far, he was just not showing it
much. Duo-zhuo looked at his friend and admired him for his seemingly bound-
less stamina, wondering just how on earth he could keep up with the lifestyle the
way he did without actually tiring out. But his thoughts on his friend were cast
aside quickly as he felt the effects of his adrenaline ebbing away.

The two of them finished up their washing and went back to the car, where
Jimmy had lined a fresh layer of newspaper for them to put their soiled backpacks
in the boot, as well as to sit fairly comfortably in the front seats without soiling
the upholstery too much. Once in the car, Jimmy turned on the ignition, and
the cool blast of air conditioning brought immediate relief to their fatiguing hike
earlier.

Duo-zhuo sat in the front passenger seat and revelled in the coolness of the
air conditioning as he drank greedily out of his bottle of water. Satiated and
comfortable, he turned towards Jimmy, who had opened up a bottle of coffee
that he had stashed away to drink.

“Wow, I didn’t know you brought coffee along.”
“Oh only for this trip,” Jimmy said. “I was thinking that we were planning for

a day trip to deal with this weird challenge cache, and suspecting some mis-
chief on the part of the cache owner, I thought it best to bring these stuff along.
Ah, speaking of which, we should figure out just where we are supposed to be
heading for this next waypoint cache.”

Jimmy pulled out his smart phone and called up the picture gallery where he
selected the photograph of the piece of paper. Then, he copied the coordinates
for the next waypoint cache into the map application. Again he swore. Loudly.

“Let me guess,” Duo-zhuo said. “South side of Singapore?”
“Close,” Jimmy said as he put away his smart phone. “It’s on Sentosa island.”
Duo-zhuo blinked his eyes in disbelief. Apart from the fact that Sentosa is-

land was on the south side of Singapore, it was also on a separate island itself,
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connected by a bridge that exacted a small fee to use it to get onto the island.
Those two facts made the entire trip down south all the more unpleasant partic-
ularly since there weren’t any direct roads towards Sentosa—all the roads ended
up having to circumnavigate the central catchment area, and that meant another
forty five minutes of travel or something, not the most fun thing to do. Sud-
denly Jimmy’s consciousness and fatigue levels became a very important thing
in Duo-zhuo’s mind.

“Jimmy, do you want to go find this cache? I mean, it’s four in the afternoon
now, by the time we get there, it will be around five. We might have enough
sunlight till about seven, but that’s assuming that we don’t have to do ridiculous
bashing. Also, it has been a long day, are you okay with driving that far out?”

“Woah, hey, DZ, calm down,” Jimmy said as he buckled up his seat belt, ready
to go. “I’m fine—just had that coffee. Should be okay. I guess we’ll have to rely
on your eagle eyes again for this final waypoint cache then.”

“Final?”
“Yeah. I forgot to tell you that the last cache that we found provided the even

digits for the longtitude. That leaves just the odd digits for the latitude of the
final coordinates. Hopefully Singapore is small enough to discourage the cache
owner from hiding more intermediate steps.”

“Okay then, let’s head to Sentosa island,” Duo-zhuo said as he finished buck-
ling his seat belt. “Let’s hope we can find this last cache fast enough so that we
can call it a day. We are not going to do the final cache today, right?”

“Hell no,” Jimmy replied as he manoeuvred the car out of the parking lot and
onto the main road. “Even if I had the energy to do so, I’m pretty sure the final
location is yet another one of those really long hikes into the middle of nowhere.
And honestly, I don’t really want to do any of those hiking things in the middle
of the night, especially if they are going to take me through some weird jungle.
I’m not that hard core.” Jimmy laughed.

Duo-zhuo smiled to himself. In spite of all the crazy enthusiasm that Jimmy
was showing, he was still fairly rational and wasn’t about to do anything blatantly
dangerous.

Soon, they were on the expressway heading south oncemore. The long curved
road with the passing trees exerted their collective hypnotic power upon Duo-
zhuo once more. As the monotony started to set in, Duo-zhuo found his eye-
lids growing heavier by the minute, each time startling himself awake in the bid
to help make sure that Jimmy wasn’t about to nod off himself. Unsurprisingly,
Jimmy was as alert as he could be, driving on the expressway with great control,
ever vigilant on the traffic conditions. It was a futile attempt for Duo-zhuo to fight
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off the sleepiness—he had been out for more than half the day walking through
really terrible muddy and swampy terrain. It would take a miracle to ensure that
he stayed awake for this journey down south.

“Basket, I think I should charge you money each time I have to wake you up,”
Jimmy said as he prodded the sleeping Duo-zhuo once more. The latter opened
up his eyes and gave a little stretch before rubbing his eyes a little more.

“We’re here?”
“No, I just wanted to wake you up for the fun of it,” Jimmy said, grinning evilly

as he undid his safety belt buckle and got out of the car. Once groggy but fast
regaining his consciousness, Duo-zhuo came to his senses and got out of the
car also, walking towards the boot to get his gear.

“Hold on a second DZ, let me check the actual details of this location relative
to the map. We might not have to use ridiculous amounts of gear it seems.”

Jimmy pulled out his smart phone and called up the map application and
retrieved the location that he had stored. Turning on the satellite map feature,
he scanned the surrounding regions of the cache location.

“Looks like this might be an easy one,” Jimmy said. “It’s located somewhere
along the coast line of sorts. Might be full of muggles though.”

Duo-zhuo shrugged. “Why don’t we get close to the GZ and find out? Worst
case scenario is that we come back some other time to do this?”

Jimmy paused for a moment, seemingly considering Duo-zhuo’s proposal.
On the one hand he wanted to just find the cache and be done with it, but on
the other hand Duo-zhuo was right in that timing was everything when it came to
geocaching. It would be completely foolhardy if they just charged in and picked
up the cache in spite of the presence of people, since that meant that the location
of the cache might be compromised.

“Yeah, you have a point. Anyway, I can’t park too close to the GZ of this one—
this is the only public parking area on this part of the island. We have a good
three hundred or so metres to cover to get to the GZ.”

“Okay, let’s head out then!” Duo-zhuo said as he got his second wind.
Jimmy pulled out his still-on GPS receiver and entered the coordinates. The

direction arrow and the distance immediately updated to the correct values and
the two of them set off.

Sentosa island was originally an uninhabited island on the south side of Sin-
gapore. The locals used to call it “pulau blakangmati”, whichmeant “the island of
death”. But due to its close proximity to the main business areas of the country,
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it was redeveloped into some sort of a resort island, where the main draws to it
were the resort environment and amenities including boat marinas, golf courses
and sandy beaches.

Secretly, Duo-zhuo was hoping that the cache was hidden at some less an-
noying location, for instance, at a location where they didn’t have to wade through
mud or water to get to, but somehow he knew deep in his heart that the cache
owner was just not going to give them such an easy time after setting up all the
other caches. But it was the afternoon, and they had successfully found three of
the caches, this one didn’t seem like it was going to be a problem. There was
just cause for an uplifting of spirits, it seemed.

Jimmy led the way, as usual, and since there were people about, they largely
kept along the designated pedestrian walkway, fully intending to side step of it
towards the actual location of the cache when they had the chance to. It was a
Saturday, and that meant that the beach goers were quite numerous, and while
he didn’t show it much, Jimmy was a little worried that they might have to take
up Duo-zhuo’s idea of coming back again some other time to literally “beat the
crowd”.

Duo-zhuo followed as closely as he could to Jimmy, but he found himself
getting quite distracted by the many bikini clad females who were walking by
towards the other beaches along the coast line. Some of the bikini clad females
looked quite hideous with their excessive amounts of fat, but there were many
who looked quite attractive. Aware that he was probably ogling a little too much,
Duo-zhuo tried his best to look forward at where his friend was leading, but
somehow he still snuck a glance or two at the women who walked by him.

“Okay, we’re about a hundred metres away. We’ll have to go in now,” Jimmy
declared authoritatively. Duo-zhuo nodded and the two of them marched off of
the pedestrian walkway and onto the soft sand of the beach.

The arrow on the GPS receiver’s display was pointing faithfully in the southern
direction, unwavering, with an overall accuracy of three metres. Jimmy stopped
and looked farther ahead to see just where they were heading to. Along the sight
of the direction that the GPS receiver was pointing was a small rock barrier that
was a little off the shore.

“That breakwater?” Duo-zhuo asked, hoping that it wasn’t true.
“Let’s see. It’s about a hundred metres out, there’s fifty metres of beach here,

and another fifty metres of water there. So I’m afraid the answer is yes, it should
be on the breakwater. Look, you can even see some of those odd plants that
seem to be the theme of this cache owner!” Jimmy said as he pointed towards
some small shrub that seemed to be growing on the breakwater.
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Duo-zhuo squinted his eyes to take a look i nthe general direction that Duo-
zhuo was pointing and found that he was right—there seemed to be some plants
on the break water, which was quite unusual but somehow fitted into the theme
of the challenge caches thus far. Then the moment of truth.

“We have to swim there?”
“I’m afraid so,” Jimmy said. “I just don’t see how we can get there otherwise.”
Duo-zhuo cursed.
“Wasn’t this supposed to be an easier one?” Duo-zhuo asked, his tone of

voice a little anguished.
“Well if you think about it, it is quite easy, no? We can practically see the cache

location from here, and all it takes is just a simple swim across fifty metres of
fairly calm water. I think it is quite easy compared to the rest of the caches that
we found earlier today.”

“I suppose you are right,” Duo-zhuo said with a sigh. “I think I should do the
swim, since I have brought some spare clothes in my backpack. Not sure if you
do, but since you have to drive later, it makes a little more sense for me to do
the swimming since we don’t really want you to be fatigued and all.”

“Alright then,” Jimmy replied as he took off his GPS receiver which was hang-
ing from his neck earlier. “Here, take the GPS receiver. Make a slip knot over
your wrist and hold it while you swim across. This thing is IPX7 compliant and
should be fairly water proof up to five metres of water or something. You are
going to need it once you get on to the island.” Duo-zhuo took the GPS receiver
from Jimmy as he removed his top having removed his boots and socks earlier.
“You know how to operate this, right?”

“Yeah, pretty much,” Duo-zhuo said. “Wish me luck!”
“Be safe! I will wait for you here. Wait, hold on,” Jimmy suddenly said. “Did

you remember to remove your smart phone?”
“Crap, I forgot. Thanks for reminding me,” Duo-zhuo said as he emptied his

pockets and handed the contents over to Jimmy for safe-keeping.
“Don’t forget that you can take notes with the GPS receiver—it’s just a slight

pain in the behind due to the need to rely on the rocker to select individual letters
and all.”

“Aye, got it. See you in a bit!”
“Once again, stay safe!” Jimmy said as he waved at Duo-zhuo.
Duo-zhuo walked the fifty metres of sand on the beaches, the soft warm sand

crunching between his toes. He had forgotten the wonderful feeling of walking
along the beach, having been stuck indoors for too long. The sun, the sand,
and the soft pink noise of the waves as they crash on the beach—it was a very
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soothing combination that he once experienced before, a long long time ago.
Soon though he had reached the water’s edge, and he boldly stepped into it till
it was waist deep.

The sea itself felt much cooler than the beach around it. It wasn’t exactly
cold, but it was cool enough that it was a refreshing sort of cold. Duo-zhuo’s tired
body was suddenly revitalised by the water, and he took a small leap forwards in
a prone position and started to swim the breast stroke towards the break water.

As he was swimming towards the break water, a thought suddenly came to
mind. What if there was no way up the break water at all? What if there were
some hidden dangers that they just couldn’t see from their limited vantage point
over at the beach? The bobbing of the waves kept him a little further away from
those thoughts as he concentrated on adjusting his trajectory towards the break
water. Little by little he gained the distance he wanted and within a few short
minutes he was land fall.

Feeling for the rocks in front of him with his free hand, Duo-zhuo grabbed on
to a rock rfor a hand hold and tried to find a toe hold somewhere. Managing to
do so, he hoisted himself up onto the break water before checking on the GPS
receiver in his other hand. True to its specifications, the GPS receiver was still
working well and was pointing in a westerly direction, indicating that the GZ for
the cache was around seven metres ahead. Scrambling up the rocks of the break
water, his feet a little bruised from being barefoot, Duo-zhuo made his way to
where the GPS receiver was pointing, and sure enough, he saw the odd plant that
was growing there, and among its branches was a small camouflaged canister.

“Paydirt,” Duo-zhuo muttered to himself as he retrieved the cache container,
opened it up carefully to not drop any part down the side of the break water,
and took down the detailed digits that were on the sheet of paper within on the
GPS receiver. After double-checking his work, he carefully slid the sheet of paper
back into the cache container and returned it to where he found it.

Shivering a little from the chill he felt when the breeze blew at him, Duo-zhuo
re-adjusted the GPS receiver’s strap on his wrist and held on to it before sliding
back into the water and making the trip back to shore.

The return trip wasn’t as bad as before, since the soft current was actually
helping to push Duo-zhuo back towards the shore. A few short moments passed
before Duo-zhuo found his feet contacting the sandy bottom of the beach. Taking
as much traction as he could, he slowly walked himself out of the beach and
towards Jimmy, who stood at where they were standing earlier.

“So, success?” Jimmy asked as he handed Duo-zhuo’s shirt back to him.
“Yep! Details are in the GPSr. . . thanks for the device,” Duo-zhuo said as he
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handed the GPS receiver to Jimmy.
“Excellent. Now I think we should get back to the car and get you changed out

of these as soon as you can before it gets all annoying because it is sea water.”
“But. . . what about the cache contents?”
“We’ll look at it later.”
And with that, the two friends made their way back to Jimmy’s car from the

beach.

Duo-zhuo dried himself as best as he could with the towel that he had brought
along as Jimmy leaned on his car and reviewed the information that Duo-zhuo
had taken down in the GPS receiver from cache. He opened up the passenger
side door, opened the glove compartment and pulled out a scrap piece of paper
together with a pen before starting to scribble the down the coordinate part from
the GPS receiver.

“So, is it the odd digits of the latitude?” Duo-zhuo asked from somewhere
near the boot of the car.

“Yes, looks like it,” Jimmy replied as he pulled out his smart phone to call up
all the other coordinate fragments. Then, he carefully copied each part down on
to the same piece of scrap paper in the correct order to assemble the coordinates
for the final cache location. Seemingly satisfied at the overall validity of the pair
of coordinates, Jimmy pulled up the map application on his smart phone and
punched the numbers in. When he saw where the final location was, he cursed
yet again.

“What is it this time?” Duo-zhuo said as he stuffed the towel back into his
back pack and walked over towards Jimmy.

“Look at this,” Jimmy said as he thrusted the smart phone with the map
application to Duo-zhuo. The latter picked the phone from Jimmy and looked
hard at the flag atop an obvious looking island.

“No way. . . ”
“Yes way. . . ”
“That’s retarded. . . ”
“Remember all the stupid mud swamp crap? I think that is totally legit.”
Duo-zhuo shook his head and handed the phone back to Jimmy.
“But that’s just evil!”
“Again, mud swamp crap? Yes?” Jimmy said as he stuffed his phone back

into his trouser pocket.
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Duo-zhuo sighed. There was no way they could do the final cache that day—
evening had come by and the final location was far, very far actually.

“Yeah, I see your point,” Duo-zhuo said with a sigh.
“Hey no worries! We can do it next weekend. Overall, apart from this rather

sadistic cache owner, I think we had a decent haul and definitely had a good
hunt. But first, let me send you home.”

Duo-zhuo nodded.
“For now, home. For Monday, work. Next Saturday, to Pulau Ubin!”
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Chapter 7

Flux

Why, aren’t you a persistent one! After hearing so many sordid details of my
rather sad work life, you are back for more? Well I suppose I can supply a few
more juicy stories before I get to the boring parts—trust me, after this episode,
my work life does become more dreary, not even suitable for another book of any
sort. Since you are still here, stay a while and listen.

That development team manager of mine was finally gone—it was hard to
accept the truth. Well, not really that hard, a huge sense of relief really, but it was
just weird to find that one of the main reasons on why I dreaded each day was
no longer valid. It had been three weeks since that day, the day that I thought I
would be the one fired and had that rather odd surprise of sorts when it wasn’t
the case. No, I’m not complaining of course, that would just be too silly.

Anyway, three weeks since that day. In between, just the previous weekend,
really, I went with Jimmy on a rather long adventure all over Singapore to look for
the many waypoint caches that the initial find of the geocoin that day when I was
feeling rather down from the tirade that I had experienced earlier. Throughout
the week, I found that my legs were pretty sore—all that effort walking through
the various mud, swamp, dense undergrowth and even the swim finally exerted
their toll on my rather fragile body. Well I’d admit it outright—I was just not one
of those “fit” people. Running, lifting weights and the like were not things that
I really strove to do in my free time, and such inactivity eventually caught up
with me when I went ahead to do that multi-part cache. We wanted to do the
final cache location (the fifth one after the four parts), but it was not really that
possible since we spent the better part of the day finding all the other caches.
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Jimmy was complaining about how sadistic the cache owner was, but I think
that true sadism cannot beat the man who was my former development team
manager. We planned to push on for the final cache some time in the upcoming
weekend, and I was getting rather excited because it was going to be the first
time in a while since I set foot on Pulau Ubin. But I digress.

It was a Friday, and like always, I came to the office early in the morning after
getting squeezed by the many commuters on the various public transport. Get-
ting the morning coffee from the pantry became a routine for me, a ritual really,
that symbolically signifmied the start of the work day. Nowadays though, I didn’t
have to worry about meeting up with a certain development team manager, and
that really eased my mind as I walked to and from the pantry in a very natural
way, without having to play the dodge game of any sort. Work on the new project
was underway, and we were making very good progress. In fact, the head de-
veloper of the project was quite pleased with my work, providing praise for the
various architectural proposals that I had suggested. All in all, a generally good
development compared to what I had experienced for a good six months.

I sat at my desk, working on the code base designing the various classes
and methods that needed to be called when I heard my name called. I swivelled
around and saw that it was Mandy from human resources.

“Oh hi Mandy,” I said. “What’s up?”
“Hi Duo-zhuo,” Mandy replied holding her clipboard close to her chest. “I was

thinking if you are free this evening.”
My heart skipped a beat. That didn’t really make any sense. Mandy and I

maintained contact here and there over the last three weeks only because of the
mess surrounding the antics of the development teammanager; there were many
meetings with human resources that wanted me to be present so that I could tell
my side of the story and other things like that. It was strictly professional, as far
as I could tell. Until this point she hadn’t really asked me things in such a direct
and close way.

“Uh, what do you have in mind?” I asked a little hesitantly.
Mandy seemed to be a little coy out of a sudden. “I was thinking maybe we

can have dinner together or something, you know, to talk about the old days and
things?”

“Uh. . . sure? What time do you knock off today?” I asked, still somewhat
confused at what was going on.

“Around six?”
“I think I can do that,” I said, careful to not show my confusion. “Do you have

anywhere in mind or are we going to play it by ear?”
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“Oh I have a place reserved already,” Mandy said before turning off to exit
my cubicle. “I’ll come down and look for you?”

“Sure. . . ?” I replied, getting increasingly confused. Just what the hell was
happening?

Mandy smiled at me before walking away, her heels clicking softly on the
carpetted aisle. I raised an eyebrow now that she was gone—heels? I didn’t
remember her wearing heels the times that she came down to get me to go up
to the human resource office. Something was definitely up, but I had no idea
just what it was. I shrugged and swivelled my chair back towards my computer
and continued to work on my code.

It was lunch time when my smart phone suddenly buzzed. Grabbing it in-
stinctively from the table where I placed it, I picked up the call.

“Hello,” I said.
“Hey, DZ, it’s me, Jimmy.”
“Yeah? What’s up?”
“We’re still doing the final cache tomorrow right?”
“Yes we are. Do you need me to bring anything?”
“I would think that we will need some extra clothes. Also, you might want to

consider waterproofing everything with zip lock bags or something. I have no
idea what kind of twisted person the cache owner is—he might just give us a
terrain type that was completely and absolutely ridiculous.”

“How much more ridiculous than the nonsense we did last week?” I asked,
confused again.

“Ho ho ho. . . it’s Pulau Ubin man. So many things that can go wrong there.
Just water proof everything that you care about and you’ll be fine.”

“Alright then. You’re coming to pick me up at about seven in the morning?”
“That’s right. We’re catching the eight o’clock bum boat ride to the island.

There’s no way to pre-book the tickets, so going there early is important, you
know, Saturday and all.”

“Yeah yeah, I got it,” I said as I glanced at my watch. Noon. “Okay then, I’ll
see you tomorrow.”

“Yes. See you tomorrow.”
I hung up the call and put my smart phone down before stretching. Whenever

I was “in the zone” in programming, I never really realised how unnatural my
pose was sometimes, with the head hunched down over the keyboard, body all
slouched as I look at the screen and reading the code and diagrams that were
all over it. But usually a stretch would release all the tension.

Now that it was lunch time and I was temporarily sick of my work, I got out
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of my cubicle and headed off to the cafeteria to buy food to eat at my cubicle. I
had long since askewed eating in the pantry only because I never really saw the
need fraternise with the other developers—it was just too unnatural and annoying
to me. As I walked down the aisle into the lobby and waited for the elevator to
arrive, I started to think about the dinner date with Mandy.

Just what was she up to?
It wasn’t that I feared for my life—I was sure that if she tried to do anything

funny I would be able to protect myself. It was just the oddness of it all. I couldn’t
quite place her motivations; was she hitting on me and the dinner invitation was
a date, or was she trying to figure out more comments about the development
team manager/Dan affair and was trying to capitalise on our friendship to obtain
off-the-cuff remarks that had the potential to be politically incorrect. The more I
thought about it, the more it seemed like it could be the latter—I was very certain
that I was such a boring person that no one would really want to hit on me. I
used to have a girlfriend before, but that was so long ago and left such a sour
taste that I didn’t really care about anyone that way again.

At that point, the elevator arrived with a ding and I went in, squeezing as well
as I could with the group of people who were already in it. The doors closed and
the elevator continued on its descent.

“Duo-zhuo! Psst, Duo-zhuo!”
I looked about trying to identify the sound of the source but failed.
“Duo-zhuo! Over here!”
“Oh hey Mandy!” I said finally noticing her. I almost forgot that her office

was located on a higher floor than mine and that she would be sharing the same
elevator for the common lunch time. “What’s up?”

“Oh just having lunch with my colleagues,” she said as she motioned her head
towards a small group of other ladies from the human resource department. I
gave a slight nod, and some of them were giggling a little for some reason. Just
then the elevator door opened at the ground floor and as I walked out, I heard
Mandy say out loud.

“Don’t forget about this evening!”
I could feel the nape of my skin turning red as I felt a certain heat that was

building up through my face. I could have sworn I was blushing, but I didn’t really
know—I tried to act as nonchalant as I could, but really, who was I bluffing? I got
to the cafeteria dignity intact, queued up as unobtrusively as I could and ordered
my food to go. Indian food again, it seemed since it was the shortest line for the
day. Once I procured my food, I hastily beat a retreat to the elevator lobby to get
back to my cubicle as quickly as possible, trying to avoid yet another potentially
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embarassing moment just like a few moments ago.
Safe within the three “walls” of my cubicle, I sat down and opened up the

polystyrene box of food. As I ate, I started to re-evaluate what I was thinking
about Mandy’s invitation to dinner. That little episode was a little too weird for
a clandestine evidence gathering operation. Come to think of it, she wasn’t in-
volved in the investigation in the first place—all she did was to come and grab
me whenever the actual investigation officer wanted to ask me some clarification
questions in person.

I suddenly choked on the piece of chicken that I had just swallowed. Could it
be that Mandy was. . . actually hitting on me and the dinner was. . . really an actual
date? That sudden realisation scared me more than realising that the old devel-
opment team manager wanted to “speak” with me. I was more confused than
before, it just didn’t make any sense whatsoever. I ate my food as quickly as I
could, wanting to bury myself in work once more to avoid having to think about
the complications relating to this. I told myself that I should probably just play
it cool and just go with the flow, no matter what it was.

I finished my food and dumped the empty container and disposable utensils
into my trash can before cleaning my mouth with the napkin and throwing that
away. Lunch was done, work needed to be done, and then there was that dinner
date to worry about. Too many things to do, too little time.

It was quite a few hours after lunch when I felt my stomach rumbling again. It
wasn’t a common occurrence by far, but there were times where I just felt a little
more peckish than usual. There were some biscuits in the pantry, and so I got
up from my seat and walked along the aisle towards the pantry. Along the way
of course I had to pass by the development team manager’s now vacant office—
apparently he had dropped by to clean out his desk some time back when he
was let go by the corporation. I wasn’t anywhere near him during that time so I
didn’t really see nor know when it was. Anyway, as I was passing by the place,
I saw a crew of two workers replacing the name plate on the door. It looked as
though that they had found a replacement for the vacant managerial role, and
that new person was coming in pretty soon. I shrugged to myself; as long as the
new guy wasn’t anything like what I had to endure in the past, I suppose it was
just okay. I still had my job, the bills were going to be paid, and my sanity was
getting upheld through the fun activity of geocaching. Life was looking much
better than it was a few months back.

I got to the pantry unmolested and picked up some biscuits from the biscuit
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tin. I cursed myself for forgetting to bring my mug for yet another round of coffee.
There were disposable styrofoam cups available for coffee, but those tended to
be on the small side and were really hard to handle when full of coffee, simply
because the coffee dispensing machine was calibrated to fill the cup almost to
the brim. Besides, there was that weird styrofoam flavour that the cup imparted
to the drink that I couldn’t quite place; I wasn’t sure if the flavour was actually
there or if it were a result of my unintentional chewing on the edge when I was
drinking. I did have the tendency to latch on to the rim of the drinking vessel,
but since my mug was made of metal, that never posed any type of problem. But
hey, coffee was my mainstay, and styrofoam cup or not, there was no way about
it.

Biscuits and coffee in hand, I debated to return to my desk to consume them
or to just finish up the biscuits in the pantry while downing half the cup of coffee.
In the end, I just finished up the biscuits in the pantry and had drunk about
half the cup of coffee before I headed back to my cubicle. On the way back, I
saw that the workers had finished their task of changing the name plate of the
development team manager’s office. The three weeks where I didn’t have to put
up with the crazed antics of the development team manager’s antics were the
best three weeks that I had within the company, and I was hoping to myself that
the new replacement wouldn’t be as deranged as that boss I had before. I didn’t
quite recognise the name on the name plate, but to be had, I didn’t really give a
damn who it was.

I got back to my cubicle eventually, and sat down in front of my computer
once more to carry on the development work that I had started on. The time was
around three at that point, and Mandy was going to drop by at around six, so in
effect, I had slightly less than three hours to finish up what I wanted for the week
before the dinner date.

I trembled a little. Dinner date. With Mandy. I wasn’t scared or anything, it
was just. . . unexpected. I had not dated anyone since my university days, partly
because dating was an expensive activity, and partly because I was a little jaded
since my last relationship ended on a rather sour note, stories that I don’t really
want to go into right about now. But Mandy. . . we’ve lost contact for a while, and
then suddenly all the things that just happened. I shook my head to clear the
thoughts out of my mind; I’ll find out just what is going on come six o’clock.
Meanwhile, work needed to get done.

“Hey Duo-zhuo, are you ready?”
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I swivelled my chair around to find Mandy standing there. My jaw hit the
ground.

Mandy was dressed in a chic black skirt and with black heels and sheer stock-
ings, part of the standard office wear. She was wearing her signature white knit-
ted turtle neck sweater and in her hands she held a small red leather purse. Those
were nothing new in many ways—I had seen her in those the many times that
she dropped by my cubicle to escort me up to the human resources department
for all the various meetings about the two investigative cases. It was her face
and hairdo that made me look in wonder. Usually she would wear her long hair
in a full pony tail to keep them all out of the way of her face as she did her work,
but this time, she was wearing a half ponytail, with long tresses flowing towards
the front of her and snaking comfortably along the contours of the knitted turtle
neck sweater at her bosom. Instead of the near invisible make-up that she often
wear during work hours, she was wearing a muted red lipstick this time, and I
could have sworn that she was wearing a blusher of some sort. In comparison, I
felt like a slob in my standard long sleeved work shirt and black work pants with
black leather shoes.

“Uh hi Mandy! Let me uh save my work and lock up the screen and we can
go?” I said hastily as I quickly swivelled back to do what I just said.

“Sure. The reservation isn’t that early, and we’ll have plenty of time to get
there. Take your time to lock up your stuff, Duo-zhuo.” In spite of having heard
her talk to me for quite a while, somehow the way that she was saying it at that
point of time made me tingle in a strange way, a type of emotion that I had
not seem to have experienced in a long while. ‘Steady DZ, steady,’ I thought to
myself as I completed the code commit procedure and locked up the screen.

I opened upmy chest of drawers to the side and retrievedmy briefcase before
closing and locking that one down. Mandy was still standing there with a smile
on her face as she watched me pack up my things for the day. I carried my
briefcase with an overslung grip unconciously and nodded at her to indicate that
I was ready. She nodded in return and the two of us made our way down the aisle
leading to my cubicle and headed off to the elevator lobby.

For some reason, I found my heart rate going up and staying there. It wasn’t
that I was afraid of what was going to happen, if anything I reckoned it was
more of a certain excitement more than anything else. I had always thought of
hanging out with Mandy ever since I discovered that she was working in the same
company as I was albeit in a different area, but I never did have the courage nor
the time to do so. That she would suddenly take the initiative this morning with
what seemed like a well conceived plan was more than a little surprise to me.
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We walked side by side towards the elevator lobby and stood there, waiting
for the elevator to reach our floor. She was looking forwards with still with a smile
with her two hands holding on to her purse in front, while I was staring upwards
at the floor display contemplating when the elevator would reach our floor. The
silence was fast getting awkward.

“So uh Mandy?”
“Hmm?”
“Where are we going and uh how are we getting there?”
“Oh, I have that covered,” Mandy said. “I rented a small car for the weekend,

so I can just drive us there. We’re heading to a nice restaurant at the river side,
‘Gillian’s Restaurant’. Have you heard of it?”

“Oh wow! Yeah! I have been there once. It’s a nice place!” I said. ‘Gillian’s
Restaurant? Is this really a date?’ I thought to myself as I continued to stare at
the fast decreasing numbers of the elevator.

“Wait, you rented a car for this? Why?”
“Oh I thought it’d be a nice change from having to take the public transport,

you know,” Mandy said just as the elevator gave a soft ding before opening up its
doors. There were only a few people inside of the elevator carriage as Mandy and
I stepped in. I instinctively looked at my watch: it was six thirty in the evening,
which meant that most of the home-going crowd was already gone by then, which
explained the relatively empty elevator carriage. The elevator doors closed and
we stood there quietly while the floor numbers counted down once more.

At the ground floor, the doors opened, and Mandy led the way towards another
set of elevators that were located outside of the office tower lobby, the ones that
would take us down to the basements where the car park was. Her black heels
clicked clacked as she walked along, and since she was in front of me, I couldn’t
help but notice her shapely calves as they moved along, and the soft swaying of
her hips in the black skirt which gently brushed against the knitted turtle neck. I
gulped and tried my hardest not to stare, but somehow I was sure that she was
well aware of the effect that she was having on me. I was starting to wonder if the
whole thing was a well calculated plan on her part and that I was a chump of sorts,
being led about by the nose by her. In any case, it wasn’t altogether unpleasant,
and since I had promised her to go for dinner, and that I had nothing else really
planned for the evening.

We arrived at the second set of elevators and made our way down to the car
park on the third basement. The doors opened and once more Mandy led the
way towards the rental car. I followed behind of course, but I didn’t dare follow
too closely, for fear of being too affected by the spell that I seemed to be under.
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“Duo-zhuo, you seem awfully quiet. Am I boring you?”
“Uh, heheh, not really, Mandy. Just a little tired from the long day, I suppose?

Also, I didn’t know that you could drive.”
“Oh, that,” Mandy laughed. “I’ve had a driver’s license for a few years now,

but you know how Singapore is, it’s relatively easy to get a driver’s license but it
is really really pricey to get and maintain a car.”

“Oh yes, that is so true,” I replied as Mandy bent over slightly with the car key
in her hand unlocking the driver’s side of the door. I couldn’t help but notice her
round and luscious derriere sticking out towards me. “It’s uh the same with the
housing market too. I had to take a loan out just to buy my place.”

“Wow!” Mandy said in surprise. “You’re living in your own apartment now?
That’s so cool! I’ve wanted to live out on my own, but I never really had the guts
to take a loan from the bank to get one—all those loans were just so expensive!
Besides, I’m sure my parents wouldn’t really agree with me living outside alone,
probably saying something about how a woman shouldn’t live on her own because
of all the dangers. Anyway, you can put your briefcase on the back seat and take
the passenger’s seat in front. Sorry if the car looks a little dumpy—it is a rental
car after all. I got it delivered to me last evening and I did my best to make it
less rental-looking, but you know how these cars end up.”

“Oh don’t worry about it,” I said as I opened up the rear door and put my
briefcase inside before closing it and walking behind the car to the left side
where the front passenger seat was. “It sure beats squeezing with people on the
public transport, that’s for sure.”

“Oh yes it does,” Mandy said as she got into the vehicle and closed the door
behind her.

For that brief moment, the two of us were in the car, sitting in close proximity
due to fact that the car itself was one of those small city car hatchbacks, kind of
similar to the one that Jimmy drove, but a little bit smaller. I could feel my heart
racing like before when I realised that Mandy was wearing a rather nice sweet
smelling fragrance whose flavour I couldn’t quite place.

“Oh my, it is rather hot in here, let me remove this sweater first before we
drive off,” Mandy said as she turned on the ignition and proceeded to remove
her turtle neck sweater.

The lower end of her sweater seemed to caught on to the blouse beneath,
and for a brief moment her soft fair belly showed as her white satin blouse lifted
itself with the sweater. Instinctively, I turned away in politeness, but only after
a couple of seconds of unintended staring. I was fairly certain that the image
of the top of her black skirt meeting her bare fair skin would stick in my head
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for quite a long time to come. Mandy seemed to have felt a soft breeze from
the air-conditioning blowing at her exposed belly as she shifted her right hand
to gently move the blouse away from the sweater and hold it down as she freed
off her other hand. I looked ahead as best as I could, pretending to have not
noticed what had just happened.

“Okay, the sweater’s gone, ah, so much cooler. Hmm, you didn’t peek at me
removing my sweater, did you?” Mandy asked in a rather coy way, looking at me
and awaiting a response.

“Uh nah, I didn’t see anything. Was looking ahead at that guy over there trying
to load the groceries into the boot of his car.”

“Okay,” Mandy said as she shifted the gear from neutral to first. “We’re off
then. You can take a nap if you want to, I mean, you do sound like you could take
one.”

“Ah, thanks a lot Mandy,” I replied. “Sorry if this is off to a poor start.”
“Nonsense!” Mandy replied as she shifted the gear into the second and ma-

noeuvred the car through the car park towards the exit. “If there’s anything, I
should be the one who should be apologising, since this whole dinner thing was
my idea and I didn’t give you ample notice too.”

“Aww, don’t say that. . . ”
“Alright, you take a rest. I’ll wake you up once we get there. It shouldn’t take

too long though.”
“Okay then,” I said as I closed my eyes to get some shut eye. It was a quiet

day, but still it was a long one, and any rest of any sort was rather welcomed
really.

“Okay Duo-zhuo, we’ve arrived, time to wake up?” Mandy said as she gently
pushed on my shoulder. I was partly awake by then, but the sensation of her
hand on my shoulder was so pleasant that I pretended to still be asleep for a
few more moments. When Mandy realised that I was still “asleep”, she pushed a
little harder on my shoulder.

“Mmm?” I said, pretending to yawn and stretch myself. “We’re there?”
“Mhm,” Mandy said. “We’re here. Let’s make our way to Gillian’s, shall we?”
“Alright,” I said in amore awake voice. “Is it safe to leavemy briefcase behind

like this?”
“Probably not,” Mandy said. “Let’s just store it in the boot then.”
Mandy pulled the trigger that released the boot of the vehicle and I reached

out from the front through the space between the two front seats to grab my
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briefcase, which was on the rear seat onMandy’s side. Inevitably, my left shoulder
brushed against Mandy’s chest, but she didn’t seem to mind since she didn’t
react in any way. I hastily grabbed my briefcase with my left hand and retracted
it with my briefcase in hand and stole a glance at Mandy, who was still smiling
and using the rearview mirror to touch up on her already light make up.

I opened the passenger door, got out of the vehicle and made my way to the
boot of the car, where I put my briefcase inside before slamming the hatch shut.
At this point, Mandy was already done with her touch up of her make up and had
placed her compact case back into her purse and was already out of the vehicle.

“Ready?” She asked as she locked up the car.
“Sure, let’s go,” I replied as I walked to the front of the vehicle from the

passenger side.
We stood in front of the car, waiting for a few vehicles that we had seen in

the distance to pass by. I was standing there keeping an eye out for the vehicles
to pass when I realised that Mandy had clung onto my right arm. A little startled,
I turned to look at her. She winked and held on to my arm anyway, seemingly
suggesting that I was to escort her across the road. I could feel my face turning
red from the embarrassment and shock of having her on my arm like that, but to
be had, as we walked across the now clear road, it was a really nice feeling. She
was walking rather close to me, so close that I could feel my elbow in contact
with her body—I didn’t really want to turn around and look too hard at which body
part it was actually touching for fear of embarrassing myself even further. While
I would admit that the overall feeling was quite nice thus far, things seemed to
be happening too fast for me to realise just what was going on. It really seemed
that Mandy had been planning this from the get-go, I was slowly being suckered
into it.

After a fewminutes of walking that closely, I started to relax myself. The initial
feelings of confusion and embarrassment had turned into one of curiousity and
comfort, and those were really quite pleasant. We arrived at Gillian’s Restaurant,
where I was met again by the log-like ornamentation of the exterior. We walked
up to the understated doors and like last time, a waiter appeared before us.

“Reservation for two under Mandy please,” Mandy said, still clutching my arm
close. The waiter nodded and led the way through the doors and towards our
seats. Mandy and I followed the waiter through the posh looking interior before
he finally guided us to a table set for two with faux electronic candles. I did my
best to be the gallant gentleman and pulled back the chair for Mandy who, on
cue, had already disengaged her hand from my arm. She smiled at me and sat
down, crossing her legs tightly. I gulped once more as I saw her crossing her
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legs before walking over to the other end of the table to sit down.
The waiter came by with two glasses of water and handed us both menus.
“You’ve come here before, Duo-zhuo?” Mandy asked as she perused the

menu.
“Yeah, this one time. Jimmy introduced this place to me. He said it was pretty

awesome.”
“Oh yes it is! I come here every now and then myself to just soak in the

atmosphere whenever I want to feel pampered or something, just you know, not
with someone. . . ” Mandy said, her voice suddenly trailing off before hiding her
face behind the menu, seemingly looking for something nice to eat.

“Uh, so, what do you usually get?” I asked, trying to break the awkward silence
before it arrived.

“Usually the chicken chop, but I heard the steak is nice too. But you know, I
can’t really bring myself to eat the steak though, so many calories.”

“Ah I understand. I think I’ll try the steak this time. The last time I was here,
I tried the chicken chop, so I’d think I’ll try something different.”

“Sounds nice!” Mandy said as she put away her menu. “I think I’ll get the
chicken chop again.”

The waiter appeared on cue and took down our orders for our entrees and
left as unobtrusively as he arrived.

“So, uhh, Mandy,” I started, wondering what was the best way to ask the single
burning question that I had all day. “What’s the occasion for this dinner?”

“Oh nothing much, really. Just thought we could, you know. . . catch up or
something,” Mandy said as she looked at me in a somewhat dreamy sort of way.

I couldn’t contain my curiousity much, but I didn’t really know how best to
broach the topic without making the entire evening completely and absolutely
awkward.

“Ah that’s true. We did say that we would catch up from the old days but never
had the chance to do anything since all of our schedules never really sync’ed up.
So, what happened to you after secondary school? Last I heard you went to some
junior college or something.”

“Oh you know, I went to Hwa Chong Junior College for a couple of years, then
went to NUS for business school, minoring in psychology. Then I managed to
get a job in HR for the company and so here I have been for a while. How about
you?”

“Me? Oh quite boring actually. . . I don’t really want to bore you too much.”
“Oh no, you won’t bore me at all!” Mandy said as she smiled at me with the

sweetest smile that I had ever seen. “Do go on!”
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“Oh, if you insist. I went to Victoria Junior College, then national service
finally NUS for computing.”

“Really? You went to NUS too?” Mandy asked, her eyes suddenly all bright.
“How come I’ve never seemed to see you on campus? I mean, the business
school is quite near to the computing school, right?”

“Well, I always liked hiding in the lab and classrooms to mug and program,
so I don’t really come out that often.”

“Hahaha. . . why does this sound so much like you?”
I blushed a little.
“You still remembered how I was like back in secondary school?”
“Oh of course! You were some kind of outcast or something I think, everyone

didn’t really like to talk to you because you always seemed to be ‘out there’, no
one could really understand you except for Jimmy.”

I chuckled a little.
“But of course, secretly, I’ve always thought that you were kind of adorable

in a nerdy, geeky way,” Mandy said. This time however, she didn’t maintain her
smiling demeanour—she was blushing as red as could be.

I felt my blood rushing to the surface of my face as I too blushed at such
a direct compliment. I really didn’t have any idea on how to respond to that.
An awkward silence befell our table as the sounds of cutlery around us pierced
through the air.

Mandy was looking away coyly, trying to hide a small smile, while I tried my
hardest to look disaffected while stealing glances at her. Damnit, just what was
going on here? Anyway, I think it was probably the time for me to break the
silence—a few minutes without speaking was awkward enough.

Just as I was about to say something, the waiter had arrived and brought out
our entrees. He came by, gave a slight bow, and placed my steak deftly in front
of me before placing Mandy’s order of chicken chop in front of her. Once done,
he took another slight bow, and went away.

Mandy took up her fork and knife tentatively and started to gently cut at the
chicken chop, her face still coyly hiding from my direct gaze. Taking her hint,
I too picked up my cutlery and started to cut at my steak. After several more
minutes of only hearing our knives and forks clinking softly on the chinaware as
we brought slice after slice of meat to eat, I could no longer stand it. I put down
my fork and knife, summoned whatever courage I had left, and looked at Mandy.

“Mandy?”
“Hm?” Mandy answered, looking up from her plate, her fork and knife poised

over the chicken chop.
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“Do you. . . uh, do you still find me adorable in that nerdy, geeky way that you
did so many years back?” There, I said it, I actually said it. Now it was time to
just drop the cutlery and run the hell out of the restaurant. No wait, I couldn’t do
that—my briefcase was still in her rented car. Damn. Damn. Damn.

“Well,” Mandy began, her face blushing once more. “Yes,” she finally said
softly.

“So this dinner was actually. . . ”
“Part of a plan to talk to you (and let you know my feelings),” Mandy said, her

voice trailing off once more as she looked away.
For some reason, I felt a sudden swelling of emotions deep within me, some

I could comprehend, many that I had no idea what they were. I reached out
across the table and gently touched Mandy’s turned away face and softly guided
her to look back at me. There was little resistance if at all—it seemed as though
she allowed herself to be guided back to look at me once more.

“Mandy, I have something to say to you too,” I said.
“Duo-zhuo. . . ”
“I think it’s a little fast, but secretly, I’ve always had a liking for you too.” The

words that just came out of my mouth were the strangest that I had said in a
while, and I was sure that Mandy heard it that way.

“You mean. . . ”
“Mandy, we have so much catching up to do. I think I am interested in know-

ing more about you. Shall we just make this into a real date and try to learn more
about each other?” I said as confidently as I could, thinking somehow that I was
feeling like a dope.

“Oh Duo-zhuo. . . you have no idea how long I have waited for you to say this. . . ”
Mandy said as a small tear dropped from her eye.

“Wait. . . seriously? You’ve had a crush on me since that time?”
“Yes. . . that day when I saw you in the cafeteria, my heart skipped a beat. I

never thought I would see you again. The last few weeks of talking with you as
I fetched you for the bosses made me remember why I liked you so much then,
and I thought that I should try to talk to you to see if you felt the same way too.”

“So. . . wow. You’ve planned this for a while?”
“I have. . . and Duo-zhuo?” Mandy said, suddenly sounding much stronger

than before.
“Yes?” I answered.
“Will you. . . be my boyfriend?”
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GZ

Duo-zhuo woke up abruptly at the sudden sonic burst of his alarm clock in the
morning, feeling a light migraine in his head, possibly due to the said alarm
clock. Slapping his hand reflexively at the alarm clock’s snooze button, Duo-
zhuo laid there for a while more, trying to let the pain in his head ease away
gradually. He knew that he had set his alarm clock’s snooze button to snooze for
only five minutes, and that was usually enough for him to completely recover his
consciousness and be fully functional.

After lying in bed for about three minutes and feeling his headache going
away rather quickly, Duo-zhuo sat upright in his bed and quickly turned off the
alarm completely. The problem with his alarm clock was that it was a really
loud little thing that could wake up half the neighbourhood if he had left it to
run without stopping it—that had happened before and it wasn’t the most pretty
thing, seeing a small mob of his neighbours coming up to his door to talk to
him about his obnoxiously loud alarm clock that he had accidentally allowed to
run while he was taking a shower. It probably didn’t help that it was also on a
Saturday and it was set to an ungodly time like now.

Six o’clock. About an hour to go before Jimmy would come over to pick him
up in the latter’s hatchback before they made their way to the Changi jetty where
they could take the bumboat towards Pulau Ubin, their objective for the day. As
he brushed his teeth in front of the mirror, he was reminded about what had
happened just the evening before.

It was a dinner date that Mandy Ong had set up. They ate at Gillian’s Restau-
rant down by the river side, and one thing led to another, with them declaring
their mutual attraction with each other and deciding to become boyfriend and
girlfriend. After the dinner, they strolled along the river side and talked till it was

139
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pretty late before Mandy drove him back to his apartment with her rented car.
By the time he reached home, it was already two in the morning, and in effect,
he had only four hours of sleep, which could probably explain partly why he was
having a headache of sorts.

Duo-zhuo smiled to himself on the inside as he put his toothbrush to his
teeth and brushed his teeth and thought. Life was definitely looking up after
the six months of hell he had to put up with. And now, one more pressing thing
remains—to find the elusive final cache for the great adventure that was started
off by that odd little geocoin that he and Jimmy found near the river side.

Duo-zhuo rinsed his mouth and washed his face, drying it with a face towel
before heading to the kitchen to make himself a cup of instant coffee and break-
fast. Jimmy had suggested in an email earlier that the trip to Pulau Ubin was
likely to be quite strenuous, and suggested that he have a slightly heavier break-
fast to cover the energy needs that they were going to face while attempting the
final find.

Time slowly passed and Duo-zhuo was more awake, having drunk his coffee
and eaten his breakfast of bread with cheese and ham straight out of the re-
frigerator. He had checked his email for any last minute messages from Jimmy
but saw none. Having packed his day pack for the trip since Thursday, there was
nothing to do except to wait for Jimmy’s phone call before he left his apartment
to meet up with him downstairs.

Sure enough, his smart phone rang. Duo-zhuo picked it up.
“Hello?”
“Hey DZ, it’s me, Jimmy. I’m here already, downstairs. Come on down. I hope

that you are ready for this trip, because I think it might be a little hellish.”
“Why so?” Duo-zhuo said as he slung his backpack on to his shoulder and

switched off the lights in his apartment before putting on his boots and leaving
locking up the apartment behind him.

“Because the forecast is some rain over the island some time in the after-
noon.”

“But we will be done by then, right?” Duo-zhuo said as he took the stairs
down.

“I sure hope so. Anyway, see you downstairs.”
“See you downstairs.” Duo-zhuo hung up the call and slipped his smart phone

back into his pocket before continuing down the stairs. Living on the fifth floor
had its perks, and one of them was that it was often faster to just walk down the
stairs than to wait for the elevator to come to the floor. A few short moments
later, Duo-zhuo was already on the ground floor and was looking out for Jimmy’s
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hatchback. A short toot on the car horn was enough for Duo-zhuo to find what
he sought, and very soon he was already on board the car and they were already
speeding towards the jetty.

“I hope you had a good night’s sleep,” Jimmy said as he drove the car on the
expressway towards Changi jetty.

“Well, I did have some sleep, about four hours of it or so. . . ”
“What?! Only four hours? Are you crazy?”
“I couldn’t help it. I was out with Mandy till late.”
“You were. . . woah hold on,” Jimmy said, momentarily distracted. “You were

out with Mandy? Where and why?”
“It was a uh dinner date, and we just chat over a nice meal.”
“No way. . . ho ho ho. . . something good came out of it I suppose?”
“In a way. . . we’re dating now.”
“Ha! I knew that would happen eventually!”
“Wait, what?” Duo-zhuo said, confused. “Why do you say so?”
“You didn’t know that she had a crush on you since forever?”
“Wait, you mean you KNEW?”
“Of course I knew, I wasn’t that big of an outcast as you, you know,” Jimmy

said as he overtook another vehicle.
Duo-zhuo stared at the road ahead, dumb-founded.
“You knew all along?”
“Nah, I’m just messing with you,” Jimmy said as he laughed out loud. “I don’t

really know that she had a crush on you. But that said, I think you two should
make a cute couple.”

“Now you’re just being mean. . . ”
“No no no. . . I mean it. I think Mandy’s a nice girl. I highly doubt that last

night’s tryst was your idea.”
“Damn it Jimmy, it was a dinner date, not a tryst,” Duo-zhuo replied indig-

nantly. “Though you are right on one point though—she was the one who asked
me out for dinner.”

“See? She’s a nice girl. Make sure you treat her nice and wonderful things
will happen to the both of you. Anyway, why didn’t you ask her to join us for this
trip?”

“I dunno. . .maybe because it slipped my mind? Or maybe because I didn’t
want to be teased the whole while?” Duo-zhuo said, eyeing Jimmy through
squinted eyes.

“Woah. . . ho ho ho. . . guess I earned that one. Anyway, you should take a nap.
It’ll take us another half an hour to get to the jetty, so you might as well rest up
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a bit. Four hours isn’t going to get you anywhere for today’s trip. I looked up the
aerial maps for the location specified by the coordinates—not the most pretty
place to be in. You will definitely need all the strength and energy that you can
muster.”

“Okay, wake me up when we reach there.”
“That’s fine, as long as you don’t call me Mandy.”
“. . . ”

“Wake up lazy bones, we’re at the jetty,” Jimmy said as he shook Duo-zhuo
awake. The latter opened his eyes quickly and gave a light stretch. It was more
of a nap than a full blown sleep, and besides, Duo-zhuo was already primed
beforehand about the shortness of the sleep that he was getting and so wasn’t
in that deep of a sleep anyway. The two friends got their gear together and got
out of the vehicles. Jimmy locked it up and the two of them made their way
towards the jetty.

The Changi jetty was located along the eastern most tip of the north eastern
shore line. It was one of the two main jetties where one could rent bumboats
out to the many offshore islands that make up the country. The Changi jetty
was the jetty to go to for hiring boats that would go out to the north eastern off
shore islands, of which Pulau Ubin was one of them. There was no pre-booking
available, which explained why Jimmy and Duo-zhuo were making their way there
that early in the morning.

When the two of them got to the jetty, they looked about and found quite a
few boatmen lounging about near their boats, waiting for fares. Jimmy read a
couple of the posted signs near the jetty itself: “All fares flat rate five dollars a
head, maximum eight to a boat. Bicycles cost two dollars extra.”.

“Well that settles it,” Jimmy said to Duo-zhuo. “I suppose we’ll just find one
of these boatmen to take us out there then. Oh, I hope you know how to ride
a bicycle, because once we are on Pulau Ubin, we will need to rent a couple of
bicycles to make our way to the interior where the final cache location is.”

“Urgh, okay. It has been a while since I last cycled though. . . ”
Jimmy shrugged. Cycling was the only viable means of transportation on the

island—hiking about was just too brutal to even consider.
Jimmy approached the nearest boatman and chatted him up.
“Hi uncle, my friend and I would like to go to Pulau Ubin.”
“Only two of you? Got to wait for another three more minimum then can go.

You okay with that?” The boatman replied.
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“Hm. Sure we can do that,” Jimmy said.
“Done. When we have three more here, you pay me and we will go. Wait at

the sitting area there,” the boatman said as he pointed at a small row of seats in
front of where his bumboat was berthed.

Jimmy motioned to Duo-zhuo to follow him towards the seats and waited
there.

“How’d it go?” Duo-zhuo asked.
“We need another three more people before we can set off for the island.”
“Ah, okay. So we are just waiting for the three to arrive?”
“Pretty much. We should have enough time. . . I’m thinking that we can be

done with this cache by around early afternoon.”
“I hope so. If there’s another crazy scramble through mud or swamp again. . . ”
“Not too sure about that,” Jimmy added hastily. “The aerial maps seem to

suggest that it is a more generic jungle bashing trip than one involving random
swamps.”

Duo-zhuo cocked his head to the side and thought about what Jimmy just
said.

“Then what about the bicycles?”
“Ah, you bring up a good point. Thankfully, I had brought some extra chains

and padlocks so that we can lock the rented bicycles on to a tree or something
while we make our way into the jungle. That should do the trick,” Jimmy said.
Duo-zhuo nodded.

It would be another fifteen minutes before there were three other passengers
who wanted a ride out to Pulau Ubin, and when the five were gathered, they all
paid the boatmen with cash and they each took a seat aboard the boat. The
bumboat itself was a smallish vessel that could seat twelve people and was made
of wood, with a motorised propeller as the engine. The boatman unmoored the
bumboat from the jetty and fired up the propellor, setting its direction to reverse.
The diesel engine sputtered to life and was soon moving the boat in reverse
to pull it out of the berth. It wasn’t as fast as Duo-zhuo thought it would be,
but that was to be expected considering that the rear of the boat was not as
aerodynamic as the front, and that the rotors of the propellor were optimised for
forward movement than reversed. The boatman skilfully steered the boat enough
to get its bow facing the open waters towards Pulau Ubin, before changing the
direction of the rotors to propel the small vessel forwards instead. Like a whipped
colt, the bumboat charged forwards, accelerating as the engine behind roared.

Duo-zhuo held on to the edge of the bumboat as he looked towards the bow
where Pulau Ubin was. Jimmy was doing the same, and was already thinking
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about how they would actually attempt to find the cache given all that he had
known from the various aerial photographs that he had found on the Internet. He
had quite a few approaches in mind, but they would depend heavily on what the
actual terrain was like on the ground. The problem with the aerial photographs on
the Internet, Jimmy found, was that they were often out of date. Sometimes, they
were so out of date that they were completely unreflective of the actual reality.

“Hey Jimmy, must we actually rent bicycles to reach the general location?
I’m really not sure if I can actually cycle all that well on the type of hilly terrain
that Pulau Ubin has.”

“Well, your choice actually,” Jimmy said. “It’s about two to three kilometres of
road to walk, and then no more than another kilometre of hiking into the jungle.
Double that for coming out means that if we don’t cycle, we’re going to have to
walk nearly eight kilometres.”

Duo-zhuo thought for a moment as the bumboat’s engine still roared and they
still heading towards Pulau Ubin.

“I think you have a point. The route you have in mind isn’t going to be too
tough right?”

“I don’t think it will be that hard,” Jimmy replied. “Quite a straight path, ac-
tually.” The bumboat kept putting on as the two of them fell silent for a moment.
The other three passengers aboard the bumboat seemed to be content in watch-
ing the waves over the open seas, or that they were still woozy from the earliness
of the day—it was hard to tell, really.

Duo-zhuo pondered the option once more and decided that he would make
a decision once they had landed on the island itself. He hadn’t really taken the
time to examine the maps that were associated with the place, and so was a little
hesitant about picking the cycling route as opposed to the hiking route.

A few minutes passed and soon Pulau Ubin was no longer that far away as
compared to before. All the passengers on board the bumboat had discovered
that it was much easier to just relax and enjoy the breeze than to try and talk to
each other due to the sound of the engine and the sound of the waves splashing
on to the sides of the keel of the boat.

The rest of the journey passed without incident and soon the boatman was
slowing down the propellor speed and guiding the bumboat gently into the berth
on Pulau Ubin’s main jetty. Workers on the jetty helped the boatman with the ma-
noeuvring and the mooring of the boat once the engine was turned off. Once the
bumboat was successfully moored, all the five passengers got off of the bumboat.

“Seasick?” Jimmy asked Duo-zhuo.
“Nope, doing okay. Also I think we should go for the cycling route. I don’t
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really want to be wasting all the time hiking up and down the damn place.”
“Well said!” Jimmy replied. “Let’s go rent some bicycles. I think that there

are quite a few shops around that will hire out bicycles to us. Most of them are
also the ones we need, which are the mountain bikes for the superior climbing
power.”

“You sound really knowledgeable about this place, Jimmy.”
“Oh I’ve been to Pulau Ubin here and there over the last couple of years, so

I know a bit of the stuff that’s going on. And trust me, you made the right choice
in choosing the biking route. I’d really hate to be hiking all over the place here.”

Duo-zhuo nodded as he followed Jimmy towards the row of shop houses that
were near the jetty.

Pulau Ubin itself was a quaint paradise as compared to the main island of
Singapore. In many ways, it was almost like the Ah Gong’s Village that they
had visited back in Sembawang, yet there was a little more authenticity about
the place, the kind of authenticity that was absent from the subtly modernised
Ah Gong’s Village, which had the modern amenities that everyone was looking
for under the veneer of the nostalgic past. Pulau Ubin was a completely different
case altogether—it had largely resisted the wave of modernisation that had swept
across the main island for many, many years. The shophouses that Duo-zhuo and
Jimmy were walking towards were still made of wood from yesteryear, with paint
peeling off in places where the weathering had been particularly severe. There
was no road to speak of, there was only a sand path that existed in front of the
shop houses leading from the jetty itself. There were few concrete structures,
if any, and the overall effect was an even more primitive and rustic feel than
whatever Ah Gong’s Village could offer.

Duo-zhuo followed Jimmy towards the row of shop houses that were within
a stone’s throw away from the jetty, absorbing the sights and sounds that were
somewhat familiar to him. Back when he was doing his national service, Duo-
zhuo had came to the island exactly once, and that was for the battalion retreat
that the higher ups within the organisation had put together for the purposes of
unit cohesion. That time, they had hired bicycles to roam about the island itself,
but that was so long ago that it didn’t really strike him till he started to get his
bearings about the rustic island itself.

Jimmy stopped in front of one of the bicycle rental shops that were open
and started chatting with the shop owner. She was one of the few locals who
chose to still live on the island itself; many of the other islanders had taken up
the option of moving to the main island where they could stay in apartments
and send their children to school easily, as opposed to having to pilot a boat out
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from the island back to the main land in the morning and repeating the journey in
the opposite direction for the return journey. Duo-zhuo looked about him—there
were a total of three bicycle rental shops, and seeing that Jimmy had beelined
for this particular one, he was certain that they would be getting a good deal.

“Ah Ngio! How are you?”
“Ah Jimmy!” The female proprietor replied with a toothy grin. “Long time no

see? Why you don’t come and visit me any more arh?”
“Oh hahahaha. . . busy lah, you know business and all. . . ”
“You arh,” she said, still grinning. “Eh, this time no chio bu to come with you

ah?”
Jimmy blushed slightly, much to Duo-zhuo’s amusement. The latter made a

mental note to badger the former about that little juicy secret tryst while on the
trail later.

“Wah, how dare I bring another zha bor here? You still the most chio lah!”
“Waah, still so sweet talker ah? I give you good discount, twelve dollars per

bike for whole day.”
“Aiyoh, ten dollars can or not?” Jimmy said.
“Wah, twelve dollars you also dun wan? Cannot ten lah. . . later I pok kai.” The

female proprietor said with a hand to her waist.
“Okay okay, eleven can?” Jimmy suggested.
“Okay lah. . . you so hampsome, eleven per bike lah! Choose any two you like,”

she said, giving a really big grin. Duo-zhuo rolled his eyes at the exchange. It was
the first time that he had actually heard Jimmy speak in the vernacular Singlish
in a while, and it was simultaneously amusing and intriguing, considering that he
had somehow managed to flatter the proprietor and haggle for what was already
a really cheap price for the rental of the bicycle. Jimmy grinned too as he walked
towards Duo-zhuo.

“DZ, let’s go pick our bikes. This lady’s bikes are quite well maintained, very
rugged, smooth gear change. Just pick one that will fit your size. I’ll pay for us.”

“I have the cash to pay you—”
“No need,” Jimmy interrupted. “The bicycle rent will be on me. You can get

the drinks from the drink uncle later.”
“The drink uncle?”
“My goodness, you don’t know that guy?” Jimmy started chuckling. “It’s okay,

we’ll get to him eventually; it is along the way.”
With that, Jimmy turned around and walked into the bicycle rental place to

pick his bicycle. Seeing that his friend had gone in to select his bicycle, Duo-zhuo
followed suit to find a bicycle of his own size. Duo-zhuo picked a Raleigh bicycle
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and spun the pedals to test the brakes and the gear shifting and found that Jimmy
was right—even though the bicycle frame looked old and well-used, the brakes
and derailleurs and all the other mechanical parts were very well maintained.

“Eh hampsome, you wan to fix the seat height?” The proprietor asked Duo-
zhuo from behind.

Duo-zhuo tried mounting the bicycle and found the seat too low for comfort,
and so he nodded. The propietor got out of her seat behind the cash register and
collected a wrench from the tool kit hanging on the nailed up wall and walked
towards Duo-zhuo’s bicycle. By the time she reached, Duo-zhuo had already
gotten off the bicycle that he had chosen and was holding it steady. She took
the wrench and applied it onto the bolt securing the seat, loosening it before
adjusting the height and then tightening the bolt once more.

“Hampsome, try now see how?”
Duo-zhuo remounted the bicycle and found, much to his surprise, that she

had adjusted the height of the seat perfectly on the first try. Impressed at her
technical prowess, he was no longer in doubt of just who was the one who had
been maintaining her bicycles. He nodded towards the propietor, who gave him
a confirming grin and ambled back to her seat behind the cash register, hanging
the wrench back to where she had taken it from.

Jimmy had found his bicycle and made his way towards the cash register,
where he handed over twenty-two dollars to cover for the rental.

“Okay, you two be safe. If you bring bicycles back tomorrow, extra charge
arh.”

“Okay Ah Ngio, thank you hor!” Jimmy said, waving behind him as hemounted
his bicycle proper and slowly cycled out of the shop house as Duo-zhuo walked
his bicycle out of the shop house before mounting it. It took several tries to get
his balance back again, but in a few short minutes, Duo-zhuo was obviously more
comfortable with his ride than before.

“Good bicycles, right?” Jimmy said once Duo-zhuo managed to catch up with
him on his bicycle.

“Yeah. . . I’m actually impressed. Does she maintain her own bicycles?”
“Pretty much. She doesn’t look like it, but in reality she’s actually the wife of

a very rich man in Singapore.”
“No way!”
“Yep. She just likes the outdoors more than sitting around at home and bum-

ming, and so she took over the bicycle shop from the old man who used to run
it a few years ago. That old man was a mechanic by trade, so she learnt most
of the maintenance tricks from him and took over from him subsequently when
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he decided to retire to the main island when his movement was starting to get
constrained from arthritis. She has her own motor boat that she pilots out here
each morning and then pilots it back each evening. So, she’s not really in it for
the money but for the fun of it. Usually she charges tourists fifteen dollars for a
whole day rental, and me much less whenever I come over.” Jimmy explained as
the two of them cycled side by side along the road in a westerly direction.

“Say, Jimmy, she said something about a chio bu. So,” Duo-zhuo said with an
impish grin, “which poor girl did you manage to cheat to come out to this little
rustic island with you?”

“Oh that,” Jimmy said, his face obviously turning red once more. “Let’s uh
not talk about it? It was in the past by now.”

“Ookay,” Duo-zhuo said, making a mental note about the potential “black-
mail” material that he suddenly had on his friend. “On to somethingmore important—
are we on the right track to the final GZ?”

“Yeah,” Jimmy replied as he changed to a lower gear to peddle up a partic-
ularly steep slope. “We can basically keep cycling until we are past the drink
uncle’s house, and then when we reach the fork there, take the right one. That
will take us to a more mountain biking trail and then we’ll need the GPS receiver
from there.”

“Ah, so you have thought it all out.”
“Of course. Also, how are you peddling up the slope without changing any

gears?”
“That’s simple,” Duo-zhuo said. “I got off the damn thing and am pushing it

up now. That’s how slow you are peddling you know.”
“Oh.”
Duo-zhuo was frustrated at his lack of balance when his bicycle was in a

lower gear—the stepping was just too light and thus it was easy to over-peddle
to maintain balance on the rather slow moving frame. While Jimmy was talking
and changing gears, he had already gotten off his bicycle and was effectively
pushing it up the slope, which was a good twenty metres in length and felt quite
steep. Jimmy was peddling along and talking, not realising just how slow his
movement was until Duo-zhuo pointed it out.

At the top of the slope, Duo-zhuo hopped onto his bicycle once more and
peddled as hard as he could when the bicycle started going downhill. Jimmy
had already pulled ahead through his gear change and gained momentum, and
Duo-zhuo peddled as hard as he could while keeping his gear ratio high. The
whizz of the wind that was blowing towards his face as his bicycle sped down
the slope gave a little more comfort to an otherwise fast becoming humid envi-
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ronment. The sun was mostly up in full force, and even though it was nowhere
near noon, the fact that Pulau Ubin had dense foliage and was surrounded by
much more water made the overall humidity quite high and somewhat unbear-
able, particularly since peddling on the bicycle was hard work.

Jimmy sped on, leading the way on his bicycle with Duo-zhuo following close
behind. They sped past the only house they had seen all this while outside of the
jetty area – the drink uncle’s house—and charged on past the rows upon rows
of trees. Jimmy started slowing down, and Duo-zhuo did the same. A few quiet
minutes later, they neared the fork that was just ahead, just as Jimmy predicted.

“Take the right fork,” Jimmy reminded as he steered his bicycle towards the
right. Duo-zhuo nodded to no one in particular and did the same. The two of
them continued on the right trail of the fork, but had slowed down substantially.
Jimmy signalled for them to stop and they both did roughly fifty metres along the
trail. They both dismounted their bicycles and leaned them on the tree nearby.

“This is the place we start bashing through?” Duo-zhuo asked.
“Eh? I don’t know. Let’s get some GPS readings first,” Jimmy said as he

retrieved his GPS receiver from his small back pack. Switching it on, the two of
them waited quietly for the GPS receiver to get a satellite lock. It took the small
device quite a while to get a good lock on the satellites, almost a minute, but
that was to be expected because the tree cover was just so dense. Duo-zhuo
took the opportunity to take a short break to recover his breath from the cycling,
and took a few gulps of water from the water canteen that he had brought along
in his backpack.

“Yeah,” Jimmy said after a short while of tinkering with his GPS receiver. “It
looks like we should be able to reach the final location from this position. By line
of sight, it seems to be quite close, about three hundred metres in, but I’m not
sure how the terrain will be like. I think we can just lock up our bicycles here
and then head in. DZ, can you take the chain, lock and key from my backpack
and lock up the bicycles while I store the coordinates for this location in my GPS
receiver so that we can find this place again once we are done?”

“Sure, I can do that,” Duo-zhuo said as he took Jimmy’s backpack from the
latter and extracted out a chain with attached lock and key. Then, he packed the
bicycles as close as could be near a rather thick trunk and ran the chain through
the main gap in the two chassis and around the trunk before locking the ends
together with the lock that was attached. The overall effect looked quite solid,
and Duo-zhuo did a few tentative tugs on the lock and chain to make sure that
he had done a good job. Satisfied with his handiwork, Duo-zhuo turned to talk to
Jimmy, who had done twiddling with his GPS receiver to store the coordinates
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of their starting position.
“Ah thanks DZ. You can keep the key; I have another one that I keep with me,

so it will be fine. And now,” Jimmy said, as he started walking towards the forest
that was nearby, “time for the final cache.”

Duo-zhuo nodded and followed Jimmy’s lead.

The forest that the two of them entered felt similar to that of the one they went
through in Sembawang just a week ago, but somehow it was still quite different.
The undergrowth was quite thin and easy to walk through, while there weren’t any
thorns that were about. In some sense, it was a rather peaceful walk, with Jimmy
leading the way and Duo-zhuo following as close as he could. They had walked for
around fifty metres through the forest before Jimmy suddenly stopped. Annoyed,
Duo-zhuo stopped also.

“Jimmy, what is it now?”
“I think there might be quicksand about.”
“Quicksand? Why do you say so?”
“Well,” Jimmy began. “I have heard from some people who frequent Pulau

Ubin a lot that the interior jungles of the island often had many quicksand parts.
The thought is that there is some strange deep tunnel that connects to the sur-
face of the forested areas with the sea outside, which brings about more water
than the interior is supposed to have. And because of that, there’re quite a few
quicksand areas within the forested regions. For that reason, most of the hik-
ers don’t usually take unmarked trails through these forested areas, even though
some of these spots are virtually untouched and supposedly have very interesting
views of the jungle itself.”

“How reliable are these stories?”
“That’s not the point. Think about the overall theme of the cache so far. At

each of the four way points we saw earlier, two things were present: some really
screwed up soft boggy ground followed by some weirdly shaped thing at the end.
And the final is on Pulau Ubin, and now I’m telling you that there has been talk
about quicksand pits in the jungles. What do you think our final cache location
is going to look like?”

Duo-zhuo thought for a short while before the answer came to him like a
lightning bolt from the sky.

“Oh. . . oh. Weird tree growing in the middle of the forest, with quicksand pits
about it?”

“Yeah, that’s what I thought would be the case also,” Jimmy said. “Anyhow, I
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think we should be a little more careful. Word has it that the quicksand pits start
appearing from fifty metres in from the edge of the forests. There are only two
of us, so wherever you place your foot, please becareful.”

“Okay. Let’s do this then.”
“Yeah, let’s,” Jimmy said as he led the way forward oncemore, this time taking

very measured steps, gently testing the ground ahead first to detect quicksand
pits before he allowed his full weight to be placed on the ground. Duo-zhuo
followed his friend as closely as possible, stepping carefully along the paths that
his friend had already taken.

The two of them continued along their way in that slow fashion for almost half
an hour, gaining about seventy five more metres of ground. The going was long
and tedious, but was necessary to avoid the dangers of the quicksand. Jimmy
was starting to look a little annoyed at the level of caution that he had to take,
and Duo-zhuo was feeling his thigh muscles crying out in discomfort from having
to deal with the generally slow movement that they were taking, an action that
he was not really used to by any degree. They stopped for a bit to stretch their
legs a little and to have a small sip of water, and after resting for another five
minutes, continued to push towards the final GZ for the cache, once again with
Jimmy leading the way.

Duo-zhuo panted slightly as he followed the direction set by his friend. He
was quite tired, but the thought of finally finding the cache that the geocoin had
hinted about kept him moving on, dragging his aching thigh muscles from one
half-squat position to the next, maintaining balance on a generally soft ground,
and avoiding potential quicksand spots by following as closely to Jimmy’s foot
steps as possible. Around fifty more metres passed when Duo-zhuo suddenly
found his right foot landing into nothingness as it slowly started to sink beneath
the ground.

“Jimmy!” Duo-zhuo started shouting in panic.
“DZ! What? What’s wrong, oh crap. You stepped into a quicksand pit. Don’t

struggle, DON’T STRUGGLE!” Jimmy shouted about ten metres ahead as he cau-
tiously made his way back.

Duo-zhuo’s right foot had sunk as low as his knee while his left leg was still
standing on relatively firm ground. He tried shifting his weight to his left leg to
pull himself up, but found to his horror that the action was causing his left foot to
start sinking also. Fear caught him as he imagined himself getting sucked into
the maelstrom of sand and water and he started to panic. When Jimmy yelled at
him to stop struggling, he tried his best to fight against the primal fear, relaxing
his muscles as best as he could as his legs were slowly sinking into the pit.



152 CHAPTER 8. GZ

“DZ, give me your hands,” Jimmy said as he stood near the edge of the pit in
a very low stance. Duo-zhuo grabbed at the offered hand and pulled as hard as
he could. He could feel Jimmy trying to yank him out, and with their combined
strength, he could feel himself slowly coming out of the pit. Once his knees
were out of the pit, Duo-zhuo quickly lifted one of his foot as well as he could to
gain traction on the edge where Jimmy was standing on for it looked more firm
than anything else. By then, Jimmy had released his grip on Duo-zhuo’s hands
and was busy pulling him by the backpack as the latter was lying prone on the
ground, his left foot still within the quagmire. A few tense moments later, Duo-
zhuo was lying on the edge of the pit, prone, panting. Jimmy sat down next to
him, exhausted from having to haul his friend out of the pit.

“Dude, DZ, what the hell happened?” Jimmy finally said when he managed to
catch his breath.

“I don’t know Jimmy. I was following your path, stopped for a bit, and then
suddenly I started sinking into the ground.”

Jimmy shook his head. “Yeah, try not to stop for too long. Most of the quick-
sand works only because you stand in one place for too long that the surface
starts to distintegrate and then you start falling through. You are lucky that the
ground surrounding this particular pit is quite solid, otherwise I have no idea
how best to save you.”

“Yeah man,” Duo-zhuo said. “Thanks Jimmy.”
“Don’t sweat it. Let’s rest a bit more and then move on. Now I just want to

find the final cache for this and be done with it.”
“Yeah, me too.”
The two of them stayed there and rested for a few minutes before continuing.

The next fifty metres was made without much incident, with Duo-zhuo forcing
himself to keep moving, following as closely as he could to Jimmy to avoid the
same problem that he was facing earlier. It was hard—he couldn’t walk normally,
always in that half-squat stance, which was doing a number on his leg muscles.
Yet he could not stop to give his poor legs the much needed rest. Then, at the
two hundred and seventy five metre mark, Jimmy suddenly signalled for them to
stop. Thankfully, it was along a rather firm ground near a tree.

“Heh, do you see that DZ?” Jimmy said, pointing about twenty five metres
ahead.

“Yeah I see it. God damn it cache owner. . . ” Duo-zhuo mumbled.
Just as Jimmy had predicted, they were at yet another odd-looking clearing

with a weird tree in the middle of it. The GPS receiver was pointing directly at
that odd piece of tree—there was no doubt where the final cache was. What
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was truly terrifying was the odd coloured pool surrounding the tree. At a single
glance, it looked like sand, but when Jimmy threw a stone at it, the stone hit the
ground with a dull thud-like splash before sinking. The tree was surrounded by
twenty five metres of quicksand.

“This cannot be happening,” Jimmy said to no one in particular. “How the
hell are we supposed to cross the bloody thing? It’s too soft to walk on, yet too
thick to swim through. I’m out of ideas how we can tackle this.”

Jimmy slumped himself onto the tree and slid down of it dejectedly as Duo-
zhuo looked at the tree ahead and started to wonder if the trick that they used
before would work.

“Hey Jimmy, do you think that this one is exactly like the one in Tuas?”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean, there’re hidden rocks beneath the surface that we can stand on.”
“Oh god, not that kind of puzzle again. That’s fucking annoying!”
“Yeah I’d agree with you, but given this situation, I don’t know if there’s any

other way. Besides, it’s twenty five metres and is quicksand, so maybe we might
have a shorter and more direct path.”

Jimmy sighed. “I’m out of ideas anyway, so we might as well try this one out
then. Alright, start poking along the edge until we find a starting stone. Hopefully
we can make it across and back in one piece. I’d hate to die in a place like this.”

Duo-zhuo nodded as he picked up a stick of branch from the ground and
started prodding beneath the surface of the quicksand as Jimmy did the same.
It was a long and tedious process, prodding and poking into an unseeable quag-
mire looking for some kind of stepping stone that they could use to cross the
seemingly uncrossable. It took the two of them nearly thirty minutes before
Jimmy found himself poking at something rather hard with his stick. Feeling
guardedly optimistic, he stuck his hand into the quicksand up to the depth of his
wrist before his fingers touched upon a distinctively rock-like object below.

“Found the starting point!” Jimmy shouted at Duo-zhuo, who was on the other
side of the moat. “That sounds great! Let’s finally get this damn thing done!”
Duo-zhuo shouted back in reply before making his way back.

Jimmy waited impatiently for Duo-zhuo to come back before taking his first
step into the quicksand until his foot landed solidly upon the hidden rock be-
neath. Then, he brought his other foot along, which sank through the quicksand
and landed on the same rock beneath. The two of them held their breath, waiting
for something terrible to happen, but it never did. Satisfied with the starting po-
sition, Jimmy started probing the space in front of him when he quickly found the
next stepping stone, which was directly in front of him. Elated, he took another
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step forward and continued probing.
Duo-zhuo waited till Jimmy was around five stones ahead before he started to

follow in his steps, finding the first stepping stone and the next in almost exactly
the same way. As he observed Jimmy moving ahead of him in a fairly straight
line ahead, he felt his confidence building when he realised that they were finally
going to find the cache. Finally finding the final cache. Finally finding the hardest
cache that they had unknowingly started on.

A few minutes of back-breaking crossing later, the two friends gathered on
the small island where the weird tree was.

“Okay DZ, this is it. I sure as hell hope this is the final cache, because if it
isn’t, I will definitely KILL the damn cache owner,” Jimmy said as he started to
hunt about the tree.

Duo-zhuo nodded as he too looked about to find the cache container. It took
the two of them not more than two minutes to find an odd pile of bark a top
a carefully camouflaged container sitting near the top of the trunk of the tree.
Jimmy carefully made the grab and the two of them stared hard at the cache that
they had found. All the crazy travelling for the cache, and now it was the moment
of truth.

Duo-zhuo took the cache from Jimmy who pulled out his smart phone and ac-
tivated the camera function and carefully opened up the cache container. Within
it was a log book and some trinkets, with an insert that said “official geocaching
game piece—do not remove”. Jimmy took pictures as the cache container was
opened, and when they opened up the log book, they were surprised to find it
completely empty.

“Holy shit,” Jimmy said. “We’re first to find! I can’t believe it!”
“How can that be?” Duo-zhuo said. “No one made an attempt to find this

cache yet?”
“Well, let’s first find out what the GC code is,” Jimmy said as he picked up

the insert to examine it. Seeing nothing on the visible side, he flipped it over,
where he found a familiar looking code that began with “GC”.

“Excellent! We have the GC code now,” Jimmy said. “We can finally log this
find. But first, since we are first to find, we should probably take a few pictures
of the log and ourselves.”

“Do we have to?”
“Yeah it’s probably a good idea. But we shouldn’t take a picture of the general

location to give away the hide though. I think standing close to the tree might
be a good idea.”

“Alright then,” Duo-zhuo said as he posed next to the tree with the log book
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in hand. Jimmy took a picture before they switched positions and did the same.
The two of them signed the log and replaced the cache where they had found it.

“That’s uh pretty anticlimatic,” Duo-zhuo said. “I was expecting something
more scary or challenging.”

“Dude, are you crazy or something?” Jimmy replied as he covered up the
cache container with more tree bark. “This is an insane cache to doman! Anyway,
we should head back. I really don’t like this place all that much. Also, drinks at
the drink uncle’s place, on you, don’t forget that!”

Duo-zhuo sighed and nodded. “Yeah yeah. . . ”

It took them nearly another hour of backtracking before they managed to get
out of the quicksand infested forest back to where they had left their bicycles,
which they easily found thanks to Jimmy’s foresight in storing their starting loca-
tions on his GPS receiver. By the time they got out of the jungle, it was starting
to be noon, and the heat and humidity was starting to get on their nerves. Jimmy
hastily unlocked the lock on the chain and retracted the chain that was holding
the bicycles together before stuffing the chain and lock into his backpack. Duo-
zhuo returned his key to Jimmy and retrieved his bicycle and moved it onto the
trail, facing the reverse direction that they had come from.

Jimmy did the same and adjusted his bicycle a little.
“Hey DZ.”
“Yeah?”
“Wanna go explore Pulau Ubin? There are a few other caches nearby.”
“Nah, not today. I’m feeling tired enough. That GZ was annoying enough.”
“Oh? Yeah me too. I was just joshing with you.”
“Okay. Let’s go get some drinks from the drink uncle’s hut.”
“Actually, I was thinking about that. I’d rather go home, log the find, and then

go sleep.”
“You think?”
“Yeah.”
“We can do that,” Duo-zhuo said. “Saves me a bundle on the drinks, right?”
“Oh yeah. . . I guess you’ll just get us drinks some other time.”
“I agree. Do we have a boat back?”
“That shouldn’t be hard.”
“Okay, let’s go.”
The dialogue cut right about there as Jimmy mounted his bicycle proper and

started peddling towards the jetty. Duo-zhuo did the same and followed his friend
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as close as he could, trying to capitalise on the draft that Jimmy was creating by
being in the lead. All the initial energy that he had prior to the trip was all gone
when he started to realise that he was doing an entire geocache on Pulau Ubin
while having only four hours of sleep prior. The reality was starting to catch on
to him.

A few minutes later, the two friends had made their way back to the jetty, and
returned the bicycles to the proprietor, who gave them a smile. The next bumboat
was leaving in about five minutes, which suited them fine, and so they waited on
board as patiently as they could. When the bumboat filled up with a few more
passengers, the boat man cast off the mooring and piloted the bumboat out into
the open sea towards Changi jetty.

Duo-zhuo started to nap, the morning’s exertions coupled the the late night
finally catching up with him while Jimmy closed his eyes to rest himself also.
Like Duo-zhuo, he had found the final cache to be not as climatic as he thought
it would be, but when he put it into perspective, he found that the whole cache
concept was rather well thought of, even if the locations for the hide were par-
ticularly devious.

Some minutes later, they arrived back at Changi jetty and Jimmy shook Duo-
zhuo awake. The two of them disembarked the bumboat and walked slowly to-
wards Jimmy’s car.

“Wanna do lunch?”
“Nah, I wanna go home and sleep.”
“Okay, I’ll send you. Then I’ll email you the GC code for the cache?”
“Sure.”

When Duo-zhuo woke up about four hours later, it was already five thirty in
the evening. Checking his email, he found a note that was sent to him by Jimmy.
It said:

“Hi DZ, the cache that we were working on was a difficulty 5 terrain 5 cache
planted by a geocacher who had passed away some time back. Apparently his
son had taken over his cache and didn’t have the time to check on it. No one
could start finding the cache because the son forgot the starting coordinates
that were minted on a geocoin that his father had released into the wild. So the
cache was archived because of that. And that’s why we’re the first to find this
cache. I think this is easily the most awesome cache we can find in Singapore.
Oh, the GC code for you to log is GCxxxx. I hope you had enough sleep and we’ll
go geocaching again soon. From your buddy, Jimmy.”
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Duo-zhuo smiled to himself as he closed the lid of his laptop and walked to
the kitchen to prepare dinner. Life was starting to look much better than before,
and he looked eagerly towards the future.


