
Do we really lose someone? 

 

Angel 

It’s almost twenty years to the day since I came here. Despite the worlds everchanging views, 

nothing about it had changed. Well, in my mind it hadn’t. The rush of humidity hit my skin as I 

walked out Changi airport, the strange sensation of your body getting used to the hot air 

compared to the cool conditioned air of the building. The usual blaze of the sun clung itself 

onto your back, the slight smell of the haze from the Indonesian forest fires, the sound of 

clashing languages: Malay, Chinese, English, Hindi. I hadn't been here in a long time, yet to me 

it always felt like home. Stepping into a cab, I traced back to my years as a child here, passing all 

the places I was twenty years previous. Clarke Quay, Raffles Hotel, Tiong Bahru hawker Centre; 

they each all had a memory, whether good or bad, it was a memory. And most of all, it was a 

memory with her. 

 My father was a CFO of an oil company while my mother was a diplomat, so they were never 

home. I’d see them late at night, or early in the morning. There were times where we sat at the 

same table for over half an hour and didn’t say a single word. But I never felt resentment 

towards them, it was just the way our lives worked. I think that’s why me and Angel were so 

close. The only connection to someone I had was with Angel. Angel was our maid. Everyone had 

a maid, it was the norm to have one. But she was more than that. We did everything together. I 

ran around the massive supermarkets piling up mounds of food for her, we ate at the hawker 

food markets – we always went to Tiong Bahru because they did the best chicken rice -- then in 

the afternoons we would sit on the chairs on the patio of the house.  We dozed to the droning 

sound of the cicadas from the trees, with the touch of the broken light through the trees from 

the afternoon sun on our faces. I never understood to be grateful for those moments. I was an 

immature child, greedy and rude, always expecting things to be done for me. Angel taught me 

not to be like that, she had a way of being strict in a gentle way. That’s how I remember her 

being like. It's been so long since I last tried to picture her face. The faint crow's feet around her 

eyes, her hair braided off to the side, her hands detailed with wrinkles, a reminder of all the 

years of work as a maid. On those afternoons, the light created a form of a halo from behind 

her. I don’t remember ever being as happy as I was when I was with her. 

When I was 10 years old, her husband who lived in the Philippines was involved in a car 

accident. The next day she got the phone call to tell her that her husband had died. I went into 

her room to find her. She was sitting on the edge of the bed, crying. when I asked her what had 

happened that made her so sad, she turned to me and through ragged breaths she said, “Sorry 

girl, but today I don’t have many words to say”. I stared at her blankly as she continued “I want 

you to spend all the time with the people you love ok lah?” I nodded at her. “come here.” As 

she pulled me into a tight hug, the only emotion I was feeling was confusion: why do I have to 



spend as much time as I can with them? My loved one was Angel, and I saw her daily. I always 

asked myself why that was so important.  

Its only now, standing on the same road we walked down so many years ago, that I understand. 

 

The taxi drove further into the Centre, passing the CBD (central business district), with its 

skyscrapers and finely cut buildings of banks and companies. The driver was turning around into 

Orchard road when I decided to ask him to drop me off at the top. I wanted to walk the road for 

myself, to relive all the forgotten years of when I was younger. The city is connected by its 

people. There are millions of different lives, but to everyone the island has always been the 

same to them. Everyone is so in sync with the flow of life, it runs as smooth as clockwork. It 

made me feel almost out of place, like everyone was walking in one direction while I was 

walking the other way. 

 I remember Angel was the first person to take me into Orchard Road.  

“This is always the place you go to if you need anything, ok?” she told me, her finger gently       

keeping me under command. “Unless of course, I am there lah” she snorted to herself, the 

tinge of her Filipino accent distinctly coming through every time she spoke. It was every 

Saturday afternoon in which we got the train into the center. She bought things for herself; I 

was there only because I wanted to come. I passed under the interlocking bridge under the 

road between the two biggest malls there was at the time, when I passed the same small shop 

near the food Centre. I recognized that shop. It’s blinding bare light hung from the ceiling, the 

walls adorned with posters of Chinese new years’ decorations. It was when I was five, Angel had 

just come out that very store: “Girl ah, come here, I got you something”. It was then when she 

handed me a small necklace with her name on it, while holding another one with my name on 

it. “You see, this means I always with you, and you always with me la”. She wrapped the 

necklace round her neck and put it on clasping onto my name. She closed her eyes, just for a 

second, before opening them and giving me my necklace. I reach into my pocket and take out 

the very same necklace she gave me then, causing me to smile at the memory. 

She died last Sunday.  

After I had gone to university, my parents moved back to the UK. She moved into an apartment, 

next to the Bukit Timah reservoir. I never flew out to visit her, I was too busy making a career 

for myself. I never knew I would regret that for the rest of my life. She said she wanted that 

apartment, so she could be near to the reservoir. On the off chance I called her to see if she had 

gone a walk around the reservoir, she always replied the same: “Girl, don't worry lah, I'll go one 

day”. She never did.  

I found out the next day.  



Once I got to my hotel room, I changed into my outfit for the funeral. A simple black dress and 

heels, the gold Angel resting right next to my heart. Upon arriving, I saw her daughter waiting 

for me at the door of the church. When it was my turn to say my speech, I walked up past the 

coffin and read it out automatically. I didn’t want to feel what I was reading. It hurt too much. 

Once the funeral finished, her daughter came up to me handing me a small simple box. I looked 

at her then, a younger similar face of the woman who was like a mother to me staring back. She 

tried to smile, though it didn’t reach her eyes.  

After that my movements were on autopilot. One moment I was standing in the reception 

room, the next my taxi was once again driving past the business district, through Orchard Road, 

past Clarke Quay, and exiting the taxi I felt my feet leading me to the same view Angels 

apartment looked out onto. The wave of grief hit me like a blow to the stomach. She was gone. 

She was really gone. I looked down and opened the box. I stood like that for a while, frozen. My 

vision became blurry as the tears formed in my eyes. There, in that simple box, was my name 

looking right back at me. There, was my name that she wore around her neck every day.  

Yes, I thought, she was an angel.  

She was my Angel.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


