
Touchdown at Changi Airport had me impatient to exit the aeroplane. I’d been quite young 

the last time I visited Singapore, but not young enough to forget what it had been like, and I 

was anxious to see how it had changed. 

My fears that Changi had been turned into just another dreary, businesslike no man’s land 

were, thankfully, unrealised. The airport was just as bustling and beautiful as I remembered, 

and I never seemed to be far away from a waterfall or mini garden tucked next to a waiting 

area. I almost didn’t want to leave.  

Leave I did, however, and immediately felt a blanket of thick, comforting heat settle over me 

the second I stepped outside the shiny doors. Thankfully, I’d had the foresight to take off my 

jacket before leaving, and the taxi to my hotel had the aircon on at full blast. The taxi driver 

and I chattered on during the journey about his kids, my job, the amount Singapore had 

modernised in the last fifty years – not necessarily in that order, of course. Looking out of the 

window, I saw palm trees and other assorted greenery stretching on for miles, bordering the 

road underneath the ridiculously blue sky. In the distance, the skyscrapers glinted in the 

midday sun. 

My hotel was one of the cheapest I could find, but it was still better than I could have asked 

for – yes, the air conditioning was next to non-existent, and yes, the hotel was situated 

directly above a hotpot shop, but I was getting used to the heat again anyway, and the smell 

of hotpot proved nostalgic rather than cloying. There wasn’t really any way for me to write 

off the lumpy mattress with its threadbare sheets, but I wasn’t planning on spending much 

time in my room in any case, so it hardly mattered.  

Getting food was the first order of the day; aeroplane food is aeroplane food, no matter how 

fancy the menu looks (if there even is one at all). I decided to wander around and find the 

nearest hawker centre available, which turned out to be barely a ten minute walk away. For 

those unknowing, hawker centres are a Singapore staple and consist of an (often outdoor) 

communal seating area surrounded by food stalls. It took me barely five minutes to buy a 

bowl of chicken rice (the ultimate comfort food), snag a Pepsi from a nearby vending 

machine, and make my way over to eat. The food was just as good as I remembered – 

Singapore is famed for its Michelin-level cuisine.  

Sated, I went back to my hotel to shower and change, and then headed back out again to 

wander around. I spent the rest of the day meandering between the Chinese and Indian parts 

of Singapore, as well as the modern, sleek skyscraper district – taking the MRT solely by 

muscle memory and stopping at a BreadTalk along the way to buy a pork floss bun. (It’s one 

of my greatest grievances that BreadTalk doesn’t exist anywhere in Europe.) I ended up 

going to Gardens by the Bay as night fell to watch the Supertrees pulse and light up; the 

experience is every bit as idyllic as it’s billed.  


