SINGAPORE

Singapore: A solo symphony of first flights and city
lights.



FIRST FLIGHT, Liow CITY

August 13, 2025. That Wednesday marked not just a
day, but a first. My first international flight,
Mumbai to Singapore. A solo journey into the
unknown. The airport thrummed with a nervous energy
that mirrored my own, yet it was exhilarating.
Everything felt new, a delicious kind of
overwhelming. I remember the cool, conditioned air,
the murmur of announcements in unfamiliar
languages, and the gleaming floors stretching out
before me. The sheer scale of it all hinted at the

adventures to come. Singapore, here I come.




The flight from Mumbai still hummed in my ears as I
finally stood before the Marina Bay Sands. It was
Wednesday, August 13th, 2025, and the Singapore air
hung thick and warm. I'd made it. As evening
painted the sky in hues of orange and purple, the
iconic structure began to glow. The air thrummed
with a quiet energy, a mix of anticipation and awe.
Standing there, the city lights reflecting in the

water, a simple feeling washed over me: it was so

good to be here.




Emerging from the cool air of the taxi, the humid
Singapore air wrapped around me like a warm towel.
Then, there it was - the Merlion. Even after seeing
countless pictures, the real thing held a certain
magic. Water arced from its mouth, catching the
sunlight and scattering it in a shimmering spray.
It truly is iconic, a symbol that seems to whisper
of Singapore's unique blend of cultures and
ambitions. I stood there for a moment, simply
absorbing the scene, the gentle roar of the water a
calming counterpoint to the city's vibrant energy.

A sense of arrival settled over me; I was really

here.




Kays, TOAST, AND DREAMS

Thursday, August 14, 2025, began with the simple
promise of kaya toast. I remember the gentle warmth
of the morning air as I made my way to Ya Kun Kaya
Toast. The first bite was a revelation - the sweet,

coconutty kaya melting into the crisp toast, a
comforting embrace for my taste buds. Paired with a
soft-boiled egg and a strong, sweet coffee, it was

the perfect fuel for a day of adventure. It was
more than just breakfast; it was a small, perfect
moment, a delicious start to my Universal Studios
day. Energized and content, I felt ready to face
the thrilling rides and dazzling sights that

awaited.
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Thursday, August 14th, 2025. Universal Studios.
Pure, unadulterated joy. The sun beat down, but the
vibrant energy of the park was infectious. I was
instantly transported, each land a fresh burst of
color and sound. Familiar characters came to life,
eliciting smiles and childish glee. I remember the
adrenaline rush of the rides, the wind whipping
through my hair. It was a day of pure escapism, a

chance to simply be happy. A memory I'll treasure.




PANDA DREAMS, NEON RAILS

The Singapore Zoo day remains a vivid highlight. I
loved the whole vibe, an immersive experience
unlike any other. Sunlight dappled through the

dense canopy, casting playful shadows as I
wandered. The air hummed with exotic sounds, a
symphony of chirps, roars, and rustling leaves. I
felt a childlike wonder observing the animals in
their habitats, their beauty and grace captivating
me. It was more than just seeing them; it was

feeling connected to the wild, a reminder of the

planet's incredible diversity.




The Singapore Zoo hummed with life, but I was on a
panda quest. Finally, there he was, a monochrome
marvel. I felt a childlike thrill seeing him in the
flesh, a creature I'd only known through screens.
He was curled up, lost in a panda dream. Though
sleeping, his presence filled me with quiet joy.
The air around him felt still, peaceful. I stood

there for a long time, content just to observe.




The day's humidity clung to me as I made my way
back, the scent of damp earth and lingering animal
musk fading with each step. The air thrummed with

the low hum of the city, a stark contrast to the

zoo's vibrant chorus. As the train pulled into

Dhoby Ghaut MRT station, the familiar sign felt

like a beacon. I paused, a wave of contentment
washing over me. The cool air of the station was a
welcome relief. I felt a sense of accomplishment

for the day's adventures, ready to rest and dream

of orangutans.




OrcHID DAWN, SATAY DUSK

Saturday, August 16, 2025, began steeped in the
verdant embrace of the Singapore Botanic Gardens.
Sunlight, filtered through a canopy of ancient
trees, painted the path ahead in shifting patterns
of light and shadow. The air hung thick with the
scent of damp earth and blooming orchids, a
fragrance so intoxicating it felt like a tangible
presence. I wandered aimlessly, drawn by the
promise of quiet beauty, the city's hum fading with
each step deeper into this sanctuary. A sense of
peaceful solitude settled over me, a welcome
respite from the vibrant chaos of Singapore. It was

a perfect start to the day, a gentle awakening of

the senses.




The afternoon heat led me straight to Lau Pa Sat.
The hawker center hummed with the lunchtime rush.
Aromas of char kway teow and Hainanese chicken rice
hung thick in the air. I found a table and ordered
chili crab, the sweet and spicy sauce a welcome
burn. The sounds, smells, and tastes were a perfect

snapshot of Singapore. It was a simple pleasure, a

full belly and a happy heart.




Inside Lau Pa Sat, the sheer volume of food stalls
overwhelmed me in the best possible way. A symphony
of sizzling, grilling, and fragrant spices filled
the air, each vendor vying for my attention. The
Victorian architecture, an unexpected backdrop to
the hawker scene, added a layer of grandeur to the
experience. I wandered through the iron structure,
gazing up at the intricate details as I debated
between satay and chili crab. The energy of the
place was infectious, a vibrant mix of locals and
tourists all united by a love of good food. It felt
like stepping back in time, yet also being

completely immersed in the modern pulse of

Singapore.




Saturday, August 16th, I finally succumbed to the
Flower Dome's allure, and "amazing" feels like an
understatement. The sheer scale of it struck me
first, a cool, dry haven blooming with life from
every corner of the earth. The air hummed with the
quiet industry of bees, a subtle counterpoint to
the vibrant colors exploding before my eyes. I
wandered through landscapes I'd only dreamed of,
each bloom a tiny masterpiece. Sunlight filtered
through the geometric panes of the dome, casting a
warm glow on the exotic flora. I felt a sense of
wonder, a quiet appreciation for the artistry of
nature and the vision that brought this incredible

garden to life. It was more than just a collection

of flowers; it was an experience.




Inside the Cloud Forest, I found myself
transported. It wasn't just the cool, misty air on
my skin, or the roar of the waterfall echoing
around me. The Jurassic Park theme amplified
everything. Towering ferns, vibrant orchids, and
meticulously placed dinosaur figures created a
surreal landscape. It was more than just a garden;
it was a carefully constructed world. A childlike
sense of wonder washed over me, a feeling of
stepping back in time, surrounded by both natural
beauty and prehistoric giants. The air hung heavy
with the scent of damp earth and exotic blooms, a

truly unforgettable sensory experience.




As dusk settled, I made my way to Gardens by the
Bay. The air hummed with anticipation. Soon, the
Supertrees awakened, transforming into colossal,
luminous sculptures against the night sky. I found
a spot and tilted my head back, mesmerized as the
light show began. Music swelled, and the trees
pulsed with vibrant colors, painting the darkness
with streaks of emerald, ruby, and gold. A sense of

childlike wonder washed over me; it was a

breathtaking spectacle.




The humid air, thick with the scent of orchids and
distant rain, followed me as I began my walk back.
My legs, pleasantly tired from a day of exploring,
carried me onto the Helix Bridge. The structure
itself was a marvel, the steel curves echoing the
organic forms of the Gardens by the Bay. From my
vantage point, the city lights began to twinkle,
mirroring the stars emerging in the darkening sky.
A sense of quiet contentment settled over me. The
walk back to the hotel felt like a peaceful exhale,

a perfect ending to a day immersed in Singapore's

cultivated beauty.




OARDENS FROM ABOVE

Sunday, August 17, 2025. Up on the Marina Bay Sands
sky deck, the air thinned, and the city spread out
beneath me like a shimmering map. A thrill coursed
through me; it truly felt like standing on top of
the world. From that dizzying height, Gardens by
the Bay appeared as a futuristic Eden, a tapestry
of green and purple woven into the urban landscape.
The distant hum of the city faded, replaced by a
sense of quiet awe. I lingered there, breathing it

all in, etching the panorama into my memory. The

sheer scale of it all was humbling.




TeWELED FAREWELL

My Singapore adventure drew to a close, but not
before experiencing the marvel that is Changi
Airport. I saved the best for last. Stepping into
the Jewel was like entering another world, a final,
unexpected burst of vibrant life. The sheer scale
of the indoor waterfall was breathtaking, the cool
mist kissing my skin, a welcome contrast to the
humid air I'd grown accustomed to. I stood there
for a long moment, simply absorbing the scene, the
gentle roar of the water a soothing soundtrack to
my reflections. It was the perfect, peaceful ending
to a trip filled with so many unforgettable
moments. Leaving Singapore felt a little easier

knowing I had witnessed this final, stunning

spectacle.




