
on my way to

WORK
Making sense of 
internship day by day

By Justin Zhuang



WELCOMEon board

0

I just really wanted to showcase 
the photos I took of the KTM 
railway, relate my internship 
experience and play with 
Indesign.



EVERY JOURNEY 
BEGINS WITH THE 

FIRST 
DAY!
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The first thing I remember 
was entering the MRT 
carriage and becoming one 
with the crowd. Sleepy, decked 
out in a similar attire and only 
looking forward to getting out 
(thus we all faced the exit), 
it summed up all my worst 
fears of entering the working 
world. My only semblance of 
resistance — folded up sleeves, 
ready to take on the world.
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It was funny how no one wanted 
to make eye contact. We were all 
waiting to be summoned to get out 
— our turn and our place in the 
big coporate machine. You don’t 
go to work, the train brings you to 
work. 

“Clarke Quay”, I had arrived.
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It was still another 5-minute walk to The Treasury, 
and even though I had came out of this station 
so many times before, it was the first time I was 
wearing my shirt and pants. It felt like a first date, 
except I knew I wasn’t in love, yet. I had no idea 
what to expect on the first day and as I strolled 
to office, I let my imagination wander a bit. Hot 
colleagues? Top secret work? 
 
Hollywood, life that never comes true.
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The man from Human 
Resource read to 
me my rights, the 
companie’s polices, 
missions and goals. 
We both knew we 
were better than this, 
but in here you never 
knew if someone was 
watching you. So we 
both played our parts, 
I was the eager intern 
all ready to absorb 
and lap up whatever 
you told me.

Then he brought me 
to my desk, gave me 
a PC, some stationery 
and left me to my 
supervisor. 

So much for welcome 
to work.
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I twiddled my thumbs wondering what to 
do. Everyone was huddled in their own 
cubicle, working hard at something. My 
supervisor said something about the days 
ahead, but all I could think of was what 
to eat for lunch. Short-term plans versus 
long-term plans.



There was something about my 
cubicle that worried me. It was 
smack in the centre of the small 
office. In front of me was the clock 
ticking away, behind me was the 
entrance to the office. I felt like 
the centre of the attention and my 
every move was being watched.

The desk was big, but the space 
was small. Yet, it was big enough 
for me to feel lonely, I wanted 
to step out and make a friend, 
but I was glued to the seat, first 
by inertia but much later by 
numbness.

No wonder officer workers grew 
podgy. Try spending hours sitting 
in front of a computer, daily.
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I had lunch with my supervisor 
because everyone else was too busy. 

She was nice, and so seemed 
everyone else.

Still, as I stepped out of the air-
con oasis of my office, I felt the 
discipline of the office lunch crowd. 
They seemed to be interrogating 
me:

Who are you eating with?
Have you found your seat?
What are you eating?
Which queue are you going to join?
Why are you not making small 
talk?
Why you eat so long?
Have you bought coffee/tea back?
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It is toughest right after lunch. When you 
cannot stay awake to do anything, but not 
like there was anything for me to do.

It was just day one, 165 more days to go.
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And when I knocked off from work that 
day, I went home with a lot in my mind. 
Was this a life I could see myself having 
in the future? 

That night, I did not dream while I slept.



WILL THERE BE A 

SECOND 
DAY?
STAY TUNED TO FIND OUT


