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​Chapter 1

 
   The car smashed through the flimsy fence and hit the water at sixty miles per hour the force of impact no less that if they had collided head on with a stonewall. Stunned, befuddled and separated from their senses the driver and passenger tried to take stock of their plight. Saved by their seatbelts from real permanent physical damage that a trip through the windscreen would have certainly entailed but not from the mental and physiological trauma of such sudden deceleration they were barely conscious. The inward rushing freezing water soon changed that though, and they now scrambled in panic as they felt the car fill with water and start to sink. The driver fumbled with his seatbelt but in his panic and alarm his wet hands and clumsy fingers betrayed him, and he tugged and pulled at the belt with frantic force, which only further tightened the belt around his waist. He struggled desperately against his restraint as the water rose up passed his knees and as the car tilted forward a huge rush of surge water filled the car and it plunged below the surface. The freezing water blinded him and in his panic, he tried to open the door, but the pressure had not yet equalized and he could not force the door open. His hands fumbled across the manual window winder and he somehow found the wit to lower the window. The car sunk deeper into the canal, deeper into the blackness as he wriggled like a fish on a hook to free himself from the belt that pinned him to his seat. He felt pressure against his bursting burning chest and his screaming mind recognised hands groping around his waist, searching and pulling at the buckles. Then he was free, just like that, he felt his body lift as he found release from the belts deathly grip and he pushed open the door and kicked wildly for the surface. He broke surface gasping and gulping in the cold night air as he kicked and whirled his arms in a desperate frenzy, as he made for the safety of the bank. He was lucky he did not have to go far, which was as well, but there was also no shallow, the canal had only steep sides but there were wire mesh restraints to prevent erosion, so he clung to them with a tenacious grip. Shocked and frightened he thought to scramble up the wire mesh but his fingers were reluctant to let go of their grip whilst he was still up to his neck in the water, so he abandoned the idea and instead shouted for help. He shouted and shouted in turn frantic, energetic and forceful but occasionally weakly and pitifully as it dawned on him the enormity of the situation. The car he had stolen and he was drunk they must not find him here, not the police, and they would surely come. With that new revelation and priority filling his mind, he found the strength and courage to scramble up the wire mesh up out of the water and onto the bank of the canal. He looked back, only once at the dark water, and shouted out the girls name, but he got no answer, but she must have got out as she had saved him. He scanned again over the dark water that had enveloped the car but it was too dark to see, too dark to think, she must have got out, she must have made it to the bank then ran, that was the smart thing to do, so he did too. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
   The phones irritating musical call tone cut through Investigator Deng’s sleep with a surgeon’s precision and rendered him conscious and wide eyed with one clear burst of the infernal melody. He fumbled under the pillow for the object of his irritation and pressed the answer button, whilst he slumped back again staring up at the early morning shadows that played about on the ceiling.
 
   “Deng, I’m glad you’re awake,” Senior Investigator Bee chuckled, “I have a job for you … something to keep you in touch and maybe earn you some much needed points with the Police Corruption Tribunal.”
 
   “Oh thanks that is a cheery thought first thing in the morning. Anything else you would like to add to totally mess up my day?”
 
   “Well that depends on what you think of my suggestion, or rather my request for your off duty assistance.”
 
   “Okay well let’s hear it then.”
 
   “I have a foreigner I would like you to make acquaintances with, he is an interesting case and one I think that you will find fascinating going by your recent interest in the workings of the criminal mind.”
 
   “Hmm, Okay so what’s he done?”
 
   “Well he has been sent down to us from Udon Thani, seems he is suffering from amnesia, can’t remember a thing, maybe a bump on the head or something, or more likely knowing these foreigners a bout of drug induced psychosis.”
 
   “He can’t remember anything, what nothing at all … shouldn’t he be seeing a shrink.”
 
   “No we want to keep this unofficial at the moment; it’s a personal request from a friend of mine at the British Consulate, as he is one of their nationals. You see his last memories are that he went out of his hotel in Bangkok, Silom actually; the Dusit Thani, for a walk or to buy a newspaper or something and that is it. He left his wife and daughter in the hotel and he never returned. The problem is that was over three months ago, but he thinks it was only hours ago, so he is naturally a bit disorientated. His family and off course the consulate have been searching for him for months. His family has since returned to England but they never gave up the search, they had PI’s looking for him, but they couldn’t trace him,”
 
   “So sounds like a happy ending then, so what do you want me to do … mess it all up?”
 
   “No, I want you to find out where he has been for three months … how he has lived and where … and why he was found bewildered and confused in a Thai style room in Udon Thani, what was he doing there.”
 
   “What does it matter … he is safe now …”
 
   “Eh, not quite … you see the Udon Thani police found him when they went to investigate a particularly noisy disturbance at that residence ….”
 
   “Ah so he wasn’t living alone then, he has a girlfriend?”
 
   “Eh no, well maybe … you see when the police arrived they found him in a state of shock and her … well she had fallen from the balcony.”
 
   “Oh no … how high?”
 
   “Sixth floor … no chance I’m afraid.”
 
   “She jumped?”
 
   “That’s what I want you to find out. Neither we, nor Udon can get a word of sense out of the man, but we have no reason to suspect that she didn’t jump … but it would be nice to get it in his words.”
 
   “Where is he just now?”
 
   “He is in the psychiatric ward at the Correctional Hospital in Bang Kwan, your old accommodation, you will get the chance to say hello to the staff, and it will be just like the old days.”
 
   “You have a very wicked sense of humour Bee.”
 
   “Oh yes … so I am told, and in so many ways. So will you come in and talk to him for me?”
 
   “Sure why not, you’ve got me curious.”
 
   ***
 
   Deng strolled along the hospital corridor checking each of the labels on the office doors as he passed, until he found the office of Dr Luke Nantakarn. He double-checked the spelling of the doctor’s name before he knocked lightly on the frosted glass panel on the door. A voice beckoned him to enter, it was mild but carried authority, Deng recognised the voice.
 
   “Ah Deng glad to see you again … How are you doing, I trust you are well.”
 
   “Yes I am doing fine … even working, but just not officially, just in a private capacity.”
 
   “And no alcohol I trust.”
 
   “No, none whatsoever I don’t know what you gave me but I feel queasy at the thought of drinking.”
 
   “Good, long may that continue then …” he scoffed but Deng wasn’t laughing or smiling, “I take it this isn’t a social visit, so what can I do to help you?”
 
   “Yeah well you have in your care a foreigner an Englishman by the name of, oh hang on” Deng rustled about in his pocket and withdrew a slip of paper, “James Cartwright.”
 
   “Yes I have, an interesting character, we are very fortunate to have him you know I have waited a long time for such an opportunity to study his particular psychological phenomena.”
 
   “Why what’s wrong with him I heard it was amnesia, what’s so special about that?”
 
   “Ah well Deng I suspect in this case the amnesia is dissociative Fugue, a rarely occurring phenomena.”
 
   “Sounds like some disease a tree would get.”
 
   “No, this is something special, if it is indeed the case and he is not just some malingerer. You see he has all the classic symptoms, flight, a total loss of memory of the fugue episode, and I believe he successfully functioned and came up with an alternative identity during that time. I am quite excited by it.”
 
   “I can see that … but what does it mean?”
 
   “It means that he suddenly for reasons we have yet to establish took flight to another city hundreds of miles away and made a new identity and life for himself. A new existence of which now he has no memory, just as, when he was in Udon living under his new alias he would have had no memory of his previous or real identity.”
 
   “And this is rare? I used to have something similar to that every weekend.”
 
   “It is considered very rare, but I am personally doubtful, you see it normally occurs briefly for several hours or more … unaccountable travel and lost time … those are the symptoms, or the indicators to the sufferer that something is amiss. It might cause mild anxiety, but not much more due to the short duration of the experience. On the other hand sometimes the experience lasts days, weeks, even months, as in the case here, now that obviously causes more than just the mild anxiety that you would have experienced after your ‘lost’ weekends.”
 
   “So he will now remember nothing at all about that time, about that last three months?”
 
   “Exactly to him they never occurred, his internal clock tells him he left the Dusit Thani hotel maybe just minutes before he was inexplicably discovered in an apartment in Udon Thani. To him there has been no three months absence.”
 
   “How did he live, money, accommodation etc?”
 
   “This Deng is what is so surprising and interesting about Dissociative Fugue, it seems the sufferer is not distinguishable from normal, they behave rationally and function normally, the only confusion may arise from loss of identity, but this they resolve by simply creating another one. It seems they are quite ingenious about how they handle this, in some cases long term sufferers have created whole new lives and families even careers whilst in the fugue state.”
 
   “So how will I find out what he has been up too then during that time, how have they reconstructed other sufferer’s alternative lives?”
 
   “Good old detective work Deng, something that should be right up your street.”
 
   “Hmm, can I speak to him, I just want to hear for myself what he does and does not recall about the last three months.”
 
   “Yes certainly … though I must warn you he is distressed obviously and wants to be reunited with his family as soon as possible. You can understand that I’m sure.”
 
   “Oh sure I can, and I hope your keeping him off the psychedelic breakfasts, when will he be compos mentis?”
 
   “Ha, ha yes for the meantime, but right now he is fine, just a little disorientated …”
 
   “Yes, I suppose leaving the hospitality of the Dusit Thani one minute and being at the tender mercy of doctors in the Psychiatric wards of the prison hospital the next, would do that to you.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
   The room where they kept James Cartwright was familiar to Deng as one very similar had been his home for close on a year. Eleven months of drug induced stupor and psychedelic breakfasts that had rendered him little more than a vegetable. It was not a time or a place he held in high memory indeed the whole place gave him the shivers so seeing James Cartwright so confused and disorientated made him feel real empathy with the man.
 
   “Good morning James, my name is Deng I have been asked to speak to you regards your little adventure up north.” Deng said smiling and as warmly as he could, he noticed James watch him suspiciously, but Deng expected that in the rare atmosphere of the psychiatric wards.
 
   “What can I do for you?” replied James shakily a definite waving tremor in his voice betraying his stress.
 
   “I really just want you to tell me in your own words whatever you can remember of the situation … I mean your disappearance.”
 
   “That’s it though I don’t remember anything, I’m not even sure I did disappear I have only you guys word for it.”
 
   “You have the date and time, you have checked the news on the TV, have you had access to the internet at all?”
 
   “No he hasn’t we are still in the stabilizing phase, and I’m afraid the TV that he has seen will have been in Thai.”
 
   “Yes and that wasn’t helpful … you know with the language and also the different dates,” said James.
 
   “Oh of course, Okay but what do you remember about Udon Thani, do you remember being there?”
 
   “Of course I do, I remember the terrible scene in the room, and the woman, that poor woman … but I don’t recall what it had to do with me, or why I was there.”
 
   “Okay, but before then, how did you end up staying with that woman in Udon Thani, do you remember anything prior to you coming around in Udon but after you left the Dusit Thani Hotel?”
 
   “No I’m afraid I cannot help you, I remember nothing … my memory, I’m afraid it is a complete void.”
 
  






​Chapter 2

 
   Deng arrived early for the morning Air Asia flight from Don Mueang Airport to Udon Thani, he was expecting it to be busy but he was pleasantly surprised at the passenger volumes and the efficiency of the check-in staff. He had decided to take a trip up north to the scene of James Cartwright’s discovery and subsequent detention - on immigration violations - to see the sixth floor apartment and to question the neighbours regarding the disturbance. He had no expectations of finding anything different from what they had already recorded but it did no harm to question, sometimes the wrong questions or a wrong interpretation of an answer made it into the report, it did no harm to double-check. 
 
   He managed to get a Tuk-Tuk from the airport perimeter to the city centre and after a brief detour, the driver found the apartment bock where James Cartwright had been renting his studio room. And a room was all it was, just one single room that formed the bedroom/living/dining/kitchen and shower/toilet, which they hid behind a modesty partition, hastily assembled to be functional with shielding walls but no door. The apartment window though was large and opened out onto a narrow balcony, which the residents used for hanging out and drying laundry. Deng opened the window and stepped out onto the balcony keeping a wary eye on the drop below. It was a perilous position as the balcony balustrade was only about knee height more a danger that a safety measure. He glanced down all the way down to the street below, all six floors, it wasn’t particularly high but from this precarious vantage point, it was certainly high enough. He was certain no one unfortunate enough to take a tumble over the edge would survive the fall.
 
   He clambered back inside just as the front door opened and in stepped a local police officer. Deng was thankful he had managed to get back inside before the officer’s entrance; he wouldn’t have liked to be surprised on that narrow balcony. The officer introduced himself and set about explaining what had happened, or what they suspected had happened. He pointed to the window and the balcony beyond and indicated that was where the girl had jumped or fallen to her death. He made no suggestion of any foul play, she either had jumped or had fallen, that was all they were considering, it seemed reasonable to Deng after being out there. It wasn’t long after that the neighbours started to congregate around the doorway and started to give Deng all their various accounts of the tragedy. 
 
   “Who was it raised the complaint and called the Police?” asked Deng to the group milling around the doorway. They shuffled around exchanging glances suddenly unsure, no one seemed willing to accept responsibility. The police officer interrupted and after consulting a folder that he carried at his side he declared that the call had been anonymous, which was the norm for around these parts. Deng shrugged and went to turn away when an old woman piped up that they were shouting, screaming and fighting she could not even hear the TV because of them, and this was at only eleven o’clock in the morning. The intervention brought others into the conversation and they agreed and added their opinions that the woman had been cheating on the foreigner, as they had heard him calling her a cheat, a thief and a whore. They had no doubt that he was correct. And they were sure the words he had used had been cheating and thief, they were sure because he had shouted them in Thai, well actually in the local Loa/Thai dialect but other words they didn’t know for they had been in English. That was just before it had gone deathly silent … and then of course there had been the sickening thud.
 
   “Why if they were fighting and shouting and she was giving as good as she was taking would she suddenly jump?” asked Deng, but the crowd exchanged curious glances before shaking their heads, they seemed perplexed by the question. The old woman stared at the floor in bewilderment but managed to conclude.
 
    “She was crazy … those type of girls always are … too much drugs and drink … Thai men would not put up with it … but foreigners, huh strange men always trying to do what they think is good even though they’re doing the girl wrong.”
 
   “Okay, do we have confirmation of that fact from the pathology report?” asked Deng but the police officer shrugged as if to indicate a negative. He could see it was more than likely just more malicious neighbour gossip. Deng thanked them and headed out the door and along the passageway to the lift, leaving the local police officer to disperse the group and lock up the apartment.
 
   He had just reached the lift when the doors creaked open and he stepped inside. Just as he pressed the ‘ground’ button, he heard the patter of fast shuffling feet. He held the lift until the scurrying woman could make up the distance and get aboard. 
 
   “It wasn’t right what they were saying,” she said.
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “I heard the shouting and the fighting. My room is in the adjacent wing; my room looks out onto her balcony. I saw them do it … throw her out the window … she didn’t jump, they killed her.”
 
   “What … did you tell the police this?”
 
   “Tell them … why would I tell them … they were there.”
 
    “How do you know?”
 
   “I saw them … through the window and I saw them leave they were not in uniform but they were police, I know my husband used to be in the police.”
 
   The lift clunked to a shaky stop as it bounced off the ground floor buffers. Deng held the doors closed. “What else do you know?”
 
   “The shouting was all in Thai/Loa with some quieter English, do you think the foreigner could speak that dialect?” she nodded to him to open the doors and he released the button, the doors stated to shudder open. “The man shouting at her was calling her a traitor … and a cheat. They called her a traitor, a thief and that she was just like that white haired whore … then she was thrown out the window,” she said casually as she slipped past him and out of the lift and through the lobby before Deng had even gathered his thoughts.
 
    
 
   ***
 
   The mobile phone rang twice before Deng heard Bee answer. “Bee, look I am up in Udon Thani right now and I need you to send me pictures of the foreigner and the Thai woman, good photos if you have any, but natural ones not police booking photos I want ones where they look human, can you do that, send them to my phone.”
 
   “Sure I can do that, but why? What do you want them for?”
 
   “Oh something just came up … it seems like the police may have laid on a little welcome committee to give me a bum steer, because I got talking to another witness and her account conflicts with the general consensus. My new witness reckons she saw the girl thrown from the balcony, or rather out the window.”
 
   “Oh … how reliable do you think this witness is?”
 
   “I have no idea … that is why I need to ask around, one thing she did say was all the shouting and arguing was in a Lao/Thai dialect which she doubts the foreigner would have known …. I agree with that, but you never know three months may have been long enough for him to have learned a few choice words.”
 
   “What do the local police think do they give this witness any credence?”
 
   “Eh, I haven’t disclosed anything to them yet … and I’d rather not.”
 
   “Is there a reason why not?”
 
   “Because my witness suggests the people doing the throwing … were the police.”
 
   “Ah … why is it this always happens to you Deng … can nothing ever be simple, straightforward?”
 
   “Bee … come on, if I was a cynical man, I might think that you suspected something was not straight here all along.”
 
   “Don’t be foolish, but please tread carefully, you never know what you might have stumbled on.”
 
   “Oh don’t worry I will … I will be out of here on the late afternoon flight … just get me those photographs as soon as you can please.”
 
   Deng hung up he felt reassured that Bee had not known or suspected of a prior local police involvement, indeed, there may not be one anyway the witness could well be delusional or just plain mistaken. He just hoped it wouldn’t take too long to get the photos passed through. He considered his options and after a brief discussion with the woman who manned the apartment’s foyer, he discovered that James Cartwright regularly went drinking at the ex-pat bar area close by Central Plaza in the centre of the town. Deng decided he probably shouldn’t need a photo of James Cartwright for those bars, as he was a daytime drinker, they would probably know him by name, but what about the girl. 
 
   He asked the woman on reception to confirm the deceased woman’s name and nickname. The woman had obviously had plenty of practice lately reeling them off as she never missed a breath, as she recited the dearly departed’s details, Surirat Wattana, nickname Ying, age 28, occupation … unknown.
 
   The bar area Deng was looking for was easy for the Tuk-Tuk driver to find and soon Deng was stepping up and into a huge barn like structure that hosted about fifty small bars. Each Bar was a single unit with a capacity of perhaps twenty or if pushing it to thirty customers, though the license stipulated sixty, though how anyone thought that was physically feasible was baffling. The close proximity of the bars meant competition for customers would be fierce and the competing music irritating in the extreme. Deng glanced along the row of bars, fortunately, it was only two pm and most bars were not open yet and wouldn’t be until much later. James however had been a daytime drinker by all accounts so that narrowed the available choice considerably. Bolstered by this he set about questioning the bar staff and girls that milled around trying wherever possible to avoid bars where the ex-pat boss or owner was present. He knew from hard earned experience they would not be keen to furnish him with any information about another ex-pat, it just wasn’t the done thing.



OEBPS/cover.jpeg





