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A Welsh Godfather is a true account of recollections which Matt and his friend Johnny Illsley had of Johnny’s grandfather when they were both in primary school. They were both around 10 years old at the time. Only much later when they were both in their late forties and Johnny’s parents had died were Matt and Johnny aware that Johnny’s grand-dad was in fact a Welsh Godfather.

Giving a review and posting online would be appreciated. I would love to know what you think. You can reach me at brigydon1@outlook.com , my Facebook page is Matt Owens Rees and my Twitter handle is @MattOwensRees. Constructive comments are welcome. It helps me provide a tailored reader experience for all booklovers.

Thanks for taking the time to look at The End of a Life. Please accept my gratitude for your support. 

My books are available from all good book stores and on line. For your convenience, clicking the link below in your web browser will take you to my Books2Read author page where you can browse and order any of my books from the book retailer of your choice. 

https://www.Books2Read.com/MattOwensRees
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He arrogantly insisted on some petrol money to go to the hospital.

Dta Sompet had been bitten by a neighbour’s dog and needed an anti-rabies injection as a safeguard. Whether the dog was provoked or not was difficult to tell. Anyway, the owner paid for the hospital fees and the petrol. But he thought his demand for having his petrol costs paid was a little over the top. The families smiled when they saw one another but it was not the smile of close friends. It was the automatic Thai smile.

As farangs, we may not notice the coldness of the snub but then the Thai smile is never easy to understand. Years went by with only a few words being exchanged. However, as we shall see, events would change that. If only for a short time.

I saw Dta Sompet most days. He was either reading his newspaper or doing some light gardening. He would always stop for a chat when neighbours walked by. I usually joined in the chitchat and banter. Thais love to gossip and joke. Lately he had been unwell and had been taken to the hospital for check-ups. Occasionally, I would see him reading his newspaper in the shade of his garden. We would exchange a few words but he was not his usual self. He was not as energetic as he was before.

Whenever I asked his family if he was getting better, I was told he was okay. A standard reply from a Thai. They did not want people to be sorry for them. This attitude of caring for the feelings of others, greng jai, is the Thais’ routine response to not putting you to any trouble. But I was genuinely concerned for his health.

I buttonholed his granddaughter, Renu, as she was riding her motorbike to university. She told me he was dying and that the surgeons could not operate on his kidney problem because of his age.

He was eighty-three years old and was being sent home to die.

I found him a kindhearted man. His youngest daughter, Fai, was divorced and lived alone above her shop a few hundred metres away. It had been burgled twice. Until he became very ill, he had slept over every single night of the year without fail to protect her. Caring for other members of the family is a strong Thai trait.

We saw him that evening. He was lying on one of the long wooden teak benches that the Thais like to have in their homes. They are expensive because they are well crafted and ornate but Westerners find them uncomfortable even when provided with lots of cushions. He was propped up to stop him falling to one side and was cheerful enough. He smiled as we entered and understood what we were saying, very light-hearted stuff. We had often shared a joke together.

But now he was not able to talk. Only his wife, Khun Fon, and eldest daughter, Khun Faa, were with him when we visited, but many close friends had popped around during the day for a short while. Perhaps bringing a soft drink or something they thought he might be able to eat. There were smiles and chattering amongst the visitors, but no assumption that he was going to survive.

The family was still concerned that they were causing an inconvenience to his visitors. Always, the family thanked them for coming round to see him. Always, the response from his friends was the same: “Mai bpen rai krap.” (Literally, it doesn’t matter.) It seemed an inappropriate response to their thanks but it is the correct one in Thailand. It wasn’t that they didn’t mind. They cared a lot. The meaning was that they did not need to be thanked for visiting their old and beloved friend. Mai bpen rai can have many different shades of meaning. In the context of a man dying, it still seemed odd to a western ear.
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