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    With thanks to Moon for her patience and to all the people of Cha-am for kindly allowing me to search their beach without complaint.


  




  

    The Beginning




    I have been using metal detectors on farmland, fields and parkland in various locations around England for more than twenty years now, and although unlike some lucky beggars I have never chanced upon that one, awesome life-changing find or hoard, I can claim to have had considerable success and perhaps more importantly, a great deal of enjoyment out of the hobby of metal detecting.




    Searching farmland after the turn of the plough has brought many interesting, beautiful and ancient coins and artifacts within range of my machine and I have had plenty of moments of detecting bliss when a sticky handful of soil has been crumbled apart to reveal a hammered silver coin; specimens of which I have found from Henry II pennies as early as 1180 to a much later Commonwealth half groat issued at the end of the seventeenth century.




    I have unearthed a superb medieval silver ring brooch from behind a manor house in Devon (arguably my best find), a rather less ornate specimen of the same from a field in Essex, Medieval, Stuart and Tudor Buckles, sword fitments, belt ornaments, seal matrixes and many other items of ancient metalwork and jewelry too numerous to list. A trio of gold Victorian rings plus many other historic and sometimes even valuable goodies have meant that metal detecting on farmland has never been tedious and I have enjoyed every moment.




    Detecting on fields and farmland is all about research and patience, not to mention a good slice of luck of course, and it is true to say that anyone who learns how to use a good machine properly and perseveres will achieve the desired results eventually.




    Throughout the years, just for a change, now and again I tried my field detectors (good quality VLF motion detectors) on some of the local beaches. I always came away very surprised and disappointed at the total lack of success I experienced. After all, I could consider myself to be an experienced metal detector user, so why did I fail to recover even so much as a single coin on the few occasions I tried my machines on the seashore? Successful metal detecting is all about scanning ground which has been used by a great deal of people over the years and there was no doubt that the Devon tourist beaches I tried had been as busy as any piece of public land throughout the centuries. So where was I going wrong?




    Of course, I now know that I had missed the point completely. What I had failed to realize was that field and beach detecting - like tennis and rugby - were two very different games which required two very different players. I had yet to learn that the wet sand and highly mineralized ground effects of beaches made even the best models of VLF motion metal detectors unstable to the point where they were useless and that a specially designed detector - the pulse induction machine - was required for even the simplest of seashore searching.




    For nearly three decades I have been fortunate enough to have been able to structure my life around summers spent working (and metal detecting!) in England; whereas I have chosen to spend the colder months of the year in Thailand. This is a supposed to be a book about metal detecting, so I am not going to go into the logistics of how I have managed to do this, nor will I enlarge on the lifestyle I have lead apart to inform the reader that if he wishes to read more about the bar-life, Thai girls, fishing possibilities and various other sundry attractions of the Land of Smiles, I have written several books pertaining to the aforementioned and I would be grateful for any beer money donations in the form of royalties should anyone feel the need to purchase any further reading material on the subject.




    I spent most of these winters away from the frozen wastes of England based in a Thai beach resort called Pattaya, which perhaps not completely undeservedly, has gained the reputation of being one of the better known ‘sin cities’ of the world. I would certainly never knock Pattaya, because I have undoubtedly had the best times of my life there. Unfortunately, over the past decade or so it is undeniable that the now bustling beach resort has ceased to be the relatively quiet haven I knew it at as when I first arrived there way back in 1983. Pattaya has now evolved into a huge, vibrant city. It is still a whole lot of fun, but for my tastes, my old stamping ground is quite simply just too busy now.




    Unlike many old Pattaya-hands, it wasn’t that the girls around the bars had become more street-wise and more mercenary than they used to be that drove me away. Neither was it the danger of being run down by a speeding coach-load of Japanese tourists or a drunk on a motorbike going the wrong way down the Beach Road that bothered me. I was even prepared to wait for almost half an hour for the traffic to subside to a bearable level to get across the street if I had to. No, what really did it for me was when I first really noticed that the type of people I had originally come to Thailand to get away from in the first place were now thronging the streets in their droves. That was the moment I sadly realized in a flash of clarity that the time had come to move on.




    During my travels around Thailand I had not long ago visited another much more peaceful beach resort in Prachupkirikan called Cha-am, which apart from a handful of Scandinavian tourists and the odd straggler, was seemingly the preferred beach destination for fairly well-off Thai people on their jollies. Perhaps feeling the years catching up me at last; or maybe just finally having had enough of half-naked go-go girls, pissed-up revelers, flashing neon lights and all night drinking sessions - at least for a while, anyway - it was here that I decided I would relocate my base camp next year. After nearly thirty winters of madness - fun though it had most certainly been - it seemed I was at last ready for a touch of the quiet life.




    When I had first visited Cha-am I was intrigued to see a Thai guy metal detecting on the beach nearly every day. He seemed quite pleased to pass the time of day with me; if I didn’t hold him up for too long, of course. I asked him if he thought anyone would take offence if a farang (Western visitor to Thailand) had a crack at things; to which he kindly replied, “mai pen rai (not to worry), there is plenty of beach for everyone.”




    Of course, as a keen treasure hunter it was inevitable that several times in the past I had half considered bringing a machine with me and trying it on the beach at Pattaya; but frankly, the night-time attractions of the good old days were such that metal detecting was the last thing on my mind whenever I was there. Especially with the lamentable lack of success at beach detecting that I had experienced whenever I had given it a go in England. I had also sensed that perhaps the attitude of the tough-looking locals who already used machines on the beach at Pattaya at night might not be quite as generous as this fella in Cha-am was, and the gangs of dodgy lady-boys that roamed Pattaya beach at all hours definitely had a bearing on why I left my detector at home as well. No, I felt that the chances were that metal detecting on the beach in Pattaya might be more trouble than it was worth. A foreigner doing so would no doubt constantly have the piss taken out of him unmercifully by both Thai people and tourists alike, which isn’t my idea of fun at all. My guess is that it would take a much braver and thicker-skinned farang than I am to regularly use a metal detector on the beach at Pattaya.




    But here in laid-back Cha-am, things seemed rather different, besides which I was going to need to something to do, particularly as the Pattaya-style night-life in the laid-back resort was almost non-existent. There was always fishing of course, but inexplicably, although I have been a keen angler all my life, I had recently begun to feel sorry for the fish. Too many years spent in Buddhist Thailand, perhaps?




    So that was how I decided that the following year I was going to spend my leisure hours (and when I am in Thailand there is a lot of them, believe me) beach metal detecting on Cha-am Beach. I resolved that when I arrived back in England for the summer next time I would look seriously into the matter of the best beach machine to buy and use, dig out my old ‘Treasure Hunting’ magazines and study up on beach conditions and tides, then look at some of the websites on the subject to see if I could get any useful tips and insights into the best way to dig up hoards of jewelry on the seashore.




    I had no great illusions about the finds to be made when using a metal detector on the seashore; in fact quite the opposite. Frankly, I was skeptical. I had read all the tales of great and consistent finds from English and Spanish beaches in articles written by people such as ‘Treasure Hunting’s’ infamous ‘Willie the Wizard’ way back in the nineties, who seemingly dug up enough rings and jewelry every week to start his own shop. But to be honest, I took all these and other related stories with a pinch of salt. The cynic in me couldn’t help thinking that perhaps the truth was bent more than just a little with a view to somebody selling more beach metal detectors. After all, so far on the very few occasions that I had ventured away from farm and plough land to try my luck on the beach, all I had managed to dig up was a handful of ring tab pulls and beer bottle caps.




    However, it is this very lack of initial success that I am hoping will make this book on beach metal detecting both interesting and readable. Essentially it will begin with yours truly as a complete novice who needs to learn every one of the ropes. In this way I hope that the reader will be able to learn along with me. I am writing this book in Cha-am as I go along, wondering if I will ever be able to emulate the feats of the more prolific treasure hunters I have read about, or if the hauls that I have seen in print were nothing more than figments of an advertiser’s imagination. I also promise complete honesty in this book, no matter how pathetic my finds rate might turn out to be. To twist the truth would be pointless as well as misleading. I hope that this veracity together with a generous dash of the color, customs, culture and characters of Thailand is what will make the book entertaining to newcomers to the scene, as well as those grizzled old hands with drawers full of gold rings. I certainly wish I had had a similar book to read before I embarked on the hobby. It might well have saved me a great deal of time, not to mention a few headaches.




    In England, five weeks before I was due to return to Thailand and Cha-am, after reading every old magazine I possessed and deliberating on metal detecting forums on the internet, I bought an almost new C-Scope CS4PI pulse induction machine. Perhaps I should explain why I chose this particular machine instead of one of the rather more expensive models. Having looked into the matter extensively, it seemed that the CS4PI was probably the simplest of all the wet sand pulse induction machines on offer; indeed some of the dials and gizmos on the top models had me wondering if you might need a pilots’ license to operate one. To me they looked awesomely baffling; perhaps something to consider in the future when I had got the initial hang of beach detecting. To be honest, I was also still skeptical of the successes I had read about and wanted to try a less expensive (albeit good quality) machine before blowing a big chunk of cash on something I might only use half a dozen times. For even though I intended to give beach metal detecting a fair crack of the whip, I knew I would never stick with the hobby if nothing more exciting than pull-tabs and drink cans continued to come to light.




    The advertising blurb on the C-Scope CS4PI described it as a value-for -money, no-nonsense, semi-professional machine (although not fully submersible) and I guessed that this model of metal detector would be enough for me to get the required insight into how things were probably going to turn out on the beach.




    As well as the above reasons, the metal detector I purchased also had to survive Thai customs as well as a couple of long-haul flights and also be left unattended for periods of time in a dodgy apartment block when I went walkabout in Thailand, as was my habit. As yet, I did not feel the need to attempt any submersible detecting where the control box would be subject to being fully immersed in the water; I was primarily intending to search the wet sand areas of the beach and the ‘sweet spot’ (the area between high and low tide marks). If things went as well as I hoped they might and I enjoyed detecting on the beach, I could always progress onto detecting right in the water at a later date.




    All the reports I had read described the C-Scope CS4PI as hardy, deep seeking and comfortable to use and although the complete lack of manual discrimination did bother me a bit at first, long-term users of the machine did say the CS4PI had a degree of ‘audible’ discrimination. Basically, this means that ferrous and non-ferrous items will give signals of a different tone; for example, silver will ring out clear and sweet, whereas iron will signal as clipped and harsh. In this way, to a certain extent at least, the experienced user can differentiate between desired objects and rubbish. I was sure this would be the case with the CS4PI as it has been true of every field detector I have ever used. Anyway, I regarded myself as fit and strong and my back was in good shape so I wasn’t really scared of digging up a bit of iron; certainly not if the good finds were going to come along with it, as promised by the reviewers and manufacturers. Having used a C-Scope CS2MX for many years on farmland with a great deal of success as far as tiny hammered silver coins and other small finds went, I was also a confirmed fan of C-Scope metal detectors and confident in their pedigree. For myself, as a newcomer to beach metal detecting, I thought the C-Scope CS4PI seemed like a good bet. I turned out that I was not very far wrong.




    Although very busy with work at the time, I did manage to get out on the beach several times for an hour or so before I left for Thailand. This was purely to test my new machine and make sure that everything was working OK, as well as learning a bit about the settings and controls. These sessions could not really be described as real detecting forays because: a. I did not yet know what I was doing. b. The time of day I could manage to go detecting was directed by work and not by the much more important considerations of tide times, weather and conditions. c. I could only detect for a very short period of time.




    Despite these restrictions I was pleasantly surprised that during my first session of an hour and a half on Teignmouth beach in Devon, I managed to recover three coins for a grand total of five pence. Perhaps I should also mention that I dug up enough scrap iron and nails to build a small house. However, by the end of the eight very short trips to Teignmouth, Shaldon and Dawlish Warren beaches, I had managed to master my new detector to the extent that the iron was beginning to thin out and I had managed to bag ninety coins for eight pounds and sixty seven pence sterling. I had also recovered a junk ring and an even junkier ear ring, which if not real treasure, was at least a step in the right direction. On my last session, by a momentous stroke of beginner’s luck, I found a solid silver Georgian tablespoon hallmarked 1806 (maker’s mark William Eley/William Fearn) in really good condition. An encouraging and evocative find indeed by anyone’s standards; especially as the 200 year old spoon came from very close to the old smugglers’ tunnel at Ness beach, Shaldon.




    I was just beginning to learn that these pulse induction machines really did work on the beach after all, despite my previous cynicism.




    No doubt this first little haul made in seven short sessions will not seem very much to any really experienced beach metal enthusiast reading this book, but I was happy because the point was, it did at least show me how making good finds along the seashore was at least going to be possible with the C-Scope CS4PI.




    During these first sessions I also learned that the deserted acres of farmland I had previously searched were going to be a far cry from what the crowded beaches promised to be. In my field detecting days I rarely saw another soul apart from a taciturn farmer or a few curious cows or sheep, whereas in eight short hours I had spent on the beach so far, I had been nipped on the left buttock by a slavering German Shepherd (dog, that is) and had helped a local fisherman untangle a huge and very angry herring gull from his line (receiving yet another very painful peck in the process).




    One evening I accumulated an entourage of kids so numerous it made me feel very much like the Pied Piper of Teignmouth, and on another occasion I had my footsteps and every signal I dug dogged by a surly pensioner wielding a Minelab Excalibur metal detector, who from his high-handed manner, seemed to regard the beach as his very own private property. I saw a shoal of mackerel in the sea one golden dawn that was so large the surface of the water for acres around looked as if it was boiling with silver flanks and fins. The very same day I witnessed a buzzard take a screaming rabbit from the rough grassland above Dawlish Warren beach. Undoubtedly my most embarrassing moment was when - so wrapped up in my detecting I didn’t even glance up at the guy who was speaking to me - I rather shortly replied, “why don’t you, then?” when he rather plaintively confided in me how “he really wished he could do a bit of metal detecting”. When I finally looked up at him as he walked away, I noticed for the first time how the poor chap had no arms. Should you ever happen to read this, my friend, I can only apologize profusely for my mistake.




    It appeared that metal detecting on the beach was certainly never going to be dull, if nothing else.




    And so on to Cha-am and Thailand where my beach metal detecting diary and this story really begin.
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