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Intro - A Glimpse




    When I was a child




    I caught a fleeting glimpse




    -­ Pink Floyd




    “With sex or without?”




    I hold the hotel phone to my ear and stare for a moment at the tasteful hotel wallpaper. I replay it over a couple of times in my head, wanting to be sure I’m hearing her, the hotel receptionist, right. I listen. Silence. She’s awaiting my answer.




    I can picture her. A twenty-­two-­, twenty-­three-­year-­old Thai girl in a sharp hotel uniform suit and skirt and really cute. And she’s down there standing at the front desk in the lobby of this three-­ or four-­star hotel waiting for me to tell her if I want my massage ‘with sex or without.’




    I imagine she’s offering me her personal services, but I’ve seen too many James Bond movies, no doubt. She’s just doing her job. It’s clear she’s asked this same question of more than a few hotel guests today. She isn’t being seductive; just doing her job.




    I put my hand over the phone and call out to my friend, Jim, with whom I’m traveling and sharing the room. He was the one who’d suggested we get massages in the first place.




    “With sex or without?” I call out.




    He comes out of the bathroom with a horrified look on his face. “Without,” he says, as if it’s obvious.




    I hear myself say “without” into the phone, but I’m wondering why. Why listen to Jim? We’re just over-­nighting in Bangkok on our way to Tibet for this spiritual retreat he does every summer. He’s talked me into going with him this year, so I guess I feel like he’s the tour guide or something.




    We go downstairs to have our without sex massages, and we pass by the ‘with sex’ girls, who are all young and sexy and hot and calling us into their rooms for with sex massages. They can see where we’re going, and they call out to us with pity. We’re ushered into our massage rooms, and I see why. The ‘without sex’ girls are big, fat, middle-­aged Thai women. I’m not happy, and I’m wondering how I fucked this up. One night in Bangkok, and this is our fate? I’m also wondering how painful is a month in the Himalayas with Jim going to turn out to be?




    I lay there getting my without sex massage, and I’m getting angry. I can’t wait to get out of that room.




    After our massages, we go out in the hallway and see the “with sex” girls again, and they are totally hot and laughing at us. What the fuck? I hate Jim from that moment on, and I silently curse our spiritual quest to see Buddha up in the mountains of Tibet. I’m ready to pitch the whole trip and just spend the next month hanging out in Bangkok.




    Up until that moment, I hadn’t know ‘with sex’ was an option. I’ve traveled all over the Western world, first with my family and then as a businessman. I’ve stayed in the best hotels in North America, Europe, North Africa and the Middle East, and no one at any front desk anywhere has ever asked me “with sex or without” when I had called down to request a massage.




    In fact, I couldn’t remember any girlfriend ever asking me that either when I asked her to give me a massage. I’m an American. I grew up in post-­Beatles America, which means post-­sexual revolution, post women’s liberation and during HIV/AIDS. Sex can, therefore, be confusing on several levels, and I never seem to get a lot or enough for that matter. Living in L.A. (Hell-­A), I accepted the fact that the only way to get a regular supply of sex was to have a semi-­permanent girlfriend. For all of the sexual revolution bullshit in Hollywood movies, Hell-­A is just as hard to get laid in as Peoria, Illinois. Maybe harder – unless you’re on a TV show, that is.




    Growing up, sex seemed to me like something I almost had to steal – something you had to lie and trick girls into giving you. So I’m lying there getting my without sex massage at the Bangkok airport hotel, and I’m fuming and thinking, ‘You mean sex is something you just have to ask for? Like a can of beer or extra mustard on your cheeseburger and hold the onions.’




    What kind of world is this that I have stumbled into? One night in Bangkok and nothing, not even a trip into city center. We have to be up at like six a.m. for our connecting flight to Katmandu. Fuck it. I have half a mind to tell Jim I’m going out to catch a taxi to the city center – to the heart of the ‘Kok, but I’ve been told it’s a long way from the airport to the city, and I’ve got no fucking clue where to go. Shit. Maybe I should just catch a taxi to the city center of the ‘Kok and stay there until Jim comes back through here on his way back to Planet America. Nope. I toss and turn all night, unable to sleep.




    Next morning we catch our connecting flight to Katmandu and start our spiritual journey up to the roof of the world, but I can’t stop thinking about those beautiful, bright-­ eyed Thai girls smiling at us and begging us to come in for a ‘with sex’ massage. Shit, they were actually taunting us. If this is how it is in the ‘Kok, I want more of it. I think about my fleeting glimpse of those pretty, smiling Thai massage girls a lot during our month up in the Himalayas. As Roger Waters sang:




    When I was a child




    I caught a fleeting glimpse




    Out of the corner of my eye




    I turned to look,




    But it was gone




    I cannot put my finger on it now




    The child has grown




    The dream has gone.




    I have become comfortably numb.


  




  

    
One: Jumbo Jet Back To The ‘Kok




    This then? This is not a book. This is libel, slander, defamation of character. This is not a book, in the ordinary sense of the word. No, this is a prolonged insult, a gob of spit in the face of Art, a kick in the pants to God, Man, Destiny, Time, Love, Beauty ... what you will.




    I am going to sing for you, a little off key perhaps, but I will sing. I will sing while you croak, I will dance over your dirty corpse…




    -­ Henry Miller, Tropic of Cancer




    You stretch your legs out in the business class comfort upstairs in the Thai Airways 747. The Jumbo Jet heads straight north out of LAX. You don’t just nick out over the Pacific from that far south. They route you up the left coast of Planet America, past San Francisco, Seattle, Canada – that frozen wasteland where the nicer North Americans live (and where “American” cars have been made for over twenty years).




    It’s been a long four years after my overnight “without sex” massage in the ‘Kok, and now I’m finally on my way back there. I can’t deny that my heart is beating just a little faster than it normally does.




    I look out my window on the right-­hand side of the Jumbo Jet, and I can see the Golden Gate bridge far below as we fly high above the coast of San Francisco. It looks like a tiny, red toy bridge on a child’s toy train set. I feel like I can reach out and pick it up – maybe put it down somewhere else – across the bay from Carmel to Monterrey.




    After dinner and a couple of cognacs, we cross over the International Dateline. Thailand is twelve hours ahead of the Eastern US and fifteen hours ahead of Galifornia (as its former Governor called it), so we’re traveling into tomorrow. In some ways, though, it feels like we’re traveling into the past – back into ancient China, the life of the Buddha, Vietnam, Southeast Asia.




    You can forget everything you ever learned on Planet America – or in Europe. This is Asia. It’s the year 2554 in Thailand – Two and a half millennia since Buddha was born.




    Planet America is not reality. It’s insulated on both sides by massive oceans, and above and below by two non-­countries (as far as Americans are concerned). Canada is a frozen wasteland where people say, “aboot” instead of “about,” and Mexico is a place you go on vacation – to an American-­style resort like Cozumel or Cabo San Lucas. You didn’t even need a passport to go to either one before 9/11.




    Now with the North American Free Trade Agreement (NAFTA), both are just cheap labor camps for American corporations. The only true thing about NAFTA is the N.A. – it does take place in North America, but it’s not about Trade, hardly Free trade, and it’s no Agreement. It’s certainly never been “agreed” on by American voters – they have no idea that it’s designed to allow corporations to move capital freely between the 3 countries while labor (human beings) are definitely NOT allowed to move – not legally. There’s two wonderful rules about capitalism you have to keep in mind. 1.) Free movement of capital (cash, factories, i.e., jobs) across borders, and 2.) no free movement of labor, i.e., bodies. Now, why are those two points important?




    A massive “multi-­national” corporation can move its factories (jobs) across the border as if the border didn’t exist, and people, on the other hand, can NOT come across the border. The capitalists (factory-­owners, politicians, etc.) in both countries can work together to make one side of the border a haven for cheap labor – no unions, no health standards, no water and environmental regulations and measly slave wages. And the capitalists make huge profits and pay for their re-­election campaigns.




    And what happens to labor? Well, on one side of the border – in this case, the American side, all of the jobs disappear (and the middle class along with them). On the other side of the border, the Mexican side, for example, everyone works for a tenth of the wages that have to be paid on the other side of the border. The environment is wrecked and the people are forced into permanent poverty – no upward mobility, no middle-­class, no family farming, no nothing.




    You drink a couple more cognacs after the dried out airplane food – which still manages to suck in Business Class – I guess people are just not meant to eat decent food traveling at 600 miles per hour six miles above the surface of the Earth in an aluminum tube filled with kerosene and electronics. Go ahead and imbibe. The liquor’s free on trans-­Pacific flights. You doze off in your padded chair inside the flying bomb and dream of smiling Thai massage girls in their tight-­ass shorts and skimpy t-­shirts.




    You wake up later as the plane is passing over the Aleutian Islands and the last remnants of Alaska and across into Siberia. You are retracing, in reverse, the steps of the original Americans, as they crossed over the ice-­bridge, or icy land-­bridge or whatever it was, from Asia to the Americas. They were clearly North Asians who became the big, rugged, independent and deeply spiritual American Indians – the tall Northern Chinese, the Tibetans and Mongolians, the Koreans, the Japanese. National Geographic has traced the bloodline of the American Indians to Northeast Asia. Linguists have found that Native American languages are closely related to the sounds and rules in the Japanese and Korean languages. These were tough, determined, independent minded people. They brought with them their animal and nature gods of Mother Earth and Rain and Sky – the animus Gods that are now firmly part of Hinduism and the Buddhism practiced in Southeast Asia.




    So, it wasn’t actually the Europeans that first conquered the Americas, it was actually the Asians ten thousand years ago. If you read the book Guns, Germs & Steel by Dr. Jared Diamond, you’ll understand that these North Asians, cum American Indians, were living in a veritable Garden of Eden. They had no need of European invention. Why invent the steam engine or the Manchester Barge Canal when millions of buffalo roam the plains and corn and ten different varieties of wheat cover the land. Not that the American Indians lived in some utopian ideal world. They still had violence and fighting – but the case could be made that it was never going to become World War II. Inter-­tribal fighting was limited to small territorial squabbles that were quickly settled. Of course, the Europeans came in with their guns, germs and steel and took it all away from them, but the ice-­bridge-­surviving Asians settled all over the Americas – North and South – all the way to the tip of Tierra del Fuego, and they were the last humans to ever be free on Planet America.




    Look, I love my country and all that crap. Let’s just get that straight at the outset. Whatever that means -­ “Love my country.” Poets, priests, philosophers and pop stars have been trying to explain love to us for several millennia, but if you don’t “love your country” in America, they come after you like a bunch of jack-­booted Nazis to stomp you into the sidewalk.




    “Love it or leave it,” you hear some moron chanting day in and day out. It’s some sort of bizarre Stockholm Syndrome twisted brainwashing. It’s like saying, “I love my job.” Once they’ve got you chanting that, it’s all over. You’re doing their work for them. You’re shining their shoes, sucking their cocks, doing whatever they want you to do, whenever they want you to do it, and you’re smiling and saying, ‘I love my job, I love my country, I support out troops.’




    What the fuck is that? Of course you support the troops, you pay their salaries through your taxes, don’t you? You put the shiny leather jackboots on their feet, you put the ammo in their rifles, so to speak. You put the spit in their spit-­polish. What more do you want? Health care? A career? A house payment you can afford?




    You pay Halliburton $2 Billion per year to feed the troops steak and ice cream in an air conditioned bunk house in the middle of some desert somewhere that you also paid Halliburton to build for a few Billion more, give or take a Billion here or there. Not to mention the Billions of dollars of “lost” money that got put on a pallet and shipped god only knows where -­ to some cocksucker’s vault somewhere, that’s where.




    Meanwhile, you can’t pay your mortgage because your jobs been put on a pallet and shipped overseas to China or Mexico or even Canada and your mortgage isn’t worth the paper it’s printed on because some corporation larger than Mexico sold you a worthless piece of shit and then resold it on Wall Street, where some cocksucker from Harvard sold it to some investment fund in Japan or China, who resold it in Deutschmarks in some leveraged fund to some Eastern European investment house that just happens to be owned by your former so-­called enemies, who used to run the KGB, but now run the Russian government. So the whole fucking world economy is stacked up on your back, as you struggle to hang onto your measly job and paycheck, one-­third of which goes straight to Dick Cheney and his company, Halliburton, or to the Bushes and their company, The Carlysle Group, where they take your money and build airports and McDonald’s mini-­malls in the desert for the American GI’s and the Mercenaries you’re paying for so they can supposedly fight for your liberty and honor and freedom and your right to free speech, just so long as you don’t exercise said right to criticize the government. In other words, we’re all working for Dick. And Bush. Not to mention Cunny (Condoleeza Rice, Director of Chevron). Meet your leaders: Dick, Bush, and Cunny.




    You stretch your toes out in the upstairs Business Class cabin. You suck down a glass of free Champagne. A couple of cute Thai Air Hostesses comes by with a stainless steel trolley car of cheese and fruit wedges. You nod, and they pile a plate high for you and pour you another glass of cheap champagne. They smile as if there’s no tomorrow. You picture them wiggling into those tight, snake-­like Thai silk costumes, all gold and purple embroidery. One of the girls smiles at your, her teeth gleaming like Chesapeake Lighthouse in a full gale, and her eyes shimmering like the stars just outside the porthole. You can’t breathe. You take a sip of champagne, and you can taste her silky skin slowly wiggling into that tight silken dress. You can smell the coconut shampoo in her beautiful, shiny black hair that goes all the way down to her ass. Fuck, if Thailand is anything like the girls on this flight, you’re in for a hell of a ride.




    The girls slide noiselessly down the aisle to the next willing victim. You eat your cheese and take a look out the porthole. The night at 39,000 feet doesn’t know what color it wants to be. The sun’s just setting behind you but you’re flying into tomorrow. The morning glow is just starting a thousand miles in front of you and stretching its first fingers of light across Asia. It’s morning there. Tomorrow morning, and you’re still somewhere out over the Wild Blue Pacific.




    You’re just at the point of crossing over the International Dateline. You can’t feel it, but you know you’re somehow slipping into a different world. You’re going to Southeast Asia for the first time. This aircraft is taking you backwards in time across the last ten thousand years of human dispersal across the globe. As your cross into tomorrow, you find yourself in ancient Siam a thousand years ago or five hundred years ago when the first Portuguese explorers flew up and down these coasts with their flying sails at full mast. Whatever day you were in a few minutes before is forever lost. Planet America is in the rearview mirror. Now you’re heading into tomorrow and yesterday -­ into an old world that was well established for dozens of centuries before any humans roamed the Americas.




    Forget everything you think you know about life on Earth. Asia will erase all of your memory banks and re-­write your hard drives. You’ll know nothing for awhile, and then slowly like a child or some Buddhist Monk contemplating the world on a Himalayan mountaintop, you’ll start to realize new worlds. It will take some time. Things will emerge from the mist like a snow leopard high on a Himalayan glacier or a watercolor suddenly drying in the sun. New shapes, colors, sounds, smells, thoughts, ideas -­ some of them thousands of years older than Planet America, will start to emerge, start to penetrate your consciousness, and start to re-­ form you. It’s a pleasant journey, but there will be some bumps along the road. At times you will feel your entire system crashing and you’ll want to reach for the old DOS 2.0 floppy disk and reboot your system with the old tried and true rules, but hang in there, take the discomfort.




    Run from safety, and you will be amazed at what this world has to offer. This is Asia – ancient, mysterious, exotic, erotic.




    You’ve heard the stories of the sin and go-­go bars in the ‘Kok, but you have no idea. Maybe you’re thinking that’s not for you, maybe you can’t wait, but all will soon be revealed.




    Your year in the ‘Kok begins now.


  




  

    
Two: The Heart of the ‘Kok




    I was going to the worst place in the world, and I didn’t even know it yet.




    Weeks away and hundreds of miles up a river that snaked through the war like a main circuit cable – plugged straight into Kurtz.




    -­ Captain Ben Willard, “Apocalypse Now”




    Bangkok is the best, not the worst, place in the world, but you don’t know that yet. As the 747’s wheels scrape down on the tarmac, your heart is thumping. The blood pulses in your temples. Will this place be everything you’ve heard of and dreamed about? Will the girls be all right or seedy and dirty? Will you be seedy and dirty? You don’t know. You feel like a child again, but ready to learn, ready to sink your teeth in and find out. They open the door on the 747 with an audible pop, and you feel like Major Tom stepping through the door of your pressurized capsule. You find yourself reciting the line from 2001: A Space Odyssey:




    “Open the pod bay doors, Hal.”




    “I can’t do that, Dave.”




    You step off the plane and float into the airlock of the jetway. You keep a poker face, but your heart is pounding out ancient tribal drumbeats. Your lips smack loudly, your throat dry. You taste the lemon-­grass scented air of Bangkok for the first time and smile. This is good. It tastes like your Southeast Asian dreams beginning to come true.




    Your eyes dart around -­ a lone coyote sniffing for food or pussy. Or blood. Maybe all three. Your fat-­assed boss told you after his trip to the ‘Kok, “You can smell the sex in the air.”




    What the fuck does that mean? But your starting to sense he was right.




    You’ve heard all the stories. Bang-­Cock -­ a wonderland of sex stories. Every dude coming back from the ‘Kok has got a sex story; like every G.I. coming back from the ‘Nam had a war story.




    You worked with a guy who did a sex-­tour to the ‘Kok. Your friend’s brother did a week in the ‘Kok and got more laid than his previous ten years combined. Your brother-­in-­ law’s best friend just came back from two weeks in the ‘Kok, and when you met him at poker night, the guy couldn’t wipe that silly, shit-­eating grin off his face. Couldn’t wipe it off to save his life. He was useless at cards that night. His poker-­face all gone; replaced by that shit-­eating ‘just fucked the neighbor’s cat’ grin. Kept rambling on about “the girls, the girls, the fucking girls.” You were ready to choke him.




    As you leave the safety of the Jumbo Jet, the noises and the smells of the airport come seeping into your senses. You imbibe. You’re almost drunk now. You walk down the jetway in slow motion – big lumbering steps like Buzz and Neil stepping out on the Moon for the first time, leaving the soft womb of the Lunar Excursion Module and floating slowly down, down to the dust covered surface. Your heart is in your throat. Your palms perspiring. You haven’t felt like this since your first co-­ed dance party in Junior High School.




    You twist open the locks and remove your astronaut helmet. You sip the air to see if it’s sweet and breathable. You take your first tremulous breaths of Bangkok air. Mostly pleasant here in the airport. You take in all the sights and sounds. You’re in the ‘Kok. Might as well be the Dark Side of the Moon. There’s a ringing in your ears you don’t remember ever hearing before. You’re short of breath. You can still hear the guy saying it at poker night, “The girls, the girls, the fucking girls.”




    You scan the terminal. You’re here on a one-­year assignment for The Corporation. You’ve got to focus and get down to work, but from what you’ve heard, there’s going to be plenty of fun after hours. Work hard, play hard. In BKK airport, there are people of every race, size, color, creed and description. You wonder what kind of carnival circus sideshow you’ve gotten yourself into. What kind of a place is this? That line from Hotel California plays through your head:




    …And I was thinking to myself




    This could be heaven or this could be hell…




    Heaven or hell. Where am I?




    ‘Who am I?’ you find yourself thinking as you float towards the Passport control lines with the rest of the groggy space travelers from Planet America.




    Am I the good little American boy that mommy raised me to be?




    I don’t lie. I don’t steal. I don’t jerk off -­ no more than is absolutely necessary like when the pressure in my nuts gets to be unbearable. I don’t fuck whores or do drugs (except the occasional bong hit). I only get loaded on alcohol once per month (I mean, really loaded). When I fill out medical questionnaires on job applications, I can check those boxes on the form that say,




    I drink 1 to 2 beers per week




    I smoke 1 to 2 packs of cigarettes per year




    I never use illicit drugs.




    I always wear a condom when I have sex with my girlfriend, even if it’s not as often as I’d like. I don’t cheat on her (not that I have much chance). I use condoms with her even though she’s on the pill, and we’re supposedly monogamous. I don’t smoke too many cigars. I don’t chew sugary gum or eat sugary breakfast cereals anymore. I only eat red meat once per month – can’t afford it anyway. I’ve never really been into one-­night-­stands. Never tried coke – the drug, not the sugary soft drink. I never drive drunk (since surviving my early twenties, when I seemed to have driven drunk nearly every weekend). I never speed (much). I pay all my parking fines before they double in value (mostly). I don’t run with scissors. Fuck all that!




    The uniformed Thai passport agent takes your documents and looks you up and down. Takes your picture with his little digital camera. ‘Post that on the web, motherfucker!’




    ‘Fuck America!’ you think. Fuck the religious right that currently has a hold over all of Planet America. Fuck the puritanical retro-­Victorians that are turning the entire country into a shit hole of Narcs, Informers, and Scarlet Letter judges. The American Inquisition. Fuck ‘em all. You’re in the ‘Kok now. You’ve survived. You’ve arrived. Time to grow a pair of big, shiny-­ new, brass balls and walk out of this airport like the man you were born to be.




    “Business or pleasure?” the passport agent asks you.




    You want to say, ‘I’m here to fuck your daughters. All of them.’ You say, “Business.”




    The passport agents looks at you again. He’s thinking, ‘This fucking farang (what the Thais call foreigners) -­ ‘this fucking farang is here to fuck my daughter.’ Then he remembers how much his poor country needs your sex tourist dollars. He gives you a sickeningly fake smile and hands you back your shit.




    Your fat-­assed boss, Igor, is around here somewhere, probably mumbling to himself, “You can smell the sex when you get off the plane.”




    You look around the airport and it fucking hits you like a ton of house bricks. There are beautiful Thai girls everywhere – dressed in every conceivable fashion, in high heels and tight skirts and tight-­ass, low-­hanging blue jeans, and high heels and fucking shiny black hair down to their assholes, and shiny, smiling, bright faces, and their fucking everywhere like ants in an ant colony, and they’re pretty, and they’re fuckin’ smiling at you bigger than Jesus smiles down on his people.




    You take one step into the cavernous baggage claim area, and you just stand there dick in hand and try to take it all in. A hundred Thai girls are walking by and smiling at you. All dressed in brown and black and grey suits and skirts and high heels -­ the standard working uniform of every girl in Thailand. All with perfect honey-­colored skin and jet black, shimmering hair, and tight little asses and shapely legs and gleaming white teeth.




    What the fuck?




    Is this country some sort of Nazi experiment to concoct the right DNA formula to breed only beautiful girls?




    You thought Igor, your obese boss was nuts, but you can practically smell the sex in the airport. You can certainly smell this giant cloud of pussy -­ this big mixture of wonderful smelling jasmine skin moisturizer and coconut shampoo and lilac perfume and glistening black hair and black stockings rubbing together, and fucking pussy. Your heart feels like it’s going to explode out of your chest and land on the baggage conveyor.




    You thought Igor was nuts and just desperate for sex because he’s the size of a small Hindenburg, and his wife the size of small Hippopotamus, but now you’re not so sure anymore.




    The body doesn’t lie, and right now, your body knows it’s suddenly surrounded by a deep field of available pussy. You start to feel different – better, actually. Whole. You start to feel hole, er, I mean, whole. It’s kind of hanging in the air. You can feel the lust. There is a tension in the air – a sexual tension. Is everybody getting laid in this country? Possibly. Except, as you’ll find out -­ the young Thai men. They can’t get laid to save their lives. All the pretty Thai girls want you – a supposedly-­rich Farang. All the Thai boys end up turning gay.




    Just like in Jurassic Park, nature finds a way – they populated Jurassic Park with Dinosaurs all the same sex so that they couldn’t breed, and what happened? Half of them changed sex. That’s how important sex is. And that’s what half the young men in the ‘Kok have done. The Thai girls don’t want them, so half of ‘em turned into Ladyboys and gays, and now they fuck each other. Nature finds a way. But that’s their problem. Right now you couldn’t be happier.




    You take a whiff of the air and you can smell it. There is a palpable feeling in the air. An anticipation. There’s something other-­worldly – sex, excitement, lust. Jesus! Buddha! LAX doesn’t feel or smell like this. What has this place got that Planet America lost such a long time ago? Spirit, love of life, lust, excitement, adventure?




    Maybe back in 1876 America lost its soul. Back when General Custer and the US Army was shooting down my ancestors, shooting down women and children as they fled for their lives at Wounded Knee in the Lakota country. Around the time that Crazy Horse swore his never-­ending revenge on Custer and that he’d never submit himself or his tribe to white America. Back when the Railroads, the Steel and Oil Corporations took over America -­ the Harriman’s, the Rockefellers, and yes, the Bushes -­ all with the backing of the Wall Street bankers -­ the Getty’s, the Rothschild’s. The same names, the same families who still own our Federal Reserve banks -­ the private corporations, the private banks that we pay to print out money into oblivion and then pay them interest to loan it back to us to pay our government’s bills. Here we are 130 years later, and those bankers are taking our homes and jobs away from us, destroying the middle class, pushing us off our lands just like they did to the Indians -­ to Crazy Horse and the Lakota Sioux. Now you know how it felt for those families at Wounded Knee. But they were just red Indians. Now the bankers are doing it to the rest of us. First was the American Indians, then the English, the Spanish, the Mexicans, the Cubans, the Nicaraguans, the El Salvadorians, the Haitians, the Filipinos, the Dominicans.




    Then they figured it out – hey, lets do the same thing to the Americans. Why export terror when you can do it just as easily to your own people here at home. The big banks, the Industrial War Machine has finally turned on us. They’ve hired mercenaries and they’re coming after us. This is class warfare.




    But don’t get me started. Somehow, there’s still a breath of freedom left in the air in the ‘Kok, and you’re sucking it into your lungs for the first time. It burns. You’re not used to it. But it feels good. You’re blood is thickening, your testicles finally descending that last inch or so. You want to taste freedom so bad, you’re afraid of running rampant in the ‘Kok.




    You’ve still got a job to do and a paycheck to earn. Easy now. Pace yourself, boy.




    For now, anyway, you’re free! Released into the world like a male lion turned loose on the Serengeti on some sort of relocation and breeding program. Free to find the first feline to fuck. Free to swing your big hairy Johnson and your big, new shiny balls into anyone, anywhere, anyway you like it. The concept is almost too much for you to grasp. You suddenly realize you’ve never spent a truly free day in your life. Not one moment since you were about five years old, and they stuck in you in that Nazi bootcamp called Kinder Garten. Not until now, that is!




    Sometimes I think I was at Little Big Horn that day when Custer rode down on the Lakota camp and killed all the women and children. I’ve had many dreams about it. The U.S. cavalry soldiers just keep coming -­ shooting down unarmed women and children like dogs, like they’re not human. And they were living peaceably on the land promised to them and signed over in a treaty with the President of the USA, Ulysses Grant, who was now ordering their slaughter. They were cut down as they ran for the sanctuary of the Black Hills. They rounded up every male Sioux warrior they could find and every one of them was executed on the spot by the order of the U.S. Government. This in spite of the contract the Sioux had with the U.S. Government for ownership of that land “in perpetuity,” which, in some Dictionaries, means forever.




    That contract had been signed by the U.S. Government just a couple of years earlier.




    ‘Forever’ didn’t last very long. At least not when gold and silver deposits were discovered in the Black Hills right smack in the middle of the horrible wasteland the U.S. government had forced the Sioux onto. Time for a re-­negotiation by Uncle Sam, the “Great Father and Protector to the Indian.”




    The history books will tell you that that great Indian massacre was the end of an era and the beginning of the so-­called ‘civilization’ of the West? End of an era? How about, ‘end of freedom.’ And not just for the Sioux or the Indians, but for all Americans. That was the moment when the “government of the people, for the people, and by the people” decided they didn’t give a rat’s ass about the rule of law or signed contracts, and it took from “the people” whatever the hell the government, i.e., those people running the government, wanted. I think we’ve seen a pattern of this in the U.S. government from then until now.




    Little Big Horn was the end or an era, all right. It was the end of your last chance for freedom, for a life of your own, anywhere within the confines of North America. Those Sioux warriors were the last young men to taste freedom, of thought or action, on that continent -­ right before Custer’s robot-­like cavalry soldiers put a bullet through each and every one of their heads.




    Walking over to your baggage claim belt, you perish the thought. Too complicated to get your hands around it anyway. Instead you look at the beautiful, young Thai pussy all around you. You scan the masses of people from all over the planet. Everywhere are cute, young Thai women in airport uniforms – short skirts, tight form-­fitting jackets, and sexy high-­heel shoes. You realize all in a moment that you’re in a country where no self-­ respecting young woman would ever go out of the house without her hair and clothes adjusted perfectly, without a smattering of costume jewelry, without the best pair of fashionable high-­heels she can afford with her ridiculously low salary. You realize, suddenly, you’re in paradise.




    All the girls are clean and well groomed. Their silky smooth, black or dark brown hair glistens under the bright terminal lights, their legs are lean and naturally tanned a perfect honey-­brown color – like warm honey on a stack of perfect buttermilk pancakes.




    You’ve reached it. You’re in paradise. Fletcher Christian stepping out onto the beach in the South Pacific for the first time, surrounded by grass-­skirted, tit-­bouncing, long haired, doe-­eyed, honey colored beauties. For the first time in your life! Here are the Surfer Girls you’ve dreamed of (without the surfboards and bad California attitudes).




    And they’re smiling. One, two, three, four girls walk by and give you a quick look and a smile. What the hell? You’re not bad to look at, but American girls don’t do that. Ever! Never did and never will. Hell-­A bitches never look at you like this. With the fortune you spend on your BMW, the Armani suits and Gucci sunglasses, the hundred dollar haircut, they never gave you the time of day. But these girls love your ass. You’re a rock star, and this is just the freakin’ airport.




    You grab your bags and walk out into the midnight moon hanging high overhead. You can smell the sex all around you. Beautiful girls everywhere. Crazy sounds and smells. People vying for taxis and buses. Barkers trying to sell you rides to the city and rendezvous with “easy” Thai girls. “Thai massage,” they call out. “Sex. You want sex?” presumably the short disfigured man barking at you is not enquiring if you want sex with him; he’s merely the agent for a gaggle of young girls sitting breathlessly in some room waiting for you somewhere in the heart of the ‘Kok to give you a “with sex” Thai massage. Just the kind you’ve been dreaming about for four long years or longer.




    You’re Ponce de Leon and Hernando De Soto wading onto the beaches of Florida, surf crashing all around you, searching for the fabled Fountain of Youth. You’re Balboa climbing over yet another rocky hill to behold for the first time, the big blue Pacific Ocean staring back at him, seemingly endless and calm, smooth and deep blue -­ passive -­ Pacific.




    You’re Admiral Perry opening up the Japans. You’re Hemingway sitting down to the Moveable Feast in pre-­War Paris. You’re Henry Miller stumbling into the Moulin Rouge and the whorehouses of Paris in between the World Wars, when the world just wanted to be free and get some fun out of life – to just get laid.




    As you leave the craziness of the airport for the relative calm of the sidewalk, you realize your cock has grown out an inch or two. You’re one big, walking, pulsating, throbbing hairy, banging cock. Your heart picks up the rhythm of the place. Bang-­cock. Bang-­cock! And you’ve grown a pair. Finally, your testicles have descended. Your voice drops an octave and deepens. You’re no longer the All-­American boy, Clark Kent. You’re not quite Superman, but you are a Western man in Asia. Your Judeo-­Christian upbringing is officially on hold -­ parked in the airport car-­park with your over-­priced BMW back in the States. You only live once.




    Live it! You’re going to take a slice of the pie. You know it, even before you get in the taxi.




    You had intended to stay away from the rumored red light districts (if they indeed really exist). You were going to be a good boy, but now you know -­ there’s no turning back. You’ve felt the change. The dormant portions of your male, reptile DNA have awakened inside your cells and they are regaining their natural place in your bodily hierarchy. In spite of all the altar-­boy, good-­boy, Judeo-­Christian, cultural memes you’ve swallowed your whole life, you’re finally waking up. Testosterone flows through your veins like a rich cocktail. You’re growing a cock. You’re going to take a bite of the apple that the snake is offering to you -­ a big motherfucking bite. Everything that went before is past; everything that comes now is new. Past lives don’t mean anything.




    You swallow a big mouthful of saliva and take a deep breath. You feel the cell walls collapsing. You’re swimming in DNA and testosterone. You are “the Changeling,” the Steppenwolf. You feel the werewolf living, breathing and growing inside you. Your nostrils flare, your beard thickens. You pick up the scent of pussy as you slide into the backseat of the taxi.




    Right on cue, another beautiful, uniformed Thai girl walks by in her brown jacket and tight skirt and high heels. She gives you a big, bright-­eyed smile, and you’re done. Cooked. She’s easily a 7 out of 10, and she’s checking you out. ‘These chicks are looking at me like I’m prime rib,’ you think. ‘Like they want me; like they need me.’ The way that I need them. The way I need them.




    You feel the return ticket to Hell-­A burning a hole in your inner jacket pocket. You want to take it out, set it alight, put a match to it, and leave it burning on the curb. You’re never going back. Never going back to Hell-­A! To the cold fish, glassy-­eyed, manly stares of the L.A. bitches -­ the forbidden fruit – so beautiful to look at but so beyond your touch or squeeze or taste. Your mind plays back a quick mental Rolodex of all the girls you know in Hell-­A or anywhere in Planet America – the tortured look on their over-­tanned faces, their smirks, their scowls, their “I don’t need a man” indifference. Their “I’ve got my own paycheck” fuck you attitude.




    What did we do to our country? Every girl in Hell-­A looks and acts like Sandra Bullock – kinda’ cute, but when you look a little closer, basically, a man. At least the personality of a man. Look at Sandra Bullock in the movie, “Speed.” She’s kinda cute, right? Until she opens her mouth and starts giving orders and making smart-­ass remarks. And we’re supposed to find that “oh, so charming” and “cute” and “tom-­boy tough.” And Keanu and all the other so-­called “men” on the bus start hanging on her every word, like Mommy’s got control of the bus and they better do what she says to avoid a back-­seat spanking. Go back and watch the movie. You’ll notice they never show her body. Never, throughout the whole movie, do they show her body, only her head. They only show her from the shoulders and neck upwards making those stupid, obnoxious comments we’ve come to expect and admire from American women – not just in the movies or on TV, but in real life now.




    You know why they don’t show her body? ‘Cause she has a dick bulge. And no tits. She’s a man! Sandra Bull-­cock is a man masquerading as a woman. Sometimes she’s quite convincing.




    So now you’re wedged into the backseat of a taxi just after midnight on a Sunday night, and you’re approaching the urban sprawl and high-­rises of Bangkok City Center. Your big fat-­assed boss is on one side of you clutching his briefcase in his lap, and your even bigger, fatter-­assed Business Analyst is wedged in on the other side of you. She’s a wide-­ bodied Indian woman, a vegetarian, who, based on the size of her, eats nothing but bread, pizza and doughnuts nineteen times a day. What’s the fucking point of being a vegetarian if your one croissant away from a heart attack? Explain that one to me.




    The tall buildings near the Chao Phraya river are lit up like Christmas trees to welcome you. Long grey strips of freeway stand high on daddy-­long-­leg ribbons of concrete that snake into the city like tentacles, like a river -­ plugged right into the heart of Kurtz.




    “Shit, still only in Saigon.”




    “I wanted a mission so bad I could taste it,” Willard says before going berserk and smashing his fist into the mirror in some shithole Saigon whorehouse hotel. Apparently Martin Sheen really went ape-­shit in the filming of that scene and really cut open his wrist.




    Nearly died. That’s movie making! Of course, Coppola was feeding gin n’ tonics to the reformed alcoholic like there was no tomorrow. Fuck.




    The Krung Thep freeway -­ the curving, slithering river of concrete snakes right into the heart of Kurtz. Right into the heart of the ‘Kok. There’s no going back. No going back to Hell-­A now.




    You pull off the freeway in city center Bangkok. The taxi winds around the city streets, still full of hookers and foreign businessmen well after midnight. You pull into the driveway of a luxury hotel off Sukhumvit -­ the main street where everything happens.




    Porters from the hotel come out and take care of the luggage. You wander inside, and a beautiful Thai receptionist girl puts her hands together in front of her chest and bows to you in the traditional Thai greeting called a “wai.”




    You check in. You wonder if the girl is going to ask you if you’d like a massage, “With sex or without?”




    You scan the lobby. All around you are more and more beautiful Thai girls in beautiful, tailored short-­skirted business suits and high-­heels. Their faces are immaculate – perfect honey-­colored skin, almond-­shaped doe eyes, beaming smiles and straight white teeth. Why don’t girls look this good on Planet America? Must be the water or something.




    All the girls have that long, shimmering dark hair that takes your breath away. You feel wobbly as a biped and consider dropping to all fours. Vertigo. Must be all that free cognac your slammed down upstairs on the Jumbo in Business Class. Must be jet-­lag. Fuck, it must be that you’re surrounded by all this beautiful Thai cunt everywhere you look. You’re drunk on it, and you’ve only been to the airport and the hotel lobby so far. The whole country can’t be like this. Surely. Your mind is gaping wide open. You don’t know whether to shit your pants or go blind.




    Checked in and finally up in your room, number 813 – same number as the month and day or your birthday. That must be a good omen. You open up the fresh box from Duty Free and light up the first of many Cuban Montecristos. You suck the illicit cigar smoke deep into your lungs. Another stupid law on Planet America -­ no Cuban cigars -­ except for the assholes in government, of course. They get all they need.




    You really enjoy the taste -­ breathe in, breathe out. You pull back the curtains to reveal the waning moon and the lit-­up and shimmering downtown Bangkok high-­rise skyline. You can’t wait to get out there, to get your feet on that sidewalk and see what’s what. The ‘Kok is nothing like you pictured it. It’s modern and almost clean around Sukhumvit. The skyline is impressive. This is no third-­world shithole. You can’t wait to get out there. This is Fletcher Christian’s Tahiti -­ Paradise found. Pitcairn Island.




    You can just imagine those sailors on the HMS Bounty -­ after a year and a half nearly starving to death and crossing two oceans, teeth falling out from lack of nutrition, stuck on a smelly, rat-­infested boat with a hundred other men, stumbling across the islands of Tahiti, and being greeted by grass-­skirted, free-­tit swinging, honey-­colored beauties with long, silky black hair and bright smiles and white teeth. Can you imagine those men leaving that paradise to sail back in a creaking, stinking, rotting ship for a another year or two to get back to cold, plague-­ridden, starving England where they were treated like nothing more than slaves. How could they go back to that after lying on sun-­drenched beaches sucking down fresh coconut juice with big-­titted, honey-­colored, warm and affectionate Tahitian girls? No fucking way.




    They couldn’t go back, and neither can you. You suddenly realize staring down at the lights of Sukhumvit, that you can never go back to Hell-­A. Never. Ever.




    Just like Fletcher and his crew of miserable sailors, you’re never going back. You’ve got life, and you’ve got one job to do now, above all others:




    Job 1: Extend Contract




    Do whatever it takes to stay in the ‘Kok.




    You’ll soon find out a lot of Farangs have adopted just that attitude. They’ll burn the ships before heading back to freezing cold London or Hamburg or Planet America. The question now is: How do you turn a one year contract into forever? That’s your goal, your mission. Your new job.




    How do you turn a one year contract in the ‘Kok into fifty? As an IT Consultant for the past 15 years, let me tell you, Job #1 is always: Extend Contract. If you can do that, you’re happy. You’re employers are happy. Your employer’s customers are happy. Your Agent, who gets 20 to 30 percent of your pay is happy. Everybody is happy.




    Your mission begins now. Your year in the ‘Kok begins now.




    If this book falls into enemy hands, we will disavow any and all knowledge of you or your whereabouts.




    These pages will self-­destruct in three seconds…
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