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    This is a work of fiction and any similarity to persons living or dead are purely coincidental and exists solely in the reader’s imagination!




    No part of this book may be reproduced, copied, stored or transmitted in any form without prior written permission from the publisher.




    This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. It may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to www.bangkokbooks.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.




    ***


  




  

    Dedication




    This book is dedicated to the Thai people and their quest and fight for freedom! The Thais deserve nothing less! As a foreigner who retired here from America Seven years ago, I must say that the Thais have showed me hospitality, friendliness and love which are priceless! Everytime I look into my five year old daughter Karen’s eyes and when she exudes her beautiful smile, I can see the beauty and love that Thai people project! I want to wish the new Prime Minister Yingluck Shinawatra all the best! She was elected in a democratic free election on August 5, 2011. She is also the first woman to ever hold this post.


  




  

    Foreword




    Mace has run out of money in Thailand. He is an ex- pat who is now homeless and in dire straits! To make matters worse, he is alone! However, he befriends the red shirts who have set up camp in the Pathumuan area of Bangkok. They give him food, a place to stay and he finds love! However, this all comes to an abrupt end when the soldiers of the Thai government come into Racthadsprong Square and clear everyone out in a hail of bullets and tear gas!


  




  

    Chapter One




    Mace was in shock, when he tried to withdraw money from the ATM and the words, invalid amount, flashed across the screen! Mace tried twice more, but got the same result. There must be a mistake, he thought. He didn’t want to try again for after three times, the machine may keep his card. It was like getting three strikes in baseball and then your out!




    I’ll just call my bank in America later, he thought to himself, as he boarded a motorbike and headed to the Sukumvit. It was nearly four P.M., and traffic was at its usual slow crawl! Mace was heading to Soi Four to relax and have a beer. As the motorbike approached the Pathumuan area, it came to a dead stop! A short time later, Mace found out why.




    The motorbike driver spoke Thai to the tall Thai dude who was well built and who had a plethora of tattoos on his both his arms. He was wearing a tee shirt and Mace also noticed a number of tattoos on his back. He was also in the company of two other Thai males who were small and thin. He also appeared to be no stranger to street fighting for Mace also observed a few scars on his face. A few moments later, he apprised the motorbike driver to go. He looked at Mace and said, “Swardee Kup.” This is the Thai word for hello. Mace responded with a Swardee Kup back.




    Mace was amazed at the mini- village that the red shirts had set up. There had to be hundreds, if not close to a thousand Thais here, he thought to himself. Mace could see many elderly Thais, women and small children also. Loud Isan music was also blasting out of the colossal speakers which were set up on a huge makeshift stage, by the entrance to Racthadsprong Junction.




    The smell of Thai and Isan food also permeated the air. Mace suddenly became hungry. The motorbike traveled at a very slow speed and the driver was once again stopped by three tall Thai dudes. One of them had a sword. “Swardee Kup,” they all stated. Both Mace and the motorbike driver responded, “Swardee Kup,” back. The three Thais then spoke to the driver in Thai. From what Mace could ascertain, they were asking the driver where he was going and what business he had going through their village? The driver then told them that he was going to drop the Farang off at Sukumvit and Soi Four. He also apologized to them about any problems that he may have caused by cutting through their village. He also bowed to them.




    The muscular Thai then asked the motorbike driver if he was with them or against them. He responded by saying, “Sala Daeng,” (Thai word for red).




    “Okay,” they responded. Mace then spoke some Thai to the Thai male, “Beer Leo, Puying Thai, suay mach ma, (Thai lady beautiful), Nana,” stated Mace. The Thai males smiled and instructed the driver to go. Mace yelled, “Sala Daeng,” as the motorbike driver proceeded and the three Thais gave him the thumbs up!




    ***




    The Red Shirts were part of a political party (Pheu Thai) who were loyal to the erstwhile Prime Minister, Shinawart Thaksin, who was ousted in a political coup, back in 2006. His supporters were mainly poor farmers from the Isan villages in Northeast Thailand. Mace had seen him on television numerous times and he didn’t make a good impression on Mace for he struck Mace as being a self egotistical individual. However, many poor Thai people liked him for he gave them financial assistance and free medical care.




    A couple of minutes later, the motorbike driver dropped Mace off at Sukumvit and Soi Four. Mace then went to the Nana Hotel bar and grabbed a beer. Mace noticed that there were only two other patrons at the bar. The place which was normally hustling and bustling with humanity in the afternoon was dead as a door nail! Mace also noticed that there were only a handful of ladies outside the Nana Hotel. He relaxed in a seat which overlooked the street and decided that he would stay put, chill and have a few beers and watch the parade of beautiful Thai women go by. He liked this bar for you could just watch all the beautiful Thai women and other action on the street! He had the perfect vantage point!




    Mace was working on his third Leo beer when he spotted her. She had just walked down from the Sukumvit and was now standing in front of the Nana Hotel. She was quite small and petite. She had beautiful brown skin and a short school girl haircut which made her look like a High School student. Mace liked that look.




    She took a glance over at the bar, smiled briefly but quickly turned her head when Mace looked at her. Oh good, she is shy not aggressive Mace thought to himself as he took another gulp of beer. Mace had had his fill of aggressive woman in Bangkok and Pattaya. He now opted for the cute, shy quiet type.




    Mace was surprised when the barmaid informed him that it was last call. “Why the sun hasn’t even began to set,” he said. It was only Five thirty. The middle aged chunky Thai barmaid then told Mace in broken English that because of the current political unrest that they were closing before Six P.M. Wow, this is strange, he further thought as he chugged his beer and ordered one more, beer Leo.




    He then took a quick glance over by the Nana Hotel and noticed that his possible lady was now talking to an elderly Farang. Oh shit, he who hesitates is lost, he thought. However, he was relieved to observe the Thai girl walk away from the elderly gent and walk toward the bar. She made eye contact with Mace and flashed a big smile which exuded a mouthful of beautiful white teeth!




    As she got closer to Mace, she continued to smile. Mace then yelled a loud Swardee Kup to her, as she got within a few feet of the bar. “Swardee Ka,” she replied. She then stopped and was now within touching distance of Mace.




    “I go with you,” she asked? “Kup, Kup,” (Yes yes) replied Mace. Mace then downed his beer, and paid the check.




    “Where you come from,” she asked in broken English. “America,” replied Mace. She then responded by saying that she liked Americans for they had good heart. “Sometimes,” replied Mace. Mace then smiled and she responded by doing the same.




    Her name was Lek and she came from Loei which was a rural farming community in Northeast Thailand. Mace was surprised to learn that she was actually twenty seven years old, for she looked like she was seventeen. Even though her English wasn’t correct, Mace was able to understand her.




    She then asked Mace which hotel he was staying at. Mace then informed her that he had lived in Thailand for the past seven years and that his apartment was over on Petchaburi and Soi Four. Mace looked for a taxi, but there were none to be had. He and Lek then began to walk up to the Sukumvit.




    When they got to the Sukumvit, Mace observed eight soldiers holding M sixteen rifles. They appeared to be young and had a restive look on their faces. They also weren’t smiling. Lek then apprised Mace that she had heard that these soldiers may try to clear out the Red Shirts over in Pathumuan. She also added that she had heard that many of these soldiers were from Cambodia and weren’t Thai. Mace then thought about mercenaries. Mace could picture a horrific site of a bloodbath! He quickly took his thoughts off of this grim possibility and now concentrated and focused on Lek. He was now fantasizing about her.




    After about twenty minutes of not being able to locate a taxi, he decided to flag down a motorbike driver who was driving on the Sukumvit. Where is a taxi when you need one for they are always honking their horn trying to pick you up, when you don’t need one, but when you need one, they are nowhere to be found, Mace thought, as he and Lek got on the back of the motorbike.




    After negotiating a fair price of one hundred baht for two people, the motorbike driver began his sojourn to Mace’s apartment. Dusk was now beginning to settle into Bangkok. When they got in the area of Ploenchit and the Sukumvit, they were stopped by a roadblock. Soldiers were manning this roadblock. There were about fifteen soldiers all sporting automatic weapons who demanded to see the motorbike driver’s credentials. They also asked to see Lek’s identification card. Two of them looked at Mace and said, “Swardee Kup.” Mace replied back with a Swardee Kup. These soldiers appeared to be in their early twenties and looked like Thais.




    After checking the driver’s credentials and Lek’s identification card, they informed the driver that he could no longer continue on the Sukumvit for they were closing the road. “Kup,” replied the driver. He thanked them and then started to make his way up to Petchaburi Road.




    Mace then put his arms around Lek’s tiny waist. She was quite petite. “You lek (which is a Thai word for small), stated Mace. “You speak Thai good,” replied Lek. “I speak Lek, lek,” (little, little) responded Mace. They then both laughed.




    Lek then leaned back and kissed Mace on the neck. Mace once again began to fantasize about her. However, his fantasy was interrupted by another roadblock which was set up by the red shirts on Petchaburi Road.




    There were about a dozen red shirts armed with swords and big pieces of wood. Mace also observed two of them with pistols tucked into their waist. They spoke rapid Thai to the motorbike driver and basically asked him, what he was doing in their area and where he was going? The motorbike driver then explained to them that he had a Farang and Thai lady on his bike who he had picked up in the area of Sukumvit and Soi Four and that he was now taking them home to the Farang’s apartment on Petchaburi and Soi Four. Upon seeing Mace, the red shirts greeted him with a Swardee Kup. Mace returned the greeting. The majority of them appeared to be young Thais in their twenties.




    This area of Petchaburi Road was extremely dark. It appeared that the lights had been purposely turned off. A few of the red shirts had big flashlights. This would be a perfect area for a sniper, thought Mace. You could get shot here and they probably wouldn’t find your body for a long time, Mace further thought. Mace felt very restive.




    One of them then asked Lek what political party she was affilated with? Mace felt that this was a personal question and was about to say something, but Lek spoke. She responded by saying, “Sala Daeng,” (Red Shirts). “Sala Daeng, number one,” added Lek.




    The group then clapped, smiled and motioned for the driver to go through. Mace yelled, “Choidi Kup,” (good luck), as the motorbike sped off.




    The driver then continued down Petchaburi Road toward Mace’s apartment. Mace then focussed his thoughts on Lek, as she leaned back and kissed his neck again. Mace placed his big hands around her tiny waist. His member had begun to stiffen. However, his sensual thoughts were once again interrupted by another roadblock.




    They were now in the area of the Rajatavee BTS station and the Police had a roadblock set up. There were about ten Police Officers present. All of them had automatic weapons and five of them had rifles. They spoke Thai to the driver and asked him what he was doing in the area and what his destination was? The driver once again responded by telling them that he would be dropping the Farang and lady off at the Farang’s apartment on Petchaburi and Soi Four.




    One of the Thai cops then looked at Mace and said “Hello.” Mace responded back with a hello. He then asked Mace what country he came from. When Mace told him America, he appeared impressed. He also told Mace that he had a sister who was married to an American and she was now living in America. Mace complimented him on his English and was about ready to aske the cop which state his sister lived in when two Thai cops came over and began to speak rapid Thai.




    The two Thai cops then spoke Thai to the driver and asked him why his two passengers weren’t wearing helmets. Mace assumed that they may be looking for some money or a payoff. However, their conversation was interrupted by a loud noise which sounded like a bomb exploding! The sound of gunfire then followed. The Police quickly waved the motorbike driver through and then scattered!




    A few minutes later, the motorbike driver arrived at Mace’s apartment. Mace felt a sense of relief as he climbed off the motorbike. He took Lek up into his room. Lek had to use the bathroom. In the interim, Mace went to the refrigerator and grabbed two bottles of Leo beer. He felt a bit agitated from the bike ride and could feel the hairs on the back of his neck stand up a bit! He quickly gulped the beer and it took the edge off! This was the first time that he had felt intimidated in this exotic paradise!




    ***




    “Are you almost finish, did you have happy ending,” asked Lek? These weren’t exactly the words that Mace wanted to hear, but he just wanted to get off and he blocked Lek’s words out of his mind. The condom which was made in Thailand and was very small was proving to be an obstacle in achieving orgasm or as Lek would call it, a happy ending. Being a gambling man by nature, Mace decided to take the condom off and go bare-back. A few minutes later, he achieved orgasm. Lek responded by immediately jumping off the bed and heading into the bathroom for a shower.




    When she emerged from the shower a few minutes later, she quickly got dressed. Mace gave her one thousand baht. She bowed to Mace and quickly left the apartment. Mace then chased after her for he had forgotten to get her phone number. He caught up with her by the elevator. She gave Mace her number when he requested it. Afterwards, she absconded as the doors to the elevator opened.




    Talk about screwing and running, Mace thought. Oh well, I just wanted to pop my nut anyway, which he did, he further thought. She wasn’t a good screw, but she had a cute face and Mace decided that he wanted to see her again in the future. He then made his way back to his room.




    He turned on the television and began to watch an old movie on the Turner Classic Movie Channell, “Key Largo which stared Humprey Bogart and Edward G Robinson. He began to feel a bit tired from the beer and the sex. He fell asleep a short time later.




    ***




    Mace slept for a few hours. When he woke up he was a bit hungry. He decided to go outside and grab some food. There was a good cheap Thai restaurant on Soi Six which was opened all night. The food was good and so was the price. The only drawback was that sometimes you would see a few rats running around and at times they would come close to where you sat!




    Mace was hungry and practically inhaled his cow pack moo. This was a Thai dish of pork and rice. He decided to have another one. When he was finsihed he paid his bill of sixty baht and decided to try to make a withdrawal from the Bangkok Bank.




    The words, invalid amount, once again flashed across the ATM screen. Mace then decided to try another bank. He walked two blocks over to the Siam Bank which was on Soi Eight. However, he got the same negative result!




    It was nearly Two A.M. Bangkok time, which meant it would be Two P.M. in the afternoon in New Jersey. He decided to contact his bank in New Jersey. He then went to the Seven Eleven and purchased a true online phone card. He had already brought a True Sim card. The true card would enable him to talk to somebody in America for only one baht a minute. It was a bargain!




    After being placed on hold for a couple of minutes, he was finally able to talk to a representative of the bank, regarding his inability to withdraw funds from his account. She then apprised Mace to hold for a moment. A few minutes later, she got back on the line and told him the bad news.




    “I’m sorry but the I.R.S. (Internal Revenue Service) has placed a levy on your account,” she stated. “A what,” asked Mace? “A levy,” she once again stated. She then explained to Mace that according to the Internal Revenue Service, he owed approximately ten thousand dollars in back taxes and until the debt was satisfied, he couldn’t access his account. In reality his account was frozen. Mace had been making monthly payments to the Internal Revenue Service but hadn’t made a payment in over three months. He had been doing a hell of a lot of partying and used the money for his hedonist pleasures.




    Mace was a retired worker from Maxwell House Coffee in Hoboken, New Jersey and had a good pension. He received Four thousand bucks a month which was more than enough to live on in Thailand. In reality, it meant that for the next two and a half months, he would have no flowing capital. “I’m very sorry,” the bank representative said. Mace was in shock and momentairly speechless.




    She then asked Mace if there was anything else that she could help him with. Mace then spoke and asked her about the possibility of getting a loan for ten thousand dollars? “I’m sorry sir, but that wouldn’t be possible,” she stated. Mace then told her that he was only joking and that it wasn’t her fault that she was the messenger of bad news. She then wished him luck and hung up.




    Mace was wondering what the hell he would do. He only had about ten thousand baht in cash which was the equivalent of three hundred and fifty bucks. Could he live on that amount for ten weeks? He asked himself this question and then began to write some figures down.




    It then dawned on him that it was getting closer to the end of the month and that he would soon have to pay his rent. He then began to do some serious thinking about what he should do and scribbled some ideas on a piece of paper.




    He also consumed a few more Leo beers while he was pondering. He ended up falling asleep with his clothes on.




    ***




    When he awoke, it was still dark. He looked at his mobile phone and saw that it was ten minutes to six. Dawn was approaching! He decided to brew a pot of coffee. While it was brewing, he sat on his balcony and watched as the sun rose. The dawning of a new day, beautiful he thought. However, his current financial situation brought some clouds to his mind.




    After drinking his fourth cup of coffee, he decided that he would take a walk before the strength and power of the Thailand sun set in. Mace liked to walk and tried to walk at least two miles a day to keep his fifty eight year old body in shape!




    He took a walk to Siam. The traffic on Petchaburi Road was very light. The rush hour hasn’t kicked in yet, he thought He then continued walking South on Petchaburi Road. He was soon by the Rajatavee BTS station. He observed a few soldiers and a couple of security guards by the entrance. “Swardee Kup,” stated Mace. “Swardee Kup,” they replied back. One of the security guards then spoke English. “Sorry, skytrain no open today,” he stated in broken English. “Mai Pen Rai,” (No problem) replied Mace. He then continued toward his destination, Siam.




    As he got near the MBK center at Siam, he noticed about a dozen red shirt guards standing outside of a number of sandbags and a wooden fence area which appeared to be an entrance. There was absolutely no vehicular traffic. As he got closer, one of the guards who appeared to be in his thirties, yelled, “Swardee Kup.” Mace replied back with a Swardee Kup. He then motioned for Mace to enter. Mace obeyed and soon found himself inside with what appeared to be a make shift village similar to Isan.




    As he continued to walk, he could smell a copious amount of Thai and Isan food being cooked and prepared. Mace also observed a few women making big egg omelets in big pans. Mace was beginning to get hungry.




    There had to be what appeared to be hundreds of Thais, including a lot of women with their children and also elderly people who were probably their grandparents jammed into an area which consisited of a few city blocks. There were hundreds of tents and sleeping mats strewn on the ground. People were now waking up and they looked like they were ready for a new day.




    Mace also observed a few Monks walking around and Thais knelling down and giving them their morning offerings. Prayers were also being said.




    As Mace continued his walk, he also observed a few red shirts armed with what appeared to be makeshift spears made from trees. He then saw a few other red shirts with machetes and knives. He also spotted two who had what appeared to be firearms tucked inside their waist. However, they were all very amiable as Mace continued his walk through their village.




    Mace had been married to an Isan girl a few years earlier but had gotten a divorce. Her and her mother’s gambling habit and her constant whining for money were some of the reasons why he decided to terminate the marriage. The village that Mace was now walking through reminded him of the one up in Isan which was named Si Chomphu which meant the color pink.




    However, Mace didn’t observe any gambling going on here. The game that most Isan people played was called Hi Lo and it consisited of three dice and a board. His ex wife and mother-in-law were degenerate gamblers who lost over a million baht (twenty thousand U.S. dollars) in the game. They also borrowed money from the local loansharks in the village which only complicated their losses. Unfortunately a lot of money that his ex wife lost was actually his. She had hoodwinked him and apprised him that the money was for the house that they were building.




    As Mace continued to walk south, he got near the brand new Siam Paragon building. However, the store and all the other shops were closed. It was hard to believe that this shopping area had been shut! The only store he saw that was opened was a Seven Eleven. He then decided to go and buy some water.




    As Mace made his way to the Seven Eleven, he observed a few Thai males who appeared to be in their forties drinking bottles of Leo beer. They greeted Mace with a Swardee Kup and offered him some beer. He returned the greeting but declined the beer. It was a bit to early for him.




    “Are you hungry,” asked a female voice? Mace turned around and saw that the voice belonged to a beautiful Thai girl who appeared to be in her twenties. “Yes I am,” replied Mace. “Come and sit,” she further stated. Mace obeyed and went over to the area where she was at.




    Mace soon found himself sitting on the ground with the Thai girl who was in the company of her father, mother, young brother who appeared to be fifteen years old and her two younger twin sisters who were nine years old. One of the twin girls spoke and said, “Farang.” The word Farang meant foreigner. “Kon Thai,” replied Mace. Everyone then broke into laughter.




    The Thai girl’s name was Poh and she asked Mace if he could speak Thai? “Nitnoy,” (a little) answered Mace. Poh then introduced Mace to her family. Right after that, she placed a big plate of eggs and rice in front of Mace. Her and her mother then placed other bowls and plates of food on the mat. The food consisted of fish, pork, som tom (spicy salad), beef and chicken. Mace quickly consumed the eggs and started to eat some food from the other dishes.




    A couple of Thai males who appeared to be in their forties then came over and placed three bottles of Leo beer on the mat. Mace had put some extra chili sauce on his eggs and decided that Leo beer was the way to extinguish the fire! Mace then spoke the Thai word for fire. “Fai Mai,” he stated as he waved his hand in front of his mouth, as if he was trying to cool the blaze. The Thais laughed when he did this. He then drank a big gulp of the beer and said the Thai word for very good, “Dma,” he stated. “You speak Thai very good” stated Poh. “No lek,” (little) replied Mace.




    Poh then asked Mace where he was from. “America, the good old U.S.A.,” he added. “America has good heart,” stated Poh. Mace smiled and then informed her and the Thais that sometimes Americans have good heart. They all smiled when he said this. “Are you here on holiday,” she asked? Mace then apprised her and the other Thais that he had retired to their beautiful country seven years ago. She then asked Mace what state he came from. Mace then informed her that he came from New Jersey. “Beautiful Jersey City,” he added. He also informed her that Jersey City was very close to New York. “You have lady,” she asked? Mace paused for a few seconds before answering. “Sometimes,” he replied. He then smiled which brought a big smile from Poh and the rest of the Thais.




    Mace then told them a little bit about himself. From living in Thailand for seven years, he knew that Thai people were very curious about everything and to them no subject was scared and Thais talked about everything. Mace talked about his ex wife who had a gambling problem, his job at Maxwell House coffee in America and his teaching English in Thailand. As he did this, Poh translated what he was saying into Thai so her parents, family and the other Thais could understand. Her parents appeared to be nodding in approval, as he spoke. “Oh Ajarn” (teacher) said her mother. Her mother then bowed to Mace. Mace had learnt that teachers are held in very high respect in Thailand. It’s considered a profession, similar to being a Doctor or lawyer. This was a far cry from the states where teachers are often blamed by parents and assaulted by their students!




    Poh then asked Mace his age? “That’s a secret,” he replied. He then kept a straight face for a few seconds, but then smiled and broke into laughter.




    Mace then asked Poh how old she was. She replied by telling him that she was twenty- four. However, she looked more like she was eighteen for she had a very young looking face.




    “I fifty -eight,” stated Mace. “You look very young, I think you forty,” replied Poh. “Thank you,” replied Mace. “No I papa, you lukesao,” (Thai word for daughter) stated Mace. All of the Thais broke into laughter when Mace said this. A couple of them even complimented him on his ability to speak Thai.




    Mace knew that personal stuff like asking a woman how old she was wasn’t considered out of line in Thailand but it would be taboo in America. Thai culture was very different from American culture and questions like where are you going, do you have lady and how much money do you have, weren’t considered personal. If you gave somebody a gift in Thailand it wasn’t considered rude to ask them how much it cost?




    In America, these questions would be considered not proper and rude! They could be answered with a profanity and possible knuckle sandwich!




    “You look so young and strong,” Poh once again stated. “Flattery will get you everywhere,” replied Mace. “What does flattery mean,” asked Poh. “It means something good,” replied Mace. “Something good, okay,” responded Poh.




    Their conversation was then interrupted by loud Isan music. The music was coming from a makeshift stage which was approximately seventy yards away. Many of the Thais got up and started to dance. Mace had a bit of a beer buzz on and he too followed suit and stood up and began to move his arms in the air. He attempted to emulate their style, much to their delight. Many of the Thais clapped their hands and gave him the thumbs up! Poh responded by flashing him a big smile. God she is beautiful, he thought as he continued to dance.




    More bottles of Leo beer were brought over and Mace drank more. He was really beginning to feel no pain. When the music stopped, a couple of red shirt leaders came on stage and begin to speak. However, Mace couldn’t understand much they were saying. The crowd responded by clapping loudly. Poh then translated to him what they were saying. They were calling for democracy and free elections! They continued to speak and the crowd showed its approval with a loud roar and continued clapping.




    Before he knew it, it was lunch time. The speakers stopped talking and left the stage with loud approval from the crowd. More food and beer were then placed on the mats.




    While Mace was eating with Poh’s family, he and Poh started to talk more. Poh informed Mace that she and her family were rice farmers from Isan. They had traveled down from Udon Thani which is in Northeast Thailand to be with the red shirts and to support democracy for all Thais. She and her family were supporters of the deposed erstwhile Prime Minister Thaksin. She went on to say that he had helped ameliorate the plight of the Isan farmer. Mace listened with attention, but couldn’t help but stare into her beautiful almond colored eyes. She also had beautiful brown skin and a great body!




    She continued to talk and Mace continued to stare. She then asked Mace how he felt about the red shirts. Mace was momentarily speechless for he had been focused on just looking at her beauty. After about thirty seconds he spoke and informed her that he was a foreigner and as an outsider he really couldn’t have an opinion one way or another. However, he did tell Poh that from living in Thailand for seven years that he had noticed a big economic disparity between Thais. “You either have money or you don’t,” stated Mace. He then went on to say that in America you have a middle class, but in Thailand there didn’t appear to be a middle class. Only rich and poor, he added.




    Poh nodded with agreement. She then thanked him for his opinion. She then asked Mace where he lived. Mace apprised her that he lived nearby on Petchaburi and Soi Four. He also told her that he may be moving soon. “Where,” she asked. “I’m not quite sure,” he replied. Their conversation was once again interrupted by loud Isan music!




    Mace continued to drink in the afternoon sun. He also once again got up and danced, much to the delight of Poh, her family and the other Thais who sat nearby. He was getting quite comfortable here! Before he knew it, he crashed out for the Leo beer had hit him!




    When Mace awoke, night had fallen and it was dark. “Are you hungry,” asked Poh. “No I still Im Laew (Full), replied Mace. Poh once again complimented him on his Thai. Mace then asked her what time it was. “Almost Eight o’clock,” stated Poh. Before Mace could say anything more, a red shirt leader began to speak loudly and the crowd responded by thunderous clapping.




    “Thaksin, Thaksin, Thaksin,” the crowd began to chant. The red shirt leader continued to yell and the crowd continued to do their Thaksin chant. About twenty minutes later, the speaker was finished and as he left the stage, the crowd showed its approval with loud clapping. Many of the red shirt supporters including Poh’s family had clappers which were two fake plastic hands, but when you waved them, they would clap and sounded just like human hands. They sold for twenty baht each.




    Mace then apprised Poh that he would go home, but would return tomorrow. “Are you sure,” she asked? “Jing jing,” (true true) replied Mace.




    Mace felt comfortable with Poh. Hanging out with her and her family at the village in Siam, reminded him of the seventies when he would go to rock concerts at the old Roosevelt Stadium in Jersey City, New Jersey and just sit on the grass, smoke some pot, eat drink and just basically be merry! He would definitely return, he thought to himself.




    Before leaving, he exchanged phone numbers with Poh. As she gave Mace her number, she stood extremely close to him. Mace then called her number and now she had his. They both embraced and Mace was tempted to kiss her. However, he knew Thai culture and outward signs of affection, such as public kissing were considered taboo.
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