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Author’s note


			I love Thailand. I always have. I love the country, the people and the ex-pats who live here. They inspire and motivate me. I like to sit in the bars and cafes around Thailand and watch the world go by. That is when I had the idea to write ‘Living the Dream’. I have met some amazing people and listened to their stories. I have loved every minute of the journey through tears of laughter and sadness. The book quickly became a top seller and by popular demand I wrote this follow up book ‘Loving Life’. The boys are back in town!


			As always I would like to thank my editor Burnie Sinclair and my good friend Jules Lee for proof reading and everything else that he helps me out with. I’d also like to thank Keith Callaghan, the owner of the Willkriss Resort in Bang Saray. Keith very kindly allowed me to do the book cover photo shoot at his resort.


			I’d like to thank the photographer and models for the cover. 


			I’d like to thank Gerry Davis, John Farmer, Gary Sloan and the rest of the gang who were the inspiration behind the Sloan Square characters. You know who you are. The biggest ‘Thank You’ is for you, the people who read my books. You make it all worthwhile.


		




		

			
Dedicated


			to my beautiful children, Amy, Tom, Sasha and Jack. I will love you always.
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			Coming soon from Guy Lilburne;


			An Angel with a Gun: Steven West first appeared in the book ‘The Flower Girl’. After spending some time back in England Steven decides to give Thailand a second chance. This time he trains as a Buddhist Monk and after he travels through Thailand he finds his assigned ‘Wat’. He calls it ‘The lost temple of Kanchanaburi’. The ancient wooden building is lost in the jungle on the border with Myanmar. His congregation is the poorest of the poor. Steven works tirelessly to rebuild the temple and serve the local people. It works out more or less ok for years until falling in love and a drug smuggler get in the way. The wonderfully naïve and inept Steven West makes a long overdue return in another hilarious adventure in the ‘Land of Smiles’.


		




		

			
Chapter 1: Still living the Dream


			Terry, Simon, John and Norris sat at the domino table in the Sloan Square Bar. The owner Gary Sloan sat behind the bar and wiped his bald head with the tea towel that was habitually draped over his shoulder. It was hot and humid in Pattaya, just as it always was. The sun was baking the streets in 40 degree temperatures. Holiday makers and locals, Thais and ex-pats all filled the streets, trying to stay in the shade wherever they could. For the four friends who were sat around the domino table it wasn’t just another day in paradise. It was a special day. It was a year to the day since Old Tony had passed away sitting at that very same table while he was playing dominos with those very same people. They had already eaten an All Day Breakfast in the bar, which had been cooked to perfection by Ping. Ping was a ladyboy and partner of Gary Sloan. What sort of partner exactly, nobody knew for sure. Gary Sloan, or ‘Sloany’ to his friends, told everyone that she was a business partner and his restaurant manager, but it was a fact that they slept in the same bed every night. This could be confirmed by Norris who had been sleeping in the spare bedroom above the Sloan Square Bar for the previous three months; ever since his ex, one armed, Thai girlfriend had kicked him out of his own house after he had signed it over to her.


			It was Terry’s idea to hold a two minutes silence in memory of their departed friend, Old Tony.


			“Why two minutes?” asked Norris.


			“I’ll tell you why and I mean this from the bottom of my heart. Old Tony was a good friend and I think two minutes means more than one minute. Do you see where I’m coming from?” said Terry in his best cockney accent, accompanied with exaggerated hand movements and facial twitches, which Terry always thought underlined any serious point that he was making.


			“What are we going to do for two minutes then? FUCK BOLLOCKS,” said John Palmer.


			John had suffered with Tourette’s syndrome all his adult life and was prone to shouting out random swear words. Everybody was used to it and nobody took offence. He shouted and swore even more when he was stressed, so the rest of the boys tried to stress him out whenever they could, because they all thought it was funny.


			“Well, we are just going to stay silent. You can think about whatever you want, just don’t say anything. I’ll be thinking about Old Tony.”


			“What if I think about something funny about Old Tony and I start laughing?”


			“Well don’t. Try and think about something sad. The poor bloke’s dead.”


			“But he used to make me laugh a lot. He was a funny guy really.”


			“I know that John, but we can’t laugh for two minutes. Try and think about something sad and don’t laugh and don’t speak. Do you see where I’m coming from Captain?”


			John pretended to zip his mouth shut.


			Ping walked out of the kitchen and went behind the bar to stand next to Sloany.


			“What they do darling?” she asked looking over towards the friends sitting at the domino table. She slid her arm around Sloany. He quickly removed it and looked around to check that nobody had noticed her indiscretion.


			“They are going to have a minutes silence to remember Old Tony, once they have agreed on the rules.”


			“What rules they agree?”


			“I don’t know. They have been talking about it now for the last ten minutes. How hard can it be to stay quiet for a minute?”


			A husband and wife and their two children walked into the bar. They were on holiday and had been into the bar the previous day and enjoyed the food. They waved to Sloany and Ping and sat at the same table near to the open front of the bar that they had sat in the previous day. The children were six and eight years old and were clutching toys that their mum and dad had just bought from one of the market stalls. After eating they were going down to the beach to play with their presents.


			“Can we have four of your delicious All Day Breakfasts? We really enjoyed them yesterday.”


			Sloany turned his hand over and looked at the back of his wrist even though he wasn’t wearing a watch.


			“You are pushing it. We stop serving the All Day Breakfast after 12 o’clock. But seeing that it’s you lot I’ll make an exception.”


			The man and his wife both burst out laughing. They thought that Sloany was joking and they thought that he was really funny. They didn’t realize that he was being deadly serious.


			“And can the children have half portions or a child size meal? It was too much for them yesterday.”


			“Bloody hell!” Sloany flicked his eyes up to the ceiling and breathed a long slow sigh that was loud enough for everyone to hear.


			“Give the kids half portions, but charge them full price,” he whispered to Ping out of the corner of his mouth.


			Ping picked up a menu from the bar top out of habit and went to the table with her notepad and pen. The kitchen apron that she was wearing was a lot bigger than her dress, but still did little to hide her large silicone breasts and long legs. She liked to look sexy and glamorous and she always did.


			“Two All Day Breakfast. Two All Day Breakfast children size. You like some drink?”


			“No thank you. We’ll just have the tea and orange juice that comes with the breakfasts.”


			“Are you lot ready for me to start the stop watch for this memorial silence?” shouted Sloany across the bar.


			“We’re ready.” Simon gave a ‘thumbs up’ and Sloany nodded.


			“Okay. On your marks, get set, go.”


			Terry put his hands on the table ready for the challenge. The four men shot glances at each other like old Wild West gunfighters. Waiting to see who moved first. John started thinking about Old Tony telling Sloany about his dead relatives and he started to smile. He put a hand up to his mouth to hide it. Then he had to put his hand in his mouth to stop a burst of laughter. The more he thought that he shouldn’t laugh the more he needed to. Tears started trickling down his cheeks, but he managed to stay quiet. Terry closed his eyes because he didn’t want John to make him laugh. He thought about the warm friendship that he had shared with Old Tony and he smiled to himself as he remembered a dear lost friend. Simon just thought about Old Tony sitting at the domino table in his long white robe and a trilby hat - drinking and smoking and telling stories. Norris wasn’t thinking about anything. Then he started thinking about having a mouthful of beer. Then he started thinking about pork pies and the ones he used to buy back in Birmingham from the local Tesco Superstore. Then he farted and everyone started laughing. Sloany blew his whistle.


			“That’s it. Time’s up.”


			“That was a quick two minutes and I mean that most sincerely.”


			“That was a minute Terry. You don’t have two minutes silence.Only famous people have two minutes silence. That’s the unwritten rule.”


			“Okay. Whatever.” Terry flicked his hands about in the air as if he was flicking away particles of an impending argument.


			“Anyway, come on, somebody get a round in. Let’s toast Old Tony and get them dominos shuffled,” announced Sloany, as he wiped his head with a tea towel.


			Simon got the round in. Old Tony was toasted along with ‘Living the dream’. The dominos were shuffled and the afternoon’s play began.


			The gang at The Sloan Square Bar had been friends for a long time. They were a band of brothers. They spent a lot of time together. They were happy with life and most days they would make a toast to ‘Living the dream’. Well, at least the domino players were happy. Gary Sloan always seemed to be angry about almost everything and always had a chip on his shoulder about almost everything. But he owned the bar and his heart was nearly in the right place - sometimes! He did spend a lot of time organizing trips and events for the others. The fact that he made a lot of money out of it by over-charging everybody didn’t matter. Sloany’s partner was Ping. He had known her a long time and she was probably the only person in the world who could influence Sloany. She would often get him to change his mind and convince him that it was his idea in the first place. Ping was tall and beautiful and most nights, after she dressed up and applied make-up, she looked like she could win the Miss Tiffany competition, which was an international beauty contest for ladyboys. In the day time it was sometimes a different story. She would always wear sexy dresses, but sometimes she just needed a shave and her voice was always slightly deeper after the previous night’s drinking. She loved Sloany and, although he would never admit it, he loved her too. Norris was his life-long friend. They were both from Birmingham and shared a love for Birmingham City FC. They always talked about what a great team they used to be, from a time before anyone else could remember. Norris also had a passion for tattoos. Mostly his were self-inflicted. They consisted of the names of his children, his ex- wives and girlfriends and the occasional statement like ‘I love Mum & Dad. RIP’. He had already had a tattoo done in tribute to his latest Thai ex-girlfriend, Nan. It simply read ‘I love Nan’. But, after she kicked him out of his own house and moved her Thai husband in, he decided to have it changed to ‘I love Naan bread’.


			Terry was retired but with no big pension to speak of. So he had to graft a bit in Thailand to make ends meet. He was happy to tell everyone that he was a cockney and it was a fact that he did know a lot of rhyming cockney slang. He had fallen in love and married a beautiful Thai girl called Ting, but she had sadly died of cancer the previous year aged just 23 years old. John was happily married to a lovely Thai lady named Pla, who he had met in a bar a long time ago. When he wasn’t playing dominos or going on a trip with the boys he was gardening with his wife. Simon was married to Pom and they had a beautiful baby daughter, who they had named after Terry’s wife, Ting. The baby was already six months old and she seemed to be getting bigger by the day. Simon was younger than the rest of the group and he worked as a radio DJ on Pattaya 205FM. He lived in a nice house in Jomtien Beach. 


			Taff was a part time member of the ‘Domino Crew’, but a full time member of the ‘Band of Brothers’, which was the group of friends from the Sloan Square Bar. Nobody knew his real name. They just knew that he was Welsh and sounded like Tom Jones when he got drunk and sang, which he often did. Sloany had convinced most people around Pattaya that Taff was actually Tom Jones’s brother. Taff had stopped denying it a long time ago. Taff would often turn up with a new tattoo, body piercing or new haircut that most normal men of his age just wouldn’t have. The problem with Taff was that he could drink more than most human beings. He liked to drink until he fell down or at least went to sleep. He would wake up in all sorts of places and have no idea how he got there. He would sober up and find new tattoos or body piercing and be amazed at how it happened. Taff had a tattoo of a double six domino on his forehead. It happened one day after he had been playing dominos in the Sloan Square Bar. He had been drinking as usual and suddenly his head went down, bang, onto the table. He was asleep with the double six trapped between his forehead and the table. When he awoke it was embossed into his skin. He liked it so much he went straight into the nearest tattoo shop and had it made permanent. He thought that it would bring him good luck in all future domino games. As you would expect, all the gang in the bar were a bit shocked when he said what he was going to do while still under the influence of alcohol. They burst out laughing and did nothing to stop him, which Taff took as an endorsement. The next day he remembered nothing about it. The most outstanding and noticeable thing about Taff was the size of his head. It looked enormous and certainly out of proportion to the rest of his body. The first time he ever walked into the bar a few years previously the domino crew just stopped playing and stared at him until Sloany whispered;


			“Bloody hell, he’s a snipers dream! Look at the size of his fucking head.”


			Everybody burst out laughing. Taff had heard the remark.


			“You’re talking about my head are you? I know it’s fucking massive - it is, just like my cock. The rest of my body is normal. I can’t understand it, I can’t.”


			Cliff had also become a part time member of the domino gang. He was a black American New Yorker. He was a musician by trade and he had played with all the greats. Now in his mid-sixties he was still playing, but his heart now belonged to Pattaya. Cliff had been blind since birth. He had become big friends with everyone in The Sloan Square Bar, but especially John and Taff. Cliff flew back into Thailand to see the boys whenever he could and he usually turned up unannounced.


			The holiday family finished their breakfasts. Nothing had been left on the plates. They never checked the bill, so they didn‘t realize they had been over charged for the children’s breakfasts. They just paid it and left a 200 baht tip. Sloany was quick to thank them and give the two children a lollypop each. He was also quick to take full credit for the breakfasts that Ping had cooked.


			“I see you haven’t left anything. Was everything alright?”


			“Fantastic,” said the dad. “We love the food here.”


			“I’m a professionally trained chef. I was trained by Gordon Ramsey, but he used to get really jealous because everyone preferred my cooking to his. I left by mutual agreement - too much of a clash of personalities really. I’m glad you enjoyed it. I was watching you all eating. Like pigs at a trough you were. I knew I’d got the food just right again. It’s all about the timing. You want everything cooked, but not over cooked and you don’t want it cold. Mind you, you lot didn’t give it much time to get cold.” Sloany boomed out one of his machine gun style laughs.


			The family thanked him again and left, not quite sure whether he was trying to insult them with the pig comment or it was some kind of joke. They would talk about it for a long time on the beach. Their opinion would remain divided.


			A blind black man walked slowly along the Soi. His white stick was swinging gently from side to side in front of him - occasionally tapping down on the ground. He had a wide smile and his large sunglasses made him look like Ray Charles. Just like Ray Charles this blind American played the piano. He also played guitar and double bass. He made his living as a musician. He crossed the Soi and held his hand up to an impatient taxi driver who had thumped down on the car horn, not realizing that the pedestrian was blind. The 65 year old New Yorker tapped his way to the Sloan Square Bar.


			“Hello boys.” His voice was as rich and deep as his laugh.


			“Cliff. How are you matey?” John was the first to jump up and greet his friend. All the others followed. There was a lot of handshaking and back patting. The friends were all delighted to see each other.


			Sloany grabbed Cliff’s hand with a firm grip and shook it.


			“How are you Cliff? I’m so happy to see you. This is Sloany speaking,” he shouted down Cliff’s ear.


			“Hi Sloany. You really have to stop shouting at me.”


			“Sorry mate. I forget. It’s just with you being blind I like to try and help you out as much as I can. How long are you here for this time?”


			“Well, actually, I’m thinking about staying.”


			“You’d be most welcome Cliff and I mean that most sincerely.”


			“Thanks Terry. I haven’t completely made my mind up, but I’m seriously thinking about it. I’ll stay for a while and see how it goes. Have you got room for one more player in the domino crew?”


			“Yes lad. There’s always room for you,” said Norris.


			“So, have I missed any good trips?”


			“I haven’t organized one in a while, but I will do soon.” Sloany wiped his head with the tea towel.


			Ping walked out from the kitchen and Cliff could smell the feminine perfume.


			“Well hello. Who is this pretty lady?”


			“That’s Ping. She’s Sloany’s bird,” laughed Norris.


			Cliff held out his hand and Ping shook it and said hello. Cliff thought that her hand was big for a lady and, when he heard her speak, he knew that she was a ladyboy.


			“I’m delighted to meet you Ping.”


			“I delighted with you too, Khun Cliff.”


			Sloany grabbed Norris’s arm and held it out in front of Cliff.


			“See this tattoo Cliff!”


			“I can’t see anything Sloany. I’m blind, remember?”


			“Oh right. I’ll read it out. It says ‘I love Naan bread’.”


			“Why did you have a tattoo like that Sloany? You must really, really like Naan bread.”


			“It’s not my tattoo. It’s Norris’s tattoo. It used to say ‘I love Nan’. He changed it to ‘I love Naan bread’ when she dumped him and went back to her husband. Norris signed his house over to her and she moved in with him and her husband moved in too. Then she kicked Norris out and he’s living in my spare room now. She was nearly as old as Norris and she only had one arm. A one-armed bandit she was. The thing is he doesn‘t even eat Naan bread. He can’t eat Indian food. What a dickhead. No offence Norris.”


			“None taken, lad.”


			“I’m sorry to hear that Norris, but the tattoo sounds great.”


			“Thanks Cliff.”


			“If you are going to stay more than 30 days you will have to get a visa. I know someone who can get it for you cheap.”


			“Thanks Sloany. I’ve arrived on a tourist visa so I can stay for 90 days, but I’ll let you know when I’ve decided what I’m doing.”


			“We’re celebrating,” said Norris. “Old Tony has been dead for a year.”


			“We’re not celebrating. We’re commemorating,” said Simon.


			“Whatever you call it,” muttered Norris.


			“So what else is news?” asked Cliff, as he found a chair and sat himself down.


			“I’m thinking about selling the bar.”


			“What!” they all chorused.


			“I was going to tell you all. I’m thinking about opening up a resort. Me and Ping went to have a look at one that’s for sale near to Ban Ampur, just past Jomtien. It’s old and run down. It needs a lot of work, but it’s right on a little beach. In fact, it has its own private beach. There are 24 rooms on two floors. There is a bar with a stage and a dance floor, a restaurant, a reception, a swimming pool, gardens and the beach of course.”


			“It sounds fantastic Sloany.”


			“Thanks Cliff.”


			“You’re going to sell the bar?”


			“I’m thinking about it John. I was going to tell you all today anyway. It’s an old Dutch lady who is selling the resort. She was married to a Thai man, but he’s dead now and they haven’t got any kids. She is tired of running the place and wants to retire. She is about eighty. I’m going back to have another look this afternoon. If you lot want to come I’ll hire a mini bus.”


			“Are you seriously thinking about buying a resort, Sloany?”


			“Yes I am, Terry.”


			“Have you got a business plan?”


			“Of course I have. I’m not a complete idiot. No offence Norris.”


			“None taken, lad.”


			“What’s your business plan then?”


			“I’m going to buy a resort and rent or sell the bar. That’s the plan.”


			Everybody except Sloany laughed.


			Sloany borrowed the old mini bus off Stan and noticed that he had repaired the hole in the floor. Well, he had stapled some cardboard over the hole, so at least the front seat passenger couldn’t see the road passing along under his feet anymore. It wasn’t a great vehicle, but it was free and that was always Sloany’s favourite price. In the afternoon they drove along the Sukhumvit Road, past Jomtien to Ban Ampur. Ping had invited a couple of her ladyboy friends to go along as well. She had already told them about the stage and they were excited about planning future shows. The domino crew, along with Cliff, was just going to have a look. The general feeling amongst them was that Sloany must be mad, thinking about buying a resort. They had little confidence that he was capable of running a resort. The Sloan Square Bar had made a lot of money over the previous 12 months, since it had been put on the map by the Pattaya 205FM radio, but its success was really in spite of Sloany and not because of him. 


			Sloany turned off the Sukhumvit and went down a narrow lane towards the beach. At the end of the lane was the resort and behind that were the beach and the Gulf of Thailand. Coming along the lane it looked very impressive, if somewhat secluded. Sloany pulled in through the gates and parked up on the small car park under the shade of a palm tree. There was only one other vehicle parked up, but there was space for twelve cars. They all got out of the mini bus and there was a definite air of excitement amongst them. It felt as if they were about to set out on a brand new adventure. An old fragile looking lady walked through the archway that led to the pool area. She greeted them. She was about 80 years old and slightly stooped over, with a mass of white hair that didn’t look as if it had been brushed in a while. Her skin was tanned a darker brown than any of them had ever seen before. She looked like a pint of Guinness. She smiled and showed off a set of perfect teeth that were obviously not her original ones.


			“Hello again.” She spoke perfect English in a heavy Dutch accent.


			Sloany shook her hand and introduced her to the others.


			“Everyone, this is Doris……”


			“Alice. My name is Alice.”


			“Everyone, this is Alice. She is the lady who wants to sell the place.”


			They all followed her through the archway to the pool area. There was a small reception on the left of the archway. Two blocks of rooms overlooked the pool and the upstairs rooms also had a sea view. To the right of the pool was the bar with a stage and dance floor. A sliding glass partition closed off the kitchen and dining area. The bar also had access onto the beach that could also be accessed through the gardens, which were on the far side of the pool. There was also a bungalow in the grounds of the garden. This was where Alice lived, but it was included in the sale price. The buildings did look a bit old and tired and needed painting. Alice gave them the grand tour of the place. All the rooms were in need of decoration. So was the bar. The kitchen needed refurbishing and the swimming pool needed to be retiled. Terry noticed that one of the roof slates on one of the accommodation blocks was missing. The concrete tables and bench sets around the pool needed a good clean. A Thai couple sat at one of the tables, sipping from plastic water bottles and watching the farangs. They weren’t guests at the resort. They were the only two staff - a husband and wife team. The visitors sat at two of the tables near the pool and Norris ordered a round of drinks. Alice left them alone to talk.


			“Well, what do you think?”


			“I think it’s a big project. It needs a lot of work doing and a lot of money spending on it. Are you sure you want to take all this on Sloany?”


			“I’m still thinking about it Terry.”


			“What about the dominos? FUCK DOUBLE.”


			“You could all play here John. In fact it would be nearer for you and Simon to travel here from Jomtien than go into Pattaya. Norris and Terry could hire rooms here and be long term residents.”


			“I’ve got a room thanks.”


			“But think about it Terry. Here you would have use of the swimming pool and be right on the beach. There would be loads of work for you here -doing taxi runs to the airport. You could be my official driver for day trips and, while we are doing the place up, I’ll pay you to help me. This could be a fantastic place. We could have BBQs on the beach for the guests every night. Put some nice lights in the trees and have fire beacons along the beach. It could be really beautiful and very romantic. I could open up a beach bar and people can watch the sun go down. There is no other access to this little beach you know! We can do what we want. Terry you could be the beach bar manager in the evenings. We could have discos and dances in the main bar. We could have live music shows. Bingo and Quiz nights. Ping and her mates can put on big ladyboy shows. We could turn the reception into a small shop so people can buy everything on site. This could be the most perfect holiday place.”


			Sloany’s enthusiasm was contagious and compelling. Suddenly, it seemed like a good idea. It suddenly all seemed possible and they all forgot that it was Sloany. Terry was excited about the work potential and loved the idea of having a swimming pool and being on the beach. John was happy as long as he could carry on playing dominos. Norris liked the idea of living at a resort. It seemed a lot better than living above a bar in Pattaya.


			“’Ow much a month for the rooms Sloany?”


			“I haven’t worked out the prices yet for customers, but for you lot I’d say 10,000 baht a month.”


			“I only pay 5,000 baht a month now,” protested Terry.


			“Yes, but you live in a shit hole with a load of prostitutes. Here you would have a lovely room with free internet, free swimming pool, free use of all the resort facilities and I’d throw in free breakfast and evening meals. Plus Terry, you’d be making a good income from working here.”


			Terry nodded. Then he smiled. He was starting to really like the idea.


			“What about me?” asked Norris. “I don’t pay anything to live above the Sloan Square Bar.”


			“That’s because I’m too generous for my own good. I was going to start charging you 10,000 baht a month to live there, starting from this month anyway. So you might as well move in here on the same terms as Terry. You’d be better off Norris.”


			“Actually Sloany, I might be interested in a room here myself.”


			“No problem Cliff. You can have a sea view room.”


			“Well, because I’m blind it’s not so important to me, Sloany.”


			“Okay. You can have any room and pretend you have a sea view.”


			“The point is I can hear the sea. I can smell it on the breeze. I like it here.”


			“How much is the old girl selling it for Sloany?” Terry pointed an index finger and used it to push his glasses up to the bridge of his nose.


			“Well, it’s a bargain price Terry and she said that she would sell it even cheaper if I let her stay in one of the rooms here after the sale. She just wants to retire and sunbathe.”


			“I think it is worth thinking about Captain and I mean that most sincerely.”


			“I think so too Terry and I thought that Simon could advertise it for free on the radio.”


			“Well actually, that’s up to the bosses.”


			“You did it for the Sloan Square Bar. You could do it for the View Talay Resort. I might even change the name to The Sloan Square Resort. I think we could all be happy here. She is selling the place with the next six months bookings.”


			They all looked around. There was nobody else there.


			“How many booking has she got for the next six months?”


			“I don’t know John.”


			Sloany shouted Alice and she came over to their tables. He asked to see the bookings for the next six months. Alice walked around the pool and went into the reception. She returned with the business books and explained them to Sloany. There were three bookings for the next six months. Sloany announced it to the group.


			“But it looks like things are on the up, because there were only two bookings for the previous six months,” he added.


			“Sloany. I’ve listened very carefully to what everyone has said. I think it’s a risk, but a great opportunity and that is what life is all about. I would go for it if I was you.”


			“Thanks Cliff.”


			“I think we should buy this place darling. We can do good show here,” said Ping.


			“Go for it Sloany,” Simon said, with a shrug of his shoulders.


			“I’m in,” said Norris.


			“Me too and I think you should ask Taff if he wants a room here. That would make four long-term paying guests to start off with. Do you see where I’m coming from Captain?”


			“Thanks Terry. I’ll go and have a chat with Alice. She wants to stay in a room too. I think she will do a deal on the sale price and still pay a monthly rent for the room. She can’t have too much longer left to live. She’s going to get skin cancer soon with all the time she spends in the sun.”


			Sloany carried the books back to the reception and spoke with Alice.


			When he walked back around the pool towards them 10 minutes later his chest was sticking out and he seemed to be walking a few inches taller. They all knew that he had bought the place before he broke the good news.


			“I’ll buy a round of drinks on the strength of that.”


			Cliff bought the round of drinks and made a toast.


			“To good friends and good fortune. Here’s to living the dream.”


			“And loving life,” added Terry.


		




		

			
Chapter 2: The Last Resort


			Sloany didn’t discuss how much he had agreed to buy the View Talay Resort for, but everyone knew that he would have bought it at a good price. Otherwise he simply wouldn’t have bothered. Although he was incompetent in pretty much everything he said or did, he had a habit of making money. He spoke to Taff on the phone and talked him into giving up his apartment of 6 years and taking a room at the View Talay Resort without even seeing it. 


			Things were changing at the Sloan Square Bar and now, on most days when the domino crew turned up to play dominos, Sloany turned it into a business meeting and disrupted every game. Everybody tolerated Sloany simply because they always had done really. He talked about whether he was going to sell the bar or rent it out. Nobody was bothered, but it was a topic of his conversation every day. He also talked about whether to change the name of the View Talay Resort to the Sloan Square Resort.


			“I don’t know if that’s a good idea Captain and I mean that most sincerely.”


			“Why not Terry? The Sloan Square Bar has made some serious money in the last year since the newspapers and Facebook and the whole radio thing. A lot of people have visited here just because the bar became famous. You lot have all made money from the sale of tee shirts. Sloan Square has become a brand name.”


			“Yes, all that is true. The thing is Sloany, people have only been coming here to see if you ran the bar as badly as they had been told. The bar is infamous, not famous. Do you see where I’m coming from?”


			“Well, two things Terry. First, I don’t agree with you and second, I’m not going to run the resort any better than I run this bar. It will be the same standard of service, but no better and no worse. That’s why I know it’s going to be a success.”


			“Do whatever you think my friend. TIT WANK FART CRAP.”


			“I’m going to change the name to the Sloan Square Resort. That’s it. I’ve decided.”


			“What about the bar?”


			“I’ve got a friend called Jules Lee. He’s got his own bar in Jomtien, but I think he can run this place as well. How hard can it be to run a bar? We’ll just split the profits. I’m sure he’ll be up for it. He’s been running bars all his life. I’ll just give him some advice on how to do it properly.”


			That afternoon Sloany went back to the resort. He took Ping with him. He had to collect Alice and take her to the land office in Sattahip to transfer everything over into his company name. He wanted to move into the resort the following week. He needed Ping to translate something for him to the Thai husband and wife team, who had worked at the resort for the last 15 years. He called the two workers over to Ping and himself as he stood next to the pool. They both greeted him with a high and respectful wai. Sloany turned to Ping.


			“I need you to translate something for me into Thai.”


			“Okay darling, I can do.”


			“Tell these pair they are sacked.”


			“What?”


			“I want them out of here by the weekend and I don’t want them stealing any stuff.”


			Ping spoke to them in Thai and they listened carefully and nodded occasionally to show that they understood. When she finished talking they both gave another high wai to both Ping and Sloany.


			Sloany smiled. He had always considered himself a good boss and a good people manager, but that had gone better than he expected. He nodded to both of them to endorse the high opinion that he had of himself. Sloany and Ping waited for Alice and then went along the Sukhumvit Road into Sattahip to complete the sale and transfer. By the time he and Ping got back to the Sloan Square Bar he was the new owner of the View Talay Resort at Ban Ampur. The next day he told the rest of the gang that Monday was going to be the big moving day. On Tuesday they would start working on the place. He was going to pay anyone who was prepared to work on the redecoration. The first of the next six months three bookings wasn’t due to arrive for another month. They all agreed that they would have time to get the place into shape by then.



OEBPS/Images/9781633237391.jpg
the Sloan§quare"gang*b
ynaly best selli






OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





