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    Dedication




    For my children, Jeynah Lynne and Benjamin Joseph Parmelee, my wife Sureeporn, my friend and former TEFL course trainer, Mr. Bill Riopel for his knowledge and input regarding the workings of the Thai bureaucracy, and all of the many other wonderful teachers, managers, trainers and staff of TEXT-AND-TALK Academy of Thailand… but most of all with love to the little children across the world who are being abused, sexually and otherwise, by adults—most tragically by the very clerical supervisors they depend on and trust the most.




    May this book help in some way in the delivery of these children, and assist in the prosecution and eradication of all clerical and other persons who so cruelly use and abuse them.


  




  

    About the Author




    James Aaron Parmelee is a highly experienced educator in the field of teaching English as a foreign language (TEFL), and owns and operates his own language academy in Bangkok and other provinces of Thailand.




    A native of Missouri, James attended the University of Missouri in Columbia before serving for four years in the U.S. Army, including a year in Vietnam.




    After honing his teaching skills with a certificate in TEFL, James has spent most of the past thirty years teaching, writing and employing teachers in Thailand.




    James loves Thailand as his second home, and has conducted his own English learner-customized TEFL course for the past twelve years (http://www.teflteachthai.com).




    James and his Thai wife, Sureeporn, have two children: Jeynah, an honors graduate in Interior Design from MSU in Springfield, ­Missouri, and Benjamin, a graduate in Economics from Chulalongkorn University in Bangkok.




    James combines high ideals with a keen sense of fun, and aspires to convert what he has learned through life experience into portraits of both good and evil, for the joy and enlightenment of readers everywhere.




    One particular evil that he has encountered in Thailand is the abuse of children by pedophiles, and he is particularly offended by this crime at the hands of educators (both Thai and foreign), but most especially by members of the clergy.




    In this exciting story, U.S. teacher Ignatius Fylchworthy makes Bangkok proud by successfully taking on an international child trafficking syndicate in the city—leading his fight all the way to the Vatican—while at the same time exploring the subject of life after death, as his school’s statues of Virgin Mary bleed real tears of blood, too old, analysts say, to be of our modern era.


  




  

    Prologue




    General Sittikorn paused at length, to make Jack uncomfortable, one imagined.




    “Well, let’s see, Mr. Yolkaby. You have been arrested on suspicion of child trafficking, promotion of pedophilia, collusion to commit murder, violation of work permit and visa regulations, failure to declare earnings and pay income taxes, and numerous other offenses that I won’t identify just now.”




    “Mr. Yolkaby, aside from being a ruthless and unprincipled criminal, you are actually quite a smart businessman, and you have a lot of money in many different accounts. Of course, we know all about those and where they are and how much you’re worth altogether. You’ve done well for yourself. I’m impressed!”




    Jack said nothing.




    “Suppose on the one hand that all of these accounts were frozen, so you could not access a single baht of your money.”




    Jack stared at the general in horror now.




    “Suppose on the other hand, Jack... May I call you Jack now,




    Mr. Yolkaby?”




    “Yes, of course. Call me Jack.”




    The general smirked. “Very well, Jack. Suppose on the other hand that you had access to all of that money forever without any interference from the police, and suppose we gave you an additional ten million baht to go along with that.”




    Sensing a bribe offer coming up, Jack now relaxed and grinned broadly. “And what would I need to do to get that, general?” It was now Jack who smirked.




    The general grinned back and leaned toward Jack with a wink.




    “Be patient, Jack! All good things will come out in the end.




    “In the meantime, let’s go back and consider the first possibility, where we freeze all of your money. What do you think we would do next?”




    Jack said nothing.




    “Well, you don’t need to answer that, Jack. I can tell you, if you will be patient with me for just a little while. Let’s just say, for example, that the first thing we would do is charge you with all the crimes I’ve just mentioned, and all of those I can’t even remember at the moment. What do you think would happen next?




    “Well, here it is. Right after that we would take you to the Crime Suppression Division. Now, here, you must understand, Jack, ours is just a little semi-developed Asian country without a lot of the conveniences you enjoy as a ‘civilian’ right now, shall we say, or which you would enjoy in your own home country.




    “This means, I’m afraid, that you would be taken to a dark, musty cell where you’d need to strip off most of your clothes just to make a bed for yourself on the floor, and of course you could make do with your shoes as a pillow for that. You also would probably get both thirsty and hungry, but you would receive neither food nor water until the next morning, when we would transfer you to the Bangkok Remand Prison.




    “Are you familiar with that place, Jack?”




    Jack’s face showed clearly that things were not going well in this conversation, after all.




    “No, sir, I’m not.”




    “Well, again, I hope you’ll forgive Thailand for being a little bit behind Western countries in prison facilities, meaning that you would find yourself most of the time with little room even to stand up in, and you would be getting pushed and shoved around by hundreds of other sweaty, nearly naked prisoners, most of them Thais or from other Asian countries. In short, your large size would be no advantage to you there, Jack. In fact, it could even make your life hell!




    “Now, don’t interrupt me, Jack!” the general warned. “There’s a lot more information I have to tell you during this reverse interrogation. You see, your cell would be only twelve meters by five meters in dimension, and for sleeping would be shared by about sixty other men, all snoring and breaking wind, and so on. That kind of space would not allow you, even if you were only my size, to as much as stretch your legs at night without kicking someone, which is not a very wise thing to do in prison, Jack! But, given your size, well, you can imagine your greater difficulty in just trying to get some sleep.




    “Then early in the morning our guards would take you after a thorough body search to a long trough of putrid water, where along with hundreds of other prisoners you could have a bath if you had something to dip the water out with, provided there was still enough left by the time you reached the trough.




    “For your breakfast, there would be only the very worst Thai food imaginable, which generally turns the stomachs of foreigners, some of them complaining that even the cats who eat it vomit, though I’m not sure if that’s true or not. Of course, prisoners who have money can buy proper food to eat there, which is okay for them.




    “However, in your case, you would not have any money at all, would you?” The general leered.




    “Of course, to keep you busy during the day, they might have you doing something useful like making paper bags, for instance, and doing that would earn you a monthly salary of about three dollars U.S. How would you feel about all this Jack?”




    Jack trembled. “Disgusted, of course,” he responded.




    “And I don’t blame you! So now let’s get back to the second scenario, where we let you keep all of your money, and give you an extra ten million baht besides. Of course, you would need to exit Thailand forever, and probably take up a new identity somewhere else. Could you accept that?”




    “I would have no choice,” admitted Jack, but with little enthusiasm.




    “And what would you do for us to earn that splendid privilege, Jack?”




    “You want to use me for a sting, don’t you?”




    “Ah, Jack!” shouted the general in delight. “I knew that you were a man of superior intelligence all along!”


  




  

    CHAPTER 1




    On Thursday our director of studies, Mr. Tyler Keyhorn, was nowhere to be found. In the beginning, this was no great cause for concern, as Tyler’s nocturnal gallivanting in seedy Bangkok venues was not only well-known and discussed but generally overlooked by the school’s administrators, whose staff at times benefited from his correction of their English writing jobs. These indulgences invariably kept Tyler away from his seat of power for at least a little while—though most of us ‘ajarns’ (the Thai word for ‘respected teachers’) had no complaint since we could carry on doing the jobs we well enough knew how to do without any special comment or directives from the DoS.




    Actually, old Ty was not a bad sort, but you may be certain that no one in Our Lady of Ubiquitous Tears Boys School was going to go seek him out if it was not necessary. It really was not wise, unless one were a glutton for extra work which the school had no plan, nor indeed any intention, to pay us for.




    Come the following Monday, however, with the DoS still not turning up, a feeling of panic began to churn up everywhere, rather like one’s manic father (if you had one like that) not beating the daylights out of you for so many days you actually thought you were missing it! Anyway, the administrators summoned us teachers in one by one on our breaks to see Sister Silapa, who was trying to find out who knew what about Tyler’s disappearance. (It didn’t help that Tyler was surely one of the few people on earth who refused to buy a mobile phone, either.)




    On the way to my own appointment, I passed directly alongside two of our school’s three famous statues of the Virgin Mary, and was reminded instantly of the aptness of our school’s name, as one of them was again bleeding its red liquid copiously. These three statues seemed to have been erected deliberately to highlight the extraordinarily large and ornate buildings (other than the chapel) which graced our sprawling, indeed university-size, campus—with one statue standing in front but well away from our so-called ‘small’ conference room, a recessed statue fronting the gymnasium to the right of it, and the third one standing in front but well away from our impressively large conference room just right of the gymnasium.




    Imagine then, if you will, all three of these statues (each cradling Earth in her arms) bleeding tears at the same time, which has actually occurred here more than once. ‘Our Lady of Ubiquitous Tears’, indeed! Funny, though. This now famous ‘bleeding’ seemed to have started in earnest only about three years ago—reportedly after late evening visits by an airy ‘apparition’ gowned all in white. Nevertheless, seeing today the steady dripping of blood (as it appeared to be) from this Mary’s eyes, I found myself wondering foolishly enough if that might really be some sort of omen about our DoS, Tyler—when from among the horde of suddenly freed Thai student interns, emerged ‘Bik’, who was one of my third hour level five students.




    Now, Bik, as he likes to be called, is normally the self-appointed clown of the class type, bright enough, though immature—who’d clearly rather manufacture a laugh than take anything seriously from a doddering old Westerner like me (I’m all of thirty-seven). On this occasion, though, I was startled at his rather nervous expression, and by the fact that he suddenly grabbed hold of both my legs to impede my progress, then pulled my head down to his level, whereupon he proceeded to whisper to me as though his very life were in danger.




    “Ajarn Iggie, I have to talk to you now! It is really important. I afraid. I know... teacher, I must talk.”




    Totally distracted by all this, and fearful myself of arriving late to see the Sister, I was not at all impressed with this new antic on my class clown’s part. In this state of mind, I’m afraid I was a little short with him as I said, “Bik, let go of my legs! I’m in a hurry! If you want to talk, I’ll listen to you before class starts on Wednesday. Now let go!”




    I then struggled to free myself, whereupon, startled at my sudden vehemence, he let me go—though I would have sworn he was about to cry. Momentarily puzzled, I nonetheless hurried on to the Sister’s office and soon forgot about everything except my concern regarding the whereabouts of Tyler, while wondering what antics of his own that lofty one might be up to.




    Sister Silapa’s office was about as one might imagine, fairly large, with course papers, files and exam sets cluttering her desk, and class schedules and other bits and pieces she must have thought important pasted or pinned onto all the walls of the room. The Sister, who was not a nun (like some others on our campus) but was part of a Catholic order that did not require the wearing of a habit and veil except when teaching, was thus dressed in common clothes as usual on this occasion. She was, we teachers supposed, in her early fifties, of medium height and slightly overweight build and had a few gray streaks in her short but never professionally styled hair. Her face, nonetheless, was kindly—deceptively so, as was her cultivated and smooth speech, which also, be sure of it, incorporated a tone of authority that implied dire consequences should one foolishly fail to heed her instructions or meaning. In short, she was the true ‘academic’ of our school!




    “Sit down, Mr. Fylchworthy,” she said, taking, it seemed, a near-smiling relish in lingering on the tones of my unfortunate surname (mispronounced, of course, as it usually is). “We’d like you to tell us what you know, or what you think might have happened, regarding the matter of Mr. Keyhorn not coming to work since last Wednesday.” Saying this, she waved to one of her office staff to bring me a glass of ice water. This was the treatment reserved only for honored guests, I later learned, or for special occasions only. Somehow, it didn’t make me feel that important, at least not then.




    While the girl was pouring my water and I was collecting my thoughts, my ever sharp powers of observation revealed that Father Bernardo, who normally occupied one of the inner offices behind the Sister’s, was also present in the room, and had seated himself just back of the Sister. He now turned to face me, while also moving as nearly alongside the Sister as he could, so as to enable himself, one might infer, to communicate something speechless with her if he wished to.




    Philippine born Father Bernardo was dressed now, as were all the parish priests except on special occasions, in black shoes, black trousers and a black clerical shirt with a tab collar through which a white strip was inserted that formed an impressive square at the base of his throat.




    Nonetheless, for all of his impressive and mildly intimidating vestments (at least for non-Catholics like me), the good Father represented quite an enigma to many of us teachers, being fast of speech (with scarcely an accent, I might add) and rarely the good listener that it seemed one would expect a priest to be, at least on hearing confessions. Clearly in his late fifties, a bit red-complexioned and sporting an obvious bald spot near the front of his head, Father Bernardo always presented a rather surly ‘in your face’ expression regardless of circumstances or emotion. Of full but not overly full build and slightly taller than average for an Asian, his appearance implied considerable physical strength, though he carried a miniature Missal (or prayer book) around with him in his specially tailored shirt pocket at all times, or so it appeared.




    He also had a reputation among us teachers, unfortunately, that he would not be so proud to learn about: namely that of thief. Well, perhaps ‘thief’ is too strong a word, but not to hear some of the city’s better language institutes tell it, who outsourced their own teachers to us only to lose the best ones to Father Bernardo’s ‘better offer’ (and Sunday School approach, if I might express it that way). Indeed, lawsuits were going on now, and this pattern had been repeated far too often to be a matter of chance. Despite this, few of our less informed teachers actually felt any sympathy for those outsourcing schools, as they usually looked on them contemptuously as being agents preying on gullible teachers—something we veterans knew was very far from being the case, generally.




    In any event, Father Bernardo now cleared his throat preliminarily, and said to me, “We understand you were out with Mr. Keyhorn the night before his disappearance. Is that true?”




    “No, Father,” I replied. “We had in fact discussed going bowling together last Wednesday evening with a couple of friends we know, and I had even brought in my own bowling ball the day before. It’s still in the bottom of my locker. However, at just before 2:30 p.m. on Wednesday, he stopped by my classroom to say an emergency had come up, so he had to call off the date. He didn’t say what the emergency was, and I just went in and taught my class and never thought any more about it until later on.”




    The solemnity on the part of both Father Bernardo and Sister Silapa following this account seemed to suggest that they might be somewhat skeptical of my response, but they did not challenge it, nor did they pursue the matter any further.




    “Do you think Ty” (Sister Silapa now used Tyler’s informal name) “Do you think Ty was unhappy with me or any of our priests, staff or teachers? We really are beginning to miss him.”




    I reckoned she probably was, and I assured her and the Father that as far as I knew he was quite happy at our school. Having then answered a few more rather innocent seeming questions, I was preparing to take my leave and return to my students when Father Bernardo ordered me point blank, “Unless you have some objection, Fylchworthy, I would like you along with another teacher to pay a visit to Mr. Keyhorn’s apartment this evening, and see what you can find out.” I readily agreed, you may be sure, as my friend Bill Yolkaby and I had already discussed doing exactly that.




    According to plan, therefore, Bill and I left school at 4:00 p.m. to pay our visit. After finally locating Tyler’s apartment building—which was a bit ‘narrow’, one might say, having as it would turn out only four apartments on each of its four floors—Bill and I entered almost guiltily, as one might wisely do when calling on one’s boss without an appointment. Climbing the stairs, we found ourselves nearing the second level of the building when something that sounded like a gunshot exploded and echoed, and after that we heard a door slam, hard. A Thai girl cursed in a loud voice. Bill and I nonetheless continued up the stairs, but rather cautiously and quietly.




    When we reached the third level of the building (Tyler lived in apartment 301), all in the building was silent, except that as we were approaching Tyler’s door, a Thai girl in apartment number 302 opposite his came rushing out screeching almost incoherently, “Tyler not in! Tyler go out, never come back. I think he meet girl. He good man. I like him very much. He help me English. You go away now. Him go out.”




    As we nonetheless continued to approach Tyler’s apartment despite her entreaty, she grew almost frantic. “Him out!” she screamed. “You not bother him room. Him not home. Him out.”




    Naturally, we knocked on Tyler’s door anyway, while she stared angrily at us.




    “What is your name?” Bill asked her.




    “My name Wan. Who you?”




    “We’re teachers, too,” I said, “We are worried about Tyler and we’re trying to find him.”




    “Him not here,” she said softly now, almost in tears, and suddenly went back inside her apartment, assuming probably that we would be going away then. Oddly enough, something about her appealed to my curiosity just then, as well as to my physical senses. Her door closed softly when she went back inside.




    After that, from somewhere in the building, it was impossible to tell where, we heard the sound of what seemed to be a child, or maybe a woman, crying very softly. Not unsurprisingly, we had received no answer to our knock on Ty’s door, and though not expecting to find it unlocked, I nonetheless reached my hand forward to see if the knob would turn. Seeing this, however, Bill, who was a former New York City cop, grabbed my arm firmly and ordered, “Use a handkerchief. We don’t know what has happened and we don’t want to mess up anything that might be evidence for the police.”




    “Good thought,” I acknowledged with awakened apprehension, so using my handkerchief I tried the knob and, unbelievably, it actually started turning! The door seemed enormously heavy as I pushed against it with the knob, however, and through the blackness something that smelled very bad began to make me feel ill, very ill indeed.




    That is all I remembered until I woke up in a hospital bed the next morning.


  




  

    CHAPTER 2




    “Stupid, that was really stupid!”




    These quietly spoken words were the first I heard, or thought I heard, before I opened my eyes and came fully awake in the hospital. Of course, I didn’t know I was in a hospital, which is why I asked the figure putting his mobile phone away a rather stupid question of my own, namely, “Where the hell am I?”




    It was Bill Yolkaby. God! I had never realized what an intimidating personage he could be, especially when one was lying down and he was standing up. He was really a monster of a gentleman, this muscular ex-cop, towering over anyone else I knew. He had closely cropped red hair, a square-cut face with a flattened nose and probing gray eyes that seemed to look right into your most private self without finding much he liked there, either. I realized that I had never actually looked at him so closely before, nor had had any reason to. We were just fellow teachers who met up fairly often between classes and sometimes compared lesson notes. Besides, his normally gentle, reassuring manner of speech would disarm just about anyone frightened by his appearance.




    “You’re in Saint Peter’s Hospital just across from the school. Tyler’s landlord and I brought you over here in his car last night right after you passed out.”




    “God, what happened? Let’s see... I think I was just about to open Tyler’s door. I wondered why it wasn’t locked! Anyway, yes, something smelled horrible! I can almost smell it now.”




    “Gas, that’s what it was,” explained Bill. “If anyone had lit a cigarette or something, we probably wouldn’t be here talking about it now.”




    “Well, why are you here, Willie Yolkaby?” I asked. “I mean, why are you standing there perfectly fine, while I seem to have been snoozing my life away all night right up until now?” Glancing at the table beside my bed, I spotted my watch, which showed a time of about 11:30. That was a long time to have been unconscious!




    “I cheated,” Bill explained almost earnestly. “I instantly sensed the presence of gas as you turned the door knob, so I grabbed you around the waist, not only to stop you from going on in, but also to protect my own important self from the gas.”




    “Nice job,” was my response. “That must explain why the door felt so heavy when I tried to open it. I did not, however, detect your mammoth paws around my delicate waist! That would’ve earned you a punch in the chops, dude. What happened next?”




    “Well, I passed out myself for a second or two, but only after I’d rapidly pulled Tyler’s door shut by using the door knob. So much for not getting fingerprints on that, I guess! Then, after I came to, I rapped on the door of that girl, Wan’s, apartment, and when she answered I asked her to have the landlord come down right away. Seeing how weak I must have appeared and sounded, and you passed out on the floor, she actually did it. In fact, she took me with her.”




    “So the landlord lives in the building?”




    “Oh, yes, name of Pong. Up on the fourth level, right next to the ‘psycho’”, he grinned.




    “Psycho?”




    “Yes, do you remember the loud gunshot we heard when we were going up the stairs?”




    “That I do!”




    “Well, Pong explained everything. This retired guy’s got a nagging wife, big time, and he always lies low to get even with her at the earliest opportunity. The way he does that is to wait until she nods off or is completely concentrated on something she is doing. Then, with his enormous stereo speaker system, he just plays one loud blast at full volume. This time it was a gunshot sound, and the reaction was the same as always. Startled out of her mind, she ran out of the apartment cursing and slammed the door as hard as it would go. Can’t say I blame her, really!”




    “It must scare other tenants, as well, though. Looks like the landlord would do something about it.”




    “Nothing he can do, as I understand it,” Bill explained. “It’s his own wife’s brother. By the way, I didn’t sit here holding your hand all night, in case you were wondering.”




    “I’m devastated. Did anyone else come to visit me?”




    “Sister Silapa came by to see you early this morning. I think she really likes you.”




    “Yeah?”




    “Yes, I called her last night to let her know what had happened and told her not to worry, but she came by this morning anyway. She’d brought in substitute teachers for both of us already, and asked me to babysit you. She arranged with the hospital for payment of your treatment and hospital stay through the school social welfare fund. Actually, I’d done that for you already, but she went down to confirm it. Some other things have happened since then, too.”




    “Yeah, what things?”




    “Well, all of the Mary statues at the school are now bleeding again like they’d had their throats cut! There are devout church members and reporters all over the place there again, groveling and entreating, and writing up news reports as usual. And that’s not all, either, I’m afraid.”




    “What?”




    “The parents of one of our students reported him missing to the police last night. I think you may have him in one of your classes, too.”




    “What’s his name?” I asked, wondering if I’d remember the student by his real name or not, since almost all of our students used nicknames even on their study sheets.




    “Let’s see. Just a moment. Yes, it’s... it’s Wirachai. Wirachai Bangcharoen, I think. Yes, that’s it, Wirachai Bangcharoen. He’s kind of a smart aleck, from what I hear.”




    Wirachai. Wirachai Bangcharoen. Yes, yes, that was Bik! That had to be Bik! All the events of the previous day now came rushing back to mind: his physically stopping me, his saying he needed to talk, his fear that I’d thought was phony. Now what could have happened to the little guy? My conscience stabbed me pretty deeply, as I recalled these things.




    “Yeah, I know him all right,” I said. “But how do you know all of these things if you were with me?”




    Bill sighed impatiently. “I’m gonna give it to you straight, ­Fylchworthy”, he said with an ugly face. “I’m not a babysitter, and I’m not gonna sit here with you. I’ll tell you another thing, too. From now on, you keep your nose out of Tyler’s disappearance. You’re not equipped for it, and you could get really hurt. The police and I will handle that.”




    I could have laughed at the absurdity of this (the Thai police force being what it is, and is not), except that behind those deadly gray eyes of his, Yolkaby looked alarmingly serious, and I had little doubt that it was actually not my welfare he was concerned about, but his own. One thing I resolved on instantly: I would not allow Willie Yolkaby to prevent me from doing what I now realized was entirely up to me to do, namely find Tyler Keyhorn—dead or alive, if necessary, but find him I must, and I would. This sudden resolve on my part was actually startling in itself.




    Of course, I said nothing to Yolkaby of this determination, and I sat up, found my own clothing and began to get dressed. “Thanks for the babysitting, anyway, Bill,” I said, “but I’m going to go rest up at home and prepare to resume my classes tomorrow. You probably need to do the same.”




    “Yes, I must, as a matter of fact,” he conceded. “However, while you’re getting dressed, I’ll see the nurse and the cashier and tell them you’re slipping away.”




    “Yes, thank you. I’d appreciate that.”




    Shortly after that, a very nice nurse came in and graciously (under the circumstances) offered me what I’m sure is a typical hospital lunch, which I gulped down gratefully nonetheless. Following that, another nurse led me to a reception window outside, where after a short wait I was given some pills and an appointment to have a CT scan done of my lungs the next day. I was also given a doctor’s appointment slip to check back the same day for the results of my blood tests—to determine whether I was going to die or not, I supposed.




    It was now early afternoon. After leaving the hospital, a little shakily at first, to be sure, the one place I did not walk to was my own apartment. I went straight to the school, to Sister Silapa’s office. On the way, I did indeed have to step carefully around a horde of reporters, who were all having an uproarious time photographing the seemingly never-ending flow of ‘blood’ from the eyes of the Virgin Mary statues.




    My object in this mission was to assure the good Sister that we would indeed find Tyler. On entering the office area, though, I was met first by the ‘water girl’ (actually secretary/receptionist), whose name I knew, vaguely, was Pranee. After returning Pranee’s wai (the polite Thai hand greeting), I said, “Khun Pranee, I need to talk to Sister See”, as Sister Silapa was informally called. “Is she in?”




    Khun Pranee was a primly dressed young lady of perhaps 23, with a remarkable beauty, one sensed, lying just beneath the Catholic modesty of her makeup and attire. She was blessed with perfect, creamy flesh, a delicate face with full lips and the streamlined elegance of dance-worthy fingers. Now, however, there appeared to be an ever so slight frown on her expressive face and a look of apprehension in those deep eye pools of hers that might haunt one forever, I thought, if you looked into them long enough.




    “Yes, Sister had lunch in,” she said, but spoke much more than this, somehow, though in an odd and very inexplicable way. Whatever it was that she was attempting to communicate in this manner thoroughly escaped me, I had to admit, and for that I felt suddenly a sincere kind of grief, along with a desire to eventually find out what it was.




    In any case, Khun Pranee went to Sister See to announce my arrival and then immediately waved me in to Sister’s desk, where I was invited to sit. To her credit, Sister See showed undisguised pleasure at seeing me and in knowing that I was now all right. I was just in the process of assuring her that we would indeed find Ajarn Tyler, no matter what, when her telephone rang. She answered the call, of course, politely excusing herself. As I then watched her listening to the party on the other end I saw her face grow pale, and I listened as she expressed sincere concern about some matter that I could not identify. Upon hanging up the telephone, she looked straight at me with a strained face that made her look considerably older than she really was.




    “That, Ig, was the parents of one of our students, Mr. Wirachai Bangcharoen—one of your own students, I believe. They say he’s been missing since after school yesterday, and they’ve reported it to the police.”




    “What? Did you just find out?” I blurted out confused, immediately regretting my stupidity.




    “Yes, of course, I just found out. What about you, Ig? Did you by any chance already know something about this?”




    “No, not at all,” I corrected myself alertly. “I just meant it’s afternoon already, and I wonder why somebody didn’t tell you sooner?” (So, I was wondering, How the hell did Yolkaby learn about this before the Sister did? How indeed!)




    To an outside observer, my soul must have appeared far away then, while on another level of consciousness as though from a great distance, I heard the sister admonishing me, “A foolish question, Iggy! If you’re a parent, you want to find your child first. Then you’re going to worry about telling the school why your child is absent later on!”




    “Of course, Sister. I’m sorry. I wasn’t even thinking about it in that way.”




    After some more small talk, but talk never drifting far from the concerns on both our minds, I took my leave. No sooner was I out the door, however, than Khun Pranee rushed up from behind and shoved a small piece of paper into my hand. “This is my phone number,” she said. “Call me tonight. It’s extremely important!” Then, like a naughty child, she rushed back inside.




    I knew where I was going now, in order to take full advantage of my being free for the day. I would go to Tyler’s apartment building once more and see what I could learn. I therefore flagged down a passing samlor (Thailand’s three-wheeled motorized tricycle terror), and proceeded as fast as the meandering driver could take me right to Tyler’s apartment house.




    My ultimate intention was to meet the landlord to thank him for getting me to the hospital, but also to find out from him everything I could which might be useful regarding Tyler.




    Once having arrived, however, I found my unruly feet proceeding directly up to the door of Khun Wan’s apartment instead. Without a plan in my head, other than, perhaps, to find out if she knew where the whimpering Bill and I had heard was coming from, I knocked on her door like the complete idiot one truly is when he allows himself to be ruled as I was then, I think, by any body part other than his brain.




    After a few seconds, the door slightly opened, and Khun Wan stuck her head out smiling. “You here to help Mr. Tyler, I know. That very good! You my friend now, you be sure!”




    So saying, she now opened her door fully and stood there like a beauty queen. Completely naked.


  




  

    CHAPTER 3




    I’ve certainly had my share of ‘girlfriends’, but I have to acknowledge that I’ve never been very sure of what to do when unexpectedly confronted by a girl who was naked—especially if that was clearly deliberate, as in this case. Seeing Wan facing me in the doorway unashamedly naked, I found myself for a moment quite petrified, while at the same time my greedy eyes were running up and down her lithe little body like they’d never beheld such a phenomenon before.




    “Don’t stand there like stupid man!” she scolded me laughingly and pulled me by my arms into her apartment. For a moment, I was in contact with her full nakedness and aroma. As the door closed, I noticed her discarded house robe lying abandoned behind it. I’m surprised I noticed anything at all, truth be told.




    Just briefly taking everything in as well as I could under the circumstances, I saw that her apartment consisted of a soft looking pink and white sofa and an alligator colored lounge chair, a large impressive dining table with four chairs, plants and blooming flower pots artistically placed, one could truly say, in all conceivable locations and numerous paintings and photographs on every wall. Two doors led away from the dining area, one, no doubt, to the kitchen, and the other to her bedroom. (‘Yes!’ silently exulted my evil inner twin, much to my further embarrassment.)




    Wan now twirled girlishly about, giving me a full view of every part of her body, then said, “You think Wan pretty girl, yes?”




    “Yes, very pretty,” I was able to get out. Indeed, more than just pretty. Like a lot of Thai girls who look just ordinarily pretty when dressed, she was absolutely gorgeous when not. I liked what I saw, though I was dumbfounded about why I was seeing it. With an intention quite all their own, my eyes took in her full breasts and delectable nipples now tantalizingly erect, then skimmed down her taut belly and rested on the normally secret (I supposed) middle hair of her body, which, like that of some other Thai girls, was sufficient only to function as an adornment above, rather than as a cover to hide below, the pretty sexual lips of her womanhood. (That, of course, was what any aroused man would consider to be appropriately ‘naked’ in a woman!) As she twirled about, I could not help but admire also her shapely and huggable bottoms. What was going on here? It was surrealistic!




    I sat, or rather collapsed, down on Wan’s lounge chair scarcely invited—partly to retain what little remained of my composure, and partly to hide my obvious physical interest in her sexuality. I also tried desperately to remember the purpose of my visit and concentrated on what to say to get her communicating about Tyler.




    “I thought you were Tyler’s girlfriend,” I ventured shakily, whereupon she straddled herself on my lap and hugged me tightly. “I love Tyler,” she said. “I love man, too, and I love you to find my love, Tyler. You need girl. This thing I know! You ready for Wan, sure. You come to bed now?”




    Against all my manly instincts, I somehow gently extricated myself from Wan’s endearments and replied, “I am sorry, you’re really, really beautiful, but I have a girlfriend already, and one’s quite enough, at least for me. Sometimes more than enough!”




    I sounded prudish even to myself, as I said this absurd, even silly, thing. If it were not for the importance of my ‘mission’, I doubt very much that Lek, my girlfriend, would have received such ­consideration under these circumstances, no matter how much I loved her. Poor Lek, and poor womankind, so fickle is an aroused man!




    Anyway, having gained this small advantage, I continued, “Khun Wan, you are lovely, and I thank you for letting me enjoy with my eyes everything that Tyler has already enjoyed with his hands and other parts. Now, if you will, please put your robe on again, because we have some really serious matters to discuss.” (Truthfully, what these things were, I could not have said, but I knew my statement was true, and that those matters would out during the conversation that was about to begin.)




    Obediently, she retrieved and hung her robe limply onto her body and sat opposite me on the sofa, chin in palm and smiling indulgently, her luscious charms still not actually concealed. I sighed thinking, ‘Well, why bother now, after all?’, but persisted to ask the obvious, but silly-sounding, question, “Do you work?”




    “Of course, I work! Everybody work. What you think?”




    “What do you do?”




    “I am call girl escort. Some man want girl show him around city, they call me. If I like, I take him.”




    “And you end up back here.”




    “Sometime, not often. Usually, I go him fancy hotel room. We both naked, make love, I enjoy so much if he nice! If he not nice, I want kill him and leave quick. One time, man burn we with cigarette before I leave.” She opened her robe again to prove this, and showed me a small burn scar on her left breast. “This man, I hope he dead now!” Silently, I could only agree.




    “Do you only escort men, or do you do women also?”




    “Not polite question! I take only man. Some man, though, they like...”




    “Like what? Like who?”




    “Like many thing, maybe two pair, maybe two girl, maybe too young... I don’t know, some man like many kind of thing in their bed! What about you, what you like?”




    “I only like girls, good girls, you could say,” I fended her off. “What about Tyler? When did you first meet him?”




    “Tyler move in year ago, I invite for coffee. He easy man to love. Not like you,” she pretended to pout.




    “So what happened last Wednesday evening?”




    Wan’s face tightened, and her smile seemed to lose its naturalness. “Nothing not the same. I see Tyler go out with girl, not come back. Anyway, I not see him come back.”




    “Where did Tyler like to go in the evening?”




    “You say you his friend! I think you know where he go. Wan not know. Wan think he have many girlfriend. Him like drink. He come back smell bad, sometime not walk straight. One night I let him sleep in my bed, but not touch him. Really stink. Yew!”




    “So how did you know he didn’t come back between last Wednesday and yesterday?”




    “Wan not really know, but usually him go in, come out many time, not stay in room very long. I not see him come out, so I know in my heart something wrong. Also, he not hello me.”




    Suddenly her demeanor changed, and she seemed to be on the verge of tears. “I want Tyler back, Khun Ig. He can have all the girl he want. I don’t want someone hurt him. Him not do something wrong! I want him back. Please!”




    “Who would hurt him?” I interrogated.




    “I tell you enough,” she gasped, as though alarmed. “Owner maybe tell you more, I don’t know. Only know I want Tyler back, Tyler okay.”




    “Thank you for telling the landlord last night to take me to the hospital,” I said, changing the subject. “I might have died.”




    “You welcome. I think you Tyler’s friend. You and the other one.”




    “Bill Yolkaby, you mean?”




    “Yes, that him. I see him before, I know now. Somewhere. Don’t know he good man or not. Don’t know where I see him before.”




    “Am I a good man, you think?”




    “Yes, good man, I think very good.”




    “And you, are you a good girl?”




    Wan suddenly looked sad, and a little hurt by this question. “I am not good girl,” she said faintly after considering the question. “I am very bad. But I am good to make man happy!”




    “Would you mind giving me the landlord’s telephone number?”




    “Yes, I write for you.” She did so, and handed a note to me. “You want talk to him today?”




    “Yes.”




    “I not sure he back yet. He have job outside city today, take all day.”




    “What kind of job?”




    “Oh, you don’t know? He kill, uh, he kill insect, I think you call ‘extraterm...’”




    “Exterminator?”




    “Yes, that his job! He kill bug. He kill insect. Tell Wan true, you like Wan, yes?”




    “Yes, I do. I like Wan.”




    “You like Wan, you not tell landlord you talk me first, okay? You call him telephone, you not tell him where you get number, okay? Okay? You promise?” She looked almost frightened as she demanded this reassurance.




    “Okay, I won’t tell him. Thank you for seeing me.”




    At the door, I turned about to smile a goodbye when my eyes were caught by a photograph hung just inside the doorway. It was of Wan centered between a man I didn’t know and a bearded man who looked otherwise a lot like Bill Yolkaby. Also, in rather deep shadows behind the pair, there was someone who appeared to be in religious garb of some sort. Really a rather weird positioning of persons. Feeling a bit startled, I tried to act as though I hadn’t seen this and smilingly turned to leave the apartment.




    Abruptly, however, I turned around in the doorway and asked Wan in a rather loud voice, “Last night, Bill and I heard the sound of a child or a woman crying, just before we opened up Tyler’s door. Who was that, do you know, and what was wrong?”




    At this, Wan looked as though she was going to faint, and held onto the arm of her sofa. “Maybe me, maybe new boyfriend,” she said. “Maybe. Maybe not. You go now, and good luck to you.” So saying, she now pushed me with trembling hands out of the door she had just moments before pulled me into. Her eyes showed that she wanted to say more, but her hands pushed the door closed as fast as she could get my body out. Unanswered also, and unasked, was the question of what kind of gas it was that had knocked me out, and why it was there in the first place. I certainly needed to maintain my presence of mind better—especially while under the spell of a woman!




    On the way upstairs to see the landlord, Pong (should he be at home), I started uncontrollably rubbing my eyes and massaging my throat. I had now really begun to suffer from the eye irritation and sore throat I’d been refusing to acknowledge all day. Caused by the gassing, no doubt. I definitely would be going back to the hospital the next day to get my blood test results. I also felt myself getting hungry now, and after seeing the landlord I still had to call Khun Pranee. It looked like it was going to be a long evening.




    Locating the landlord’s apartment was not hard, as not only was there a sign on his door to identify him (Teerapong Rokchit), but from the apartment beside his came the shrill sounds of a woman loudly berating her husband, probably the most obnoxious nagging sound I believed I had ever heard.




    I knocked several times on Pong’s door, but there was no response, for which, as much as I needed to speak with him, I began to feel inexplicably relieved. I would now go for dinner and consider all of the little I had learned on this day.




    After placing my order at a diner nearby, I considered that Khun Pranee may have had time enough to reach home, so I extracted her phone number from my wallet and called her number on my mobile phone.




    “Hello,” said a soprano voice which definitely was not Khun Pranee’s. In fact, if I hadn’t known better, I would have sworn it was Bik’s!


  




  

    CHAPTER 4




    I readily acknowledge that I felt a bit of excitement and anticipation while on the way to Khun Pranee’s house. Could it really be Bik who had answered the phone, and was it Khun Pranee who was yelling at him in the background to get off the line?




    Would I find out more about Bill’s possible involvement, or why Khun Wan wanted to be naked with me? Had Pong rigged Tyler’s apartment with gas, and if so why? Of course, I had no idea how many, if any, of these questions Khun Pranee would actually be able to help me with. Maybe it was really she who needed the information, and didn’t know anything herself. I sighed, weary and rather unwell, and hoped the ride would not take too long.




    It would be awhile, though, before I would find out about these matters, as Khun Pranee’s directions, or at least my taxi driver’s interpretation of them, left something to be desired. By the time we located the right house, it was around 8:00 p.m.




    Khun Pranee answered the door herself, and she appeared relieved that I had actually arrived. I was impressed with the size of the place, which Khun Pranee explained was because it actually was her parents’ house, they being on an extended trip abroad. They were business people.




    The house had quite a friendly ambience, despite its more or less common furnishings. I imagined that I could make out two bedrooms downstairs, and there must have been more upstairs. At the moment, it seemed eerily quiet, given the lively speech of the person who had answered my phone call.




    “What can I do for you, Khun Pranee?” I asked bluntly, not knowing what else to say.




    Khun Pranee just stared at me for at least half a minute, as though taking stock of me. “I need someone I can trust,” she said. “I think I may taken on more responsibility, and maybe more risk, than I can handle alone. On the other hand, if I do confide in someone, and that person betrays me, then...” She now started crying softly, so I moved closer and assured her of my interest in helping her with whatever trouble she was having, and that I too faced a similar situation in searching for Tyler.




    Finally, I asked, “Tell me the truth, Khun Pranee, was that Bik who answered my telephone call just a while ago.”




    She nodded, trusting me now, and called out, “Bik!”




    Bik, who evidently had been eavesdropping on our conversation all along, now ran out of one of the bedrooms into my lap, hugging me tightly. “Nice to see you, Ajarn Iggie,” he said, and I could see he really meant it.




    “What is this all about? What is Bik doing here, Khun Pranee?” I wanted to know. “Why is he not in school or with his parents? And how did he find you?”




    Bik answered the questions himself. “I very afraid. Ajarn Bill bring me here. Bad man want to sell me.”




    I was flabbergasted. “Ajarn Bill brought you here?” I exclaimed. “What do you mean?”




    This time it was Khun Pranee who answered.




    “Ajarn Bill is a good man. He has lot of problems. Big problem is he has very bad elder brother, Jack. Bill and Jack separate many years, then Jack followed here. Bill got him a job teaching at the school, but Tyler fired him. He did not follow the rules, and also Father Bernardo said he was a little too familiar with the kids, those being boys, of course. Then Jack disappeared, but do many bad things, we all know. Big problem is Jack has contact in school. I am so miserable and afraid, and children are in danger. I need someone to help me. I cannot fix these problems all alone. Maybe you can help. I hope so.”




    She looked quite beautiful wearing the appealing expression that now appeared on her face.




    I was puzzled, though, having always considered Father ­Bernardo to be more the villain type than someone who would be so genuinely concerned about the children’s welfare. “Khun Pranee, who is Jack’s contact?” I asked directly.




    “I... I am very afraid to tell you,” she said. “I cannot.”




    “But, Khun Pranee, you must! I cannot help you in any way if I don’t know who both the good guys and the bad guys are.”




    She relented partially, sighing. “Jack does business with Pong at Tyler’s apartment house. Both work with one of the... one of the priests... at our school. Some boys sold from school to bad men. Some boys Jack finds for the priest. Priest never a problem. He gives money and presents to boys, and a lot of ‘love’ he calls Christian love. Also, if these kids in our school, he changes all grades to A’s, so parents are always happy. He has much power. On top of that, Sister See reveres him. She thinks he’s some kind of saint. I can’t move, really!”




    Well, Khun Pranee had her problems, and I had my own. I related the events of the evening at the apartment house.




    She responded, “Khun Wan is afraid, on one hand, that you will find out too much, and on the other hand you won’t learn enough to find Tyler. She really likes him, for some reason. But she is also afraid. She is not clean, and is bad in her own way, but would not want to harm anyone, especially Tyler.”




    “I say, I’m bloody delighted to learn that, mates!” a man’s voice called out laughingly from somewhere in the house. Then out sauntered old Tyler himself, hair disheveled even more than usual and glasses askew. Mission accomplished?




    “I am not here, Fylchworthy. Do you quite understand me, sir?” His familiar British tone was firm, but not menacing. Indeed, of medium height and slightly heavyset, though with a rather emaciated face and coin-sized spectacles, Tyler’s forty-plus personage might have made him the very embodiment of an intellectual had it not been for his unruly straw-colored hair and his beet red complexion (the latter fairly earned, we well knew, from numerous nights spent on the town).




    “Tyler’s been here the whole time,” confessed Pranee. “He needed some place to go fast when he found out from someone in our school and the girl he was with that his life was probably in danger.”




    “Frankly, I don’t understand all of this,” I said to Tyler. “Why don’t you just go to the police and be finished with it? Also, do Bik’s parents know where he is, and why?”




    “Go to the police with what evidence, mate?” retorted Tyler, shrugging with his surprisingly delicate hands. “Also, this is no small contained operation, but quite a large one. Of Mafia proportions, actually. Anyone who finds out who is involved could turn up dead the next morning. I tried. I fooled Pong for awhile, making out like I was part of his syndicate. That, of course, was my undoing because Jack knew better. I’m really lucky to be alive. No, our best hope is Bill Yolkaby, who has important Interpol connections, and he’s not stupid.”




    “I bring all homework to Bik and tutor him myself,” advised Khun Pranee. “His parents are extremely unhappy, but they understand. There was a midnight visit by them last night, which is not good for a kid’s sleep, but at least it made him feel better. They also have hired own detective, but very discretely. Frankly, as understanding as they are, I don’t know how much longer they will tolerate this situation.”




    “I have some questions for both of you,” I said. “First of all, why bring me into this?”




    “You already in,” said Khun Pranee. “And you are also in a position to look innocent and find out the evidence we are missing. You can charm Sister See, too. She likes you.”




    “Okay, was it Bik whose sobbing I heard at Ty’s apartment house last night?”




    Bik looked up at me sheepishly. “Yes, he told me all about it,” said Tyler. “He had run out of Pong’s apartment onto the stairs just as Bill and Khun Wan were going to seek Pong’s help. Bik naturally was afraid to say anything, and was also very worried about you. So what happened was Bill Yolkaby, Pong and Bik all took you to hospital. My understanding is that at that point Pong threatened Bill subtly, and Bik not so subtly, but did not interfere when Bill took him away. In fact, Bill brought Bik here directly.”




    “Then,” sighed Khun Pranee, “there is the matter of the blood on the statues.”




    This was all too much for me for one day, and I was just about to say goodnight and go home when suddenly there was a loud knock on the door.




    “Quickly!” ordered Khun Pranee, “Bik! Tyler! Go hide now!” Immediately they did so, after which Khun Pranee answered the door, trembling.




    It was one of the priests at the school, Father Silvio, looking somehow eerily sinister in his black vestments. I hadn’t met him before, but knew him from a distance. He was tall and thin, age late forties, I guessed, and had graying black hair that sprawled over an intelligent and seemingly benign face. At the moment, however, this was offset by what could only be called a sneer. Upon seeing him, Khun Pranee turned completely pale, and I thought she was going to faint. However, she pulled herself together nicely, and said, “Why, Father Silvio, how nice to see you!”




    “It’s perhaps not so nice for me,” Father Silvio snapped. “I have to report that one of our teachers, Mr. William Yolkaby, has been badly beaten up by someone and is now in the hospital. We need you, Khun Pranee, to join Sister Silapa there right now.”




    These words, I noted, were in themselves innocent enough, but the manner of speaking them was no less than frightening, which registered plainly enough in Khun Pranee’s shaking hands as she prepared to obey the Father’s instructions.




    “I’ll come along, too, Father,” I said.




    “No, Fylchworthy,” was the firm response. “I strongly recommend that you go home and get some rest. You’ve been through a lot”, he grinned. Such innocent words, but such a chilling inner message! And how did he know who I was, anyway?




    Now, for the first time, I realized that there was another man standing directly behind the Father, and somehow I did not need to be told that this was the infamous pedophile and seller of children, Pong himself!


  




  

    CHAPTER 5




    Totally exhausted by now, I nonetheless broached an idea to Tyler Keyhorn and little Bik which to my surprise they immediately accepted—namely to have Bik’s parents come and pick them both up and let them stay at their house until we could figure out what to do next. Certainly to stay where they were was to risk danger, not only to themselves, but also to Khun Pranee—if she wasn’t in quite enough danger already.




    Having seen this idea through successfully (luckily, it didn’t take long), I took the first taxi I could find back to my apartment, to which my girlfriend, Khun Lek, had herself just returned from a short visit with her parents upcountry.




    Though it really was nice to see Lek again, there was no way I was going to try to describe for her all that had been happening, and it was with some relief, quite honestly, to see that she was nearly as spent as I was. We thus embraced warmly throughout the night without asking each other many questions or telling much information. I did have the presence of mind to set my alarm clock before lying down, so I would make my hospital appointment the next morning and see Bill. My throat hurt awfully, and I woke up several times during the night coughing. I dreamed about fleeing from Mafia thugs throughout.




    So exhausted was I from my dreaming (at least mentally) that it was almost a relief to hear the alarm clock go off in the morning. My eyes were burning, but my throat was better. Absentmindedly, I made myself a cup of coffee and consumed it along with plain toast and butter, not feeling really hungry.




    Sighing, I then took a leisurely shower and had a shave, during which I marveled at that strained, disheveled ‘dork’ of a man peering back from my mirror. Puny beside Bill Yolkaby though I was (despite being six feet tall), I still looked younger even unshaved than my age, I told myself, despite my current physical and mental state—the mirror depicting a somewhat narrow but symmetrical countenance crowned by wavy, brown hair (a bit graying, in truth), blue eyes and a tiny scar on my right eyebrow which was proof of my failed career as a boxer during time spent in the army. Underlying the countenance was a reasonably muscular, though not often exercised, upper body. Today, though, my whole being frowned unhappily back at me.




    During all of this, Lek had remained blissfully sleeping, or so I thought. I stared down on her lovingly as I got dressed. Then, as we both slept naked, I availed myself of the opportunity to tongue a little exposed nipple and give her a soft peck on her lips. She smiled in her sleep, and made some unintelligible sound, after which I left the apartment and shut the door softly, lock in place.




    I arrived at the hospital just seconds before my appointment time and was told to wait my turn for a Cat (actually CT) Scan on the Computer Tomography scanner, the purpose of which was to discover whether or not my lungs had been damaged by the gas. While waiting, I was asked to sign a credit card slip to pay for this (rather expensive) scan, being assured that my social welfare fund would reimburse me. After that, I was shown to a cubicle where I was to strip off my clothes and slip into a sort of hospital gown that had a fastening system similar in complexity, I found, to a Rubik’s Cube. After I finally got that on, I placed my clothes, mobile phone, wallet and other possessions into a locker, for which I retained the key. I then dutifully returned to my ‘station’ and waited to be called.




    Approximately ten minutes later, I was led into a room in which was a long, horizontal cylinder that was the scanner, and was asked by the technician to lie down on the external part, with my legs inside it. The lady technician told me the scan would take approximately 30 minutes and warned me not to move any part of my body at any time until the scan was over. My hands and arms were then placed behind my neck, and I was told that from time to time the voice of the machine would ask me to hold my breath, and then to begin breathing again, as my chest was transported in and out from under the hooded scanner. That was it. Let the scan begin!




    It is not easy, however, as I soon discovered, to lie completely still for so long, and I was actually afraid even to cough (I had forgotten to ask whether I could do that or not). When the machine told me to hold my breath, I did so; and when it told me to breathe again, I did that. Outside, the technician was listening to low volume music on a radio, and from time to time another technician (or nurse or doctor, how would one know?) came in and chatted with my technician. Not all of this was idle chatter, however, as I once distinctly made out the words ‘Willyam Yonkaby’ (‘William Yolkaby’ in Thai pronunciation, of course, with ‘Bill’ itself actually pronounced like ‘Bin’); and once, I’m sure, I even heard them say, ‘Our Lady of Ubiquitous Tears’, the pronunciation of which under any circumstance would have sounded hilarious, given the natural Thai rendition.




    Ultimately, to avoid stirring, I had to resort to a kind of self-hypnosis to control the amount of time I imagined I had left. I also came close to sleeping, and let my mind free associate. I saw a blur: Tyler Keyhorn, little Bik, Pong, Bill Yolkaby and Father Silvio all in silent, but earnest, appeal to a large bearded fellow I assumed must have been Bill’s brother Jack. I saw Khun Pranee with blood dripping from her hands and heard Sister See screaming, “Why? Why? Why?” I imagined the slamming of doors, a police siren, the hissing of gas from a cylinder held by Pong and the chilling screams of little children somewhere in the background. Somehow, from all this I got an idea about what to do to put a halt to this obviously evil operation, but I could not in any manner visualize what it was. It was just there. At some point it would surface, and I tried to be patient in my new self-confidence.




    So successful was my ‘self-hypnosis’ in this manner that I was almost surprised when the scan finally stopped. My shoulders ached, however, and my whole body was delighted to be able to move again. I also did a lot of the coughing which I had saved up, having indulged in just the occasional small ‘hack’ while in the cylinder to at least minimize any movement. No one had complained about that, anyway. I was told now that it would take an hour or so to obtain the results of the scan.
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