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    The Sword of Nonsakhorn




    Lian and her boyfriend, Nop, lived with her father on his farm in the Isaan district of Udon Thani. Although the farm was small, they were able to scratch a living off the land from growing rice and raising some pigs. Lian’s mother had abandoned her and her father when she was young, preferring the bright lights of Pattaya and the rewards that working as a bargirl could bring there, compared to a hard life in Isaan. Lian didn’t know the truth about this and so she was happy and contented with what she had.




    She loved her father dearly who was a heavy smoker and drinker. He liked to play cards in the evening with the other local farmers, and that was his social life, however she complained to him many times that his lifestyle wasn’t good for his health.




    Shortly after his fifty-second birthday, he became sick, and the local doctor regrettably told him that he was terminally ill with lung cancer. On his death bed gasping his last breath, he whispered into Lian’s ear,


  




  

    Chapter One - A death secret is unveiled




    “At the bottom of my wardrobe there is a wooden box. It contains something that I found along time ago when I was working my land,” he told her just before he died.




    She was distraught over his death, so much so that she couldn’t bear to go into his bedroom, and what he said to her, she also soon forgot.




    It was the start of the rainy season, which meant that there was a lot of work to be done on the farm. After the first falls of rain, the land had to be turned over with a plough and fertilized. Then, when there were a few inches of water laying in the paddy fields the young shoots of rice had to be planted. It was back breaking work for them, and whether it was a sunny day or torrential rain, it had to be done. Nop was a strong man, and he worked relentlessly from daybreak through to sunset, until his toils were completed.




    “I’m very proud of you,” Lian told him, “If my father was here to see what you’ve done, he would have been very pleased with you, I’m sure of it.”




    “Well,” he replied, “I think he is probably watching us, but I also think that you have mourned his death for long enough now… It’s time to move on, Lian…, I’m sorry to say, but it has been over three months now.”




    She held his hand and asked,




    “Okay, I guess that you’re right. Will you clear out his room for me, because I still can’t bear to go inside it?”




    “Yes, if you like. I’ll do it tomorrow morning after breakfast.”




    There was a terrific thunderstorm that night and neither of them was able to sleep until dawn. As a consequence cleaning out her father’s bedroom wasn’t done that day. In fact several more days passed by before he made an attempt at it.




    He opened the door which creaked on its rusty hinges as he stepped into the musty air filled room. He closed the door behind him. He felt very strange to be in that room, because he has never been in there before. He actually didn’t want to clear the room out at all, however he felt that it was time to do it. He knelt down in front of the small Buddhist Shrine by the window, and he prayed for a while asking his father-in-law to forgive him for disturbing his things.




    “Where should I start, “he thought, “There are boxes and boxes of stuff in here to sort through?”




    To begin with he was going to take each box outside to see what was hidden in them, but then he decided that would be too insensitive towards Lian’s feelings, and so he started to open them. The first box contained nothing more than some old newspapers, magazines and a few dead cockroaches, and the next few were more of the same. Some boxes had women’s clothes inside and photographs of which were her mothers.




    “Is she going to want to see these,” he thought, “no, I don’t think so.”




    He pushed those boxes to one side and then he sealed them with tape. It didn’t feel good to him to be going through a dead man’s things and he started to get depressed over it, and so, he knelt before the small shrine of Buddha, and he prayed some more asking for forgiveness to be doing it.




    There were only three boxes left, and upon opening the second one he found something wrapped in a yellow piece of cloth. It was a small innately carved wooden box about six inches long by three wide and two deep, he carefully unwrapped it and then he opened it. His eyes widened for it had some gold and money inside. There were three large gold rings, an ingot of gold, a heavy gold chain and thirty-five thousand baht in one-thousand baht notes.




    His heart pounded in his chest, because he had stumbled upon a fortune. He leapt to his feet and he ran to show Lian.




    “Look,” he shouted, “you are rich.”




    “What… That can’t be true… What have you found?”




    “Here, there’s a lot of gold and some money too.”




    “I don’t believe it… Wow… I always thought that my dad was poor.”




    “Well, he wasn’t. I think there must be over one-hundred thousand baht’s worth of gold in this box.”




    “Where did you find it? Was it in the bottom of his wardrobe?”




    “No, it was hidden in a cardboard box. Why…, could there be something else? He asked excitedly.




    “I don’t know, but he told me to look there just before he died.”




    “Alright, I’ll go and have a look then.”




    He went back into the bedroom and there he opened the wardrobe doors, and at the bottom stood a pile of blankets and pillows. He slowly removed the items. Right at the bottom was a long slim old plain wooden box about 30cms wide. He lifted it out to find that it was quite heavy.




    “Here it is Lian and I can’t wait to see what’s inside of it… Let’s open it together.”




    He placed it down on the floor in front of her and then he sat down next to her. They didn’t do anything other than to sit there in silence staring at it. After about fifteen minutes he said,




    “Well…, aren’t you going to open it?”




    “I’m trying to imagine what it could be,” she replied.




    “Don’t do that, because you have no idea about it at all, and you might be disappointed,” he told her, “so, open it.”




    “I don’t want to… You open it.”




    “I can’t.”




    “And, why not?”




    “Because, it’s not mine, it’s yours.”




    “That’s not fair… It isn’t only mine, it’s ours… So, you open it,” she insisted.




    “Oh alright…, I’ll do it,” he reluctantly told her.




    There were two small rusty metal clasps holding the lid tightly closed and they were stuck fast because of the rust. He tried to unlock the left-hand side one with his thumb nail, but it wouldn’t budge. He pressed harder and broke his nail with the effort.




    “Ouch… That hurts.”




    A drop of blood oozed out from under his nail.




    “Oh look,” she said, “You’re bleeding.”




    “Yes, I’ll have to get a screwdriver or something. This box hasn’t been opened for a long time.”




    He went downstairs and he retuned moments later with a heavy screwdriver and a small hammer.




    “There,” he told her after he had unlocked the clasps, “I’ve unlocked it, so you can open it.”




    “Must I,” she pleaded.




    “Yes.”




    “Okay,” she sighed, and then she raised the lid. There were some sheets of old brown stained newspaper. “I’ve opened it and now you can see what’s in it.”




    Nop carefully removed the newspaper to see something wrapped up in an old rice sack. He lifted it out and placed it on the floor. He put his hand inside the sack and then he pulled out the object that it contained.




    “It’s just an old rusty sword,” she said with a deflated tone, “Put it back in the wardrobe.”




    “I told you not to imagine what it might be and now you’re disappointed.”




    “Well…” she sighed, “It’s a bit of a let down after finding this money and gold… I want to go and pay this money into the bank before they close and we’ll take this gold ingot and get it valued as well… You’ve done enough for one day and I’m hungry… Come on.”




    He put the sword back into its box and placed the box back where he had found it in the bottom of the wardrobe. They then went off to the bank after she had hidden the rest of the gold items in a secure place. She paid the money into her bank keeping one-thousand baht in her purse.




    “We’ll eat well this evening,” she told Nop, “and you can even have a bottle of beer.”




    At the goldsmiths the proprietor said,




    “This is very valuable and if you want to sell it then I don’t have enough cash in the shop to give you today. I’ll have to go to the bank in the morning… That’s if you want to sell it?”




    “What is it worth?” she asked.




    “At today’s gold rate we’re looking at over one-hundred thousand baht, Lian, but I can’t tell you what tomorrow’s rate will be. It could be more or less.”




    “I don’t want to take it back to my house, so you can have it now and give me a receipt for it and pay me the money tomorrow.”




    “I’m happy to do that,” he told her with a smile, “At today’s rate it is worth one-hundred and seven thousand three-hundred baht… Okay?”




    “That’s fine,” she told him, “I’ll be back tomorrow at about midday to pick up my money.”




    Nop was standing behind her with a smile as wide as the Makong River. When they left the goldsmith’s he asked,




    “Does this mean I can have a motorcycle now?”




    “No, it doesn’t. When we got up this morning all we had was three-hundred and fifteen baht, so you can forget any big ideas about spending what we’ve got now so fast… It has been a good year up to now for growing rice and it is very tall. My dad always told me that if the rice grows high it must be fed again. We’ll go to the market on our way home and get some food as well as a large bag of fertilizer. In the morning you can scatter it in the fields. If we do have a good rice crop, then I’ll think about your motorcycle, but up until then…, you can forget it.”




    “What ever you want to do Lian is okay by me. I’m just happy that you are my wife.”




    “Well… I’m not though… Am I? We have never been married.”




    “No, we haven’t but…”




    She cut him short, telling him,




    “There aren’t any buts. You have never asked me to marry you.”




    “Well… Will you?”




    “Will I what?”




    “Will you marry me?”




    “Is that the proper way to propose marriage or are you only saying that with your heart set on a new motorcycle, now I’ve got some money to buy one?”




    “That’s not fair, because it has nothing to do with me asking you to marry me,” he protested.




    “Then you had better do it properly.”




    “Do what,” he asked puzzled.




    “Ask me… That’s what.”




    He stopped her from walking any further and then he got down on one knee.




    “What are you doing?” she hissed, “Everyone is watching.”




    “I don’t care if they are… Lian, I’ve loved you ever since the first day that we played together when we were kids. I will do anything that you ask me to do without question and I shall try to be a good husband to you. Will you please do me the honour and be my wife.”




    “Of course I will…, now will you stand up… I’m hungry.”




    They went to the market where she bought a lot of groceries as well as a large bag of fertilizer pellets and two bottles of beer for Nop. In her entire life, so far, she had never drunk alcohol and she intended to keep it that way. She cooked a very big meal for them that evening and its true, don’t shop for food when you are hungry, because you will buy too much.




    “Oh… I can’t eat anymore, Lian. It’s really nice but I’m at bursting point,” he told her.




    “Yes, I know… I’ve over done it… Never mind, because it will keep for tomorrow… When I go back to the goldsmiths tomorrow can you take my dad’s clothes to the temple and give them to the monks, please?”




    “Do you want me to do that before I fertilize the rice or after?” he asked sarcastically.




    “After, of course, because I thought that you’d see to the rice fields before breakfast… That is if you want any breakfast,” she told him not impressed by his words, and then she said, “Don’t be sarcastic with me. It won’t take you long to fertilize the fields, there’s only one bag, and I don’t want to be here when you remove his clothes… You promised me earlier that you would do anything for me without question, so don’t say things like that.”




    “I’m sorry,” he told her, “I wasn’t being serious… Do you want me to see to the dishes?”




    “No, leave them. I’ll do that when you are in the fields.”




    They went to bed that night with Nop dreaming about Harley Davidson motorcycles and Lian couldn’t sleep, because she was planning their future wedding!




    At day break Nop rose and after he had had a shower he went into the fields to scatter the fertilizer. Lian watched him with pride in her heart through the kitchen window while she cooked him his breakfast.




    “You’re a good man,” she said, “I love you very much.”




    When he returned to their house they ate and she told him,




    “That’s a good job that you have done this morning…, thank you. All we need now is a shower of rain to wash it into the soil and I hope it comes soon…I’m going to the goldsmiths on my own and while I’m gone please remove my dad’s things,” she gave him some money and said, “You can hire a tuk-tuk to help you do that.”




    “You shouldn’t go on your own,” he told her, “That’s a lot of money for you to carry to the bank unprotected. What if someone should attack you?”




    “Why would they? Everyone around here knows us and they think that we are just as poor as they are… I’ll be fine, so don’t worry.”




    “Well. Alright,” he sighed, “But I still don’t like it.”




    “Like it or not, I’m going on my own,” she insisted and then she asked, “Why have you been rubbing your ankle so much?”




    “I think something bit me earlier when I was in the fields.”




    “Let me have a look,” she said concerned, “No…, it’s not a bite only a scratch. You must have caught your ankle on a sharp twig or something, it’s nothing much put some tiger balm on it.”




    “Where is it?”




    “It’s on the small table in our bedroom.”




    She got up, picked up her small bag and walked towards the door.




    “I’ll ask a tut-tut driver to come here when I see one… Okay?”




    “Well, can you find Jack because he is always happy to help for a few baht?”




    “Alright,” she said with a smile, “If I see him.”




    He watched her walk out of their small holding on onto the track.




    “I hope nothing happens to you with all that money in your bag. I’m very worried about this.”




    If he had known what she was already carrying in her bag, he would have been seriously concerned. She had chosen two of the rings for their wedding and decided to sell the third. The ring that she wanted for herself was far too big for her tiny finger and so she wanted the goldsmith to alter it. On her way she saw a tut-tut driver and she asked,




    “Have you seen Jack today?”




    “No,” he replied, “I haven’t. He is working in the city now, because, he told me that he can make twice as much money there than here.”




    “How would you like to make one-hundred baht this morning?”




    “Yes,” he told her, “I would.”




    “Then go to my house and help Nop take some things to the temple and the money’s yours.”




    “Okay Lian, I’ll go right away.”




    She carried on walking all the way to the goldsmiths happy in her heart that Nop was going to have some help with his task, and that all her father’s things would be gone when she got home.




    As she entered the goldsmiths the owner wasn’t at all happy, he said,




    “I’ve lost a lot of money over night and I think that you should compensate me for some of it.”




    “Why,” she asked, “What do you mean?”




    “The value of gold has dropped a few points since yesterday…”




    “That’s not my problem,” she said sweetly, “Because we have an agreement with your signature on it, and I hope that you have got all the money that we agreed to yesterday, or do you want me to involve the police?”




    “No…, no,” he hesitated, “that won’t be necessary.”




    “Good, because we have some more business…, that’s if you want it?”




    “Well…, of course… What is it?”




    She took the two rings from out of her purse and then she laid them on the counter top between them, telling him,
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