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Author’s Note




    Thailand is very possibly the best country in the whole of the world for a holiday. The people are friendly, the food is unbeatable and the beaches, temples and scenery are everything they are cracked up to be. Almost everybody goes out of their way to make tourists feel welcome and if you behave yourself, it is certainly one of the least dangerous countries around the globe to visit. I would not want any of the material in this book to put potential visitors off taking a holiday in Thailand, so I would like to make it plain that anyone who decides to come here will almost certainly have the best time of their lives. However, just like in any other land in the world, sometimes the provinces and cities of Thailand do have their seedier aspects and this is often the angle I choose to write about. This is in no way a bad reflection on the country I love because Thailand has and always will be safe, enchanting and exciting and anyone planning the trip of their lives need not look any further.
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    It is just before seven o’clock in the evening and both the bar I am staking out and the street are still pretty quiet. There are four bar-girls sitting eating at a table outside the open- fronted drinking den; they are laughing together and smacking their lips over spicy plates of somtam and sticky rice, which they pop into their mouths after rolling the food into little balls with their fingers. A fat farang with heavily tattooed arms bulging out of a Harley Davidson t-shirt is playing a game of pool against a girl with a great figure at one of the two worn tables the bar boasts; the girl is wearing a skirt so short you can see tight bum-cheeks through white panties whenever she bends over to take aim along her cue. It seems that the big guy has seen it all before though, because he appears to be far more interested in sizing up his next shot than looking at her ass. His arms are so thoroughly inked they are almost completely blue and this makes it impossible to see where one tattoo ends and the next one begins, which makes me think he has rather overdone things and wasted his money. It is neither him nor his sexy little opponent that I am interested in though. It is the well-dressed guy wearing the trendy black-framed spectacles sitting at the bar with a girl in a low-cut, slinky grey dress that I have come to disrupt the life of.




    I am sitting just across the narrow street from the bar at a table placed outside the inexpensive guesthouse I checked into earlier in the day, which is very conveniently situated right opposite the establishment where the guy in the Woody Allen eye-glasses is sitting canoodling with his chick. I am sipping at a bottle of cold beer, which I bought at a convenience store nearby and I know that to any farang who might happen to look at me, I appear to be just another faceless Thai man who has probably stopped by on his way home from work to cool down with a cold one. I know it is highly unlikely anyone round here will notice me anyway. Most farang men in Thailand only have eyes for our girls and apart from taxi drivers, Thai boxers, possible thieves and policemen, the vast majority of them seem hardly aware that Thai men even exist and seem to regard us as merely part of the scenery. In my job, this is a bonus.




    Although it would have given me a much closer look, it would have been very foolish of me to have gone into the bar itself. As Thai men rarely go into such places alone the girls working there and the mamasan would have wondered what the hell I was up to if I had done so and in my line of work, the last thing you want to do is draw attention to yourself. I took the photograph the bespectacled guy’s wife Lek gave me in Hua Hin earlier this week from my wallet and I double-check it. I want no mistakes. Yes, there is no doubt about it. It’s him all right. The eyes behind the black specs stare right back at me from the glossy paper; the snap his Thai wife has provided me with is an excellent one and there can be no possible error. I smile to myself, because from the way he is carrying on with his cute companion in the revealing dress which leaves so little to the imagination, the job looks like it is going to be an easy one and is all but done already.




    I followed the bus that Four-eyes travelled in from Hua Hin on the day before on my motorcycle (a little Honda Wave that blends in with the rest of the traffic nicely). He kissed his wife Lek goodbye outside three million bahts’ worth of house earlier the same morning, after vaguely telling her he was off on some sort of visa run to the Burmese border. His wife, who gave me the job I am currently involved in, is not quite the fool he thinks she is and she told me she knows all too well that the growing number of contrived trips away her husband is making have nothing whatsoever to do with the golf tournaments, hook-ups with old friends and requisite stamps in his passport that he assures her he has to keep going away for. Lek also told me how they have been married for five years now and as eventually happens to so many farangs who marry Thai girls she instinctively knows her husband is beginning to feel he is missing out on all the things he came to Thailand for in the first place. She is not worried about this at all though. She only married the guy for his money and if she plays things right, she has now got a fucking great chance to get her hands on some of it.




    Four-eyes probably feels that as he is the man who put up all the money for the house they live in from his not inconsiderable retirement fund, he is entitled to a bit of extra-marital fun on the side. No doubt with this in mind, a while ago he began to leave his wife alone for a few days every week or so, seeing no reason at all why she should not be content to spend the couple of nights he was away from home amusing herself watching one of the many channels on their giant flat screen TV. It seems pretty obvious to me Four-eyes has made the fatal mistake of becoming complacent. In Lek he has a cook, a cleaner and someone to shag whenever he feels the need; which, Lek drily told me, is an event that now doesn’t happen very often at all. Lek is from a very poor family in Isaan, so Four-eyes obviously reckons she should be bloody grateful to him for the five thousand baht he sends her parents every month, as well as for putting such a luxurious roof over her own head, of course. In short, although he is still happy enough to live with his Thai wife, at nearly sixty years of age, he has apparently begun to feel his life is slipping away from him somewhat and it might be a good idea to sow the few wild oats still left in his scrotum before they dry up completely.




    Unfortunately for Four-eyes, he is completely unaware that his wife is actually very much more bored with him than he is with her. Lek told me she also thinks the stupid great monstrosity of a home that they live in was a colossal waste of money and she would much rather be living in Mukdahan with her old mum and dad in the rustic but comfortable wooden house she was brought up in. Apparently Lek has no real friends to speak of in Hua Hin and nearing forty, she feels she is getting on in life now and she misses her village and her old companions and her family dreadfully. At her age, she thinks she is probably about ready for the quiet life now; especially if she can bang a couple of million baht into her bank account to guarantee a long and happy retirement. This is where I come in to the picture.




    Lek heard about me from a friend back home, a Pattaya bar-girl who once used my services to catch her farang husband at the very same game Four-eyes is currently playing. With my help, this client scored a small Jomtien town house from her spouse, which she was very pleased with indeed. Lek is a resourceful girl and she can see no good reason at all why she should not do exactly the same thing with her errant husband. She told me how Four-eyes had been foolish enough to buy the house in Hua Hin in her name shortly after they were married, when he was still relatively new to Thailand and things were still rosy and he felt they were going to be in love and together forever. I can see no way at all that Lek can possibly lose. Twenty thousand baht for my fee, minus a couple of grand for the girl in the slinky grey dress to ensure her compliancy at a later date if necessary; a few good photographs of her husband up to no good in Cha-am and the rest will be up to her. With rightful jealousy and anger, a wronged and apparently broken-hearted Lek will then be able to safely create the biggest scene in the history of Hua Hin and give Four-eyes his marching orders and nobody on Earth will blame her for doing so. Even better, there will be no bad karma accumulated because she will be totally in the right. Four-eyes will not like it, of course, but legally, he won’t be able to do a fucking thing about it. Lek will then be able to sell her unwanted house in Hua Hin quickly at a bargain rate and retire to Mukdahan, wealthy enough to do exactly as she pleases for the rest of her life. Poor old Four-eyes will be well out of pocket but he will at least be completely free to continue the little games that are going to cost him dearly in peace. My guess is that he won’t be enjoying them quite so much as he seems to be at the present moment though.




    For what it is worth, Four-eyes does not look like too bad a guy for a farang, actually. He is only doing what so many married men all over the world have done for years after all, but the silly bastard hasn’t thought to cover his tracks before he got started. This little tryst is going to cost him a packet and I wonder if the girl with him is a regular fuck or is someone he has just met. I decide the case is probably the latter, mainly by the way he is lining up expensive ‘lady’s drinks’ in front of her, in order to of assure her what a fine and generous fellow he is. If he had been with her previously he would almost certainly be fucking her back in his hotel room by now to save a bit of cash. She is hanging all over him far more than a regular girl would do too, because she is still not quite sure that the deal is in the bag yet. She needn’t worry. Even from where I am sitting I can see the situation can only end with one conclusion.




    Going in for the kill, Slinky pretty much has her tits out in Four-eyes face now. Everyone else in the bar is totally oblivious to me, so I take the opportunity to snap off a couple of quick photographs with my camera, using a telescopic lens. I know I have caught the couple just right; they will be very good shots when I blow them up later on my computer. I will need a few more, of course, but at least I have made a start. Wait up! He is actually kissing Slinky deeply now, as if she is the love of his life! Snap! Snap! Although his bespectacled eyes are closed in apparent rapture, his stupid head is facing right towards me and his features are plainly in view. I can hardly believe my luck! Anyone would think the guy wanted to pose for me! Normally I have to work pretty hard for my pictures, but good old Four-eyes seems to be going out of his way to make tonight’s work as easy for me as he possibly can.




    When Four-eyes and Slinky leave the bar together I follow them discreetly at a distance and manage to get a few more shots of them walking down the soi together, with their arms wrapped around each other like a newly-wed honeymoon couple. Two more photographs as they enter the lobby of the seedy little hotel where Four-eyes is staying and the job is done. I will catch up with Slinky after Four-eyes had gone back to Hua Hin and bung her three thousand baht on the condition that if Lek calls her to ask if she fucked her husband, her reply will be in the affirmative. With the quality of the photographs I have taken, I doubt Slinky will ever hear from Lek, but in my job it pays to cover all the angles. As soon as I have seen to Slinky and enlarged the shots I have taken to my satisfaction, I can get back to Hua Hin, give them to Lek and collect my fee. The rest will then be up to her and I have no doubt at all that she will enjoy herself immensely. Despite the night’s success, I can’t help feeling just a tiny bit sorry for Four-eyes. He will never even know I exist, but thanks to me, his little love games are going to cost him dearly. Oh well, I am sure things would have come to a head over time as they usually do anyhow and I tell myself that all I have done is speed events up a bit and stopped everybody wasting each other’s time.




    The little case you have been with me on tonight is typical of how I make my money. I always wanted to be a police detective when I was a kid, but the cops wouldn’t take me because of my bad school record, so I guess this is the next best thing. I have been in business almost a dozen years now and the vast majority of my cases are ‘domestics’ similar to the one involving Lek and Four-eyes, although they certainly do not all involve farangs. Many Thai women have employed me in the past to find out who their husbands’ mia noys were when things started to get too serious and not a few wronged husbands have used my services too. What people do with the information I give them is none of my business, for my job stops right there and I do not want to know. I have been asked many times if my services extend to putting the pressure on to put a stop to an extramarital affair and the answer is always categorically ‘no’. I will also never agree to ‘set up’ a target to get a result, although I have been asked to do so on many occasions. In my opinion, for me to use entrapment in my work would be very wrong, not to mention being extremely bad karma for me into the bargain.




    I used to advertise in newspapers, magazines and on the internet, but now my clients usually find me by word of mouth because I do good work and I am extremely discreet. Right now I have more work than I can cope with. You would be surprised at just how many people seem to feel the need for sex with somebody other than their wives or husbands and friends tell friends how tactful and competent I am. I suppose I am in demand so much because so many men and women just don’t seem to be happy with only one partner, a phenomenon that although extremely lucrative for me, I also find rather sad and pathetic. The cynics will say that because of me, homes are destroyed, families are torn apart and lives are ruined, but I don’t see things this way at all. If people didn’t fuck about behind each others’ backs I would certainly be out of a job. So blame them, not me. As for myself, I have been married for ten years and have a beautiful daughter and I have never once considered cheating on my wife since my wedding day. No sir, I have seen what extramarital sex can lead to.




    You can call me a devious bastard if you like ~ many people have in the past ~ but the way I look at it, I am simply making my living out of the fickleness of human nature. As the old saying goes, if you don’t want to get caught, don’t commit the fucking crime. And if you really must fuck around, I suggest you think twice and take a good hard look around yourself first. For who knows? That inoffensive-looking guy reading a newspaper in the corner of the hotel lobby, or enjoying a cigarette as he leans up against the wall outside the bar you are drinking in with the person you are cheating on your wife or husband with might just be me.
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    My name is King Suthaep and my grandfather has always been very fond of telling me that I was unlucky enough to be born at completely the wrong time. He is almost ninety-two of age now, which means he has been around since farmers in Thailand used to work their crops with an iron hand plough pulled by a buffalo, so if being old makes you wise, then I guess he must surely know what he is talking about. As for me; well, I was only born twenty-two years ago, but Granddad says that by rights, I should have entered the world five decades earlier, at the very least. We are Akha hill-tribe people, although Granddad often says it would be impossible for anybody to know exactly who or what we are now to look at our village these days.




    Nowadays, instead of periodically roaming as we used to, we hill-tribe people remain firmly put in one place, just like almost everyone else in Thailand does. We stay in permanent, sturdily-built houses now, instead of the simple bamboo and thatch dwellings our folk used to move around periodically to different and more fruitful locations, whenever the ground we planted our crops in became over-used and the wild creatures around the areas we lived in became scarcer due to our skill at hunting. Granddad proudly says that the gradual depletion of the local wildlife around the Northern provinces was certainly in part due to our efforts, as almost every Akha man was once a very fine hunter indeed. He boasts that in the old days, not an animal, bird or fish in the forest was safe from us when we were hungry.




    In an Akha village now ~ if there actually is such a thing anymore ~ motorcycles, petrol-driven farming machines, pick-up trucks and cars are parked up outside our homes, where the working buffalo were once penned and where only the very luckiest and wealthiest of Akha villagers were fortunate enough to be able park a bicycle (which Granddad says were actually more of a status symbol than anything and not a lot of use anyway, due to the steep gradients we have always lived amongst). The villagers all go about in t-shirts, shorts, regular pants and baseball caps now instead of the distinctive, colorful clothing and silver coin-decked headgear we once proudly wore. Sadly, apart from at weddings and festivals, anybody walking around in the traditional style of dress these days is regarded as very old-fashioned, if not actually laughed at. We do put our finery on for the visiting tourists when they come to goggle at us like monkeys in the zoo, of course, because no farang is going to hand out 100 baht notes to a guy or a girl dressed in a fake Armani shirt and a pair of Levi jeans. Nowadays, most of our food is bought in the markets and stores of Chiang Rai and its surrounding areas, although some Akha men do still secretly hunt, despite how other people keep telling us how we must live our lives.




    My village is called Mae Bao and it is about a thirty minute drive from Chiang Rai, which unlike the more-visited Chiang Mai, is still so small even now it could hardly even be called a city. Chiang Rai is a place that has also seen a great deal of changes over the past half century and no doubt it will continue to alter at a pace that the old men and women of our province seem to consider to be rather alarming. Granddad does not go into town much anymore now as he says he does not even recognize the place these days and if he does he returns home moaning how he does not consider dodging traffic and farangs riding rented bicycles to be an enjoyable day out. Apparently, when he was very young, he had to walk over the fields for three hours and swim across a deep river just to get to Chiang Rai. He also assures me that there was not very much there that really made it worth the trouble when you did eventually get there.




    Now, the reason that Granddad considers I was born at the wrong time is simple. My only reason for living are my beloved forests and hunting the animals, fish and birds that still live in their leafy depths, despite the inroads that progress has made. There are still plenty of large, densely wooded areas around our province, where, if a man knows what he is doing, it is still possible to trap, net, hook and shoot wild creatures in large enough numbers to feed an Akha family. This might sound like a wonderful state of affairs, but in reality the sad fact (for me anyhow) is that much of the wildlife that swims, crawls, flies and runs in our woodlands is protected by law now, besides which it is illegal to hunt in most of these places today anyhow, especially on what is now considered to be somebody else’s private land. Does this stop me? No; not at all, for despite what other people may think, I consider it to be my birthright to take food from the forest, because this is what our people have done for many years, without bothering anyone. The woods of Northern Thailand and the creatures that live in them are in my blood and nobody is going to tell me I cannot do what generations of my family have done before me, whatever the date on the calendar may be. After all, what is an animal born for, if not for somebody to eat?




    Granddad says I understand and know more about the wildlife of our country than anybody else he has ever known. This may be true, because when I venture out into the countryside, I am at one with nature and it is the only time I am completely happy. Sometimes I am gone from home a mere night and other times I might spend as much as a week or ten days away in the forest. I take nothing with me other than the old muzzle-loading long gun Granddad gave me and my lines, hooks, snares and traps. I live on water from the forest streams and edible fruit, berries and roots. These and the meat from the fish, birds and animals I catch are my only provisions until it is time for me to return home, which I never do unless I have made a good catch or kill, for fear of losing face.




    One of my brothers earns big money as a mechanic in Chiang Rai and the other is working away in Korea, for some agency or another. Granddad tells me I am the grandson he is most proud of, because I am the only one who is a real Akha man. He assures me that if I had been born when he was still young I would have been seen as one of the most respected men in the village, because of my hunting prowess, whereas today it seems I am regarded as something as an old-fashioned oddity. Granddad says that fifty years ago my woodcraft, knowledge and hunting skills would have ensured I had the pick of the village women too. I must admit, this does seem a great pity to me, because all most of the local girls seem to care about now is who earns the biggest wage packet and drives the largest car. Indeed; these days a lot of our young women travel into the big cities to hunt out a rich farang, seemingly employing every bit as much intensity and tenacity as I pursue my wild creatures with. Granddad is fond of saying that judging by the amount of Akha girls strutting around with foreign husbands on their arms now a wealthy farang is seemingly a whole lot easier to track down and catch then a good forest pig.




    Just last month I shot a pair of eagles right out of the sky where they flew, but it appears that even this great achievement looks poor compared to a full wallet and a shiny new Toyota Vios. A quarter of a century ago, Granddad assures me I could have shagged my balls dry on this astonishing feat of marksmanship, but right now I have to be content with the occasional visit to a cheap Chiang Rai brothel, where most of the girls have been fucked so much throughout the course of the day they barely seem to notice what I am doing to them.




    Anyway, enough of women, for I feel they are far more trouble than they are worth. Let us get back to what you really want to know about; my hunting. Besides the small amount of meat I cook over an open fire when I am away in the forest, I take home all the animals, birds and fish that I catch to my people. There are six of us in my immediate family; my grandfather, my mother and father, the two brothers I have already told you about, my young sister and myself. My parents are primarily farming people these days and they grow sweet corn on the land they lease from a rich family who own a vast amount of acreage around our province. This way of life means we only receive money once a year when the crop is sold, cash which never really amounts to much more than the cost of our basic yearly needs anyhow. There is no fortune to be made in the relatively small amount of corn that we raise, so we are basically poor people; therefore the meat I bring in from my forays into the forests is vital at times and I believe we could not do without it.




    My mother and father worry about me constantly when I am away, for it is dangerous to hunt in the forest now as it is regarded as poaching. In the past, as well as eating the meat from the animals we killed in the wild, our people also used to make extra money selling their skins. Sadly, now I have to destroy the pelts of all the wildlife I catch, usually by burning or burying them close to where I killed them. Being caught with a pangolin hide or civet skin these days can lead to a lengthy jail sentence and this scares me, although not enough to actually stop me hunting. I love my freedom and I know that being locked up would be very hard for me to take. The local police are fully aware that I and many others still hunt, but they do not waste much time trying to catch us at it, because they know we can lose them in the forest at any time we choose to, as easily as if we were ghosts. I suppose it is possible the police could turn up at our house one day to see what we have stored in the refrigerator, but this is not something they are keen to do, without being absolutely sure we will be caught out. This is because there is nothing in it for them to gain but hatred from all our people. Everyone in Thailand knows full well that we hill-tribe people like to be left well alone and we have always sorted out our own problems in our own ways. The police will come into the village if someone is suspected of being involved in selling drugs, robbery or murder, of course, but to risk the wrath of the whole hill-tribe community on the off-chance of finding a few pieces of poached meat? Forget it. It is not worth the trouble.




    There is a small zoo situated on the outskirts of Chiang Rai and Granddad loves to go there sometimes, as it is the only way for him to see the creatures of his past, as he is now way too old and infirm to venture out into the forest anymore. When we visit to the zoo, it greatly amuses Granddad to reminisce about each particular species as we pass by the cages they live in. He tells me how he used to trap this or that animal or bird and how my grandmother, now long gone, used to cook each of the animals he points out to me. There is almost no creature living that we Akha people will not eat even now, let alone in the past, when things were even harder. Snakes, pangolin, mongoose, monkeys, civet, deer, bats and wild pig were (and are) all fair game, as is just about any type of bird. Besides large birds of prey, we particularly enjoy egrets and forest duck. We are also more than happy to consume the tiny warblers and finches we catch in large numbers in the huge nets that we place across their flight paths. We cook these birds over the smoking hot coals of open fires outside our homes, just as my grandmother did years ago. Granddad is a strange old man sometimes. Even though Grandmother has been dead for many years now, he says her spirit still comes to make love to him from time to time, as it has always done since her passing. He tells me these nocturnal spiritual visits are the reason why has never felt the need to remarry and although I laugh about what he says with my father, I can see that Granddad really believes in what he is saying.




    There are not many forest animals on show in the zoo that Granddad has not killed and eaten in the past and I am proud to say I can certainly claim the same thing, despite the fact that wildlife has become very much scarcer these days. To other visitors to the zoo in Chiang Rai, especially the farangs that come, the animals in their enclosures are simply cute, interesting, amusing or fascinating. To the hill-tribe people, the creatures on show are as much of a source of food as plastic-wrapped cuts of meat bought in superstores, or the racks of polished vegetables on sale in the market stalls of our country. To my family and many other people in our villages, the feral counterparts of the captive wildlife in the zoo are still looked upon as fair game and are still just as much of a valuable source of food as they ever were, despite the illegality of killing them. There may not be quite as much hunting done around the Northern provinces as there used to be, but believe me, it still goes on and I should know.




    I have tried working at regular jobs now and again, of course. I worked in a stuffy factory for three months at one time and pumped gas in a filling station for several long weeks too. I also mixed cement on a building site in Chiang Rai for a while as well. However, the confines of these workplaces and the monotony of every passing hour ~each one seeming exactly the same as the last ~ were unbearable for me and I spent all day and night yearning to be back in the forest. Besides the boredom of the work, the wages I earned were not great either and I reckoned I could kill more meat than I could buy with what I was being paid at the end of the week, so what was the point in continuing? I have to admit, I did not much like being constantly told what to do either, especially on the building site, where the boss happened to be one of those all-too-common bastards who look down on us hill-tribe people as somehow being inferior to the rest of the Thai population. Ridiculous, for are we not as much (or perhaps even more) a part of our country’s past, culture and heritage as anyone else in Thailand is, whatever province we were born in? Is it not true that farangs come all the way across the seas on airplanes, just to trek out into the hills and look at us! Could that fat buffalo of a boss sitting in his air-conditioned little office on the dusty building site he is currently working on say as much? I think not.
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