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    Thai Vocabulary




    Sa wat dee hello and good bye




    Ka women reply




    Khup men reply




    Aroi tastes good




    Mee kwam sook I’m happy




    Mai pen rai never mind, it’s okay




    Sa bai feeling good




    Phoo Ying young girl




    Duay together




    Pai go




    Ao eeg want more




    Choop I like




    Kao (Cow) white




    Choke dee good luck




    khup khun mak thank you very much




    Jai dee good heart




    Cha cha slowly




    Thamboon religious ceremony




    Ngan sop funeral




    Nang sa ma thee meditation




    Jaw a wat head monk




    Sa wan heaven, paradise




    Sam na nin young monk




    Dek wat young boy who helps monks




    Mae chee nun




    Yai large




    Kow chai understand




    Mai kow chai don’t understand




    Wai folding hand and bowing




    Kee nio cheap skate




    Tee ruk sweetheart




    Khit thueng to miss someone




    Nom yai large breast




    Kamoy thief




    Luuk kheung half Thai - half Caucasian




    Farang non Thai, foreigner




    Cheun Jai expression of ecstasy




    Dam black




    Laeo tae khun It’s up to you




    Chee pia (slang) bull shit




    Yu la low loke (slang) as worthless as a chicken




    Sa nook Having a good time




    Ga theuy transvestite




    Kan kria removal of penis




    Hawng nam toilet




    baht Thai currency




    Wat temple




    An ta rai dangerous




    Sam lote Three wheeled bicycle




    Tuk tuk three wheeled car




    Arai What




    Mia noi second wife or mistress




    Khun You


  




  

    Chapter One: The Courier




    In a land where the abnormal is normal, the unusual is ordinary, the exotic is blended with decadence, white is cow and black is dumb, and smiles hide deceit; the courier exited the Boeing 747 and began making his way toward immigration, the luggage carousel and the wary custom officers.




    Seventeen hours earlier, he had left the City of Angeles in the West and now was in the City of Angeles in the East. Tired and dirty, his muscles ached and his mouth tasted as though the British Army had camped in it. He attempted to smooth his rumpled clothing as he presented himself to the Thai authorities. Although especially tiresome because he picked the slow line as usual, the bureaucratic entry procedures went smoothly. At one o’clock in the morning, he wearily stepped out of Bangkok’s Don Muang International Arrivals Building and was greeted with a blast of hot, humid air. He was stepping into an unknown and mysterious world; into a new adventure in a life already rich in adventures in other worlds.




    Engulfed by the darkness of this hot October night he knew nothing of Patpong, Soi Cowboy, the full body massages, the corruption, which spread its giant wings over everything and everybody from the local police to the Halls of Parliament. Nor was he aware of the multi-million dollar sex industry with its thousands of young men and woman searching for older men who would pay 300 Baht, about ten dollars, for the pleasure of their youthful bodies. He was unaccustomed to the 32 degree Celsius temperature and 85 percent humidity which hung over the nine million souls that October night in Bangkok, but he would soon learn this was a typical – day or night, month after sweltering month. Often referred to as “Thighland” in recognition of the flourishing flesh trade, Bangkok is not particularly habitable. There is no doubt about it — Bangkok is a mess. Noisy, polluted, ugly, congested, chaotic and corrupted. But even with all this, the happy go lucky hit song “Don’t worry, be happy” seems as if it had been written for the Thais. They merrily go about their daily chores voicing the ever-popular saying, “Mai pen rai, mee kwam sook, sanook”. The Westerner might say, “Don’t fret the small thing, just be happy and have fun”.




    Coming by the lust for travel was quite natural to him. His father was a wanderer and loved traveling. He was often heard quoting Hans Christian Anderson: “Traveling is the greatest education man can acquire.”




    As an off spring raised in an abandoned boxcar by a nomadic family from the Midwest, his travels began in the late depression years.




    Leaving the railroad car behind, his family joined the “Oakies” in their quest for a better life, which led them to Steinbeck’s Salinas Valley.




    The ensuing years would be filled with many makeshift homes in as many locations. By the on-set of The Second World War, he found himself with his parents and five siblings, in Southern California.




    The family had settled; the father hadn’t. Still possessed with itching feet he deserted the family, joined the merchant marines, and was off seeking Hans Christian Anderson’s education.




    His father returned from the war, with his wanderlust in tact and the moves continued.




    During one of the moves, his mother was killed in a motorcycle accident, which left his father crippled for life.




    On his own at the age of 17, he joined the military searching for the elusive rainbow, which had eluded his father. His search would take him from the Arctic Circle to the Equator; through most of the South Sea Islands and further west into Korea and Japan. Here he would involuntarily serve as one of the “Sitting Ducks” during the invasion of




    Inchon. It was here he would meet a life long friend.




    ***




    His memories often returned to his friend Dave. They had been like a set of bookends, spending four years aboard a destroyer in the Navy. Following the navy, they had gone to college together in a small Texas town, sharing disillusions in the teaching profession. Even when they drifted apart, their friendship never faltered. As though fate had tied them together, their paths continued to cross over the years.




    Later in life, he would visit most of Europe. But now he found himself in Southeast Asia and for the first time felt the anxiety of a culture shock.




    At the curb was the endless line of taxis, awaiting fares to go downtown Bangkok. As he went to enter the first taxi in line, a middle-aged fat man tried to push him aside and enter the cab. Annoyed and tired, he pushed the tub of lard aside saying, “Fuck off, fatso”. As he closed the door of the cab, he heard the fat man yelling something about an asshole.




    In English he inquired of the driver, “How much to the Malaysian Hotel in Soi Nam Dupre?”




    He didn’t notice the smile on the driver’s face, as he sharply said, “600 Baht and you pay toll!”




    He would later pay 200 for the same ride after learning all prices in Thailand are negotiable and learning a few words of Thai. But this was his first trip to Thailand and he was already a half-hour late meeting his courier contact at the Malaysian Hotel.




    He had been told it was almost a half hour ride to the hotel. Leaning back in the worn and faded seat, he attempted to rest.




    After being awake for almost thirty-six hours, it was difficult to keep his mind centered on what he was here to do and whom he was here to see.




    As sleep began to over take him, his mind began to wonder over the past four years. He thought of the events, which led him to be sitting in the back seat of the vintage taxi, nine thousand miles from home.




    As his mind slipped into the twilight zone, between sleep and consciousness, the driver made his way towards downtown.




    Half asleep, he was unaware of the madness, which is referred to as Bangkok Traffic. With its sam lotes, thousands of motorbikes and the famous tuk tuks dashing in and out of traffic — all pressing firmly on their horns. The driver turned on the cheap radio and the lulling sound of Asian music filled the cab as his mind went back in time.




    An early retirement from the motion picture industry was going to enable him the freedom to travel.




    Europe was not an option as most of that had been visited with this wife over the preceding fifteen years.




    With a new motor home in the driveway, they set out to tour the back roads of America. A vacation for her - a research trip for him. He had always wanted to write a book on the cult movement in the United States. With the free time and the uprising of the Branch Davidians in Waco Texas it was the perfect excuse for such a trip.




    The trip was a success as far as the book was concerned, but a disaster for the marriage; a marriage, which has begun twelve years earlier, based on deceit and greed. She had wanted a movie career, which she thought he could help her with. He wanted the wealth and happiness, which her “Nob Hill” family in San Francisco could provide.




    With his present marriage collapsing and his children raised, he moved from a tract home in middle class Americas and into a Beverly Hills Society.




    In the following twelve years there would be fast boats, luxury cars, fancy motorcycles and expensive motor homes. There would be homes in Newport Beach, Palm Springs, and a chalet in Lake Arrowhead. There would be no movie career for her and very little happiness for him.




    The marriage could not withstand the stress found in a twenty-two foot motor home. After three months on the back roads of America, they made a joint decision to separate.




    He made his home in the mountain cabin; she stayed in Palm Springs. They would come together on neutral ground in New Port Beach.




    For the next three years he would write a column for a small newspaper in conservative Orange Country, California. He would become involved in the martial art of Wha Rang Do, which he had been ignoring for the past ten years, he would try to find some semblance of happiness in his later years.




    Living alone he found serenity, in writing and training.




    Seldom seeing anyone, he endeavored through meditation, to discover his identity.




    Once he found a publisher for his cult manuscript, he again became restless. Wanderlust still gnawed in his mind. His dreams were of unknown exotic lands, and lands, which he only knew of in his fantasies.




    Spending Xmas and New Years alone, he slowly became a “couch potato”. His big adventure for the New Year was sitting in front of his television watching the Super Bowl. It was shortly after half time when he received the phone call. A phone call, which would eventually lead him to the back seat of this cab in Southeast Asia




    The devastating phone call was from a hospital in the Northwest. His wife while vacationing with her daughter had a stroke and was in the emergency room. He was informed she was dying of a massive brain tumor.




    He immediately traveled to the Northwest and for the following four months, seldom left her side. As was originally diagnosed, she died four months later.




    For the first time in his life, he felt free!




    As he scattered her ashes off New Port Beach, he felt the need to seek refuge in travel.




    “HEY MISTER” the words from the cabby shock him from his sleep and back into reality. As he pulled himself together he exited the cab. As he looked around he was shocked at his surroundings. The hotel was anything besides a five star accommodation. It was more like a three star dive.




    He noticed the girls in the parking lot, unaware that half of them were “Ga theuy” (In other words, transvestites.)




    There are those in Thailand who would argue they are better looking and make better lovers than their counterparts.




    Being assured by the driver that indeed this was the right hotel, he paid the fare. The driver called him “kee nio” (cheapskate for not tipping) and “Farang mai jai dee” (Foreigner with no heart) just on general principles.




    It had been two months earlier that his motion picture friend, Tim, had told him about courier work. His friend had told him it was an inexpensive way of traveling.




    Not putting too much stock in the words of a practicing alcoholic, the thought nevertheless still intrigued him. On a lark, he decided to check it out. To his amazement, it was true!




    Now here he was three weeks later, nine thousand miles from Hollywood and the craziness of the motion picture industry.




    Taking his one suitcase and the small attaché case, he walked away from the taxi. With excitement in his steps, he thought here I am about to meet Tim, the local contact for World Wide Courier services.


  




  

    Chapter Two: Encounters




    The Malaysian Hotel had been built towards the end of the Second World War. Whether it had been built with money left behind by the defeated Japanese Army, or by early money pumped into Southeast Asia by the predecessors of the C. I. A. is open to conjecture.




    Used extensively by foreign journalist during the Vietnam War, it was now home for terrorists, mercenaries, couriers and drug dealers. A perfect haven for expats, whores, sex deviates and derelicts of every description. In other words, men and women, who had come to the end of their roads. But it was centrally located near the U.S. Embassy on Wireless Road, Patpong and Soi Cowboy. This was the infamous area where sex, drugs and murder are for sale. The Bangkok harbor was less than a ten minute drive. It was here where daily shipments of illegal contraband came and went as regularly as the sunsets and rises. Chon Buri was less than an hour drive to the south, which had the unsavory reputation of being the home of the Asian Mafia.




    The hotel lobby was reminiscent of the early forties, with cheap furnishings, a tacky coffee shop, an elevator, which worked about forty percent of the time and a desk clerk with an “Attitude”.




    At the opposite end of the lobby was the one thing, which made it different from any cheap American hotel. The sign over the door was self-explanatory. The sign read —YOUNG-WOMAN FULL BODY MASSAGE-200 Baht.




    Crossing the lobby a young girl of no more than fourteen, approached him and said, “ Pai Nai ka. Pai duay ka? I can smoke”.




    With a disapproving look, he thought she looked too young to be smoking. But being tired and in a hurry, he ignored her.




    The courier moved closer to the counter. The “Attitude” ignored him; much like some Asians do when dealing with Westerners.




    Irritated with being snubbed by the clerk Mike growled, “Hey you! What did she say?”




    The “Attitude” answered, “Mai kow chai krup”.




    The courier was about to begin a lecture, on the health problems connected with smoking when a feminine appearing Aussie standing next to him said, “The phoo ying said, where do you go, I go with you and she is willing to suck your cock. Smoking means, she engages in oral sex. And the little prick behind the counter says he doesn’t understand. But believe me, for 50 Baht, he understands everything.”




    Taking the Aussies advice, he slid 50 Baht across the counter and inquired whether there was a reservation for him and whether a Mr. Tim Tallacey was registered?




    The 50 Baht bought him half of the answers. Yes, there was a reservation for him and there was no Mr. Tallacey registered.




    The same twinge of anxiety he had experienced at the airport, returned briefly.




    After registering and placing his luggage behind the counter, for another 50 Baht, he decided to look around the lobby and coffee shop for Tim.




    The lobby smelt of mildew, marijuana, stale smoke and sweaty bodies. There were young girls and boys accompanying older men everywhere.




    No success in the lobby but as he entered the coffee shop, he spotted Tim with two young girls. Tim was well on his way to becoming intoxicated while the two young girls were beginning to work “The worlds oldest trade”




    Feeling like a voyeur he watched in amazement, as the three of them were displaying foreplay in view of everyone in the restaurant. In most countries, such actions would have demanded immediate arrest. As he watched, his thoughts returned to twenty years earlier, when he had first met Tim.




    He was two years sober and had just received a promotion to a department head with the studio. One of his friends had introduced him to Tim. The two of them took an immediate liking for each other. Tim, looking for work, was hired on the spot.




    Tim advanced rapidly with talent, charm and wit. He liked the work and his peers liked him. He had been sober and in Alcoholics Anonymous about the same amount of time. Thus, a bond between them grew, one which would never end.




    As Tim’s knowledge and popularity grew, he would soon find employment elsewhere. But the bond was there and the friendship continued to grow.




    Fate seemed to have Tim’s name on it. After two failed marriages, bankruptcy and failing health, John Barleycorn re-entered Tim’s life.




    Whatever he possessed when he picked up his first drink would soon disappear. He had often remarked, that if he ever took that first drink, it would probably cost him all his savings, his car, his home and his job. He was one hundred percent right. HE LOST EVERYTHING!!




    He eventually met a girl from Thailand and the two of them drank their way to Bangkok. Here he would meet many of the occupants of the Malaysian Hotel. He would find questionable employment in Patpong and would make several contacts with courier companies.




    The two men kept in contact. It was on one of Tim’s courier trips to California shortly after his friend’s wife had died, that they met and reminisced over old times.




    One being drunk and the other sober, they found they had little in common. But true to Tim’s nature, he said, “If there is ever anything I can do for you – you know we’re still friends.”




    Parting company, they had promised to stay in touch.




    The new courier had responded by saying, “And if you every need any help. With your drinking…”




    Tim cut him short by handing him a card and saying, “If you want to travel cheap, call these people and mention my name.”




    At first, he started to throw away the card, but not wanting to appear rude, he slipped the card in his pocket.




    The odor in the restaurant was the same as in the lobby, except the smell of curry had been added. Not the ideal smell to whet ones appetite.




    As he began making his way through the throng of young girls and old men, he noticed the man sitting alone, at the first table just inside the entrance to the restaurant.




    He thought to himself, the man looked vaguely familiar. But he figured his paranoia was due to his fatigue, the new job and a wild imagination. He considered the probability the man sitting alone was just another middle aged, over weight guy, looking for sex.




    Tim spotted his old friend standing in the doorway. As he clumsily staggered to his feet, he accidentally knocked one of the girls out of her chair and onto the floor.




    Calling out, Tim bellowed, “Over here, Mr. Hollywood!”




    Feeling uncomfortable with Tim’s unruly display, he was nonetheless aware that this was not Hollywood and he was not the boss. This was Tim’s world and he was going to need all the help he could get, even from a drunken friend.




    The two men shook hands and then threw their arms around each other, with all the hellos, good to see you, how you doing, salutations one would expect from good friends who had not seen each other in awhile.




    By this time the girl on the floor had returned to her seat. Tim signaled him to sit down as he turned to the waitress saying, “Nong! Another Mekhong for me, a coke for my friend and nothing for the phoo yings.”




    The comment brought forth laughter from the girls, as the older of the two said, “Kee nio farang. You cheap American.” The laughter continued.




    Tim waited for the drinks while he continued playing with the girl’s breasts. When the drinks arrived he lifted his glass and said “Choke Dee in other words, good luck.”




    After two gulps from the glass, through slurred speech, he continued with, “Are you wearing the belt?”




    Without waiting for an answer he continued, “You will keep it with you until tomorrow morning.”




    Taking another swig from the glass, he continued, “Don’t bother getting up early, no one does around here. Forget about the crap of seven of eight in the morning. No one starts until around ten’”




    The two girls were preoccupied and giggling, while speaking in Thai. All at once, the two girls leaned over kissing each man on his crotch. Being caught off guard, the new courier moved abruptly, knocking the girl once again to the floor.




    Tim busted out laughing and pulled the head of the other girl closer to his genitals. Once the joke had run its course, Tim removed the girl’s head from between his legs.




    Very drunk but very business like, Tim continued. “Now for reasons that are necessary, but can not be revealed to you here in this surrounding, tonight you are to register in your name under your passport. Tomorrow you will have a new passport and a new name.”




    Looking across the table at his friend and noticing questions beginning to form, Tim concluded with a flat statement.




    “Don’t worry. It’s all part of the job reasonably legal and good protection for you. The advantage will be with your new credentials, you’ll be able to get things in Thailand, you otherwise would be denied; such as, portable phones, a drivers license and a weapon, if you so desire. Personally, I never carry one.”




    The courier yawned, while his friend took the hint saying, “I know after the trip, you must be dogged out. Why don’t you go upstairs and get a good night’s sleep.




    Looking at the two girls and smiling, Tim rose from his chair saying, “In this climate, a shower is a good idea. It’ll make you relax and sleep better.”




    The two girls began to laugh as Tim and his friend started towards the desk.




    As they passed the doorway to the restaurant, the new courier noticed the fat man was still sitting at the table. It was hard to believe that with all the sex available, he would be sitting by himself.




    Because of the added attention paid to the man, the courier suddenly realized, it was the same man, he had encountered at the airport. Indicating toward the fat ass, the courier remarked, “That’s a real prick sitting there.”




    Tim’s only response was a smile.




    They obtained the luggage from the “Attitude”, as a bellhop came and took it and the key to the room. When the formalities of saying “Good night” were completed, Tim returned to the girls and his booze while the courier and the bellhop went to his room on the eighth floor.




    The bellboy opened the door. As he did so, the courier was met with the most wretched smell he had ever encountered. The odor hit his nostrils like a bag of shit. He was sure he was going to vomit.




    Noticing his reaction the bellboy was quick to say, in almost perfect English, “Durian, durian, Thai fruit, very good.”




    He thought to himself, might be Thai fruit, but it smelt like some one had craped on his bed.




    The bellhop turned on the lights, the TV, the air-con and showed him the miniature refrigerator inside the closet. He then stood by the door, looking as he had lost his last friend.




    The hint was taken, but all he had was 20 Baht. Giving it to the “Assistance Attitude”, he was thanked with clasped hands, and a real sincere “Khup koon mak krup.”




    He felt pleased with himself and was glad he hadn’t given more.




    Having been advised he would probably be moving within a few hours, he decided not to unpack. He hid his valuables and the disk, and then realized he hadn’t showered in almost two days.




    A good idea he thought; just what I need.




    The needles of hot water felt good against his tired body.




    The water flushed over his head, as he began thinking about the new job, the trip, Tim, the girls and the fat man who kept appearing.




    Stepping from the shower onto the cool white tile floor, he dried himself briskly and wondered what a Thai message would be like.




    Retreating to the bed he turned off the TV, got a drink of water, turned off the lights and slipped into bed.




    All that was on his mind was a good night sleep, whatever was left of it. Just as he was relaxing and sleep was near, he heard knocking on the door.




    His first thought was to ignore it, but the knocking persisted. Thinking if might be Tim; he got up and crossed to the door.




    Making his way to the door in semi darkness, he thought a gun might not be a bad idea.




    Standing with only his shorts on, he opened the door.




    Oh shit, he thought. That damn Tim never gives up. Here stood one of the girls, Tim had been dry fucking downstairs.




    Every since his wife had died and he and Tim had gotten together back in Los Angeles, Tim’s solution for the loss of his wife had been another woman. Now it all fits into place. Now he knew why the two girls were giggling, at the suggestion of a shower.




    Standing in the doorway, with the standard Thai smile, he noticed the girl appeared older than when he first saw her.




    Her hair was no longer in pigtails but hung loosely over her shoulders. She no longer appeared as a teenager, but as a mature woman. One who was sure of herself and her purpose in the room.




    Moving toward him like a stalking feline, she pressed her tiny, firm body against his near naked one. Purring in his ear she whispered, “Khun Tim speak. I give you Thai Massage and make you sleep good.”




    His first thought was, shit all I want is a good night. He began to push her away. He saw the Thai Smile change to a sexy pout. She continued to purr in his ear. “You don’t like Thai lady. I loose face.”




    New to Thailand, but not new to life, he recognized bullshit when he heard it. But, being without a woman for almost six months, his other “head” had a mind of its own.




    Listening to his other head, he began leading her to the bed.




    Pulling away, she said, “Op nam – must have shower.”




    As she made her way towards the shower, he laid back on the bed. He thought briefly about the belt containing the disk. Rechecking its location and feeling satisfied, he returned to the bed and wondered if he could stay awake, until she finished her shower.




    His thoughts were interrupted by here appearance in the doorway, wearing only a towel.




    She continued the slithering motion, as she crossed the room and entered the bed.




    As she began massaging his chest and thighs, he felt a new sensation in his groins. It was a new sensation, one he would experience many time in future, given the chance.




    His arousal grew, as he became aware the massaging had ended, replaced with sensuous kisses on the chest and groins –




    And then the smoking began –


  




  

    Chapter Three: Surprises




    With his mind on other things a few hours earlier, he had not thought to close the drapes. Sleep was broken by the early morning sunlight pouring through the window and across their naked bodies.




    Mildew hung in the air like fog hangs over London. The rotting odor was no more acceptable in the sunlight than it had been the night before. The foul smell of the durian was now mixed with the musky smell of their bodies. But some how it didn’t seem as important with the young woman lying next to him.




    Aware of the courier’s movements she slowly moved closer to him.




    God he thought, they know how to make a man happy.




    His orgasm the night before had been reached during semi- consciousness, but one, which he knew, was no satisfaction to her. The thought caused him to become aroused.




    His erection pressed firmly against here arched body as he thought, “my god”, I don’t even know her name. But what the hell! Did it really matter?




    Reaching between his legs and grasping him firmly she asked, “Farang want to make love?”




    “Damn it” he said, “I hate that name. My name is Mike.”




    She teasingly said, “Farang Mike, my name Toi.”




    Laughing he said, “You sure as the hell are.”




    As the fore play began he thought, here I am, sixty-five with a good-looking woman, young enough to be my grand daughter.




    But, as Tim would say, where else except Thailand.




    One hour later they went to the shower. It was hard to believe the past twenty- four hours.




    He shaved and brushed his teeth, while she showered.




    When the girl stepped out of the shower, he stepped in. He was surprised, when she stepped back in with him. Taking the soap, she began bathing his body.




    While she bathed him, he caressed her body. The shower began with a series of giggles, which were followed by deep sighs.




    Ten minutes later they stepped from the shower.




    Ignoring her own needs, she busily went about drying him. When finished, he stepped into the next room to dress. As he began dressing, she went about drying herself.




    Once finished dressing she stepped into the room, dressed only in a towel.




    Sitting at the dressing table, putting on her make up, she watched as Mike looked for the makings for instant coffee. Once he found the ingredients, he began heating water for the brew.




    With her back turned to him, he took the belt and other valuables from their hiding place. He then placed them in the attaché case.




    While she continued her cosmetic chores, he sipped at the coffee, while thinking about her and the sex, which had taken place during the past few hours. He had experienced sensations he had not known in years.




    He pondered the thought; he tried to relive the excitement of the previous night. At first, he credited it to not having had sex in the past six months. But hell, that had happened many times during his drunken, drug-induced years. And it had almost become expected, during his dis-functional marriage.




    He knew damn well what it was. It was the excitement found in the youthful body of the girl named Toi.




    His thoughts were interrupted by Toi’s tongue licking on the nape of this neck.




    He turned around and was surprised to see the little girl with pigtails, standing before him.




    He knew without being told this was the signal, it was time to leave.




    A child-like giggle rose from her throat, she snuggled close to him and said, “Khun Mike, have money for little Thai girl?”




    Being caught off guard at the mention of money and not knowing what the going rate was, he calculated in his mind at twenty five Baht to the dollar, certainly she was worth forty dollars.




    He gave her one thousand Baht, saying “Thank you Toi, you gave me great pleasure. Maybe we see each other again sometime.”




    Surprise covered her face and could be heard in her voice.




    With her hands folded graciously, she repeated several times, “ Khun Mike jai dee, Khun Mike jai dee.”




    She was still expressing her gratitude as she exited the room.




    He stood watching her as she went out of the room and out of his life – so he thought.




    After Toi left the room, Mike stood surveying his surroundings. Without her being there, the room took on the appearance of a first class dump!




    Looking at his watch and seeing it was near ten, he began gathering himself and his thoughts.




    He was hungry and, regardless of the odor, which awaited him downstairs, he wanted to eat.




    He was equally anxious to see Tim who had mentioned ten o’clock being a good time to meet.




    He took his one suitcase and the attaché case with him, leaving the smell of the durian and the memories of the room behind.




    He exited the elevator on the main floor and crossed to the front desk. Here he would check his bag.




    He noticed Toi was still there. The day clerk passed her an I. D. Card. She continued her conversation with a well-dressed farang, who was facing the counter, while his back was turned to Mike. The age-old feeling of jealous raced through him, bringing on a rush of anger.




    He controlled his feeling by remembering her words a short time earlier. She had jokingly said, “What is a poor Thai Girl to do?”




    He inquired of the day clerk if he could check his bag for a couple of hours. With the reply being affirmative, he slid the bag and 50 Baht to the clerk.




    Looking in the direction of Toi, he realized for the first time how fair her complexion was compared to the other Thais.




    Toi turned and faced him. Realizing he had been caught staring, he turned away quickly, seeing once again the sign advertising “THAI MASSAGE OPEN 1 PM”.




    Not thinking, he spoke out loud. “Bet it’s not as good as the one I had last night.”




    Feeling foolish about his verbal outburst, he proceeded past the computers, which had been made available for the hotel guests, and toward the restaurant.




    While standing in the doorway of the restaurant, the odor from the previous night filled his nostrils.




    Standing alone, his eyes searched the room for Tim.




    Not seeing Tim he sat down at a vacant table near the door, the same table, which the fat man had occupied a few hours earlier. As he sat down, he realized why someone would choose this table. It had a good view of the restaurant, the lobby and most important, the front door.




    A great place to wait for Tim; he was highly pleased with himself.




    Moment later a tall good-looking waitress approached him and asked if he was ready to order. While looking at the menu, he heard the waitress say, “You like ga theuy?”




    Looking up, for the first time, he saw the waitress had an Adams apple.




    Tim had told him about the transvestites. He had failed however, to tell him how beautiful some of them were.




    Ignoring the question, Mike said, “American breakfast please, with coffee.”




    The ga theuy responded, “I like old farang. I smoke good.”




    Laughing he replied, “No thanks, just American breakfast.”




    With one shrug and two swinging hips the ga theuy left, hopefully to get his breakfast and not in search of a more receptive farang.




    His coffee arrived a few minutes later. Not by the ga theuy, but rather by a young short stocky Thai girl.




    He figured the ga theuy had gone in search of greener pastures.




    A few minutes later while still waiting for his breakfast, he noticed Toi and the well-dressed farang turn to leave. For the first time he saw the man from the front.




    He could feel his blood pressure soar, as he stared at the fat man. His emotion went wild.




    His face flushed, as he saw Tim enter through the doorway, making an apparent gesture of recognition of Toi and the fat man.




    His feeling were no longer wild, he felt he was going crazy.




    He tried to rationalize what he had witnessed by telling himself; maybe he was just greeting Toi. But, his better senses weren’t buying it.




    Toi and fat man entered a late model Mercedes. The fat man got in the passenger seat, with Toi behind the steering wheel.




    As the car sped off, Tim entered the restaurant. Seeing his friend, he waved and crossed to the table. Noticing the crimson complexion on his friend’s face, Tim asked, “You feeling okay?”




    “Sit down Tim. I have to ask you a few questions. What in the hell is going on here?”




    Laughing, Tim answered, “Calm down. You’re in Thailand. Here you never allow your emotions to show. By the way have you ordered?”




    The pudgy waitress came to the table with the American breakfast and a local beer and coffee for Tim.




    The courier thought to himself, Tim must spend a lot of time in the coffee shop—automatic service. He wondered why Tim didn’t stay here. Then thinking of the nauseating odor, he smiled thinking the smell would be reason enough.




    Attempting to butter his toast, with the frozen butter, he continued questioning his friend.




    “As old friends Tim, drunk or sober, what the hell is going on here? I may have been born in Wyoming but it wasn’t yesterday. It doesn’t take a rocket scientist to figure this courier stuff is more than just a way to get in-expensive airline tickets. Come clean or friend or no friend – I’m out of here.”




    Pushing his coffee aside while taking a deep swallow of the local brew, Tim asked, “What do you want to know? Where should I begin?”




    Hesitating briefly while taking another drink of the beer, Tim took out a cigarette, lit it, and continued, “Before I say anything, let me say that within twenty four hours, you’ll have everything you need to know, explained in detail. But for now, where should I start?”




    Interrupting, Mike firmly stated, “I don’t want anything to do with anything which might land me in the jail. Been there — done that — and don’t want to do it again.




    Just what is the job, beyond traveling? What’s with the name change, the new passport, and who the hell was the girl you sent to my room last night?”




    Taking a bite of his toast he became irritated with Tim who sat across the table smiling. Before Tim was able to answer the questions, Mike fired at him saying, “And while we’re at it, what’s on the computer disk and if you know, who is the fat ass the girl left with and what’s your association with him. I couldn’t help but notice, your greetings to him a few minutes ago?”




    Lifting his hand in a saluting gesture, Tim said, “Slow down, slow down!”




    Annoyed with his own lack of control, Mike pushed his plate away saying, “They call this an American breakfast? It tastes like shit to me.”




    Taking another sip of the beer and attempting to ease the tension, laughing Tim said, “You know what shit tastes like?




    The two men laughed at the comment. The tension had been broken.




    The blush on Mike’s face had subsided, but the questions lingered on.




    Realizing his friend had not been satisfied with the information, Tim rose from the table, gave the waitress one hundred Baht and signaled his friend to follow.




    As Mike slipped his chair out from the table, Tim said, “Let’s get out of here. There’s an area in the lobby where we can have a little more privacy.”




    The waitress with her hands folded in the traditional “Wai” said, “Khup koon mak, khun Tim.”




    Returning the “Wai”, Tim replied, “Mai pen rai, krup.”




    Mike followed Tim into the lobby area.




    Looking around and finding an area to his liking, Tim indicated for Mike to join him.




    Like the view from the table in the restaurant, the area Tim selected had an eagle’s view of the front door and the restaurant area. The other advantage the lobby held was, the furniture was more comfortable.




    Tim turned to his friend, and said, “Sit down.”




    It was more of an order than a friendly gesture. There was no question as to who was in charge. Back in Hollywood, Mike was the boss but here—.




    Lighting another cigarette, from the one he was smoking, Tim leaned back in the tan leather couch and began.




    “First, let me say that ninety per cent of the courier work, is no more than people shipping things which they do not want tied up in customs for a couple of weeks. They pay for the ticket, and World Wide Courier Service makes arrangements by finding a courier who will take the customer’s shipment as part of their luggage. If there is added weight, the customer pays for the added charge.”




    The waitress from the restaurant came over with a beer and a coffee. Tim took the beer and pushed the coffee to his friend, smiled at the waitress and continued, “There are times, someone may want something shipped, which has no interest to customs, but the customers feels unsafe sending information by mail or the Internet. Usually it’s technological information for industrial corporations. You might be surprised how much industrial espionage goes on.”




    Mike interrupted. “You mean like the micro disk in the belt?”




    “Yea, but that’s small stuff. As I understand it, nothing more than software for some computer- program. By the way, how did you know what was in the belt?”




    “I insisted on knowing before I accepted it, in Los Angeles.”




    “Very smart of you. By the way, you can give it to me now.”




    Looking at Tim reluctantly he asked, “You?”




    “Yes me. We’ll be meeting some people tonight who will take it from me. But for now, I’ll take it and relieve you of the responsibility.”




    Looking around the lobby and seeing no one was paying any attention to them, Mike opened the brief case and handed Tim the rolled up belt in the plastic bag.




    Tim accepted it, removed it from the plastic bag, un-zipped the hidden compartment, inspected the mini disk, returned it to the bag and placed it in his pocket.




    Sarcastically, Mike said, “Don’t trust me?”




    Chuckling, Tim answered, “yea, I trust you but it always pays to double check.”




    The big titted ga theuy from the restaurant came over, smiled and said, “I like old farang.”




    Teasingly, Tim looked at his friend and asked, “You like, nom yai?”




    “What the hell is nom yai?”




    “Big tits. She wants to smoke you.” Tim replied, as he began laughing.




    “I’ve already told the queer, No!” Realizing he was the brunt of a joke, he asked his friend, “Maybe you like?”




    Tim first looked at his friend, and then at the ga theuy and jokingly said, “Not now Ann, maybe some other time.”




    A frown covered Mike’s face, as he thought, my god, isn’t there anyone here he doesn’t know.




    Rotating her groin in Tim’s face, the ga theuy winked at him and left singing some thing about, “I like to smoke old farang.”




    Taking a sip of his coffee, Mike leaned back in his chair and said, “Okay for the courier part of the question, at least for now. Now how about some answers about the passport and name change. Glancing around the room, Tim leaned forward and quietly said, “For right now, I can tell you the passport and name change will be predicated upon your accepting the job and its terms. And of course, upon World Wide, wanting you to continue working as a courier.”




    Bewildered by the statement, Mike asked, “What does that mean. Did I do something wrong?”




    Tim smiled, as he leaned back in his chair and replied, “It’s impossible to do anything wrong. You can always get a cheap ticket just doing the regular courier stuff. But if you want to move up to the next level, doing things like you did on this trip, where you might even make some money, the management of World Wide wants to take a look at you and how you handle yourself.”




    Curiously, Mike said, “I’m not sure of what you’re saying.”




    Enjoying the puzzlement on his friend’s face he baited him.




    “Oh you have been observed, since you left L.A. and questioned the contents of the belt.”




    Mike snapped at his friend. “I don’t know if I like all this James Bond shit.”




    The truth was, he did enjoy it. A certain feeling of mystery and importance had always been attractive to him.




    Lifting his coffee cup he continued his questions. “Now let’s get back to this passport stuff. Plus I want to know who has been watching me?”




    “You’ll meet your observer tonight in Patpong. Believe me when I say it’s no big fucking deal.”




    “Patpong, where’s that?”




    A broad smile covered Tim’s face, as he said, “Not far from here, actually it’s more what it is, rather than where it is. It’s often referred to as the Sodom and Gomorrah of the East.




    You can either accept or reject the new passport. If you choose to accept it, you will find it will be a diplomatic passport. You will find, having this type of passport, you will have more latitude in your travels and more prestige if you’re ever asked for it. The only difference in the name is your last name will be dropped and you will become known as Mr. Mikeal James.”




    Grinding out his cigarette in the ashtray, he added, “Quite common in the East, not to use ones family name. Also, it will be easier for you to continue using the name of Mike. And while we’re on the subject, you’re not talking to Tim Tallacey. Here I’m Tim Robert.”




    Beginning to feel a cyclone had swept him along with Dorothy, sending them both down the “YELLOW BRICK ROAD” Mike interrupted. “Slow down! Slow down! This is all too much and too damn fast.”




    With a smirk, Tim said, “Really, not too much to it. Think it over. You’ll have until seven o’clock tonight to make a decision.”




    Adrenalin rushed through Mike’s body, as he excitedly asked, “Seven o’clock?”




    “Yea, that’s when we go to Patpong.”




    Anxiously Mike asked, “Why not now?”




    “Patpong is an area or street, depending on what time of the day or night you go there. Actually, it doesn’t come alive until after seven. The people we will be meeting won’t be there until after the night life begins.”




    Rising from his chair, Tim said, “Now I’m going to have to leave, but I’ll meet you back here at six thirty.”




    Feeling ill at ease, at the thought of being left alone, Mike nervously asked his friend, “You leaving me alone, in this fuck’n ghetto? What the hell, am I suppose to do with myself and where the hell are you going?”




    “I’m going back to my room and get some sleep. I’d suggest you keep your room here for one more day or until you decide what you’re going to do. Also, I’d suggest you get some sleep.”




    With a knowing look, he added, “Doesn’t look like you got a lot of sleep last night—Busy doing other things, huh?”




    Tim began laughing openly at his own remark.




    As the laughter subsided to a chuckle, Mike, somewhat embarrassed, asked, “Yea. By the way, what the hell was that all about. Who is she? How old is she? Where does she come from? And why is she running around with that old fat slob?”




    Smiling, Tim answered, “Did you like it?”




    “Yea, it was great—best I’ve had in a long time. Is she a whore?”




    Tim was enjoying his role as a teacher; the one in charge as he explained, “A whore is a western expression. Here it’s just a job. The only thing that matters is whether you liked it or not. For now, that’s all you need to know. By the way, how much you did you give her?




    “1,000 Baht.”




    Tim exploded with laughter, as he shouted, “Holy shit! Are you trying to ruin the economy? Forget about who she is or what she is. As far as you’re concerned, 500 Baht is more than enough and for short time, 300 Baht.”




    Tim looked toward the counter where the “Attitude” had come on duty and added. “And as for the ass hole behind the desk, never more then 10 Baht, unless he has done something really special.




    Mike cut Tim short, saying; “Now you tell me.”




    Beginning to leave, Tim raised his hand, saying, “Enough already. Later I’ll tell you more. I’m leaving now, and I’d suggest you do the same. Get your bag and check into another room and I’ll see you around six thirty.




    As Tim began to leave, Mike raised, calling out, “Who’s the fat ass? Who’s that fat piece of shit she left with?”




    Tim stopped, turned abruptly and with a smile said, “Oh, that’s Phil, Toi’s uncle.”




    And with that information for his friend to sleep on, Tim left the hotel.




    A combination of confusion, anger and fear clutched at his heart. For a moment he felt hyperventilation approaching as his temperature soared and he broke out in a cold sweat. Reaching for the arm of the chair he had been sitting in, he steadied himself. He felt as though he had been caught standing naked in front of one hundred strangers. He felt as he had been hit with 20,000 Volts. He felt like SHIT!




    Actually, he had no idea how he felt, nor how long he stood in the trance before the young girl from the restaurant approached him with a glass of water.




    Sliding a chair towards him, the girl asked, “farang, okay? Sit down please. I take care. I can do”




    His legs felt like toothpicks as he took the water, sat down and said, “Thank you.”




    The waitress placed her hand on his fore head and asked, Mai sa bai krup — you sick farang?”




    Waving her away, Mike muttered, “I’m okay, I’m okay. Just leave me alone.”




    As he sat there in the old leather chair, with his head spinning, blood pressure soaring, with sweaty hands and trembling knees, he sipped at the water. His first thought had been of anger. It had now grown to out and out RAGE!




    Realizing he had allowed himself the luxury of loosing control, he began realistically looking at the situation.




    Were his feeling brought on by suspicions of deceit, betrayal, jealousy?




    He knew damn well what it was, it was a lack of control. Back in Hollywood he had been the boss. He was the one who did the controlling, but here, in this strange land, and even stranger people, he knew he wasn’t in control. He could not understand any of them including his friend Tim. In many ways, he was at their mercy.




    This he accepted. The thing he could not accept was, loosing control of himself. He was beginning to act like a child. He had become obsessed with the girl named Toi.




    Fingers of fear, anger and loneliness griped at him like a giant vice.




    Although his hunger had not been satisfied, the thought of food nauseated him. Sleep was his major concern.




    His head screamed at him. LIAR, LIAR, LIAR. The truth was, his main thoughts were of Toi.




    He knew if he allowed his head to travel into the land of “What if”, he would never get the rest and sleep his mind and body craved.




    A couple of slogans popped into his head: one day at a time easy does it, stay in the now




    He knew the solution – DON’T THINK SO DAMN MUCH!!!




    Inhaling and exhaling, he took three deep breathers, then rose and crossed to the lobby desk.




    It was near noon and the “Attitude” had come on duty.




    The circumstances and people were the same, but his spirits had begun to rise. Definitely, his attitude was changing.




    He thought to himself, at least I’m going to take charge of my own life, whether I’m in Asia or Europe, I’m not going to be a doormat for anyone.




    With a positive attitude and a sharp tongue, he spoke to the clerk behind the desk. “I want another room for the night and not one that smells like a cesspool. I’ll take my luggage from behind the desk and I don’t want to be disturbed until five o’clock, at which time I want a wake up call.




    Having taken a positive stand and noticing the expression on the “Attitudes” face, he added “Kao Chai?”




    He felt proud of himself, using a Thai term and elated at seeing the startled expression on the self righteous, pompous, bastard’s face.




    Handing the key and the suitcase to the bellboy, the “Attitude” clasped his hands together saying, “Yes sir and thank you.”




    This time there wasn’t 50 Baht; there wasn’t even Tim’s suggestion of 10 Baht, all the “Attitude” got was a smile.




    The first elevator was out of order. The second one was on the tenth floor. His new room was on the third. The bellboy suggested they walk. With his new attitude, he answered the bellboy. “Fuck it, we wait for elevator. I pay – I want.”




    While waiting for the ageless elevator, the bellhop was saying something about young girls, young boys and an endless line of chatter in Thai.




    He had little interest in this chatter. His interest was drawn to the Aussie; he had spoken to the night before. The Aussie was with the ga theuy, Tim had called, Ann.




    As the volume of their voices increased, their apparent anger grew. He watched in amazement, at what appeared to be a “Lovers Quarrel”.




    The second elevator arrived. He and the bellhop entered followed by the “Aussie” and the ga theuy.




    The elevator stopped on the third floor. Mike and the bellhop exited the ancient lift.




    As the door closed, on the elevator, the sounds of, “Fuck you, go to hell, farang no good, ga theuy is no good”, and other words of endearment grew fainter, as the elevator and the lovers rose to greater heights.
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