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    Author’s Note




    All the stories in this book are either factual or based on true events unless otherwise stated, although I have found it necessary to change the names of people and locations at times.




    I have also altered certain dates and sequences of events in order to provide a smoother read.




    Peter Jaggs, Pattaya, 2012


  




  

    Glossary




    Bah thong koh……..Thai breakfast fritters




    Bar-fine……………Money paid to bar to take girl out




    Chai rorn…………..Hot tempered




    Faen……………….Boy/girlfriend




    Farang……………. Western visitor to Thailand




    Isaan……………….North East Thailand




    Jep……………….....Hurt, Pain




    Katoey…………….Lady-boy, transvestite




    Keeniaw……………Mean, tight fisted




    Khao Niaw…………Sticky rice




    Kickapom…………Edible lizard (Isaan)




    Lakorn…………….Thai soap opera




    Lao khao…………Strong Thai whisky




    Mai dai……………Cannot, no




    Mia noy……………Minor wife




    Mamasan…………..Woman in charge of bar-girls




    Phatung……………Silk wraparound garment




    Rai………………….Thai unit of land




    Sawang Boriboon….Thai emergency service




    Short-time…………Quick sex session




    Soi………………….Road, street




    Somtam……………Pounded Thai papaya salad




    Songthaew……….....Pick-up truck taxi




    Sia…………………Minor wife’s boyfriend




    Teelac……………....Sweetheart, darling




    Tukeh………………Large species of lizard




    Yodsak (soi)………..Another name for Soi Six in Pattaya


  




  

    1. ANGEL




    
Herman and Tip; Tuna Fish and Mekong Whisky




    Personally, I always thought that Herman was one of the most obnoxious, pompous and self important prats I have ever had the misfortune to meet. However, as almost everybody else seemed to like him, looking back, I guess it was just me. Nobody could have denied that Norman was certainly a character. He was a big man, with the build of an ex-heavyweight boxer gone to fat. He wore a pair of thick spectacles over his fierce, bushy eyebrows and bulging red-veined eyes with black frames that were as large, thick and black as Victorian ebony picture frames. Most of Herman’s hair had fallen out long ago and the top of heat once must have been a massive, leonine head was constantly sunburned and peeling. His purple jowls hung from his cheeks like those of the brown cattle that graze along the grassy verges of the Isaan countryside and they wobbled like jelly when he shouted to make a point, which was often. Herman’s big, red-veined face was a shade in color somewhere between a beetroot and an overripe tomato and when he spoke ~ which was also frequently ~ his voice carried the length of Soi 10 and sounded like a comedic parody of an English upper class twit.




    Despite his overbearingly bombastic manner and his unprepossessing appearance, the hulking septuagenarian certainly seemed to have achieved something that many men who come to Thailand spend a lifetime struggling to attain and often never do. For although he had an appearance and demeanor that floated somewhere between a pompous headmaster of a public school and a retired colonel of a battalion in some long forgotten colonial war, Herman had found himself a Thai wife who genuinely loved him and worshipped the very ground he strode so arrogantly upon.




    Tip had once been a pleasantly affable, teddy bear-plump waitress from the outskirts of Bangkok, but a decade of living with Herman had inevitably rubbed off on her and she was now little more than another part of her bellicose husband. People say that married couples eventually grow to resemble each other throughout the passing of the years and in the case of Herman and Tip, this was certainly true. As well as developing her spouse’s sometimes unpleasant snobbery, Tip even began to physically resemble her spouse and Herman even bought his wife a pair of thick black glasses just like the ones that he wore.




    Since I had first met the couple almost a decade previously, Tip had progressed from being comfortably cuddly to the state to where like Herman she now really required a ‘Wide Load’ warning across her fat arse. Unfortunately, many of her husband’s less endearing mannerisms had also rubbed off on her too. For example, I once heard her refer to an affable young plasterer on holiday from his hard graft around the building sites of Essex as ‘a working class plebian.’ I felt that coming from a girl whose parents used to work in the rice fields around Samut Sakorn for twelve hours a day this unprovoked verbal attack was little short of treachery and although I was sure that in reality the words were Herman’s and not Tip’s, I never felt quite the same about her after overhearing that precocious, throw-away comment.




    Herman and Tip may have seen themselves as a cut above the rest of the riff-raff who used to stay in the Honey House ~ which was the cheapest guest house in Pattaya with the use of a swimming pool way back in the days this story is set ~ but in reality, apart from Herman’s upper crust voice (which may very well have been contrived anyway) there was very little to back up their claim to such lordly respectability. For a start, Herman and Tip were certainly the most frugal (some might have said miserly) couple resident in Soi 10 and possibly even Pattaya at the time. For six incredibly minging months, they lived on a diet of nothing but canned Tuna fish, which they mixed with servings of steamed rice bought for five baht from a nearby street stall. It seemed that on their last trip to the UK Herman had somehow managed to buy a job lot which consisted of 200 cans of the stuff for next to nothing, which the couple packed into their suitcases to the exclusion of everything else, with the intention of surviving on it for the next couple of hundred days. This is exactly what they did. During the following half year, it has to be said that Herman and Tip became doubly unbearable, as besides the high-handed, superior manner they had adopted, they also smelt extremely strongly of deep sea fishes.




    Tip was a very fine swimmer and she used to spend an hour or so a day swimming endless lengths in the cloudy pool belonging to the Honey Hotel, which was the sister hotel to the Honey House, which the tenants of the less salubrious guest house also had access to. Mickey Dylan rather unkindly remarked that perhaps Tip’s skill in the water was due to all the tuna she consumed. Whatever the reason, Tip could certainly swim like a penguin; a bird which she was fast beginning to physically resemble. Unfortunately for the couple, shortly after Mickey had made this comment, the residents of the Honey House were banned from using the pool anymore as Mickey used to take his late night pick-ups there for shagging sessions during the early hours of the morning. The long-suffering manager of both establishments said it was not so much the fun and games Mickey and his girls got up to that incensed the more affluent patrons of the Honey Hotel that led to this disqualification but the thought of the residue they imagined could be left behind in the water that might possibly be swallowed during their pre-breakfast swims.




    Every night Herman would sit with Tip at his regular table outside the Honey House and partake of seven shots of Mekong whiskey (now unfortunately discontinued) mixed with coke and ice. In between tipples, he used to keep his bottle carefully hidden out of sight under his chair. In a country where sharing is the accepted culture and anything else is seen as greed or rudeness, the Thai people working in and around the little guest house soon noticed this and Herman quickly gained the not altogether the not undeserved reputation of being the most keeniaw farang in residence. He must have had something though, for God knows that Tip must have loved him dearly to live on a diet of nothing but canned tuna and ignore the many comments that were whispered about her husband’s stinginess behind their backs. Who knows the secrets of a woman’s mind? Perhaps Tip simply had a predilection for cheap fish.




    Herman and Tip spent six months of every year in the United Kingdom and their lives amongst England’s greenest hills was perhaps even more off-beat and astonishing than the rest of the time that they spent in Thailand. For many years they did not sleep in a bed in a house at all, but traveled from city to city on night buses, spending the days seeing the sights of England, and the dark hours snoring away on a couple of a couple of National Express reclining seats. They never felt the need to waste money checking into a hotel or a bed and breakfast establishment; washing and relieving themselves in public washrooms and toilets or the showers of swimming pools around the country. They ate food from the past-the-sell-by sections of supermarkets and occasionally splashed out on a transport café if it was cheap enough. What they did for sex during these periods of their lives remains a mystery to this day and probably always will.




    Perhaps with the difficulty of engaging in conjugal activities in mind, after many years of sleeping half the nights of the year away in speeding coaches Herman finally decided to invest in a rusty old van which he fitted out with a mattress. He bought a little camping gas cooker and until they until he grew too decrepit to drive anymore the couple lived in relative ~ if gypsy-like ~ comfort. However, Herman was getting old now and the dangerous motorways of England eventually became too much for him and they eventually scrapped at a breakers yard and returned to live in Thailand full-time.




    The couple had several more happy years together in the Land of Smiles. Then one day, when Herman was sitting in his usual spot outside the Honey House, his bottle of whiskey carefully concealed out of sight beneath his chair, a friend sitting nearby laughed uproariously at the slack-jawed old man, who had succumbed to tiredness. Herman’s big head was thrown back, his eyes were bulging more than was usual and his mouth was hanging wide open.




    “Look at Herman!’ Yelled Ricky Jones in amusement, pointing at the motionless, hulking figure sprawled in his chair. “He looks like he has kicked the bucket!”




    Unfortunately, never a truer word had been spoken outside the Honey House and upon closer inspection it appeared that Herman really was dead.




    Despite Herman’s rather undignified departure from this world and however much I disliked the awkward old geezer, his story undeniably remains a heartwarming success. For Tip must have either been completely crazy or madly in love with her grizzled old husband to have put with the eccentric and sometimes uncomfortable way of life he led her upon; in fact, she actually seemed to relish it. Despite the undeniable strangeness of the couple, I feel that this unlikely pair of lovers should take their rightful place in Pattaya folklore and history as an unqualified success. Never mind Richard Burton and Elizabeth Taylor, forget Lancelot and Guinevere or even Romeo and Juliet; I give you Herman and Tip.


  




  

    2. DEVIL




    
Donald and Porn; Snap Unhappy




    Despite what many people might have said about him, Deviant Donald was not a bad sort of bloke at all. He was simply an incorrigible ~although harmless ~ pervert. In Pattaya, a city where due to its very essence weirdoes are undeniably legion, there is no question that Deviant Donald stood out from the crowd. Nobody ever really knew if Donald had been born this way or whether his perviness had been brought on by the embittering catalyst of an extremely messy divorce from his Scottish wife (which had been no fault of his own, but had been due to his spouse being unable to resist the amorous advances of a handsome young Gallic baker’s delivery man who treated her to a hot French stick and a delicious roll every morning after the unknowing her husband had left for work), but the fact remained Donald stood head and shoulders above the rest of the kinky bastards who were as common on the streets of Sin City as pricks on a porcupine.




    The general consensus of opinion amongst his pals (and he had many) was that although in no way dangerous or sadistic, there was no doubt that Deviant Donald now saw every woman on the face of the Earth as a target on which to exact his revenge on the members of the female sex; who, no doubt embodied the errant Jock wife who had warped his mind beyond repair. Whatever the reason for their friend’s strange behavior, few would deny that Deviant Donald had reached the very pinnacle of perversion and there was no doubt that he took a perverse pride in being the uncrowned king of depravity.




    Deviant Donald was a well-built, affable and not unpleasant looking man in his late forties who possessed the rugged features and lantern jaw of that famous comic book character, Desperate Dan. He like to laugh, he liked to drink beer with his buddies, and since coming to live in Pattaya several years ago, he liked to do what many regarded as rather strange things to the city’s bar-girls. After finding his feet in Fun City, he also liked to combine these two past-times and took great pleasure in telling his pals all about about his dodgy exploits over a few dozen Chang beers. At first the twisted tales amused his friends, but after a short while they became somewhat tedious and began to bore his buddies rather than shock or amuse them. Deviant Donald didn’t care though. He was riding high on his fame as the Eastern Seaboard’s number one fanny fiddler and he continued to regale his cronies with multitudinous stories of his off-beat sexual adventures whether they wanted to hear about them or not.




    Donald had developed the habit of what he considered the art of shaving the pubic hair of every Thai bar-girl he took back to his room in Soi Buakhoa and it was not very long before he possessed perhaps the finest collection of pubic scalps in the world, each carefully stored in a plastic zip-lock bag and neatly labeled with the name, date, age and location of his now smoothly shaven, paid-for conquest. The customs officials at Heathrow airport once had the misfortune to search Donald’s luggage and they found this collection in a side compartment of his suitcase. Of course, the bagged-up remnants of the scores of Pattaya pussies were in no way actually illegal, but not surprisingly, Donald did say that they raised a few eyebrows amongst the smartly-dressed, black-capped officials. Deviant Donald told us how he displayed his prized collection of pubes in a glass case back in the living room of his Kent home in England, together with the hundreds of pairs of panties that he had begged, borrowed and stolen from the demimondaines of Pattaya during the course of his visits to Thailand (all unwashed, of course).




    One night at the seedy little hotel room where stayed, Deviant Donald had been performing the (for him) rather mundane act of oral sex on a girl he had brought back from where she discreetly plied her trade along the Beach Road (now known as the Coconut bar for some unfathomable reason). After half an hour of such play Donald became thirsty and needed a drink of water to freshen up his mouth. Back then there were no refrigerators in the rooms, so after wrapping a towel around his stocky physique, Donald made his way down the winding staircase to the reception area where he could buy a bottle of cold H2O. When he got downstairs Donald could not understand the look of horror that appeared on the pretty young counter girl’s face as he paid for his plastic bottle of drink and he climbed wearily back up the stairs, baffled. That was until he snapped on the light switch and looked in the mirror, to find that the girl he had picked up had conveniently omitted to mention it was the wrong time of the month and she had the painters in. Donald’s face and chin were covered in as much blood as if he had received a right hander from Mike Tyson; in fact it looked as though he might have fallen out with an axe murderer. Not to mention the dozens of red, sticky handprints that now decorated the walls of his room and all along the dark landings where he had steadied his beer-laden body on the way downstairs for his refreshment. Perhaps not surprisingly, Deviant Donald was not the most popular of the guests amongst the staff of the little dingy guesthouse after this incident. Anyone else might have been embarrassed by what had happened, but Donald thrived on it and spent many a happy hour telling all his long suffering friends all about it at the beer bars around town.




    Deviant Donald liked to take photographs of the girls he brought back to his room too. And as the reader may have guessed by now, they were no means your regular type of vacation snaps, either. Various vibrators, different dildos and assorted sex toys featured largely in Donald’s holiday photograph collection, as did many young women whose poses bordered on the gymnastically fantastic. Just recently, Donald had found himself a particular favorite amongst the girls of the Beach Road; a girl rather named aptly called Porn (a common name amongst Thai girls) who true to her moniker, seemed delighted to pose in any position possible, doing weird and wonderful things with any number of an assorted variety of unlikely props that Donald directed her to.




    One memorable afternoon Deviant Donald turned up at the Gobble and Go short-time bar (which even in a city as risqué as Pattaya was eventually forced to change its name) for happy hour, ranting and raving at his friends that Porn had disappeared with the latest additions to his collection of pornographic photographs, all of which featured herself, that he had just had developed at a little photography store off the Second Road that would process any film he gave them into pictures, however dodgy its content. Donald was furious, because he assured his pals that there had been some real ‘gems’ in the selection of snaps, many of them featuring Porn doing unmentionable things with an extremely large marrow-like vegetable that he had purchased from and old vendor with betel-nut stained teeth in the market opposite Wat Chaimongkoon on the Central Road that morning. Donald had scoured the Beach Road looking for Porn but to no avail; which was not surprising, really, as she was waiting back in the reception area of his guest house for her, in the company of two boys in brown. Unfortunately, Porn (anyone else for that matter), had neglected to tell Donald that the taking and possession of such photographs is illegal in Thailand, and it now appeared that with the help of two of Pattaya’s finest, she was going to stitch him up.




    The cops took Donald back to the local police station near Soi Seven where they locked him up in a cramped little cell with a loony from Liverpool who had been nicked on a minor drugs bust. Donald had always been a law-abiding kind of person and he was very scared and confused to find himself in such a predicament. After letting him stew for a couple of hours the police interviewed him in the presence of Porn. The long and short of it was that if Deviant Donald was prepared to fork over a substantial amount of money in compensation, in view of his ignorance in such matters, the cops were kindly prepared to let him go free with no charges being made against him, which would almost certainly have resulted in jail-time.




    Not surprisingly Donald agreed to the deal at once and the police magnanimously took him down to his bank where he drew out the requisite readies, which he handed over to the cop in charge, who no doubt would give it to the offended bar-girl in question to comfort her in her distress. Strangely, the cops suddenly became polite and almost friendly to Donald after he was free to go (presumably because he was now no longer a criminal), but not before the final act of this scenario took place that puts the final twist into this tale and made it such a memorable one to all the many people that Donald relayed it to subsequently. Before the law sent a very relieved Deviant Donald on his way, one of the cops gave him a friendly smile to show there were no hard feelings, clapped him hard on the shoulder and handed him back the stack of illegal smudges that had dropped him into such deep shit in the first place.




    Author’s Note: When Donald bumped into Porn along the Beach Road again a few days later, with the typically selective memory that all Thai bar-girls seem to possess, she seemed to have completely forgotten about the unpleasant incident with the photographs and she asked Donald if he was up for an afternoon session of fun as had been usual over the past few weeks. Deviant Donald declined her kind offer and found himself a new girl.


  




  

    3. ANGEL




    
Dale and Or; Little House by a Rice Field
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