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    Peter Jaggs was born in Essex in England and has spent the best part of the last thirty years in Thailand since he was in his early twenties and has visited almost every province in the country. In the past, Peter has written many articles and short stories for various newspapers and magazines including the very popular “Tangled Lines’ series of fishing columns which ran for seven months in the ‘Pattaya People Weekly’ newspaper.




    Peter has written ten books to date; his first book, ‘From Beggar to Butterfly’ is a collection of short stories about Pattaya that was described by the legendary Bernard Trink in a Bangkok Post review as ‘one of the best books on Pattaya written’ and Richard Ravensdale of the Pattaya Trader Magazine described Peter’s works ‘From Beggar to Butterfly’ and ‘Monkey Business in Thailand’ as ‘remarkable’ and ‘modern classics of Pattaya’. All of Peter’s books have reached best selling status in their respective categories on Amazon’s kindle website.




    Peter Jaggs also wrote the first ever technical guides in the English language ever published on freshwater fishing and metal detecting in Thailand (“A Freshwater Fisherman in Thailand’ and ‘Discovering Metal Detecting on a Thailand Beach’).




    Peter is currently based between Devon, England and Cha-am in Thailand and spends an equal amount of time in both of his homes, with frequent excursions to other favorite venues in Thailand and around Asia.


  




  

    AUTHOR’S NOTE




    All the stories in this book are based on true events that actually took place and although I have found it necessary to change the names of some people and places at times, anyone who knows Thailand well will be able to recognize the main players and the locations depicted. Now and again I have also found it necessary to tamper with the dates and the order in which some of the incidents transpired in order to provide a smoother read. I am not a great lover of fictional tales, so consequently, all the books I have ever written (including this one) have been based on fact and therefore, any similarity to characters and establishments either living, dead, currently open for business or closed is entirely intentional.
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    Welcome to the Hotel California
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    Bangkok, Thailand, 1983




    I suppose it was typical of the irresponsible young man that I was back in my early twenties that the most important and defining decision of my life was made by simply closing my eyes and sticking a pin in the page of a book. And now, almost thirty years later and probably little less capricious at more than fifty years of age, I am pleased to be able to say that I do not regret following the path that chance led me to in my cousin’s garden that long-gone, hot summer’s day, one little bit. The truth is, if I could do everything all over again with the knowledge of hindsight, I am pleased to say I would change the way I did things very little; indeed if it were possible for a time-travel machine to take me back to those early Bangkok days that although are now nothing but distant memories they are the very best of my reminiscences, I would certainly give everything I have and everything I will ever own to do so.




    It was late June at the time and the Essex countryside was as its best. The hot, oily smell from the almost dazzlingly yellow rape fields that surrounded the small village where Chris lived blew across on the hot breeze and caught in the back of your throat like the aftertaste of a hot curry. The heavy scent given off by the hundreds of acres of gilded crop was so pungently, pleasantly strong you could almost have bottled it. White and yellow butterflies flitted around the garden pond like pieces of scrap paper blown in the wind and under the big green lily pads my uncle had planted, red, white and gold koi carp took refuge from the heat in the shade, with feathery fins slowly waving. High in the air above us a skylark spiraled upwards until it was nothing but a black speck in the cerulean sky, although the bird’s trilling, summer song was still perfectly audible from where we sat on the warm, sweet-smelling grass a hundred feet below. A formation of herring gulls screamed at each other as they flew over our heads on their way to forage in the land-fill site over at the nearby gravel pits and collared doves lovingly cooed softly at their mates on their flimsily-built, stick nests in the tops of the fir trees at the back of the garden. Although at the time it seemed quite possible that the idyllic summer might never end, as a postman who had spent the previous winter with his boots full of slush and up to his bollocks in cold snow whilst delivering letters to householders on an extremely rural round in nearby Galleywood, I knew only too well that it would.




    As I remember it, it was whilst I was laying on my back gazing up at the cloudless, song-thrush egg blue sky above me and wondering what wanker had invented cold weather that I first had the brainwave of escaping to warmer climes that winter. After all; I was young, free and single, I had money in the bank and although it was not perhaps the most commendable of attitudes; the frank truth was that I did not give a monkey’s shit whether I kept my job at the post office or not. The magnificent summer day had filled me with such a sense of well-being and the rays of the hot sun felt so good on my bare upper body and legs that I wanted more and I began to wonder why it should not be like this all the time. After all, as far as I was aware, there was no law against jacking in a good job and buggering off somewhere hot and pleasant and even if there had been I doubt it would have stopped me at the time. To put it mildly, I was no great pillar of society in those days and I don’t suppose that the years have changed me all that much.




    A rather surprised Chris was rudely disturbed from the half-sleep he had fallen into while he had been working on the tan on his back and asked if he had such items in his house as a pin and an atlas. After twenty-two years he was used to the sometimes eccentric ways of his cousin and he dutifully complied without question. It was not long before I had the large volume he had given me open on the grass at a series of tiny maps depicting the hottest countries in the world. Having achieved the admirable grade of unclassified in my Geography O level exam, I was a complete dunce at the subject (mainly because if I was not off playing truant and fishing, I was far too busy touching Wanda Banks up under the table during the lesson to take any interest in learning anything about the capital cities of the world) so consequently, the exotic names on the two open pages of the book meant very little to me at all. Not to worry. Judging by the little graphs by the side of the maps all of the countries looked suitably hot, so I closed my eyes, twirled the pin in the air a few times and jabbed it randomly into the atlas. When I opened my eyes again the pin was sticking firmly out of the little map of Bangkok. I am embarrassed to admit that I did not even now what country the city was in at the time, but the name sounded marvelously foreign and I reckoned an average winter temperature of thirty-two degrees Celsius with almost no rainfall was going to be hot enough for anyone. Looking back, I firmly believe that fate took a hand in where I stuck that pin that day. Being the type of bloke I was back then, there was no way I was going to bottle out once I had opened my famously big mouth, either. That was that, then. It was decided. Come the winter, I was off to Thailand, wherever the hell that might be.




    To the modern generation of travelers who have been brought up with the advantages of the internet and all that goes with it, it must seem rather strange to think that it was not so many years ago that there was very little information about for guys like me who were going to piss off abroad to an unknown country for the duration of the winter. Incredibly, just about the only really practical reading material that there was available at that time seemed to be the ‘Shoestring Guide to Asia’ or back issues of National Geographic magazines. I really had no idea at all of what I was going to see or do in Thailand and I have always felt fortunate it was that way, because it made the anticipation as well as the trip so much more of a delicious adventure than it could possibly be today. These days, with a few taps on a keyboard and a couple of clicks on a mouse, it is possible for anybody to view video footage, photographs and minutely detailed information on any far-flung destination anywhere the world before they visit; which to my mind, can’t help but take some of the excitement and wonder out of travelling. Today, it is quite possible for a first-time visitor to Thailand to have book up his hotel room, order the evening meal of his choice and even choose the bar-girl he is going to shag on his first night, before he has even purchased a ticket to Bangkok or Pattaya. Although this wealth of pre-trip knowledge is undeniably convenient, I cannot help thinking it is hardly the material of stumbling into the unknown and blundering into strange and exotic experiences, which I have always felt is an essential part of travelling to foreign shores. When I left Heathrow airport for Bangkok in 1983 all I had to help me on my way was the old ‘Yellow Bible’ and a mind full of doubts, possibilities and hopes. I knew nothing whatsoever about Asia and there was no world wide web to surf in order for me to find out about the continent. Looking back, I would not have had it any other way.




    ********************




    In the early eighties, all international flights to Bangkok landed at Don Muang airport. The new airport, Suvanabhumi, or ‘Swampy’ as some people insist on calling it, was still just a glimmer of an idea in the back of a very young and not-so-awesomely-rich as he is now Mr.Taksin Shinowatra’s brilliant mind. The scenery on the outskirts of Bangkok consisted mainly of wooden shanties and rice-fields in those days and it was only on the run into town that I began to realize just what I might have let myself in for. For no matter how clever I thought I might been back then (and I did), the truth was that I was a naïve and very impressionable twenty-two year old knob head with big ideas about himself, who had never been any further from his Essex roots than a day trip to Amsterdam. Even something as simple as the sight of a coconut palm was something astonishing to me and there were hundreds of them raising their feathery crowns into the dazzling blue sky in the fields on either side of the road that the rattling, green and yellow taxi sped along.




    I saw women with tresses of blue-black hair squatting in the dust and washing bundles of clothes with water taken laboriously from nearby muddy rivers and hand pumps, their strong, silky thighs showing beneath the bunched-up, brightly colored wraparounds they wore around their slim waists. Groups of crop-haired, tough looking kids kicked wicker balls to each other over makeshift nets of string tied between exotic, spiky trees, and shaven-headed, saffron robed monks walked along the dusty roadside together in pairs, deep in conversation. We drove by groups of astonishingly pretty schoolgirls in threadbare white and blue uniforms who pedaled home from school on their rusty bicycles, and we overtook men on motorcycles heaped with dangerous loads of wood and pigs and chickens in bamboo cages. Here and there a smoking, roadside stall knocked up out of pieces of wood and thatched with nipa sold what looked like almost inedible, burnt pieces of meat and small dead animals to their slim brown customers; who although were perfectly normal Thai citizens, looked as strange and outlandish as a spaceship full of extra-terrestrials might have done to a young lad in his first hour in Thailand. Nothing (apart from the internet, maybe) could possibly have prepared me for the sheer differences in culture I was experiencing. Everything was so alien I could have landed in another world. Perhaps not surprisingly, for a young man whose idea of excitement and adventure had up until now been a quick shag in the back seat of his Ford Anglia or a Saturday afternoon spent watching West Ham United lose again at Upton Park, I drank deeply and greedily of each new sight and sensation and found I was loving every second. I had never felt more alive.




    I had chosen the Crown Hotel in Soi 29 off the Sukhumvit Road simply because as well as having gained a reasonable recommendation from the Yellow Bible, I had also read the little hotel has a small swimming pool. For five quid a day this seemed like good deal. I was slightly put out by the appearance of the hotel at first; it was undeniably grubby and the rooms had that strange, unmistakable musty odor that I soon came to recognize as the smell of cheap budget accommodation in Thailand. Thirty years later this smell is so evocative of my first days in the country that sometimes, if I find myself in a particularly malodorous flop-house, I find myself closing my eyes in rapture and breathing in as deeply as if I am sniffing a bunch of freshly picked roses. This is not because I find the bouquet of inexpensive hotel rooms pleasant, but because the fusty aroma of such places causes my early memories of Bangkok to come flooding back into my mind as if I am watching an old video film of them.




    The Crown Hotel was a throwback from the Vietnam War, which had only been over for six years when I first arrived in Thailand. The building was an old short-time hotel, which still had a wire mesh grill across some of the balconies to stop pissed-up G.I’s attempting to jump into the pool from the walkway outside their rooms. There were large, foxed and chipped mirrors on the ceilings and all around the walls of the rooms; all of which had scarred, polished floorboards, woven bamboo furniture and carved headboards over the bed. Big red letters stenciled on the inside of the paneled doors ominously warned you not to bring drugs to your room ‘because the cops know best’. There was a little coffee shop downstairs that had not changed since the fall of Saigon, where you could get an American breakfast or a burger. The leather seats in the little eatery were split and sagging and there was a real vintage juke box in one corner of the room that had some great old sixties and seventies tunes on the faded cards but sadly, it never did work.




    Cars and taxis could drive shy customers and their bar-girls almost right into the short-time rooms on the ground floor, whence the small grinning man on the desk (who I later came to know and love as Mr. Dan) would run up and close the heavy curtains quickly so nobody could see who got out. The water heaters did not work in some of the rooms and the light bulbs were blown in many others. The towels the hotel provided had worn so thin they barely soaked up any water at all and the scarred sheets were patched and sewn together like the sutured skin of victims of a grenade attack. The paint on what must once have been a beautifully worked iron staircase that led down to the cloudy pool was peeling and cracked and the mangos in the solitary tree in the yard were so poisoned by the pollution of the passing Bangkok traffic that Mr. Dan told me never to attempt to eat one. The whole place smelt of mildew, exhaust fumes and sex and I loved it. During the course of the past three decades I have stayed in some of the classiest, most expensive hotels in Thailand and eaten at some of the best restaurants in Asia. I have visited magnificent golden beaches and towering majestic mountains and camped in the idyllic grounds of the country’s National Parks of Khao Sam Roi Yot and Khao Chamao. How very, very strange that what are undoubtedly the most treasured of all my memories are all centered round an out-of-date, moldering, cheap flop-house in a pot-holed, darkened side street in the filthy capital city of Bangkok.




    By the time I had checked in and had a tepid shower (which after a thirty six hour Aeroflot cheapie was extremely welcome) and pulled on a shirt and a pair of jeans, darkness had fallen with the peculiar rapidly of the tropics. Feeling a delicious knot of tension and excitement in the pit of stomach I decided to throw caution to the wind and venture out to see if I could find a few cold beers. I remember thinking that there had to be a bar or a pub somewhere around the area I was in. I had no idea at the time of just how right I was.




    No doubt recognizing me as a newcomer, the taxi driver who had driven me to the Crown Hotel earlier on had blatantly asked me for a tip when he had dropped me off, and after taking in his wide farmer’s shoulders, big gnarled fists and the scar that ran down one side of his pock-marked cheek like a tiny railway track, I decided that he probably deserved one. As it turned out it was money well spent, because it he had done me a favor. When we had passed by a gigantic thirty foot high lobster steel lobster clinging to a metal scaffold that advertized a large seafood restaurant just before he turned off for the Crown Hotel, the driver had pointed knowingly to a dark side street on the other side of the road and turned and winked at me meaningfully.




    “Soi 21,” he leered at me lasciviously. “Soi Cowboy. You go tonight, O.K? Many beautiful ladies!”




    I left my room key with a grinning Mr.Dan at the battered reception counter and feeling something like Christopher Columbus must have done, I walked out of the hotel into night air so balmy, scented and warm that after coming from the tail end of a cold November in England, it literally took my breath away. What the hell, I thought, already almost intoxicated by the unfamiliar sense of adventure that had begun to course through my being as soon as I had turned into the busy street; which I later found out was the main Sukhumvit Road. Let’s go and have a look at this place with the ridiculous name. I had never had anything against beautiful ladies; that was for sure, and I was willing to bet I could get a cold brew there, at least.




    If I live to be a hundred years old I will never forget the impact of that first walk along the Sukhumvit Road towards Soi Cowboy. Unlike when I was viewing the passing scenery from the window of the taxi, I was inescapably in the thick of things now and my excitement was so great that I could literally feel my blood fizzing through my veins. If this seems at all melodramatic to any cynical old Thailand hands who might be reading this book, remember; I was alone, barely twenty-two years old at the time and as daft as a brush and as green as grass. However, my guess is that those visitors who came to Thailand for the first time many years ago will have experienced much the same emotions as I did myself, and rather than sneering at what to some readers might perhaps seem a rather exaggerated narrative, will probably know exactly what I am talking about themselves.




    The incessant honking of the horns of the cluttered lines of cars and taxis, the growling drone of passing tuk-tuks that barreled by like crazy, dangerous, giant bees and the shrill whistles of policeman in smart, tight uniforms and peaked, golden helmets who stood in the middle of the road like potential suicide victims, waving their arms around at the passing throng of traffic; none of which seemed to take any notice of the wildly gesticulating cops at all. The snatches of wailing Thai music drifting from the open-fronted shops and stores all along the street, the blare of a strange, unknown language from a loudspeaker fixed on top of a car festooned with gaudy movie posters, the sizzling of oil and spicy food cooked in giant woks on the two-wheeled handcarts that lined the roadside and the strange, wailing dirge of a blind beggar who sat in a doorway playing a weird musical instrument and collecting coins in a plastic bowl placed between his twisted, useless legs from passers-by.




    The graceful, perfect faces of passing shop-girls and female office workers who lowered their eyes demurely as they passed me by, the brazen, smiling stares of young women wearing tight shirts, tighter jeans and platform soles who caught my eye and looked as if they had something to say to me, and the tiny, barefoot children who ran around the streets in small groups selling flowers. A heart-stopping pull of a hand on my sleeve which turned out not to be an Asian bandit at all, but merely a hard-faced, but smiling taxi or tuk-tuk driver, who hoped the farang with the goggling eyes had no idea of where he was going.




    The fetid smell of the open drains under the cracked pavement mingled with the heavy fumes of smoking exhausts and the aroma of sizzling, fragrant spices that filled the night air, whilst all the time, the whole city basted in Bangkok’s clinging, sultry heat. Dodgy looking Thai men in sunglasses hawked armfuls of fake Rolex watches and graphically described the sex shows they offered, after stopping me in the street and whispering in my ear with chili breath.




    “Ssssst! Fuckee Fuckee show! Banana show! Ping-Pong show!”




    Neon-lit doorways, brightly flashing signs and strings of colored lanterns and bulbs; street dogs lying in the gutter in scabby packs, and carcasses of chickens and ducks that hung and dangled from iron hooks; beggars in tattered rags with outstretched hands and pleading eyes. All these and many more previously unknown sights, sounds and smells assaulted my senses and lifted my psyche with a buzz as potent as any class A drug in the world could ever have done.




    As the friendly taxi driver had suggested, I turned into a side-street opposite the giant lobster in its net of scaffold, which was now lit up in glorious neon bulbs. About thirty yards further down this side street I turned left into a pot-holed, bumpy road that was lit up on either side by the blinking lights and signs of the dozens of small bars that lined the street. Scores of girls not wearing very much stood outside the little drinking dens and when they saw the gawping newbie coming down the road with a look on his face like the village idiot, many of them ran from their positions and attempted to drag him into their lairs in earnest. Soft arms slipped around my waist, firm breasts pushed up against my stomach, cool hands slipped up beneath my shirt to caress my back, and dark almond orbs twinkling with promises looked into my own saucer eyes. I had arrived in Soi Cowboy; which first appeared as such as an R&R street for members of the U.S. military on leave during the U.S. involvement in Vietnam and has been leading poor bastards like myself hopelessly astray ever since.




    I drank icy beers in darkened bars where Thai girls who were so graceful they were almost child-like gyrated on stage wearing skimpy bikinis, whilst those not dancing sat on my lap and hung from my body like pretty lampreys. The Rolling Stones, the Eagles and Credence Clearwater Revival told me to find a girl with faraway eyes, that there was a new kid in town and warned me there was a bad moon rising over and over again, on tapes left behind by the Americans after the Vietnam War had finished. More cold Singha ale in an even darker bar where a girl dripped hot wax onto her naked body, which dried on her smooth skin in spermy globules, before she opened her blow-job lips and extinguished the two burning candles she held inside her mouth. While she was doing so, the pretty serving girl who had brought me my drink played with my dick under the table and told me that she loved me ‘velly much’ and wanted to stay with me ‘long time’.




    Very soon the night became a jumbled, drunken, jet-lagged kaleidoscope of thin girls, fat girls, girls with long hair, girls with short hair, girls with big tits, girls with firm tits, girls with no tits, young girls, older girls, smiling girls, laughing girls, moody girls, white-skinned girls, dark-skinned girls, pretty girls, staggeringly beautiful girls and girls, who apart from being Thai, had absolutely no outstanding physical characteristics whatsoever. And it was not too long before I learnt that for the price of a plate of fish and chips supper back home, any one of these young women would be ready, able and perfectly delighted to accompany me back to my room and cater to my every need. I had come to Thailand to escape the freezing, gloomy winter and it was already pretty obvious that here in Bangkok, things were going to be anything but cold and grey.




    The next day I awoke late in the wondering where I was at first, for instead of the cheerless Essex November sky, a shaft of bright sunlight had crept in through the gap in the curtains and the rays shone on and illuminated the girl sleeping beside me, making her silky skin in the reflection of the full-length mirror on the ceiling glow like downy gold and her jet black hair shine like wet coal. The first thing I noticed was that in some indefinable way I felt somehow different; almost as if I had born again and begun a new life as another person. Maybe in some way I had, because even though I was unaware of it at the time, the aimless young man who had never had a clue what the fuck he was going to do with his future was now gone and in his place a was a bloke who knew precisely where his destiny lay. I would be the first to admit that my instantly conceived ambitions were not perhaps as laudable as those of an aspiring doctor, soldier or politician might have been, but hell; you are what you are and there is no changing that. I suspect it will be at about this point in my narrative that any feminist or politically correct readers will throw down this book in disgust, but I cannot apologize for what I have written because this is a factual account and what you are reading was certainly the truth at the time. For instead of aspiring to cure the sick, protect my mother country or assist in the running the system, all at once I was determined to spend as much time in this sunny, exotic dreamland of a country as I possibly manage, and shag as many of these little brown women as was humanly possible.




    Later on, after I had given my first Thai girl the three hundred baht notes she assured me was the going rate at the time (it was) and promised her I would call in to see her later that night (I would have done if I could have remembered what bar she had come from) I was laying around the rather murky pool, chatting to a trio of tough Australian miners who had made regular trips to Bangkok for years. I remember well that one of them told me I was far too young for Thailand and he urged me to return home before the country ‘warped my mind’ forever. To this day I do not know whether he was joking or not.




    It wasn’t very long before a dozen young women from Soi Cowboy had turned up and the pool was suddenly full of laughing, splashing Thai girls. The incessant sun hung over the grimy buildings like a giant, all-seeing eye and was so powerful it was only partially concealed by the terrible smog of the city. One of the girls came over to where I was lying on my stomach and soaking up the fug-filtered rays. She began to trace erection inducing lines on my back with her finger and kept asking if she could take a shower with me in my room. The Aussies had a cassette player and they had found an old Eagles tape from somewhere; I remember that the ‘Hotel California’ was playing at the time and the three friends joined in lustily with the lyrics; ‘you can check out any time you like, but you can never leave.’ Somehow, the trio of hard-bitten, Australian miners’ out of tune, bellowed attempts at singing seemed rather profound to me at the time.




    Despite the strangeness and unfamiliarity of my surroundings, like thousands of other men have done shortly after their arrival in the country, I felt that in some nebulous way I somehow belonged there. For like her women, MadamThailand knows a potential lover is at his most vulnerable at the very beginning of an affair of the heart and she slinks in quickly and sweetly to make her first seductive moves count. She usually performs them well, for such is her vibrancy, seductiveness and her complete femininity, many men who come to her afterwards find that both life and the women in their own countries seem unbearably insipid, dull and uninteresting by comparison. Very often, they are never happy until they return. In short; just like I had done myself within the space of a few short days and like so many others will no doubt continue to do in the future, they become Thailand Gaga.




    Author’s Note: My first night in Bangkok was nearly thirty years ago and Thailand has obviously changed a great deal since the early eighties. At the risk of sounding like one of the old moaners who bangs on about the old days being so much better than the present, it is an undeniable fact that the country and its bar-girls have become far less naïve and much more familiar with farangs over the passing years. Consequently, it is inevitable that newcomers do not receive quite the same awe-inspiring, magical welcome nowadays that they way did back then. Realistically, it would be ridiculous for anyone to expect things to have remained the same anywhere on Earth for more than a quarter of a century; it is the whole damned world that has changed beyond recognition and not just the night-streets of Thailand.




    I would be the first to argue that Thailand is still in the running as the best country in the world, but during the days depicted in this short story, my first impressions of Bangkok were a truly mind-blowing experience for the somewhat unworldly young man I was then, and this is essentially what I have tried to convey in the narrative. Although come to think of it, I doubt that it was just because I was an inexperienced youth that I succumbed so easily to the charms of Thailand and her bar-girls as through the years, I have seem respected doctors, highly intelligent accountants, hard-as-nails gangsters and even a couple of world famous sportsmen (who shall remain nameless) fall every bit as hard as I did, so I guess I am in good company.




    The Crown Hotel has been spruced up a bit and still exists at the time of writing, although I have been told this might not be so for long. I think they might have even cleaned the pool out and changed the towels by now, too. Soi Cowboy is still alive and kicking and although today’s visitors might find it rather more commercial than it once was, it is still a hell of a lot more fun than a night out down the pub back home. The phrase ‘Thailand Gaga’ was first coined by a group of ex-pats living in Thailand many years ago; well before Freddy Mercury produced his famous disc and while the well-known Lady of the same name was still just a twinkle in her father’s eye.
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    The Scorpion King
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    Koh Samui, Thailand, 1993




    After I had been resident in Bangkok for a about a month the Aussies told me it was high time I got away from Bangkok before I shagged myself stupid, and that I really ought to make the effort to experience more of what Thailand had to offer apart from nubile young women swinging around chrome poles, endless bottles of Singha beer and sleeping until late morning cuddled up against the latest silky-haired, soft skinned bar-girl. Despite the undeniable attractions of Soi Cowboy and all that went with it, I fancied a change of scenery myself, but knowing nothing about the country at all, I was completely at a loss of where to go. I told the lads this and they assured me that Thailand had pretty much everything a man could want and asked me exactly what it was I wanted to see. Like the dreams of many other people, I had always had a desire to be a bit of a Robinson Crusoe and swim in the clear blue seas off some beautiful, almost deserted tropical island with only the fishes and gulls (and perhaps a sexy Thai girl or two in place of Man Friday) for company and I told the boys as much. That was no problem, said the Aussies; Koh Samui was the place for me and Mr. Dan was the man to see. This I did, and that was how late next evening I found sitting on a rattling old bus that pulled away from the horrendously congested streets of Bangkok and began to make its way down South on the long journey down the ‘Elephant’s Trunk’ of Thailand to Surat Thani where I was to catch the ferry to the island of Koh Samui.
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