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Chapter 1: Arriving in Thailand




    Simon Smith had left England almost 20 hours earlier. When the Etihad Airways 747 touched down in Bangkok’s Survarnabumi Airport he glanced at his watch. It showed the time was 02:30am, but that was only because he hadn’t put his watch forward to cover the six hour time difference. He was tired, he needed a shave and he discreetly sniffed at his underarms. That confirmed he also smelled a bit, but he didn’t think he smelt too bad. He looked out of the window next to him as the aircraft taxied to a halt and various announcements were made to people making connecting flights. Simon was 47 years old. He was an out of work actor and it was his first time in Thailand. In the pocket of his cream coloured corduroy jacket he had his passport, a work visa and the documentation to prove he had a job at Pattaya’s 205FM Radio. He was about to start a new life in the ‘Land of Smiles’. He looked like an actor, even though it had been nearly a year since he last worked. His hair was long and blonde and tied in a ponytail at the back. He was wearing a white shirt open at the collar, with white slacks and shoes. He was tanned and good looking and in good shape for his age. He had the quiet confidence of a man who had made good money over the years from many modelling assignments, but his dream of becoming a famous actor was still an ongoing struggle. He didn’t scramble for his bag from the overhead locker like everyone else when the plane finally came to a stop. He was too cool to do that! He was the last person to leave the aircraft and he nodded and smiled warmly to the flight attendants as he exited and made his way to immigration and then baggage reclaim. It was bright and sunny outside, but the air conditioning kept the airport building cool. As he waited in line at immigration he adjusted his watch to the correct Thailand time. He expected some questions from immigration officials when it was his turn to stand at one of the many counters and look into the tiny camera held on the flexible coiled steel arm, but the pretty lady in the smart uniform just checked his paper work, smiled and stamped his passport. She told him in perfect English that he would have to report at his local Immigration Office within the next 90 days. Simon smiled back at her, flashing his perfect white teeth. He decided that he liked Thailand already. He collected his suitcase from the carousel and walked out into the madhouse with heat and humidity that was Bangkok. He was suddenly surrounded by Thais offering him taxis, minibuses, hotels and money exchange deals. He took a green and yellow coloured taxi and handed the driver a piece of paper which had the name of a small hotel just off Soi Buakaow in Pattaya City.




    Thailand looked very strange to Simon. It seemed to be all motorways and concrete pillars, flyovers and under passes. It seemed to Simon that the taxi driver made several U-turns and within minutes Simon had totally lost his bearing and his sense of direction. Huge billboards advertised famous international brands - Chelsea, Liverpool and Manchester United, had team photos advertising Thai beers. There were huge photos of the King of Thailand everywhere. It wasn’t the exotic, sexy place that he had read about! One motorway seemed to be tangled around several others, like concrete spaghetti. The taxi driver seemed to be heading towards somewhere called Chon Buri, but then Simon saw a sign which read Pattaya and he relaxed in his seat. He tried to make conversation with the driver, but was just met with smiles and nods, so he gave up. An hour and a half later the taxi turned off the motorway onto the Sukhumvit Road and he got his first glimpse of the city of Pattaya. It looked busy. There were many foreigners and beautiful Thai girls everywhere. They went towards a Big C superstore and the driver turned into Pattaya Tai and drove towards the beach. He made a right turn, then a left turn and stopped outside a very old and tired looking hotel that was sandwiched between bars, massage parlours and Seven Eleven shops. He saw thousands of sexily dressed Thai girls walking around with older foreigners. Even more girls were sitting around outside the shops and bars. Street food was being cooked and sold everywhere. He had never seen so many motorbikes in his life. It was busy and full of life and he was excited to be there. It occurred to him that everyone seemed to know their way around and know where they were going, except for him. He paid the taxi driver the amount on the meter and gave him 100 baht tip. He hung his hold all bag over his shoulder and pulled the suitcase behind him into the hotel. It was scorching hot - hotter than he had ever experienced anywhere in the world before and he was sweating before he had entered the hotel. His clothes stuck uncomfortably to his body.




    The hotel seemed to also be a café and the reception area consisted of a lot of tables and chairs. Lots of foreigners and a few young Thai girls were sitting and eating cooked English breakfasts. There was a counter and Simon walked up to it. He handed over a piece of paper and the girl checked in the hotel log book and nodded. The Radio station had already booked and paid for the room for the next 3 months. If everything worked out OK then the 3 month contract with Pattaya’s 205 FM would be made more permanent! The girl behind the counter shouted out something in Thai and another girl, who was obviously in the middle of cooking something, came out of the kitchen. She was still wearing an egg stained apron with a splash of tomato sauce down the front of it. She showed Simon to his room. It was on the third floor and there was no lift. She did offer to help Simon carry his luggage, but her heart didn’t seem to be in the offer and Simon was too much of a gentleman to let her anyway. The stairs were steep. The stairways and hallways were painted a sickly orange colour and the dim lighting buzzed, throwing out more sound than light. The hallways were dark and hot and Simon was drenched with sweat by the time the kitchen lady opened the door to his room. He was tired, hot and jet lagged, but he was excited. The room was as drab as the stairways and hallways, but cream coloured paint replaced the orange. The room was basic and consisted of a double bed, an old wooden wardrobe, a dressing table with an old fashioned TV on it, which was probably as old as Simon. There was a mirror screwed onto one wall and a painting of a Thai rice field on another. On the far side of the room was a glass sliding door, which led out onto a tiny balcony overlooking the street below. There was also a small bathroom with toilet, sink and shower. The room, like the rest of the hotel, was old and tired looking, but it was clean. Simon dropped his suitcase onto the bed, stripped off and had a cold shower. It felt fantastic.




    Sloan Square was the name of a small bar just off Soi Buakaow. It was owned by Gary Sloan and his Thai wife Tuk. Gary was 50 years old, very overweight and very bald. He had a chip on his shoulder about pretty much everything, an opinion on pretty much everything and he was angry with pretty much everything. He was loud and boorish and saw himself as the perfect landlord and business man. His wife Tuk was 20 years younger than Gary. She was a pretty woman of slight build. She was quiet and spent most of her time behind the bar or cooking food for the foreigners who ate in the bar. Gary spent most of his time drinking in either his own bar or other bars around the city. He was well known by all the ex-pats living in Pattaya, but not universally liked by all of them.




    Sloan Square was a quiet bar. There were no girls working in the bar and there wasn’t a pool table, although Gary kept promising customers that he was in the process of buying one! The bar was geared towards ex-pats wanting to eat cheap English food rather than holiday makers wanting to have a good time. It was Gary’s wife Tuk who was the main driving force behind the bar. She cooked great food. She cleaned the bar and served customers with a smile and everybody liked her. Well, everybody except Gary. Theirs was a love/hate relationship! There was a small group of friends who spent most of the day, every day, sitting in The Sloan Square Bar playing dominos, moaning about life in general and watching the world go by – well, at least watching the bar girls and lady boys go by. Each and every day they raised their glasses to each other several times a day in congratulations to each other and toasted ‘Living the Dream’.


  




  

    
Chapter 2: The Sloan Square Bar




    The Sloan Square Bar was little more than a hole in the wall type place with a metal roller shutter door to pull down at night. It was 12 foot wide and 20 foot long. The walls were painted cream and the bar furniture was an eclectic mix of metal, plastic and old wooden furniture. Half way along one of the side walls a bar had been erected and the rest of the walls were covered with football scarves, photographs and old pub mirrors. A couple of old ceiling fans moved the smoky air around and years of customer’s smoking had stained the white-painted ceiling a burnt yellow colour.




    “I’m knocking on twos I’m afraid and I mean that sincerely,” said Terry in the strongest cockney accent that he possessed. He pushed his glasses higher up along his nose with a straight index finger and looked around the group for some acknowledgment. None was forthcoming. “Norris, I’m being deadly serious about this - you’ve got really long hair growing out of your ears and your nose. Can you see where I’m coming from?” he added.




    “His eyebrows are getting pretty long too,” chipped in John, as he played the double two domino.




    “Bloody ’ell,” said Norris putting both his hands flat on the table and showing off the Birmingham City tattoo that had decorated his left forearm since he was 17 years old. “I’m not deliberately growing it like this; it’s not a ’air style. I’m 70 years old. When you get to my age ’air just sprouts and grows everywhere.” Norris never pronounced an ‘H’ where there should be one and often added an ‘H’ where there wasn’t one.




    “Not on your head it doesn’t,” laughed Terry, with a forced and overly loud laugh. Real life’s equivalent to ‘LOL’ on the internet chat rooms.




    “Well I disagree with you there, because actually I do still grow ’air on my ’ed.” Norris ran a hand over the short white hair that ran around the sides and back of his head like a pelmet.




    “It doesn’t grow on your head as much as it grows out of your nose and ears!” countered John.




    “You should either cut it or start combing your face,” said Terry, pushing his glasses up the bridge of his nose again and forcing out another loud laugh to underline the joke. Gary Sloan, the bar owner and known to everyone as ‘Sloany’ did the very same thing. He always forced out a very loud and very false laugh when he thought that he said something funny. He sounded like a machine gun with a very slow firing mechanism when he did his loud laugh and you could hear it from a long way off.




    Sloany walked around from behind the bar towards the group of friends playing dominos.




    “Come on you drunken old bastards - get them drinks drunk and get some more in. You can’t sit here for free all day. I’ve got a business to run.” He finished off the sentence with his usual Gatling gun laugh. The domino players were all friends of Sloany. Norris was his oldest friend of over 30 years and a fellow ‘Brummie’. They used to drink together around the bars in Birmingham and go and watch City play at St Andrew’s every other week. Norris had got Sloany many jobs over the years, usually in the building trade as a labourer. They became big friends despite the 20 year age difference and Norris was a sort of father figure to Sloany. Over the years he had got him out of trouble on many occasions. In fact it was because of Norris retiring to Thailand that Sloany went to live there too. He was too young to retire to Thailand so he sold everything he owned and settled in Thailand. He opened the Sloan Square Bar after he met and married his Thai wife after meeting her in another Pattaya bar. He also rented motorbikes, but never made the money that he thought he would. Over the years he became more and more bitter and disillusioned with Thailand. But his wife, Tuk, worked hard and Sloany survived in Thailand as a result.




    THE DOMINO PLAYERS:




    ‘Old Tony’ was a retired RAF fighter pilot from Oxford. Now aged 73 years old, he had been living in Thailand for the last 20 years. People who knew him then always commented on what a handsome man he was when he first arrived in Thailand, but 20 years of living the good life with too many women, too many cigarettes and too much alcohol had taken its toll. He had aged badly. He looked 100 years if he was a day and his body looked painfully thin. When he smiled or laughed his teeth looked too big for his gaunt face. Despite his frail looks now he still did alright with the ladies, because he was not without his charm, a sense of humour and, of course, he had the money to pay for the girls - which was a must in Thailand! Nobody really knows when Tony became ‘Old Tony’. It just sort of happened and it happened a long time ago - probably when he was still in his fifties and not very long after he arrived in Thailand. Old Tony really was a retired RAF fighter pilot, but he never talked about it very much. Not like the hundreds of fake retired fighter pilots who never stopped talking about it, when the only planes they had ever been in were the ones that brought them to Thailand. To Old Tony it was a lifetime ago and his interests had moved on. He had become very spiritual since he arrived in Thailand and realized he had a gift for telling the future, talking to dead people, healing people who were still alive and telling their fortune. The ex-pats didn’t take him too seriously, but the Thai bar girls were fascinated and loved him. Over the years he had got a lot of free sex in exchange for a reading or a healing! Old Tony also raised a lot of money for The Pattaya Orphanage, Father Ray’s. He was a well-known figure around the city because he was always dressed in a white Arab style robe and he always had a trilby on his head - either his black one or his white one, depending what mood he was in!




    Terry was actually born in Essex, but told everyone that he was a ‘Cockney’. He certainly spent all his adult life working and living in London. He retired at 66 years of age and went to live in Thailand. The trouble was that he had no pension other than his old age state pension. Terry had worked most of his life on the edge of criminality. He had worked for some serious criminals, although Terry himself had never done any serious crime. As Terry would say ‘he spent his life wheeling and dealing and ducking and diving’. He had been a driver, a body guard, a croupier at an illegal casino and, for a long time, he was a delivery driver. The trouble was he was delivering stolen cash, weapons and smuggled goods. Terry didn’t see his past as a bad thing. It was just a job and it was all in the past. He had been in prison, but he never talked about it much. He very poetically called it his ‘Blue Period’. He was retired now and ‘living the dream’ in the Land of Smiles. He was a very lovely and kind-hearted man with a non-stop sense of humour. He survived in Thailand the same way he survived back in England - by wheeling and dealing. But it was always with a smile and nobody was getting hurt. Terry always became even more ‘cockney’ whenever anyone else from around the London area would come into the bar. He spoke in a stronger cockney accent, dropped into a jerky walk with facial twitches and had exaggerated arm and hand movements. It was as if all London people had to try and out cockney each other, without the other person knowing they were trying to do it. In their conversation they would slip in questions about people, places or history of London to establish each other’s real credentials. The other domino players called it the cockney quiz show and laughed about how two strangers claiming to be from London could turn into Chas & Dave within 30 seconds.




    John was also from Essex and had never claimed to be from anywhere else. He had raised a family back in England all by himself, after his wife had run off with his best friend when the children were small. But after they and his grandchildren had all grown up, he decided that he wanted to have some time and some fun for himself. He retired to Thailand five years before at the age of 70. He had married a Thai lady who he had met in a bar and they had been happy together ever since. John was often the voice of reason within the group, despite the fact that he suffered with ‘tourettes’ and was sometimes a little slow on the uptake. Besides the occasional trip organized by Sloany, playing dominos in the Sloan Square Bar was the highlight of his life. As far as John was concerned they were all friends living in a tropical country, playing dominos and ‘living the dream’.




    Norris was 70 years old, over weight and his arms and chest were covered in tattoos, which advertised his passion for Birmingham City FC, his parents and his children. A few of the self-inflicted ones advertised names of old girlfriends who he couldn’t even remember anymore. Like the rest of the domino players and the bar owner he had very little or no hair. When they all sat at the same table they resembled a box of eggs!




    Norris was largely responsible for Gary Sloan coming to live in Pattaya. Actually, it is probably unfair to blame Norris. They had been friends for a long time back in England and, after Norris had retired to Thailand, Sloany came out for a holiday and fell in love with the vibrant bar scene. A few months later he had sold everything he owned and turned up in Thailand. Sloany was too young for a retirement visa and had no regular income once all his savings had gone. Norris let him stay at his house on one of the new estates just outside the city. He also fed him every day, so the only thing Sloany had to spend his money on was beer and someone to have sex with from one of the bars. From the day he arrived up until the present time he had never had a visa, so he was one of the thousands who live in Thailand and have to leave and re-enter the country every 30 days, on what is known as a visa run. Sloany knew he wouldn’t be able to survive forever on his savings so he decided to marry a bar girl, set up his own bar and motorbike-hire business as a way of earning an income. Tuk was the lucky girl - or as most people now believed, the unlucky girl. She was delighted to get married and have her own bar. She worked extremely hard and she made the bar work, but her marriage to Sloany had become a bit of a sham - a show for the people who knew them. On some level there was love between them, but that love never made it into the bedroom. After Sloany married Tuk he borrowed the money to set up the bar from Norris, but all these years later he had still not paid him back. The loan was still talked about between the two men and Sloany always explained that business was not very good, but he would start to repay the loan as soon as things get better. Anyone else would have taken action to recover the debt, but Norris was just too nice. He was just Norris. He felt sort of responsible for Sloany and Sloany was always very quick to take advantage of Norris’s gentle heart.


  




  

    
Chapter 3.: So this is Pattaya!




    After his shower and a change of clothes Simon walked out into the hot bright sunshine of the Pattaya day. The feeling of excitement still surged around his body. He wondered if everyone who visited Thailand for the first time had the same feelings that were now pulsating through his body. It felt like a drug and he wanted to take it all in and soak it all up. He felt as if he was making a new start in his life; a new job, a new country and a whole new adventure. He walked along the busy Soi (road). He was dressed too smartly to be an ex-pat. He looked exactly what he was - a brand new first timer in Thailand. The sun was hot and the weather was humid and he was sweating before he had walked twenty paces. It occurred to him that he should have put shorts on instead of the long cream trousers that he was wearing, but the white short sleeved shirt and the old straw trilby that he had brought with him from England were more suited for the climate. He had no plan and no destination in mind. He was just going to wander around and acclimatize himself. He knew that he wasn’t too far from the beach, but he didn’t know in what direction he had to walk to find it. He decided he would have to get a map of Pattaya from somewhere, until he knew his way around. But for today it wasn’t important. An overwhelming feeling of happiness and excitement was washing over him and he was just happy to be there, walking along a Soi in Pattaya and looking at all the beautiful and sexy girls, who all seemed to be looking at him and smiling. Some waved and some even called out




    “Hello sexy man. Where you go?”




    Simon just smiled back and shrugged his shoulders. It felt like this was the friendliest place that he had ever been and he was sure he was going to like it in Thailand.




    He hadn’t wandered very far when he walked past The Sloan Square Bar. It looked a little dark and dim inside and he didn’t like the cream painted walls, but he was attracted by the loud laughter of a group of old Englishmen, who seemed to be having a great time as they slammed dominos down on a table. He slowed down to watch the men as he walked past. They were an unremarkable looking lot. They were all old and bald, but they looked like they were having a great time. One of the men sitting at the domino table looked too skinny to be healthy and his teeth looked a bit too big for his mouth when he laughed. But what made him stand out from the others was the white trilby he wore cocked at an angle on his head and the long white Arab robe, or Thawb, that he was dressed in. Another man shouted out;




    “Fuck, shit bollocks.” And after a while he shouted, “Twat.”




    Simon wasn’t sure if he had tourettes, or was just taking the domino game a little seriously!




    A bald headed man with a huge beer gut appeared from the back of the bar and, as he walked to the front of the bar, he spoke to Simon.




    “Hello mate. Do you fancy a nice cold beer?” The man had a big face. His cheeks were wider than the top of his head and gave his face a sort of triangle shape, but he had a very wide smile. Simon found himself smiling back and he suddenly realized that a cold beer was exactly what he wanted.




    “Thanks, I’d love one.” Simon stepped up the one step into the bar and sat away from the group playing dominos. He sat on a bar stool and leaned on the flimsy wooden rail at the front of the bar and looked out into the Soi.




    “What do you want to drink?” asked Gary Sloan.




    “I’ll have a beer please. Whatever you’ve got.”




    The fat man with the big face nodded and smiled. He walked back behind the bar where he spoke with a pretty Thai lady who nodded. After a moment she brought him a bottle of Chang beer and a printed bill in a little wooden cup. The chubby man walked behind her.




    “This is my wife Tuk,” he said. “My name is Gary Sloan. This is my bar. All my mates call me Sloany, so you can do the same.” Sloany offered his hand and Simon shook it. Sloany made a good first impression and had a warm Birmingham accent. Tuk wai’d to the new customer and went back to the bar.




    “My name is Simon. Nice to meet you.”




    “You just arrived in Pattaya?” It was a question, but Sloany had announced it more as a fact. Simon nodded the confirmation.




    “About an hour ago.”




    “Thought so. I can always tell,” laughed Sloany. The volume of the laugh slightly shocked Simon at first.




    Sloany leaned in close to Simon and whispered in a conspiratorial way.




    “Watch out for the lady boys. You don’t want any surprises when you take the knickers off.”




    “Okay,” said Simon, not really knowing what else to say.




    “Don’t get me wrong - there is nothing wrong with lady boys. I’ve fucked loads of them. But there is nothing worse than a surprise in the knickers department, if that is not what you were shopping for. Watch out for them - that’s all I’m saying!” Sloany gave him a heavy pat on the back and rattled off a machine gun laugh.




    “Okay,” said Simon, again not really knowing what else to say.




    “So, what are you going to do on your first day in the ‘Land of Smiles’?”




    “I haven’t really thought about it.”




    “Well, a nice looking bloke like you isn’t going to be lonely. Know what I mean?”




    Simon shrugged.




    “If I was you I’d go and get a two girl massage and then go down to Soi 6 and go in one of the ‘Blow job’ bars. Have a beer and get a girl and a lady boy to give you a blow job while you sit and relax.”




    “I’m not bothered about lady boys, thanks.”




    “Don’t knock it until you’ve tried it mate. When in Thailand do as the Romans do.”




    “What!”




    “You know what I mean.”




    “Yes, I guess. Cheers.” Simon slugged from his cold beer and it tasted good.




    “I think I’ll just have a wander around. I’m not really into lady boys!” Simon reiterated, to clear up any doubt as to his sexuality.




    “Don’t knock it until you’ve tried it!” repeated Sloany, confirming his own bisexual tendencies. Sloany fired out another overly loud laugh. He sat with Simon and told him fantastic and unbelievable stories about Thailand, until Simon paid his bill and left. They shook hands and thanked each other and Simon couldn’t make his mind up if he liked Sloany or not. He certainly got the impression that he should take whatever Sloany said with a pinch of salt. Sloany didn’t even consider if he liked Simon or not. To Sloany Simon was just another two week holiday maker to Pattaya. But if he had made a good impression and Simon came back to his bar as a result, then he would be happy and consider that he had done a good job.




    The domino players, Terry, Norris, John and ‘Old’ Tony didn’t notice Simon leaving the bar. They were laughing and joking, drinking and smoking. They dished out the banter and they soaked up the banter. They were, in their own way, a band of brothers. They were ex-pats living in Thailand and bonded together in the same belief. Time after time and day after day someone would raise their glass and toast to “living the dream.”




    The glasses and bottles would clink together over the dominos.




    “Living the dream,” they would all chorus and, as far as they were concerned, they were!




    “Did you have anyone needing you to talk to dead people last night Tony?” Terry pushed his glasses further up along the bridge of his nose while he waited for a response from Old Tony.




    “Actually, I had two customers last night. The first one was a girl who had won some money on the lottery and she wanted to know if her dead father thought that she should share it with her sister.”




    “What did the dead father say?”




    “Well, he said that she should give some to her sister, but not tell her sister how much she had actually won.”




    “And was the lady happy with that?”




    “She was delighted. She felt good about herself and she got to keep most of the money.”




    “Her dead dad is a clever man!”




    “Yes, he seemed very wise.”




    “And who was the second customer?”




    “Another girl, who had started feeding a stray dog. The dog really needed to be treated by a vet, because it had a bad limp and a scabby coat. The girl didn’t want to spend the money on a vet, but she felt sorry for the dog and fed it each day. A few days ago the dog got run over by a car and died. The girl has had a dream about the dog. She wanted me to talk to the dog to find out if the dog is angry with her for not taking it to the vet.”




    “And did you manage to speak to the dog?”




    “Of course! The dog just wanted to say thank you to the girl for feeding him. He thinks she has a good heart and he is going to send her some good luck.”




    “I’m guessing the girl was happy with that too?”




    “She was delighted. She felt good about herself and she is coming into some good luck.”




    “What a crock of shit!” said Sloany and everybody laughed.


  




  

    
Chapter 4: There is a Rhythm to the City




    It was early evening when the domino game wound down to a stop. The bar girls were going past Sloan Square Bar on motorbike taxis - some still applying the last touches to their make up as they perched side saddle on the back of the speeding bikes. Others talked on mobile phones. Some went past with three or four on a bike, but all looked sexy and beautiful. All were heading to their respective bars for another night’s business - the business of love and romance for cash. For the punters who didn’t want love and romance, they could just have sex….the price was the same! There was a rhythm to the days in Pattaya that never changed. The mornings would see the street vendors setting up and cooking food. The bar girls heading back to their rooms after a night’s business would stop and buy breakfast, still dressed in their sexy little skirts and tops from the night before. They would sit alongside Thai market traders and the occasional Monk, grabbing a bite before they got on with their own daily routines. Mixed in amongst them would be ex-pats having a bowl of rice soup and a coffee, for less than half the price that they could buy a daily newspaper back in their home countries. And of course, there would be the holiday makers and tourists, who would walk slowly past, take the occasional photograph and not really know what they made of the scene before them.




    By mid-morning the food sellers would disappear as quickly as they had appeared and be replaced by hawkers, who would walk the streets for the rest of the day selling sunglasses, cigarettes, lighters, Viagra, condoms, chewing gum, trinkets, toys, wallets and, for some strange reason…., hammocks! The massage shops would also be opening up at this time. Pretty women of all ages would sit in front of the shops calling out ‘Hello, massage?’ to every farang (Foreigner) who walked past. Older ladies and shop owners would be mopping and sweeping the business fronts of bars, shops and massage parlours. Incense would be being lit and prayers, bottles of red Fanta, and bowls of rice would be offered to Buddha and ancestors in exchange for a good day’s business.




    By midday the ex-pats would be settled in their chosen bars after having had cooked European breakfast - with or without a bottle of beer. The streets would be busy with tourists and holiday makers and the taxis that bring and take them to and from Bangkok. By late afternoon the food sellers would be back filling the air with delicious smells of barbequed food. Early evening would see the bar girls coming out for another nights work and the drunken ex-pats heading home to get some sleep. Later at night the city would be in full swing - alive with the sound of music beating out from every bar. Bright lights and beautiful girls……and boys doing anything they could to entice customers into their bars. Lines of Chinese tourists following someone carrying a flag, smiling, nodding and taking photos to show all their friends back in China what a great time they had, even though they never actually went in a single bar!




    Walking Street would be crammed full of tourists and sightseers. The hard core sex tourists would be packed into Soi Six. Each and every Soi looked and felt the same to the holiday maker, but, to the ex-pats and locals, each had its own distinct atmosphere and character.




    Terry headed home after another day of dominos. He was walking home. He did own a motorbike but, because he lived in the city, he didn’t really need it. He usually had it rented out to one of the holiday makers who would be staying in his Soi. It was a couple of thousand baht a month and every baht mattered to Terry. He was too drunk to remember if he had won more games than he had lost, but it didn’t really matter. It had been another day in paradise and he was happy. He stopped at one of the stainless steel food carts that lined the road and bought some noodle soup. The woman put it in a plastic bag tied with a red elastic band so he could take it home to eat. Terry was one of her regular customers, so she didn’t bother putting in the little bags of sugar and chili powder, because she knew he didn’t like it spicy. Terry walked the short distance to his room. Actually it was more than just one room. His ‘room’ was two bedrooms, a bathroom and a sitting room/kitchen. He had been extremely lucky when he first arrived three years ago and had managed to rent for the exceptionally cheap price of five thousand baht a month. In the last three years his landlady had never bothered to put the price up. She owned most of the buildings in the small Soi, which formed a cul-de-sac just off Soi Buakaow. The Soi consisted of a massage shop, a small bar, a Seven Eleven shop and rooms to rent on a daily, weekly or monthly basis. Terry had really landed on his feet. He rented out his spare bedroom to three bar girls who, between them, paid him six thousand baht a month. So Terry was actually living for free. He had also bought a second hand washing machine fitted with a coin meter, which he installed in the kitchen. The girls used it on a daily basis and he made a few hundred baht out of that as well. The bonus for Terry was that he had had sex with every single bar girl who had ever rented the room off him and they seemed to change every few months. It was sort of part of the condition of renting the room - an act of goodwill if you like and nobody seemed to mind. The only rule was that the girls were not allowed to bring customers back to the room. Nobody ever did.




    The three girls were already out by the time Terry got back, but he knew that the rent was due today. He opened the cupboard and looked under the tea bag jar and, sure enough, six thousand baht was there waiting for him. Terry was a good man. He helped the girls out from time to time with a favour and in return they never let him down. Terry poured his noodle soup into a little white bowl that he had got for free from Tesco Lotus for buying two boxes of cornflakes. He ate it sat in the only chair that furnished the flat. After that he went to bed. He would shower in the morning - now he was too tired and too drunk. He farted, then grunted and then he fell asleep.




    Norris’s trip home after the dominos was just as repetitive and uneventful as Terry’s. He always parked his Toyota pickup truck on the waste ground behind the market each day. He always staggered back to it very slowly after another day’s drinking session. He always drove home very slowly and went straight to bed. He always woke up at around 2:00am in the morning fully dressed and laying on top of his bed. He always spent a few minutes trying to remember how he got home, but always failed to do so. He was always surprised to find himself fully clothed and always surprised and a bit relieved when he looked out of the bedroom window to see his Toyota truck parked safely and undamaged in his driveway. He would then undress and shower and then make himself a cup of tea and a sandwich, take them back to bed and put the TV on BBC News. He wasn’t so bothered about the news, but it was the only English Channel he could get on his TV. After finishing the tea and the sandwich he would fall back to sleep to the sound and the flickering light of the TV, which sat on an old kitchen chair in the corner of the room.
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