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    Dedication




    Dedicated to Frank McCourt. Although we only spoke three times,




    his words were inspiring, and helped to build my confidence.




    Frank implored me to write what I see, and what I feel. He said,




    “It is your own perspective of the truth, that will make good writing.”




    Dedicated to my senior year English teachers at Pomfret School.




    One demanded that I write in my own voice, and the second




    kicked me out of class for using it. I learned to understand




    the power of words, and the powers of censorship.




    Dedicated to my brother Robin, who is no longer among us, and




    to my Father, who will surely be critical of my journeys.




    In different ways, you each set me free.




    Thank you for all that I have.


  




  

    Author’s Note




    My first encounter with Thailand was so unbelievable that I desperately needed to return. I had only been sent for twelve days in order to complete a research project on Buddhist Art. Once the taste of Asia entered my mouth, I couldn’t let it go. Following graduation from a small liberal art university in New York, I spent one final summer in New England before heading off on a one-way ticket to Bangkok, in search of answers to questions that I did not yet understand.




    I have since learned to speak Thai, which enables all doors to open. Living in and traveling across northern Thailand, and through The Golden Triangle, has quenched many of my thirsts for adventure, sex, drugs, danger and excitement. I have subsequently made trips into rural northern Laos along the Mae Kong River, up to the Chinese border. I have spent time in Cambodia, and come to some of my own conclusions about the horrific Khmer past. I have also lived on a remote island, far off the southern Thai coast in the Andaman Sea.




    Residing in South East Asia over the last seven years has opened my mind to better understand mysteries of the Far East, both the enticing and disturbing. I lived in the fast lane, and regularly pushed myself to the limits. Black Arts in South East Asia is a Non-Fiction story that captures the 21st century and my experiences in Bangkok, Chiang Mai, Laos, Udon Thani, Cambodia, as well as on the beaches. Dare I say this story is not for my own grandmother, however it sheds a truthful torch of light into the dark worlds of prostitution, pimps, transvestites, killers, thieves, human trafficking and counter culture.




    Black Arts in South East Asia chronicles a true-to-life adventure that can be retraced entirely, as I have not doctored the names, places, or people I have encountered along the way. For these reasons, I am confident that my non-fiction story is as up to date, authentic, and original as anything else in its genera. I believe this book has the potential to spark a new generation of travelers looking to better understand themselves and the world they pass through.[image: Author.jpg]
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    Chapter I: Matriculation




    The morning air was still cool. It was beginning to wake me. The sun shone lightly upon the trees and was casting long morning shadows onto the expansive quad, which was surrounded by academic buildings. My pupils were slowly becoming less dilated as the sun shone. The library was sixty yards to my right. The Chapel was to my left. There were 70 rows of chairs in two neatly ordered isles. Not a seat was empty. Video recording and standing room were available beneath the trees, alongside the chairs. The Economics Hall was located directly behind the podium. Commencement was upon us.




    The black satin gown was smooth against my skin. I had on only the gown, cap and shoes. I had never known anyone else who really did this, but it seemed to be a tradition I was aware of, and needed to uphold. I was graduating from a Liberal Arts University of course. Secret folklore and tradition were what made it unique. There was one thing that everyone must do however, in order to become a true student of St. Lawrence, a Laurentian. At least, as I had heard some four years before as a freshman. It was to have sex in the library, which was directly to my right. As a man of tradition, I had no choice but to join the ranks of my true fellow SLUzers. One time, my freshman girlfriend Sara, sat facing me on the built-in desk in an elevated study cubby on the second floor of the library, as I drove it home, hoping not to get caught. I even did it with her sophomore roommate Katie in the very same study cubby, but I had her ride me on the chair, facing away from the small open door, and the prying eyes of less fortunate studiers. Since I had done it twice in the Library, did that make me twice the student? I thought so. It was tradition that threw me into the midst of an awesome cat fight between roommates, but that’s another story.




    Today was graduation, and I was working off a mean hangover from the night before. My head still throbbed as it only does after those big nights where you have at least ten beers before you get going. The beers laid the groundwork for the vodka and whiskey that would inevitably be drunk later. University was a smash. We socialized more than we worked, and we worked more to socialize. St. Lawrence was a small school. Its nickname was SLU, and the students affectionately called each other SLUzers when they mocked each other for fitting in too well. There were only about 600 graduates in my class. 600 SLUzers! I was one of the privileged fine arts majors today.




    Three weeks ago or so, I had been in the basement of Alpha Tao Omega fraternity, and the stinky sticky beer residue that was always present on the floors was really getting to me. I could hear it crackle with every step of drunken students coming and going. It was like semi dried rubber cement, or modeling paste, but never really dry, while sometimes dangerously slippery. I was there freeloading on a blunt which the brothers must have spent all afternoon wrapping. It was gloriously fat and cone shaped. It had taken them a long time to roll. The weed was obviously dense and sticky, as my lips stuck to the blunt wrap the way it only does when you roll indoor nuggets, not you typical commersh. The taste was good, and it didn’t cut your lungs like the cheap weed does. Those guys were small time sellers too. Well of course someone in every frat house does it. While I was there, I heard the guys shoot their mouths off about the dealer they get their shit from. This brother Jake was saying that the last time he was over there getting his QP, (quarter pound), he had seen the dealers new girlfriend. He said she was so fine. Then he also said that he saw where the dealer kept his secret stuff, his stash. The guy kept raving in order to keep himself sounding cool. On and on, especially about the girl. Jake said how the dealer had a secret panel under his laundry pile in his upstairs bedroom closet. He said the guy was 34, and his girlfriend couldn’t be much more than 17. He wanted her. Then Jake said how he planned to rip him off sometime. But I knew that it was all bullshit, he didn’t know what was in the stash, and he didn’t have the balls to pull it off anyway. He was just jealous of a townie New York dealer and his teeny bopper girl. He was a frat boy.




    Last night I drank so many beers at a keg party for Delta’s Sorority Graduation Evening. There must have been eight or ten kegs. The party began at seven, so you could get your drunk on early. Some of the girls were my friends, and I was invited to go up to one of their rooms for a private party. My friend Jess took me by the arm and walked me upstairs. The stairs’ wood was deep brown, almost like mahogany, but lighter. The banister was the same, with white spindly poles all the way up, as it curved toward the second floor and beyond. The foyer was decorated like a gaudy 19th century burlesque cabaret, at least in my opinion. The stairs were wider on the left side than on the right, which made it harder to ascend after drinking all the alcohol. We teetered up together and went to the third floor. I had never been in that room before, and somehow felt privileged. There were about six or seven girls there, all dressed in varying degrees of formality. Some girls had on sweaters and skirts, while some wore dresses. Not much skin was available for the eye, but all the girls liked to have a good time. They weren’t as stiff as they dressed. They would become conservatives in the future. There was coke on the glass table already, and the party had started. The girls were pros. They got their stuff from The City, and it was good. All rocks. They had broken them down with their student IDs, and had made a nice little mountain of snow on the table. Probably three or four hundred dollars worth! We began blowing lines and laughing and having a great time. I was psyched to do coke with so many fine classy babes. They had a lot of it too. Preferring to remain quiet and listen to their girly sorority chatter, I was well entertained. We stayed in the room for about an hour and a half. By the time the coke was gone, we had a real buzz on. I must have had about three grams myself. The Delta girls were champs. They set me up. The coke was gone and when we went downstairs, the party had dissolved. Everyone had left to go down to the bars. The night was starting off well. I walked with Jess and the other girls across the tracks and down along the dirt road, to the Hoot Owl.




    It was fifty percent off all mixed drinks. With graduation and all. I had my first two Long Islands for seven dollars. I was feeling good, maybe too good. Excitement was in the air at the Hoot Owl. There were only about three hundred kids, but that was enough. It was in effect a private party for SLU students. It was our bar, The Hoots. I talked with a few groups of friends, and slurped down some more Long Islands. Everyone was very excited. The room was a little blurry, but my heart was thumping strongly. The alcohol sure didn’t affect me after all the coke. I felt like a champ. I went out the back door, by the guys’ bathroom with my friend Dan from Karate class. I pulled out my pipe, and we smoked a packed bowl until it sucked through. I could see the train tracks in the distance, beneath the light that shone down from the street lamps. It was thick and looming as it made its way down to the ground. Maybe it was just me, but the air seemed to hang, suspended, and lights were glimmering as cars passed by. My senses were numbed. I felt slowed down by the bowl, but my body was racing from the coke. The alcohol must have made me lose my senses as well. We went back inside and I ordered another Long Island to cool off. It was last call so I had two more. Dan and I parted outside when the bar closed, and I began the long walk back to my dorm.




    On the way home, there were various cars passing by with drunken students cheering and yelling. Tomorrow was graduation. One car went past and it was Jake from the ATO House. I was still swirling my drink and relishing the last few drops from the plastic cup. That’s when I remembered what he had said a few weeks back. Holy shit! I could pull it off. No one would ever know. I’d have to be quiet and fast. It was on the way home. I was foolishly bolder and more self-confident, as the mixture of substances loosened my inhibitions. I downed the last of the drink and crumpled the cup as I threw it into the bushes at the corner. My clothes were dark, and I headed toward the dealer’s place to scout it out.




    It was sort of a dark green or brown three-story apartment. The tiles of the body were made of asbestos. I sat on the curb across the street for a few minutes to see what kind of action was going on. The third floor windows were flashing from the TV inside. The place looked dumpy but actually quite normal for up-sate New York. There were a few trash bags next to the overflowing garbage bin near the door to the stairwell. Beer cans and bottles were strewn about the entrance. There were also a few broken hockey sticks poking out from the dumpster. It was three-forty-five already. The place looked quiet. I knew there was a set of stairs around back made of grated steel; they went all the way up. Then, I followed the sandy driveway around to the bottom of the fire escape. I jumped up and grabbed hold of the lowest rung, pulling myself up to the first level. I was pretty quiet, even though there was no one around. I climbed up to the third floor, and could see the dealer guy through the window to the right of the stairs. He seemed passed out in a chair, facing the TV and sound system. It looked like he had Floyd’s movie “The Wall” on. He was sleeping in a gray lazy-boy, and facing away from the door to the hallway, and the bedroom. I waited a couple more minutes and he still didn’t move. He was out! Floyd had numbed him up for me.




    Slowly, I opened the storm door at the top of the fire stairs. Of course it wasn’t locked. I was careful, and opened it slowly, because they usually creak. Then I tried the old brass handle on the door. It was unlocked too. The ashtray on the railing was an overflowing pile of wet buts and ashes. It stank. As I cracked the door open, I realized that “The Wall” was on pretty loud. It would help cover my raid. I was in, in a flash, leaving the real door wide open, but closing the storm door almost all the way. That would keep the cooler outside air out, and make it faster for me leave. I was grooving out to Pink Floyd too. It looked like I had the place to myself. I was high as hell.




    I slowly went to the bedroom on the left side of the hallway, and crept in. There was only one light on, it was a Lava Lamp. It was one of those “Tales from the Crypt” dark green ones, which left the room still very dark. I could make out the closet, and its sliding doors. My eyes were already acclimated to the dark. The shades were down, and the room was about twelve feet by ten. The closet was on the right wall, the windows were straight ahead, and the bed was there in the dark, on the left side of the room. I went for the closet. I pushed the laundry to the middle, and found that the secret cache was accessible by pulling up the rug, and the board attached beneath it. Just like Jake said! The cache was about one foot by two. There, nestled between the two floor joists, was a big bag of weed. Like a pillow really. Holy shit! I had hit the big time. That’s all I was there for. When I pulled it out, I noticed a zippered pouch, and a handgun laying beneath. It was a revolver. Well fuck it, I grabbed the cloth pouch, which looked like some small Mexican purse, most likely loaded with drugs, and I grabbed the revolver as well. It was heavy and felt cold in my sweaty hand.




    I dropped the carpeted lid, and slid the laundry pile back on top where it was before. I took a pillow case from the pile, and stuffed the weed along with the pouch and gun inside. That way, I could chuck it and run if I had to. As I got up from my knees in the closet, I heard a noise. All of a sudden I was scared. It was kind of a squeak though. Then came a quiet giggle. Oh shit, I was screwed. What was happening? Why had I even come? What a moron.




    “Aren’t you gonna fuck me tonight?”




    Oh my god! That I hadn’t prepared for. What was happening? There in the bed was the dealer’s girlfriend. It was the teenybopper. She had seen me knelt down in the closet. I went over toward the bed and dropped the pillow case on the floor. She was face down in a prone position on the comforter. Her body looked great as I got closer, and saw that she only had on a black thong and a small white tee-shirt. He legs were skinny, and she giggled again as I approached. When I stepped once more, I was at the edge of the bed. She was beginning to flip over, and would soon be able to see that I wasn’t who she thought. I put my left hand on her hip and pulled her toward the edge of the bed. That kept her on her stomach, and her face turned away from mine, at least for a second longer. She went with my instinct and spread her knees, so she was kneeling before me, facing the wall. She arched her back, and clasped her hands together, open palms against the wall on the other side of the bed. Her face was turned to the right, and away from the dim light of the open door. I still had my hand on her hip, and I began to kneel behind her on the bed. I didn’t know what to do. If I ran, she’d scream and the guy would wake up. That’d be real bad news. “The Wall” was still jamming in the other room.




    “I’m really tired, just give it to me before I go back to sleep,” she said to me in a soft whispering teen-age voice.




    Shit, I loosened my belt, and slid my brown khakis down to my knees, and pulled out my dick. It was already half aroused because of the excitement and the coke. I pushed her black floss thong to the left with my hand, and she reached around underneath to grab my package. Wouldn’t she be able to recognize I wasn’t her man? She caressed my knob for a minute to finish hardening it up, and then she inserted it into herself. Her body was soft and warm. I held onto her right shoulder, with my right arm. She clasped both hands together once again, and I could see the outline of her face beneath her dirty blond hair, in the dimly lit Lava Lamp light. Her body was slender and I felt excited inside her. She smiled, as I slowly went in and out of her. She moved her body as though she was really getting into it. She was sure wet by then. She reached her left arm around, and clutched my thigh as I began to go faster, and she held me in at the end of each thrust. She kept squeezing me harder every time. She squeezed my thigh faster and faster, which implied to pump harder and harder. I did her for less than ten minutes, and I was going so fast that I got so turned on, and came right in her. She had sweat beads on the back of her neck and on her shoulders too. My left hand stuck to her hip as I loosened my grip. I should have thought more about it, but I wasn’t able to put a condom on. I didn’t even have one, and it would have given me away if I had. Can a women tell the difference between lovers? With any luck she was clean enough, and on the pill. Probably, maybe. As I pulled out, how was I going to.....?




    “Thanks for that, good night,” was all she said. Then she grabbed the covers pulling them up over her body, and stopped moving. She was tired, but looked comfortable. I pulled up my pants and tightened my belt, and then grabbed the pillow case while walking out of the room. I was at the back stairs in a flash, locking the doorknob from the inside, before I closed up. I headed down the metal stairs quieter than when I arrived, and dropped the last seven feet to the concrete below. Floyd was still on upstairs, as I walked back across the street toward campus. The pillow case was casually slung over my shoulder. I had only been inside the apartment for about ten minutes. I wondered what they would each think happened when they finally woke up. Nobody ever misses a single slice from a cut loaf, but I knew the dealer was gonna be pissed off about the missing stash.




    The Graduates were being called up in alphabetical order. We were already seated accordingly. My time was coming. The sun was higher than it was a few minutes before, and I was more awakened as I remembered the occurrences of the night before. The president’s speech was nearly over, and it was our turn for center stage. There was a lot of excitement in the air as the first students were called. Families and friends who came in attendance, were extremely proud of all of us. My friend from Karate class, Dan Abbot, was called third, and I slipped back into my thoughts, remembering hanging out with him at The Hoot Owl.




    After I made a brisk one mile walk back to my dorm, I was beginning to sober up. My head started to throb as blood moved faster through my body. It was four twenty when I entered my room. I was fucking tired, and laid the sack down. It was 4:20, national smoke out hour, so I grabbed my glass bong and prepared to pack it from the fat bag I had just stolen. I opened the pillow case and saw that the bag of weed must have been at least half a pound. At $250 dollars an ounce, there were at least eight ounces in the bag. What a score. I would have free weed for such a long time, and I was going to be out of town in just a few more hours. I stuffed my glass bowl with the tip of a huge bud. It was awesome. I grabbed my lighter and puffed away. It was good shit. Hydroponics! I had so much of it too. I burned the bowl away, and turned on my stereo. The Dead jammed out “Playing in the Band” as I lay on my bed.




    I was ripped. A whole fat bowl for just me! My head felt better and I knew I was going to be able to sleep well. I always do after I nut. Then I pulled the revolver out from the bottom of the pillow case. I opened up the cylinder and dropped out the shells. It only had four of the six cylinders loaded. It was a Smith and Wesson Model 29 .357 caliber revolver. I threw the shells into the pocket of one of my backpacks, and wrapped the unloaded revolver in a towel in my laundry bag, which was going home in the morning. I wondered what the story of the gun was. I guess it’s better not to know.




    Then I looked at the Mexican satchel that was still in the bottom of the pillow case. I picked it up, and it was heavier than I remembered. I began to unzip it, and was dumbfounded. I had thought there was only going to more drugs or paraphernalia in it. It was filled with cash instead! I had just ripped off a big dealer I guess, and got his whole drug savings. I tried to count some of it, but was too stoned to get close. It looked like ten thousand dollars or more. That guy was going to be pissed off when he discovered his cache was cleaned out. Maybe he would think it was his girlfriend, since the door was locked from the inside. I threw the Mexican purse into a backpack with all my pencils, erasers, notebooks, folders and desk supplies. It was well hidden, and was going into Dad’s car in the morning with everything else. I put the huge bag of weed inside a zippered pillow on my bed. It fit well, and would not be noticed as I packed it into the car. I lay back on the bed, and passed out hard myself. The alarm was already set for eight-fifteen, and I would be loading the car by eight-thirty.




    The row of graduates I was seated amongst were next to be called, and we were motioned to rise, and follow the row before us up to the podium. Soon, there were only three students before me. I was a bit shaky, but well composed as my name was called aloud before all to hear. I climbed up the three steps to the level of the president, and we shook hands as he passed me the diploma. There was a brief pause when a photographer took our picture, as he does with each of the graduates. For those few short seconds, I was the sole recipient of the university’s attention. I turned, and looked over the entire crowd from center stage, and knew that college had been worth it. I learned that anything was possible, if you make it happen yourself.


  




  

    Chapter II: The Score




    We were all packed up by twelve-thirty. The forest green Dodge mini-van was loaded down. My laundry bag and pillows were safely hidden beneath piles of clothes. The way-back of the car was stuffed with an entire dorm room of goods. Everything was set for the journey. I was excited about the score. Dad and I were both proud that I graduated in just four years. He felt at ease because I had finished on time and my grades were always sufficient. Grades were never a problem. Since I had gone to Pomfret, a prep school in Connecticut, before St. Lawrence, university was made easy. By the time I arrived at university, decent grades were cake. Most of my peers had more difficulty than I seemed to. Boarding school was the real test for workload and pressure. College was really just an afterthought. The degree, the BA, and the future.




    Dad began driving. He and I were both quiet as we started off. We had an eight and a half hour ride back to Maine. He wasn’t as tired as I was, even though he had just made the same journey the previous day. We were both flushed and the climax was over, we were glad to get the trip underway. My new diploma rode proudly on the dash. I could hardly wait to get home and check out the gun and count out the cash. I already needed to smoke a joint, but that would have to wait too. A Sony stereo system and Kline mountain bike were my two finest possessions in the way-back. There were tennis rackets, lacrosse sticks, a squash racket, a hockey bag, four sticks, and a mountain of wool sweaters, polo’s and pants. I had accumulated them slowly at various thrift stores throughout the last eight years. Sweaters were a necessity in Upstate New York, especially because of the inclement weather, but also as a classic fashion trend. They were never out of style.




    James Belushi always wore a sweater at Faber College. It was tradition for the past forty years. Students look much the same today as they have in the past, or at least since the introduction of marijuana and LSD to college campuses. There is a certain appearance of students at the Ivy League, and Semi-Ivy league schools. A certain attitude and class can be felt as you stroll across campus. St. Lawrence University has long been rumored for its students’ total lack of regard for alcohol poisoning, and projectile vomiting. SLU was even written up in the early nineties by Playboy, as one of the top ten drinking schools in the country. Those were among the main contributing factors for my interest and arrival four years before. Prep schoolers have long famed St. Lawrence as an icon for both hockey and hangovers. However, I was happy to be done with all of that, and began watching the road as the landscape turned from stretching dairy plains into hills, which soon became the Adirondacks.




    We were slowly moving along Rt. 11, and would soon be in northern Vermont, just above Lake Champlain. There, we would get on I-85 and drive south past Burlington, and cut east across Vermont, along narrow Rt.2, and then through New Hampshire. Seeing the beautiful White Mountains in early springtime was a bonus of the trip. Although early June is the dawn of spring this far north, it is beautiful. After traversing New Hampshire, our mini-van would cross into Maine. We lived near the ocean just outside of Camden. Our home belonged to my father and my Uncle Keith. It’s not a restored farm house, it’s actually rather old and decrepit, although recently well maintained. The original section of the farmhouse is one hundred and fifty years old. The barn has since been attached to the house, in classic New England farmhouse style. We have about five acres which extend behind the house and into the woods. Not the original 250 acre spread. I was excited to be going home. It had been a while since I was there last. Dad and Keith bought the place about twenty years ago, and my brother and Dad and I have done a lot to refurbish it, and fix up the old place. It’s a wonderful spot, and The Farm has been custom tailored for a male family’s many needs.




    I couldn’t have been more excited to return. College was over, and the real world was supposed to begin. I was not ready for all that yet, but only wanted to relax and set my bearings. I now had some time to myself, and would have plenty of time to formulate a plan for the future. My friends didn’t seem to know what they were going to do, and none of them had any real job prospects. Everyone just seemed so fixated on exams, and then graduation, that no one had made any concrete plans for their lives. I was no exception. I didn’t know what I wanted to do, or what would happen. Although I felt comfortable, because I knew there was money in the Mexican purse. I planned to catch up on rest in Maine, and try to enjoy the finer things in life.




    When Dad and I entered New Hampshire, I took over driving while we gassed up at a small corner store. We stretched our legs and got a pizza to go. Dad had been at the wheel for four and half hours, and it was my turn to drive. I was more relaxed than ever now. The three and a half hours I had slept were enough to finish the trip. Our mini-van kept trucking along. I only had three hours left to drive.




    New Hampshire scared me a little, because they are very strict with weed laws. I sure didn’t want to be caught with an entire pillow filled up with sticky buds. If we were stopped and searched, the gun would have been alright. There are no registration laws for firearms in Vermont, New Hampshire or Maine. I had unloaded it prior to leaving too. No problem! The cash would have looked strange to Dad, but wasn’t illegal. As we kept plugging across Rt. 2, we came to Augusta, and soon wound up on Rt.3, until we were close to home. All of a sudden, we were there. We were both excited for the ride to be over. I missed my cat Maki, and looked forward to seeing him, rubbing him, and pestering him until he would run away. I loved to tease him, and this summer would be no exception. He was in for a lot of loving.




    Spring had not quite arrived, but there were some buds and small leaves sprouting on the trees already. Our house looked stark white against the dark pines behind it. The pine trees soared way above the house’s peak and the barn. They must be at least seventy feet tall. The evening was just getting dark, but not yet pitch. We could still see definition in the yard, and into the woods. The feel of gravel beneath the heavy car is what I instantly remembered. I straightened out the wheel, and headed toward the front door to park. I pulled all the way up the gravel driveway, and stopped close to the steps. It was great to be home. Dad got out and stretched for a minute, before going inside to check the house over. I began unloading my things into the barn.




    Once the bookshelves were out of the rear tailgate, I was able to access everything else easily. After twenty minutes or so, almost all of my things were in a gigantic pile in the center of our “live in barn.” Soon enough I had my laundry bag out, and got a good look at the revolver. It was a nice piece, a Smith and Wesson model 29, .357 Revolver, with a four inch barrel. It would be good fun shooting. I was happy to have it for a throw gun. In case I ever needed it, it would be a great sense of comfort to have hidden away somewhere. Its wooden walnut grips were dark and cross cut, so it would stick in your palm, and not slip with sweat when you’re under pressure. The barrel wasn’t too dirty, but it hadn’t been well oiled or maintained in a long time. That was obvious. Nevertheless, it was a weapon, and a fine one at that. I was happy to have it join my small collection. Smith and Wesson stands by their product. So do I.




    Then I took out my school supply bag, and my beaded glass bong. I brought the Mexican bag, along with my bong and weed pillow, up to my bedroom on the second floor of the barn. After fumbling to find the position of the light switch for a couple of seconds, soon the room was lit. My room was just as I left it some months before at spring break. Everything was still neat, but it looked un-lived in, except for the hordes of dead flies and lady bugs on top of everything. I decided to look at the money before I got too stoned. I filled my bong with fresh cold water, and only took two bong hits before counting the pile of cash. It was a mess of mixed bills, except mostly Benjamins and Grants. I stacked rows of thousands first. Holy shit! There was a lot more than ten thousand bucks, and a lot more than I had guessed at first glance. When I was all done counting, there was a total of $21,850 dollars. Holy shit! I only went into the dealer’s apartment to try to take a bag of weed. What a strange night, what a score.




    I had practically as much money as anyone would probably make in a full year, at an entry level position. In cash! It was unfathomable. I ripped off a dealer of everything he made during a year of selling drugs, to students at my own school. That stupid shit! What did he think was going to happen? He must have thought we were all just a bunch of preppy pussies. What a moron. I was better off with the cash than he. Fuck him. I would use it for something, something grand! I just didn’t know what. I finished huffing the bong with his hydroponics, and put the money back into the small pouch. It was time to relax, to really relax. I went into the kitchen to start dinner. It was time to eat.




    Dad had showered up already, and was also starved from the long day’s journey. His spirits were high, almost as high as mine. I broiled up two chicken breasts with peppers and onions. Angel hair pasta topped with sauce from the can, would go alongside the breasts. Dad and I each drank a cold Sam Adams together in the kitchen, as I finished preparing the quick meal. I was his cook in Maine during the summer, and that would ensure we both had enough tasty food to eat. He was happy not to have to make dinner all by himself, at least while I was home. Dad was so proud of my new diploma, that he had already hung it up in the office. He also thought that I should have some time for myself, at least before settling down with a real job. That was just how I felt as well. I couldn’t believe it. He wanted me to, “stay home for a while and get rested up.” His spirits must have been high. Dad was of the old school. He was a man, of tradition and conformity. A Harvard man.




    After dinner I felt very content, and wanted to catch up with my brother. I went up to my room in the barn and rolled a huge spliff. Then I walked out of the barn’s double doors and into the lawn. I had put a fleece on, because it had cooled down a lot. I slowly made my way down the lawn, and through two closely planted pine trees. From there, I followed a small trail into the woods. At home, I don’t need a flashlight to navigate on our property. I know ever inch. The woods were dark, but I knew they would lighten up, as my eyes got used to the night air. I made my way down the dark trail toward three small steps, which lead into the grove. I could just see the outlines of the rocks, even in the night. The grove is about ten feet by twelve. On the steps’ side, there are two small pine trees, one in each corner. There is a stone Buddha under the tree on the right. All four sides of the grove are stone lined. A large apple tree sits just outside the left wall, with its tangled branches hanging over the grove. I went to the far side, to sit on the wall. I chose the big flat topped stone to sit on. It was easiest to see. The spliff was tucked behind my ear, and I lit it slowly, so it wouldn’t canoe. I hit it quietly, and enjoyed the night’s silence. There sure was enough in the joint for my brother and I. Taking another toke, I drew it in slowly, letting it fill my lungs. I held the smoke in and closed my eyes, slowly exhaling through my nose.




    My brother Robin is buried in the center of the grove. He has been there far too long already, although I was happy to be home with him. The smoke lingered steadily in the air above the grove, above his room. It almost felt like we were together again for a split second, but the stone was cold beneath my pants. I sat in the grove for quite some time, listening to small branches crackling in the distance. It was too early in the year for spring peeper frogs. Maine was still cold.




    I have always been kind of a loner since my brother died. That’s not completely true, because I do have a few very good friends. Some trustworthy friends. The kind of friends that I would stand up for in a knife fight, if it ever came to it. A few real buddies. But still, I always feel like I’m on the outside of what ever’s going on. That’s always been comfortable for me. My brothers and father are all that I really have. Family is important to me, but my real family is just Dad, Robin and Chris. My father raised us all to be athletes. He raised me as winner, and a team player. Hockey is my game. It’s the sport we all play. It’s a great game for learning to judge peoples’ characters and abilities. Hockey players are supposed to be fearless, strong, mean, tough, bold, and when it’s necessary, cocky. It’s the kind of game that when you go out there and play, you leave it all on the ice.




    There are winners and losers in everything, but to me, there is no such thing as second place. I don’t like to loose, and pain won’t stop me from playing hard and hitting even harder. I always play to win. Hockey is a sport of anger and pain, but most importantly, hockey is a sport of team play. I guess that’s what second rate players probably all say. Getting open to receive a pass, skating a few strides, and giving the puck over to a teammate is what I have always been best at. Some great players like to have me out there with them. I have always made many assists each season since I can remember. I don’t hog the puck from the better players, but use them to help me win. I refuse to lose. Being scored on while I am on the ice, is something I will never get over. Every single time it happens, it is sickening and revolting to me. It makes me so fucking pissed of, that I just want to cream the other team into the boards on my next shift on the ice. I want them to pay with pain.




    Defense is probably my best trait. I hate to lose, or give in at all. I always back check into our end, even faster than I had gone into the offensive zone. I am like a third defense man on the ice. I get back into our zone, and defend our net. Maybe that’s why so many great players like to be out there with me. I want to give them the puck so they can score and we can win, but if we don’t score, then I am speeding back into our zone to defend my net. As a forward, I have made more goalie type saves than anyone else I can think of. I always wanted to be a keeper, but that wasn’t in my cards. If the goalie was ever stuck behind the net or down, I would be there in the crease, blocking shots. Any shot. I will block a slapshot with my arm, to defend the upper left corner. My teammates love it. I only play to win.




    Robin was my best friend. He was a lot older than I, but that didn’t matter. Maybe it was best. I have never bonded with anyone like I have with my brother Robin. I know that I never will. He was able to teach me so much as I grew up. Since he was so much older than I, he could show me things that a peer would never have known about. However, he always treated me as an equal, even though there were eighteen years between us. He taught me about the importance of nature, and of our natural world. We regularly talked about existence and meaning in life. We had so much fun together, and would often go on long walks in the woods. Robin made me stronger every day that we were together, and now I suppose, he has made me stronger every day since he has been gone. His death showed me how to become independent, and learn to rely upon no one. We even shared a room together for two of his last years. My brother helped me to understand cruelty, injustice, and horrible deeds occurring everywhere throughout the world, even at such an early age. He knew about the existence of suffering, disease and death. They were not strangers to him. Robin wanted me to know. He wanted me to learn. He wanted me to grow.




    My brother tried his best to live above all of those things, and to simply get along in his own way. He taught me so many things that will be useful every day for the rest of my life. Robin was a pure land Buddhist, and he worked hard to conquer his own daemons. He was the real thing, and he believed in human reincarnation. Robin was one of a kind. My brother often talked with me about death, and through his death, I have learned so much about life. Robin died in order to show me how to live. For that, he is now soaring amongst the Bodhisattva.




    There was a little bit of wind up in the tree tops. The stark white birch branches in the distance were rubbing against each other. My eyes had become well adjusted to the solitude and darkness. The sky was not clear, but somewhat cloudy. I could hear a few lonely coyotes off in some field in the distance, howling at the night sky. It was a mournful tune, and I howled back to them. A few stars gazed at me through patches in the clouds from above Robin’s grove. The spliff was long gone, and I was tired. I went in to bed.




    Waking up in Maine is always something special. Each morning is chilly, and the air has a slight nip to it. It’s like that all summer long, with the exception of a few humid late summer mornings. I lay in my lofted bed, and watched the sun peer in through the torn shade. It was going to be cold getting out from underneath the covers. It was still early. I decided to stay in bed a bit longer and rest in the warm sheets. Eventually it would be time to get up, and decide what would become of the future. Time was in my hands. It may not be on my side, but it was in my hands.




    For the first few days after graduation, I mostly reclined at home and watched movies with Dad. I remained on the property and fine tuned my room. I knew that I wouldn’t live in Maine forever. I would never live in Maine forever. I had grown up outside Boston. The Farm is my home, and shall be forever, but it is our summer home. Dad had recently retired, and would probably go off to Florida for the winters. My brother Chris is a professional traveler, so he won’t ever be living in Maine full time. Uncle Keith lives in Hawaii, except for a few summer months when he needs the cool Maine air to freshen up his life. I wouldn’t remain alone for the winter in Maine, that was for sure. There were no acceptable job opportunities that I could think of. In Maine there certainly weren’t. I would have to go to Boston, or back to New York for a stable job. One that would give me a decent salary. These days, graduates usually make less money their first few years out of college, than it cost to go to their damn schools for a year. That’s absurd. You have student loans, car payments, and maybe even fucking credit card debt already. That’s a shitty way to begin life as an adult.




    Maine was already out of the question for me to live, so I decided to spend my time fishing, shooting, mountain-biking, and talking with Dad. Barbequing and grilling are also among our favorite activities. Afternoon badminton is a daily regular on our match lined court. We are a very competitive family. My brother Chris has been a professional tennis player, and he is always a terrific opponent, when in Maine. Evening croquet is the rage every summer, until the bugs become unbearable. Croquet has been a favorite pastime at our farm, especially when more family members or friends come to visit. It is sad for Dad, Chris and I to play alone.




    I did not need a job. That would just bog me down, and keep me from finding what I should really be doing. Living! I would be to damn busy working, and not earning enough money to be worth it. What a great life America’s graduates have to look forward too. Well, there is always the fucking army!, but I guess you don’t have to waste four years of your precious time surrounded by ivy-covered academia buildings to join that group of elites. The army was out, and Iraq can kiss my ass too. I am a patriot, maybe even a revolutionary, but not a drone that will go off to war under false pretenses, and government corruption. Not this guy. I need truth and peace to fulfill my needs. Not war and lies. Certainly not death.




    The future is immanent for each of us. There is no escaping from it. The planet’s future looks grimmer than my own, that’s for sure. I know that I can’t hide from the inevitable, nor do I want to. I just want to live in the present, and be self sufficient enough to be happy. I don’t want to burden our planet more than my fare share. Do I even have a share at all? I am a Malthusian by nature. A student of Thomas Malthus. It would be very convenient not to be concerned about the current state of our planet’s precious ecosystems, but that would be living a lie. The planet’s arable land is depleting far faster than it will ever increase on a human timescale. Our global food crop production is declining faster that it can be produced, especially without better soil and more farm-able land. Overpopulation is a major natural catastrophe, and millions of people are already malnourished and suffering from extreme poverty and hunger.




    Water is the most critical natural asset on the planet, next to oxygen, that we all need to survive. Half of the world’s population does not have enough safe drinking water at present. Farmers already have to ration watering their few crops already, in order to conserve. The world’s natural resources are being depleted far faster then they can ever recover, at present consumption levels. I believe the Earth is dieing.




    However, there will likely be alternatives in the future to combat global warming, and reduce carbon dioxide and methane omissions. Will it be too late? Will the innovations be on time? Either way, I won’t be the one to make those things possible. I am not a scientific genius. I can not contribute any more than making my foot print on this planet as small as possible. Not producing any children will help slow the state of peril that is facing the entire World we live in. Either way, the apocalypse probably won’t happen within my lifetime. It may happen within a few hundred years, so that leaves me with some time and some resources to use. I want to make the most of the short time I do have left, however long it is. Hedonism or agnosticism seem to be the only ways left to cope with the reality of present times. I am not waiting to be shown something that I already know does not exist, so that leaves me as an existentialist. Pleasure in life is my means for existence, not stagnation, deadlock, or the human rat race.




    I needed to find a way out. I needed a way of my own. I wanted to leave America, and all her problems. The real world awaited me, not some office job with a life of rigidity and repetition. I had spent the last eight years of my life living in dorm rooms at prep school and university. I was done with the routine. I wanted time to travel, and see what I had not seen. It was time to learn about life on my own, and use the knowledge that some of America’s finest institutions must have instilled in me.




    These days, the whole world doesn’t seem to like America or Americans, so my options were limited from the start. I knew that already. Fuck being another damn Gringo south of the boarder. That’s been too common for way too long. With all that money I wouldn’t be poor, and have to Jones around on buses and trains. That won’t get you babes. I don’t want to stay in youth hostels. That’s not romantic or comfortable. I craved some style. I craved some class! Maybe even a little luxury and some girls too. Some pretty girls. I want to live for the now, in the present. To live in the moment! Buddhism is the path for me. Carefree and happy is the way to be. I decided to go to the land of the Buddha. I wanted to leave the western hemisphere. I planned to go alone.




    Asia has always been a big blank to me. The mysteries of the orient and all. None of my friends had ever been there. I had not heard much actually. I did know that Asian girls were supposed to be sweet and consenting. They seem pretty too, although I had not personally known any. But that was good enough for me. Asian girls must be better than the sorority girls and granola chicks I had been used to rubbing tacos with. At least they would be different. At least they would be more petite. That’s a start. Where would I go? Where should I begin? I didn’t know.




    Bangkok seemed to be the most obvious answer for me. I didn’t have much to go on, except I knew two things already. I could get my cock banged there for a few dollars, and I sure wanted to smoke some of those famed Thai Sticks. Those were two great reasons to make a journey. What did I have to loose, the money? Some time? I was ready to take some chances. I was ready for an adventure. I bought a one way ticket on Travelocity to Bangkok in late August.




    Until then, I wanted to stay in Maine and relish one more summer as a child. I wanted to wake up late, and enjoy making large breakfasts. I wanted to go for long walks in the woods, like I had done so many years before with Robin. Everything I needed was on our Farm. At spring break three months before, I began a relationship with a senior in high school. We met at the local General Store. I could tell she was no virgin. She lived just down the street as luck would have it, and she could sneak out almost every night to meet me, after he parents went to bed. Her name was Carly, and she was excited to have me back in Maine too.




    At night time we would skinny dip in our Jacuzzi. It was perfect. I was really single, because we kept our relationship secret at the beginning of summer, since she was still in high school. Her parents were Baptists, and they didn’t want her to see anyone at all. I couldn’t believe that they still thought she was a virgin. She sure didn’t look like one. Carly had given it away when she was fourteen. She was about to graduate in a few more weeks, and after that, maybe we would be able go on dates, or at least be less secretive. I didn’t mind either way.




    Carly liked to smoke weed too, she was perfect. She had light brown hair, and some freckles. She was skinny, and about five foot five. Her complexion was fair, and she had a high school cheerleader’s body. She liked to smoke joints and sixty-nine all the time. She was so willing to make me feel good as often as I was ready. She loved to do it in the hot tub. She wanted to try everything, and I was a good match for her. I love high school girls, because I keep getting older, and they stay the same age. We had a whole summer together. A secret fling.




    My ticket’s date at the end of August gave me plenty of time to stay home and have one more summer of fun. A summer of leisure. A summer of play, and of seeing family. I planned to do nothing, and as much nothing as possible, at our wonderful farm in Maine. Until my departure date arrived, I didn’t need anything else. Between little Carly, family, weed and cash, I was all set. It was all at the Farm.




    I was excited about my journey into the unknown, but was content to stay in Maine until my departure date. I didn’t know what I was in for, but that sitting on the edge of my seat feeling, only grew stronger with the passing of each summer day. There was no way for me to be prepared for what was to come, or where my journey would lead, or what would become of me in the future. Nor could I be sure of those things for any of us. Will the Asian persuasion be for me? I would find out soon enough. Time was in my hands. Adventure was on my side.


  




  

    Chapter III: Embarkation




    An aroma was steadily becoming pungent in the kitchen. It was a smell unlike traditional smells, but still somehow natural and fragrant. It was a piney smell filled with outdoor freshness, yet quite skunky. Not dissimilar to a late evening walk in a pine forest that had been sprayed by a skunk the previous night. The smell was however refreshing and herbal in nature, not intrusive like a dead skunk packed in your nasal cavity.




    I had been simmering two sticks of butter in a home made double boiler for the past hour and a half. I refilled the outer pot with water every once in a while, so the buttery substance inside the inner boiler wouldn’t have the opportunity to evaporate. There were also three-eighths of finely ground hydroponic weed stirred into the butter. It would take a full two and a half hours to gestate and mature, as I had been told by a true professional, my Uncle Keith. This meant I still had an hour to kill before I could turn off the stove, and let it cool down. After it was cool, I would strain the granular greenish yellow butter through cheese cloth, and into a Tupperware container. I refilled the outer boiler with water once again, and stirred the aromatic butter briskly with an egg whisk. I decided to retire out to the barn for a smoke with Carly, until the countdown would come, and the butter had gestated.




    I climbed the rickety handmade stairs to the second floor, making my way to my lofted room in the upstairs of the barn. Carly was already on the sofa, listening to the Dead play China Cat Sunflower. She had already pre-packed my glass bong with a nice fat bowl. Her hair was wavier and sexier than it had been at the beginning of summer. She looked a little more grown up, and had definitely matured over the summer. She didn’t have to put makeup on, since she looked playful and young naturally. I took a great big bong rip, and held it in as long as possible until my nose ached and my eyes began to water, before expelling it from my lungs. What a glorious thing. Carly took a nice hit, although not as big, but still a great hit for a small girl. I liked to watch her smoke weed. I just liked to watch her. She had on a small black ruffled skirt, which only made it halfway to her knees, and a tight faded baby blue tee shirt. It looked good with her small body and cute breasts. She hadn’t put her bra back on yet, and I could see her perky eighteen year old nips through her worn out tee shirt. Carly turned eighteen over the summer, but she looked sixteen sitting there, while handing the bong back to me for another toke. She slowly exhaled her hit, switching her hand’s attention to my shorts, once she passed me the lighter. Carly said that she wanted to reward me for all the work I had been doing to make the batch of cookies for her, and she wanted to give me a present before my embarkation.
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