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    Secrets Of The English Ex-Pat




    Even 150 years ago the idea of leaving the familiar surroundings of our formative years to become a stranger in a totally unfamiliar human environment, was within human experience. In those days, it was not a flight to the other side of the world but a journey on foot, from ‘village to village.’ M.A. Evans wrote about a man who was forced to leave his village and unlike anyone else, go out into unknown regions, where he would enter a strange village. Perhaps the only difference now is that our villages are bigger and distances greater – mere technicalities – and travel is to the human emotions and spirit, the same experience as it ever was.




    “Even people who have been made various by learning, sometimes find it hard to keep a fast hold on their habitual views of life, on their faith in the Invisible (i.e.) the sense that their past joys and sorrows are real experience, when they are suddenly transported to a new land, where beings around them know nothing of their history, and share none of their ideas – where their mother earth shows another lap, and human life has other forms than those on which their souls have been nourished.




    Minds that have been unhinged from their old faith and love, have perhaps sought this influence of exile (to create forgetfulness and oblivion), in which the past becomes dreamy because its symbols have all vanished and the present too is dreamy because it is linked with the memories.”




    M.A. Evans 1861 (‘Silas Marner’)




    Each story is a mixture of dream, fantasy and fact, showing the mind and emotions of English, men and women who have forsaken the freezing drab of their homeland, for the tropical warmth and morning glory of Thailand.




    What was their reaction to Thai culture and what did Thais think of them?




    When a man shows more interest in a bar girl than in his wife – what does his wife do and say?




    ‘Secrets of the English eX-pat,’ tells all! It spans the mid 20th to mid 21st.centuries.




    Note:




    Baht bus – A small covered pick-up truck with long seats - which people climb in at the back. Fixed routes. Picks you up and drops you where you like.




    Tuk-tuk – Another form of cheap transport like the baht bus. A 3-wheeler with a covered back seat.


  




  

    The Night Nurse of Shangri-La




    Suddenly HQ wants to brief her about her job.




    “Booee! How’s the nursing going?”




    “Ok. I am enjoying it.”




    “Good. Next week you leave.”




    “New orders?”




    “My dear, your profile risks exposure – You must leave no trace of your existence here. I suggest you go abroad – but the same applies.




    Don’t be noticed anywhere. Make your way to Istanbul. There you can call this hotel number to contact our agent.”




    “Thank you - His name?”




    “You call him ‘Marcel’ –You clear about everything then?”




    “Yes. - I must return to my unit in Thailand.”




    “Of course. – I think you’ll find Marcel helpful with that. – Good-bye.”




    “Thank you. - Bye.”




    It has taken the whole morning and Booee is about 6 hours late for work.




    “Oh my God - It’s you BJ! – Where on earth have you been? Matron’s fuming!”




    “Hi Silvie! Thanks, but not worry – I’m here now.”




    “Nurses are expected to be punctual, Miss Jinpala.”




    “I’m sorry Matron, but I overslept, then I was on the bus and it broke down. Everyone had to change to another one.”




    “You do understand that this must not happen again.”




    “Yes Matron, of course.” There is a pause.




    “Well, now you are here you’d better get on. Let’s see, yes, you have Ward Duty in No.7. You relieve Nurse Harvey - Off you go.”




    Next day, Booee goes to Matron to give notice.




    “Hello Matron. Sorry to be leaving at the end of this week.”




    “We will all miss you BJ – I do prefer nurses to stay longer than you. Well, good luck!”




    “Thank you Matron!”




    Later at work her colleagues hear the news.




    “Oh BJ, so sorry you are leaving. Now I’ll be the only Asian nurse here.”




    “Don’t worry, Shoji, more Philippina nurses will come soon. - Do you know where is Silvie?”




    “Oh, I think she’s off this morning.”




    “Hi Booee, if y’are free today, come to ma house for some food, drink, sleep –anything y’ like. By the way, ma name’s Cindy, I work drivin’ an ambulance, which is very part-time, if you see what I mean.”




    “Thank you very much. You very kind,” replies Booee, as they laugh together.




    “Come now if y’a free and I’ll show ya where I live.” Booee walks with Cindy to her house. For Booee it is a relaxing break. Cindy is by nature kind and generous.




    On her last day, It is hard for Booee to say such a final ‘good-bye’ to her. Cindy’s parting gift is a small photo of herself. It is immediately given a special place in Booee’s wallet.




    Then she says good-bye to Silvie and some other nurses she happens to see. She leaves the hospital and goes home. She collects her deposit from the landlord, says good-bye and with the bag she has ready packed, makes her way towards the main coast road.




    “Hello, you want a lift?”




    “Yes, I want to go to Calais.”




    “Well I’m going to Sellindge but you’re welcome to come.”




    “Thanks.”




    As she is thinking that Sellindge is probably the next village, they are overtaken by a lorry. Booee reads the script on the side hoarding, ‘Linton Transport, Euro-Oriental Freight Haulage.’ Immediately her hopes are aroused. She watches the lorry as it pulls up at traffic lights. Her driver stops in the queue of traffic.




    “Ok, I get out here – thank you!”




    “Oh all right – bye!”




    She runs to the lorry and stands at the cab.




    “Hello Sir, Can you give me a lift if I get in the back – ok?”




    “Yes, I have already two handsome boys waiting for you. My name is Salim Khan.”




    “Nice to meet you. I’m Booee….”




    “Ok, Booee, be quick. We go now.”




    “Ho boys, you don’t mind me? Ok na? This my bag.”




    “We take a chickaroo with us?” Finch mutters.




    The lights change and the lorry moves off.




    There are introductions. “Booee,” she says, with a smile to die for.




    They chat and share food. Finch talks of a distant land with graceful dance and warm turquoise sea. He loves it as much as she does. Listening to him reminds Booee of home. Finch’s descriptions help to tame Gus’s fears of what he might be letting himself in for. Finch talks about his experiences in the Merchant Navy, then they sleep.




    But the magic doesn’t last - When they stop at the Munich service station, Booee notices Salim Khan’s worried face.




    Later, they stop in Villach for supplies. She suggests inviting Salim Khan for a coffee. He still looks very worried.




    “You problem. German not like you. Same here,” says Booee, summarising their thoughts.




    “I can’t talk here. Someone might see us,” Salim Khan repies, “Let’s go to the cab.” The three of them climb up and squeeze into his cab. They are facing trees.




    “If they think I am talking to you, they will shoot me,” Salim Khan says.




    “What do you mean?” Gus asks.




    “On my last trip East, they wanted me to supply them with drugs from Pakistan – cash on delivery. I was tempted because it would be wonderful for my family. I know it was foolish. - They believe I am alone. Now they threaten me. If I don’t cooperate, they will ‘arrange for me to have an accident.’ I wish I..” - There is someone in the trees in front of the cab. They notice some movement.




    “Oh damn, now they know I am not alone - they will kill me!” Salim Khan says, in despair.




    “Hey, nobody kill you, Mr Khan. You helped me. I will help you. Don’t worry,” says Booee.




    “I don’t know what you mean, but thank you,” he replies.




    They go to the back. Salim Khan starts up.




    Booee senses some trouble is imminent and she starts to mentally prepare for it. To avoid communicating this, she announces to the boys that they can stop in Istanbul for some fun and relaxation.




    She offers to get them a lift from Istanbul to Chiang Rai in the north of Thailand.




    Someone tricks Salim Khan into driving up a side-road. His lorry is stopped and armed men surround them with one giving orders.




    “Come out – all of you and do exactly as I say, if you want to stay alive,” he shouts. Salim Khan ponders what to do. They think he is together with the others in the cab. Meanwhile, in the back Booee has a gun and has also given one to Finch.




    “Oh good, you have a gun!” Finch whispers. Ignoring this, she tells Finch,




    “Cover me,” as she moves, cat-like out of the back, taking cover among the trees and undergrowth, she works her way behind the men. Finch tries to follow her example and climbs out to take a covering position. Salim Khan emerges from the cab.




    “Where are your friends?” the voice barks. He’s the man Salim Khan had agreed to supply with drugs.




    “Tell us now or we shoot you.”




    “They stay in the cab because they are sick,” Salim Khan says.




    “Don’t play games with me!” the voice roars. A gun fires and several shots follow. They are warning shots over his head. Another shot rings out and the man who was dictating terms falls dead. Salim Khan runs for cover behind his lorry. Finch picks off another man, then takes cover. One by one the men are shot. They are unaware of where the shots are coming from. Then Booee runs back to the lorry as Finch is climbing in. Gus is lost in admiration for all of them. Salim Khan comes to the back with a smile on his face and hugs everyone.




    “That’s the end of their little business,” he says, “Now, let’s go!”




    They make good way through Macedonia, down to Thessalonika, then via Kavala and the coast road, up to the Turkish border.




    The next stop is BP on the Topkapi Highway. With their packed bags they disembark, going to Salim Khan to thank him for his help and wish him a safe journey to Pakistan. He is sad at their leaving and tells them they are welcome to visit him in Pakistan. They thank him politely and wave good-bye.




    Walking a few yards further, they enter the Karteltepe Mocamp. It has a field full of campers of every kind. Booee takes a tent from her bag. With just inflation and pegs, it’s up and ready for use. After checking the facilities’ building, they arrange to meet in the restaurant. Sitting still with real food is a wonderful pleasure. Finch talks of squawking parakeets and ambling elephants..




    As coffees arrive, Booee makes a phone call. There is always buzz here - people just come from Iran or India, Aussies going to Singapore or the other way to ‘Pommieland.’ the odd American with a huge trailer - and various campers. Gus wants to stay a while here, meeting travellers and comparing notes but they must leave tomorrow morning.




    In the evening he buys a British newspaper. His attention is drawn to an article.




    Commander’s Act costs life.




    Bournemouth’s Royal British Legion branch was host to a surprising ‘cloak and dagger’ episode yesterday. Their guest speaker was Cdr. (Jack) Rawlings RN (54). He claimed to have information showing the Official Secrets Act to be no longer valid. As soon as these words were uttered, he was shot dead by an unknown gunman who left the premises immediately. Cdr.Rawlings leaves a son.




    The Daily Xtra is able to reveal that the following document was among Cdr. Rawlings’s papers. - Another exclusive from the Daily Xtra!




    “




    TOP SECRET – TOP SECRET – TOP SECRET




    OPERATION ONN




    Codename ONN is classified as TOP SECRET.




    Codename ONN is




    OPERATION NIGHT NURSE




    Requirements: Female – Attractive –




    Competent in own profession (nursing) -




    High standard of physical health – Good toleration of extreme physical conditions.




    Intelligence.




    Key Requirement: Ability to operate effectively in hostile (male) environment.




    

      

        

        

      



      

        

          	

            Agent appointed Thai National:


          



          	

            Arunee Jinpala


          

        




        

          	

            Commonly called:


          



          	

            Booee


          

        




        

          	

            Age:


          



          	

            25


          

        




        

          	

            Training:


          



          	

            Thai Special Forces


          

        




        

          	

            (In UK):


          



          	

            attached to SBS


          

        




        

          	

            Self Defence:


          



          	

            Black Belt (Shotokan Karate)


          

        




        

          	

            Cover Profession:


          



          	

            Nurse


          

        




        

          	

            Current Appt:


          



          	

            Naval Security (RN Classified)”


          

        


      

    




    




    Booee realises she has lost her cover! The Daily Xtra evidently regards this as a scoop.




    Next day, after a long night talking in Booee’s tent, they go by taxi to ‘Sisli’ just north of the city. Eventually, coming to fields, there is another mechanical sound. The taxi stops. They pay their fare, then get out. The locals speed on. Realising this sound is a helicopter, they follow Booee’s path towards it. She speaks with the pilot. Another of her famous smiles and they clamber aboard.




    With a huge mechanical flutter the machine rises and they are soon up in the clouds.




    “In Chiang Rai I show you bus stop for Chiang Mai. You go Chiang Mai Train Station and then to Bangkok.”




    They are speechless with gratitude to this daredevil girl who has pulled such stunts.




    She then hands each of them a paper with a phone number, date and time.




    “This is my number in Thailand. You can call me. But not before this time – ‘8 am’ on this date ‘4th May’ – kojai mai – you understand – anytime after that –ok?”




    They both confirm understood.




    “Landing, will be in 5 hours – lunch-pack in 15 minutes.”




    (Translation)




    //“Who put this signal in the British newspaper?”




    “I think two men were responsible – Cdr. Rawlings, who was shot dead – and the editor of the British Daily Xtra.”




    “No! You are thinking like a peasant – not a Special Forces Agent!”




    “The gunman did not take Rawlings’s papers with him – He was at fault!”




    “I understand sir.”




    “Yes, but it’s too late. We have to lose you, Jinpala. You can transfer to the Royal Thai Navy or leave and become a civilian.”




    “I will be happy to become a civilian again, sir.”




    “You do understand that our part of your past is erased.




    You were a nurse in the British National Health Service and left because of personal problems. BOAC records show that the return half of your ticket was used on the 26th of April. That is how you travelled. According to the Thai press, last year, both you and your mother won the Thai Lottery jackpot – so that is how it was financed, should anyone ask.




    So you see, we’ve done our homework – Now you do yours!”




    “Yes sir, understood. Thank you.”




    “Good-bye, Jinpala.”




    “Bye, Sir!”//




    Instead of expected training, Booee has just time to spend a week with her mum in Kon Kaen before the 4th of May. She will talk about nursing and the boys she met on the flight. Mum will expect her to get a nursing job again.




    Seven days are enough rural life. She is now trained to survive in the City of Angels!




    So, she goes to Bangkok to stay with her aunt.




    Some days later, Gus and Finch are in a tea shop. Gus goes to the shop manager, showing the paper with ‘Kon Kaen 42015’ on it,




    “Can you get this number for me, please?”




    The shop manager speaks to the operator then hands the receiver to Gus.




    “Hello!”




    “Hi, is that Booee?”




    “Booee in Bangkok 06 91788.”




    “Ok. Thanks.” Gus dials the number. It rings.




    “Hello!”




    “Hi Booee - This is Gus – remember you came from England with me and Finch?”




    “Oh – it’s you! – How are you? I very tired so see you tomorrow morning about 9.30 at Erawan Shrine – ok?




    “Okay Booee, see you. Bye!”




    Next day, lighting the morning incense sticks, they place them on the shrine then stand in silent reverence. Gus and Finch follow the custom. Flies buzz and ants crawl. Old fruit and a half bottle of Pepsi look dusty in the blazing heat. Only the golden Buddha shines with serenity. A few people turn to go so Gus and Finch take this as their queue. Then they see her. Booee is there in silent prayer. Gus slaps his hand over Finch’s mouth as he opens it to speak. Booee opens her eyes.




    “Hi, my handsome princes, let’s go somewhere cool.”




    Now nearly five years have passed. Though past 30 and ‘old’ by Thai standards for a woman, Booee is still smart and attentive. Her eyes have an unusual intensity and, unlike most other Thais, she has the stability of a small allowance from the Navy.




    It was very exciting being in Thai Special Forces but her memory is mixed with that dazzling world of early youth in the days before the Coup. The thought of those nice English boys, Gus and Finch, chased and shot at like hunted animals, always brings tears to her eyes.




    She often wonders about her friend, Cindy, still in her wallet, smiling.




    ‘About now, she must be reading my letter!’ Booee tells herself.




    Now she walks through Lumphini Park watching the precise movements of Tai Chi.




    How she envies those elderly people, knowing exactly what to do – where to put themselves – what position to adopt and how to let it flow.




    A young lad suddenly whizzes by on skates, disturbing her peace




    Booee has nothing to do and nowhere to go, except her aunt’s flat.




    Next day, an envelope arrives from England. It contains her letter to Cindy and a covering note saying that she died. Booee is in sombre mood. Following this sad news – her friend, Cindy, from Oklahoma, was the one person in England who had been kinder to her than anyone. Cindy would not want her tears but she can not help crying.




    A day later an envelope arrives from Chiang Rai. With curiosity she opens it:




    “….would like you to join our staff …..Recruiting and Training…. Rank of Colonel…generous leave…Chiang Mai area..” She skims excitedly through the English.




    There is a second letter in Thai: //




    “Trans-World Travel,




    172, Moo 9




    Tambon Kai San




    Ampoe Luang




    50400 - Chiang Rai




    Chiang Rai 07142




    Dear Miss Jinpala, We at Trans-World travel understand that you have the experience of international air travel and a good knowledge of English. We therefore are pleased to inform you that we are prepared to offer you a position in the Management of our organisation. We are based in Chiang Rai but your office will be in Chiang Mai. You will be paid a salary commensurate with your experience and abilities and there is a generous holiday scheme.




    With our sincere good wishes and hoping you will reply immediately.




    Sincerely,




    Somchai Rangsitt




    Senior Personnel Officer”//




    She shows the Thai letter to her mother then begins packing.




    The following afternoon, having phoned HQ to confirm her interest and thank them, Booee says an emotional “Good-bye” to her mother and they hug – giving themselves to each other for perhaps the last opportunity.. She then rushes to Hualumphong (Bangkok’s Main Railway Station). She gets the night train to Chiang Mai. At last! She flops on to the wooden seat as the train starts meandering its way across the points and clear of the station. Booee is so thrilled she can hardly contain herself.




    “Back in business again! I am Arunee Jinpala and Thai Special Forces can’t manage without me!”


  




  

    Secret to Secret




    My ambition to travel the world seemed like a dream since I had only the money to live from day to day and pay bills. I began to think there was no way out of this trap. I asked myself where most of the world’s money was located. Then I thought that money is only useful when people have it with them so they usually take it when they travel. Then I asked myself,




    ‘Where do their paths cross most often?’ And even my small brain said,




    ‘At the world’s busiest airport.’




    So, I spent a day at Heathrow Airport, watching people come and go and learning about how the world works when it’s on the move. I started off picking up a newspaper and getting a coffee with a croissant at a place that seemed to be doing a good early trade. As time passed I kept one eye open on what was going on around me, the other on the news ads and puzzles in the paper. It was then time to go out and mix. The number of people about had increased and I was immediately part of a crowd. Trolleys piled high with suitcases were being wheeled with family members of various ages in tow. And there were quite a few apparently single people about, like myself. My attention was on the smarter dressed business type. There were many of them in evidence too. I wondered what businesses they might be in, how they made money, where they were going. It seemed to me an ideal arrangement if you had to travel for business.




    One kind of enterprise was the shady world of import/export – shady because of the common aversion to the paying of duty. There was also the more horrifying shadiness of what people might take on a plane with them. The inexperienced traveller could make an innocent mistake, like the man who took his paraffin camping stove in his hand luggage so that he could brew up while on board, so he thought. People here seemed far more sophisticated than that.




    From time to time I saw an armed policeman striding purposefully about and gazing this way and that, trying to look nonchalant. It was said that pickpockets operated here since the pickings were so rich. Like many others here, I kept my essentials in a small bag and this bag never left my side, under my arm, but it was not difficult to find someone with things sticking out of a back pocket of jeans or a bulging trouser side pocket. The gullibility of women was their handbags which always hung on an arm or a shoulder and occasionally were open! May be there was a career here that I should consider!




    ‘This business (picking pockets) turns up all kinds of trinkets including the ubiquitous credit card – but basically it is about money. So is everything in business but it sometimes takes the form of gold or diamonds. The good news about gold is that nobody knows or can prove whose is whose, so it’s untraceable, like cash. The bad news is, it weighs a ton! Well it does if you are talking about millions. Much smaller, lighter and easily concealed are diamonds. But every diamond is traceable to somewhere, so if it’s not yours, it can be proved, unless you can sell it fast.’
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