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    Introduction




    The Bangkok Women’s Writers group began in 2000 with the simple idea of bringing creative women writers together in Bangkok to meet with one another, to share their ideas and discuss their writing. I was living in Japan when I put some ads in Bangkok magazines asking interested creative women to contact me. I knew that I would be returning to live in Bangkok (with my husband Pon) for at least another three years. When I had previously lived in Bangkok I had felt quite isolated and creatively very frustrated as there were no ways to meet up and connect with other creative women. My goal was to change this and create a group in Bangkok where women could come together in a relaxed, positive atmosphere and share their writing. I think I have achieved my goal. Seven years later I am living back in Australia, where I continue to write. The Bangkok Women’s Writers group also continues with its third coordinator. I’m very excited about the anthology. I hope it will be a great success and that the Bangkok Women’s Writers Group will continue to bring together creative women for many more years to come.




    Chloe Trindall, August 2007




    Founder of the Bangkok Women’s Writers Group




    After our founder Chloe left for Australia in 2004 the group carried on with our second coordinator, journalist Lois Ann Dort. We continued to meet in our original location, a pub in Soi Cowboy, one of Bangkok’s famous bar districts. It was interesting, walking past the flashing lights and the slightly confused girls outside and the almost exclusively male clientele inside who were enjoying European food and each other’s conversation. By the time we made it to the second floor and our Writers Group, we had crossed so many cultural zones. It also reminded us of our relatively exotic nature, as creative women walking on their own in Bangkok.




    Times have changed, and we have been part of that change. Women, both Thai and international, live in Bangkok for many different reasons and in many different ways now. The contributors to this collection work in different areas and environments; our ages range from early twenties to early sixties, and our lives and our nationalities are as diverse as we are.




    This is an exciting time to live here in a growing cosmopolitan Asian city, to be part of an unfolding new complex international culture.




    At some point, we had to leave our original meeting place in Soi Cowboy, and went through a phase of getting together in various cafés, late night venues, bookshops and even the Thailand Creative & Design Center. At the moment of writing we meet in a bright, clean coffeeshop with big sofas on the mighty Sukhumvit road where the skytrain rattles past our heads and the occasional mosquito tries to join the female bonding experience. We still pass many cultural zones on our way to the upstairs room, but we are no longer quite so exotic.




    Several members started to write for local and regional magazines, and indeed the group was and is a vibrant talent pool for editors and those who need all manner of writing done in Thailand. Some of the contributors to this collection are journalists, some are now editors themselves. Some of us are poets, script writers or novelists.




    Others maintained and expanded their writing careers outside Thailand, following the trend of Bangkok as an emerging place of inspiration for international artists.




    New members are always welcome to join the Bangkok Women’s Writers Group for our fortnightly meetings, and ‘old’ members usually stay in contact all around the world. If you want to know more please contact us at bkk_writers@yahoo.com.




    I joined the group in my second week in Bangkok in 2003 and it is still my creative home in Thailand.




    I feel honoured to be the present coordinator of the Bangkok Women Writers Group, and I hope that many people will read and enjoy this book.




    Whether you are a traveler, a transitional visitor, a temporary worker, a long term resident or a local, you will find a reflection of our lives in this city here that will throw some light on aspects of your own experience, and also show you places that you never even imagined.




    Welcome to the extraordinary journey of the Bangkok Blondes!




    Anette Pollner, August 2007




    Coordinator of the Bangkok Women’s Writers Group


  




  

    Two Elephants




    by Sarah Sutro




    on Sukhumvit last night




    in the gritty under-ground




    beneath station platforms.




    their dark grey




    skin; shuffling




    among people




    on the sidewalk,




    a call back to another time…




    how many sandwiches can they eat?




    now sunlight -




    and they are gone.




    the gray beasts, lumbering -




    where are they sleeping today?




    their huge forms




    (yet they’re only children)




    gone




    from the




    sidewalks:




    in the morning




    there are no tourists.


  




  

    Me, Myself and the Thai Girl




    by Zoe Popham




    I stomp around the streets of London with a large hunk of Thai girl, stuck to my head.




    Why stomp? Well, it’s hit me that a pair of perfectly-fitting shoes will cost my monthly Thai salary in this city, and the insatiable appetite which I’ve developed in Asia isn’t aided by the absence of food stalls in central London.




    And, the part about me having a Thai female attached to my head?




    I twist a strand of soft blonde hair around my index finger and pull out a memory of my life in Bangkok.




    I first remember the horror on my Thai boyfriend’s face, on my return from the hairdressers last month.




    “Extensions??!” Boyfriend had exclaimed in an almost attacking tone, as he’d surveyed my hair and spun me round like a pottery wheel.




    “All the Thai girls at work have such long, silky hair,” I’d whined. “And Khun Yim said her friend could do them cheap…”




    “Why can’t you be happy looking English?” Boyfriend had spat. “I just don’t understand why you want to change yourself!”




    “Improving myself, not changing myself totally!” I’d reacted defensively, thinking back to the hairdresser’s words that evening.




    “I’ve had to use a Thai girl’s hair to create your extensions,” she’d announced abruptly, “And, as there’s not enough bleach in stock, you’ll have to come back tomorrow so we can lighten her hair to match your colour.”




    Owing to the lack of long Caucasian hair for sale in Thailand, it appeared my head would spend one night in multi-cultural turmoil; its top half blonde, its bottom-half black. The sight was bizarre, to say the least.




    Boyfriend hated my new look despite any amusing observations that it was, in some way, symbolic.




    He wouldn’t even sleep beside me in bed that night, saying he didn’t want to touch ‘the Thai girl’ by mistake. At the time I’d arrogantly believed he was threatened my new ‘outer beauty’, but it became clear the next morning that his resistance was linked to ‘Old Thai Wives’’ tales.




    “Are you sure the Thai girl was alive when the hairdresser cut her hair?” he’d asked over my shoulder as I brushed my teeth. “Because I heard they use hair from dead people” he’d continued, leaving me to obsess at my two-tone reflection.




    Tentatively combing mine, then the Thai girl’s hair, I promised to keep all doubt a secret between myself and the mirror alone.




    Cold and alien, the dark hair before me was figuratively, and literally, a foreign body. Attached to my roots by molten plastic glue, the black glossy extensions flowed beneath my paltry, straw-like offering.




    I’d headed straight to the hairdresser’s that morning, to be met by my personal ‘emergency-hair’ team – a gaggle of women who sighed heavily with frustration after each ineffective bleach application.




    “This Thai girl’s hair refuses to go lighter,” the head hairdresser had lamented, to which all heads shook and hands proceeded to mix more chemicals for my red scalp to absorb.




    Four hours, eight applications and twelve washes later, ‘the Thai girl’ finally relented, and allowed her hair to morph into a seamless golden blonde.




    “Your Thai hair just didn’t want to be English!” my Boyfriend had joked that night, then froze mid-stroke, realizing he was touching the very hair in question.




    Looking for the reassurance I craved, checking that I didn’t secretly want to be a Thai girl, I turned to Khun Yim – hair-extension fixer by night/ Thai receptionist by day.




    Khun Yim, known for her impressive knowledge of Thai beauty secrets, ironically carries round a Caucasian body part all of her own. Sick of her “ugly, flat Thai nose” (her words), she’d saved up for rhinoplasty with one of Bangkok’s best surgeons, and a higher nasal bridge was created for her from a thin piece of thigh bone.




    Having no similar identity issues with her personal portion of foreign body, Khun Yim went so far as to claim her bridge was created from a piece of “very cute American guy”.




    No further self-consciousness seemed apparent as she showed all and sundry the dog-eared Catherine Zeta-Jones clipping which the surgeon had used as a reference. “The doctor said he’d give me her nose and, you see?” she’d gleefully exclaim. “Isn’t it the same?”




    When I tell Khun Yim of my Boyfriend’s reaction to the extensions she’d so carefully tracked down for me, she is equally self-assured, “Just because we want something from another culture, doesn’t mean we want to be that culture” she calmly states.




    Good point, and relevant I feel. I may want the long, silky hair that my female Thai colleagues possess, but it doesn’t mean I want to be Thai.




    Armed with this advice, I’m ready for battle: “Khun Yim understands what I’m saying!” I’d barked at Boyfriend that night, after my hair flicked his shoulder, and he belatedly flinched.




    “Well Khun Yim has the bone of an American in her nose,” he answered curtly. “And probably a dead American at that!”




    Stopping briefly at a shop window filled with high-numbered ‘Pound’ signs, I take a rest from my heavy bags, cold rain spitting down.




    I look at the skinny body of a fashion model and know there’s a limit to wanting things you can’t have, reminding myself there are also things that I don’t actually want. But isn’t it human to want what you think you can’t have? And, as long as you know who you really are inside, surely superficial parts can never intrude into your identity.




    When I return to Thailand, I’ll be sure to remind my Boyfriend of this.




    Although, for the sake of an easy life, I may just promise to avoid using dead body parts in any future beauty options.




    Regardless of my mixed-blood hair, I no longer feel the same way about the Thai girl’s hair as I did back then. For the past month we have bonded in more ways than one. I’ll miss her warmth and protection once I return to Bangkok and it’s time for my appointment to remove her.




    ‘Not long now,’ I murmur as I jump on a Double Decker and head to the airport. Not long until I’m collected in warm Bangkok by my Boyfriend and friend with the celebrity nose.




    I twist a strand of soft hair around my index finger with repressed excitement, getting off at the stop for the airport.




    I can’t wait to return to the land of cheap clothes, food stalls, warm rain and possible future hair donations.


  




  

    The Last of the Great White Lovers




    by Anette Pollner




    I don’t like to know what comes next.




    I never read the end of the book before the middle. I like the bit in a mystery story, or a riddle, when everything is unresolved, up in the air, unclear, when the structure of the world has been mixed up but not reorganised.




    So I like Bangkok. But I never expected anything from it.




    My first night in Asia. Sounds and smells so alien my brain could not decode them. Smells of the seven spices. Reef of colours. Nightfall.




    He appeared like the spirit of this place.




    The river danced with lights from slow old boats, and thousands of mosquitoes flirted with electric death. He spoke the language of the country, and mine. He knew the oldest legends and the newest computer games. Tall, slender and pale, he was the last of the great white oriental lovers.




    He took me on a ride of wild spluttering tuk-tuks under sparkling coloured bits of glass. He bought me a jasmine garland, smaller than my hand. He gave me flowers to eat, writing down their names in ancient Pali script. He stood around uncertainly in a crowd of Thai teenagers, fearful of what he wanted so much. He never kissed me until I shouted in his ear: yes!




    He lay on the faux colonial bed next to me, caressing carved snakes and dragons with his finger, saying I love your body. I laid my face on his chest. His skin was very soft.




    And that was just the first night.




    Extraordinary love took a little longer to unfold.




    He was always utterly polite in his wildness. High above the city where ancient bones lie in urns we recognized with a shock what we could be. Courage was called for. Kisses were given.




    He seemed to come so close to the fulfilment of my deepest desires that I had to leave.




    He followed me to the island of dragons, where huge insects ran around my bed and we fought all day in the water, and then had to creep back at dusk because we never found our swimsuits again.




    I came back to Bangkok for him and he received me in the crumbling glory of an art deco hotel, in a vast empty room. We sat in the black marble bathtub and watched the thunderstorms rip the sky open.




    In that room we stopped being excited strangers and invited each other into our secrets. Dreams that had been hidden far too long in the shadows. We knew each other. No one else knew us.




    So then I stayed. So then he overcame his fear and returned to me, day after day.




    I remember his foot steps in the corridor of my apartment building. I remember how I stood still and waited. My body shook and I almost wished he would go away again. Because I knew that within the next few minutes I would stop hanging around in vagueness and have to confront the glorious passionate woman I could become. Then the foot steps would stop and he was there, on the other side of the door, breathing unevenly, just like me.




    And then I knew I had changed already.




    The first thing he did when he came in was to draw the long silver curtains and turn the aircondition to zero. The second thing was to take off his mobile phone which he wore on a string around his neck. The third – well, the third always involved me. As did all things after that.




    We didn’t speak.




    Why would we speak, when instead we could have silence?




    The hot wind scorched the trees outside my window and wrestled their branches to the ground. The crickets sang all day and all night, except in the rain. The frogs outside my apartment building sang, too, with huge urgent baritones, and sometimes an elephant raised its agitated voice, warning of a typhoon over China.




    But when the rain stopped, suddenly, there was complete silence. All of Bangkok stopped, too, and took a deep deep breath in. And then the crickets started up again.




    In my room with the silver curtains, anything was possible. The silence gave a world exclusive top spot to each single sound. Like an arm slithering around a waist. Like the blood rushing through my lover’s veins.




    Still we didn’t speak, still there was just the faintest touch of a finger, holding the world together.




    He was so different from me. He came from an old world that I only knew from books and films in foreign languages. He touched me with his long thin hands and my body was illuminated. I took a step backwards, deliberately, and lost my balance on high heels. I fell. I could fall forever or smash my head on the wooden floor. Except he caught me and fell with me. We rescued each other on the bed. I wouldn’t let him get up. He was much stronger than his slender frame suggested. I needed his smell. I kissed him on the tender place where neck and shoulder meet. And then in other places too.




    He turned out to be the lover I always wanted. That was surprising, no, it was like an explosion in the wall of the world, leading to a separate universe. He was the lover who spoke the words I hear in my dreams.




    Every time I was with him, the little molecules in my watery body were shaken up and realigned themselves. If I was sent for forensic analysis now, my cells would be found to have a different chemical composition. Glory soup.




    Outside the curtains, afternoon slipped into night. Long forgotten whose arms and legs belonged to whom. There was no distance between skin and skin. I put my head on his chest and listened to his heart.




    I loved to watch my lover sleep. I never wanted to sleep myself while he was there. Time is so short. One night he suddenly woke up and looked into my eyes. He said: ‘This is how I want to die.’




    I remember when he sometimes left, late at night. I tried to feel the warmth of his body on mine as long as I could, like an imprint of bliss.




    I was sad to see him go, but I could see how happy he was. I remember his smile when he said ‘goodbye see you soon.’ It was a smile almost in spite of himself, a big smile that came all the way from a secret place where it had been hidden away for so many years. It broke out and opened his lips and wouldn’t let them close up again.




    I rushed to the window and saw him climb onto a tuk-tuk, joking in Thai with the astonished driver. He drove away looking at the stars.




    I felt a tenderness for him and the ghosts of all the men who had gone before him, last of a long line of oriental lovers, braving the jungle in immaculately ironed shirts and the jasmine scented beds without them.




    I lay on my sheets and floated in the special magic of his scent. I was wide awake. I lay there and listened to the night, and to the almost imperceptible dance of the atoms in my blood, until the birds in the mango trees began to shout and the watery sun rose over Bangkok. Quickly, without dawn. Huge and red and allowing no transition. There is no dawn in Bangkok.




    (Why am I here? To watch my lover sleep.)


  




  

    Ghostbusters




    by Anna Bennetts




    Spending time with my Thai girlfriends often means going to the Greyhound café in the Emporium shopping centre. Greyhound is also a very groovy shop and the café is, just like the shop, minimalist and hip, a mélange of Western chic with a hint of Eastern flair, the epitome of Thai style.




    I watch my friends as they order lunch – they always order – it’s an unspoken truth that Thai people know more about food than Westerners do, even Western food. For a moment I’m completely in love with both of them, in awe of their style and intelligence. Here they are, professional 30-something women, completely bilingual, entirely gorgeous and lovely people to boot. These are among the most sophisticated women I know.




    The food comes and we share a mix of Thai and Western fare. Sharing is the Thai way; nobody ever has a plate to themselves. The individualism of the way we eat in the West becomes most apparent when you eat Western food with Thai friends. We share spaghetti and anchovies, Caesar salad, satays and noodles. We interchange between chopsticks, forks and spoons and knives and forks. As Phanit puts a chopstick full of pasta in her mouth I feel that this is it, this is the modern Bangkok – on a good day – consuming the best of the East and the best of the West with joy and chopsticks.




    I’d told them about my new apartment and somehow we got onto dreams. Jang was explaining a dream that she’d had which reminded me of a recurring dream I’d been having.




    “Ever since I moved into that apartment I’ve been having a dream, you know that dream you have when you can’t move and there’s someone or something standing next to you, they’re threatening and you’re really frightened but you can’t wake up. Have you ever had that dream? It seems so real and you’re really scared but you’re completely paralysed by fear and no matter what you do, no matter how hard you try, you simply can’t move.” They listen attentively. “Then you wake up and what seemed so real, the person or the thing, has gone.”




    They nod at each other knowingly and in unison say, “Pii Um.”




    “Pii Um?” I ask.




    “Yes, the ghost that won’t let you move. Everyone has that, is there an English word for it?”




    I floundered, did we have a name for it? I didn’t think so. “Not sure, ‘bad dream’ I guess”.




    “Is your apartment building old?”




    “Yes.”




    “You definitely have a ghost.”




    “Maybe a few ghosts,” Jang continues. “It’s quite common for ghosts to get active when a new person moves in. You just need to talk to him and explain why you’re there. We can help you,” she explains. “After lunch we’ll go there with you.”




    “We’ll sort it out,” Phanit assures me. “Don’t worry.”




    So we have a mission.




    After lunch we catch a taxi to a nearby 7-Eleven to buy candles and incense. Crossing the road, Jang, as always holds my arm to ensure I get across the street in one piece. This simple act speaks volumes about the Thai character. When I’m with my friends they always look after me. My safety and happiness are as important to them as their own. As a foreigner, they pay me special attention. To Thai people Bangkok is a dangerous place, particularly for those who don’t know their way around so well. If something happened to me, they’d see it as their responsibility.




    Luckily all 7-Elevens in Bangkok seem to stock candles and incense. I guess exorcisms and the like are as common as insect bites or ripped panty-hose here in Bangkok. We buy our stash, twelve slender yellow candles and incense in a thin red and yellow box, and head off to my place in another taxi.




    Driving down Sukhumvit Road with the traffic, pollution and only a glimpse of light through the skyscrapers and concrete clad sky-train, the romantic feelings I’d had about Bangkok in the Greyhound café all but evaporate. This is Bangkok on a bad day, fast-track modernisation at a cost – all the worst excesses of the West. Oh Thailand, beautiful one minute, smelly the next; like all great mysteries or a femme fatale, she’s complex and contradictory, intense and unpredictable.




    When we arrive I realize that if anywhere in the world is haunted it has to be my apartment building. A formidable staircase lined with pot plants and a deep red carpet winds its way up to the lobby. Before we go in they tell me to find a pot with some soil in it. I do and sneak it up the stairs, away from the guards’ sight. A chunky wooden furniture forest threatening to come alive fills the lobby. What little light there is reflects off a large ornate crystal chandelier that almost touches the table beneath it. Unique Asian antiquities, reportedly stolen from Burma by the landlady, an enigmatic middle-aged plastic surgery victim who lives on the top floor, clutter the entry hall.




    The rickety old elevator up to my place is dark inside and filled with mirrors. We must close the heavy door before it lurches into action. As it takes off it makes strange sounds, can I hear it speaking my name? The elevator on the other side of the building is also mirror-filled but bright and shiny. The south of the building faces the sun and all the apartments on that side, along with the elevator, spend their days bathed in light. My apartment is located on the North or “dark side.”




    As we enter my apartment the girls look around knowingly. Jang shakes her head, “It’s nice but very dark.”




    “And look at all the mirrors!” Phanit says, “Ghosts love mirrors.”




    Indeed I recall seeing skittish images in the mirrors not only in my dreams. I thought these had been errors in perception. But now I begin to realize that I had felt a strange presence in my apartment ever since I’d moved in, and that my sleep had been disturbed, resulting in my days being foggy, filled with a general sense of confusion and fatigue.




    “Okay, now what you have to do,” Jang begins, as she gets the incense from its box, “is light the incense and hold it in your hands like this.” She demonstrates holding the incense between her slender hands in prayer. “And speak to the spirit. Ask him if he minds you coming to live here, tell him you’re happy if he stays too but can he please stop scaring you. You know, just talk to the spirit as if he’s your friend.”




    “Should I talk out loud, or should I say it in my head?”




    “In your head or out loud, whatever you want is fine. He’ll be able to hear you.”




    “Will he understand English?”




    “Yes, I’m sure. Now where did you see the ghost?”




    “He was standing out there, on the balcony outside my bedroom.”




    “Okay, then go out there and speak to him. I’ll light the candles and put them in the pot on the ground where the ghost was, you should stand next to the pot, and when you’ve finished talking to the spirit put the rest of the incense in the pot with the candles.”




    “Are you ready?” They ask.




    “As ready as I’ll ever be.” I say as I walk out to the balcony.




    Unlike a lot of Anglo people I have an open mind when it comes to ghosts and spirits and the possibility of other dimensions. There must be more to the universe than what we can see and hear. Nevertheless, standing out on the balcony with incense in hand, I have to admit that I don’t feel completely comfortable conversing with the ghost. I decide to talk to him inside my head rather than out loud, just in case my Father’s sensible genes take over, striking me with the moment’s absurdity and I find myself giggling. This is a serious matter and I feel I should treat the ghost with respect.




    Lighting the incense I stand on the balcony, the candle burning in the pot at my feet and begin, “Mr or Mrs Ghost, I hope you don’t mind that I have come to stay here in this apartment. I hope we can live happily together but please can you stop scaring me in the middle of the night as my sleep is disturbed and I’m feeling very tired. I hope that we can live together in harmony, I promise to respect you if you’ll respect me.” I hesitate. I don’t know how to finish this. Finally I decide on, “Amen.”




    After the business is done I go back inside and join Jang and Phanit in the living room. While I was talking to my ghost Jang was talking to her boyfriend.




    “What are you doing?” he’d asked.




    “We’re just helping Anna get rid of a ghost,” she’d explained.




    “Ah, Ghostbusters!” They’d laughed. And like all great jokes this one has mileage and we find ourselves laughing again as she tells us.




    It isn’t until sometime later that I realize the dreams have stopped. Pii Um has completely vanished from my life. The exorcism has worked. The Ghostbusters achieved their mission.




    Skeptics will say there are psychological reasons for this; for example, having friends in my apartment may have made me feel safe and at home in my foreign environment, the foreign environment being the very reason I started having the night terrors in the first place. However, I believe in Pii Um and spirits in general. I also believe in my friends and a culture where, something which we in the West would write off as a bad dream can become an adventure, a mission and a mystery, ultimately bringing us all closer together.


  




  

    No Horns, Please, We’re Thai




    by Martha Scherzer




    As I turn the key in the ignition, the dashboard clock reads 7:06, and I know I’m in trouble. School is back in session and if I don’t leave my house by 7am sharp, it will take me twice as long to get from my apartment on Ekamai to my office at the Ministry of Public Health in Nonthaburi.




    I inch out into the chaos of Ekamai, attempting to turn right. With a view of the road that is easily blocked by a 45kg Thai woman waiting for a bus, I take it slowly. Between all the advertisements and telephone booths and sidewalk noodle vendors it’s not easy to judge the traffic flow coming around the bend. But today it’s surprisingly light, and I’m quickly into the mainstream. After two years of driving to work this way almost every day, I know better than to think this is any indication of how the rest of the drive will be.




    The road is filled with pick up trucks jammed with construction workers in matching t-shirts on their way to contribute to a condo lifestyle they could never hope to achieve themselves. The most famous feature of Ekamai when we moved into our apartment was the block full of plant nurseries between Soi 6 and Soi 8. Lush plants and trees oxygenated the whole block that. It is now another Index Living Mall.




    As I approach the traffic light at the intersection with Soi 12, I see spots and fear the start of a migraine, but then I realize it’s just the red and black polka dots of 12 identical Montri school buses. I have to wait for two light changes before I get through the intersection. Plenty of time to put on my lipstick and pluck a few rogue chin hairs in the mirror on the back of the visor. Out of the corner of my eye, movement in the vehicle next to me catches my attention. It’s a Thai man behind the wheel of a well-worn truck doing exactly the same thing.




    The light changes and we’re off. I want to stay out of the left lane where taxis stop to pick up passengers or buy breakfast from a vendor, but the right lane can be tricky if the occasional lunatic tries to cross traffic into a driveway or sub-soi. When possible, I straddle the dotted line down the middle of Ekamai, just like my Thai counterparts have taught me.




    At Soi 21, a policeman in a too-tight-fitting brown uniform, leather boots and white helmet steps into traffic in front of me and indicates that I should stop. He stands at the intersection and motions to the long line of cars trying to turn right on their way to Thong Lo. I have no problem with this, since we are all at some point in the position of wanting to cross lines of traffic. As I sit there watching cars make the turn, the policeman scurries back to the sidewalk where he left his motorcycle, hops on, and drives off. He must have just realized he left the stove on at home, or perhaps got an urgent call from his urologist. I watch him ride off and think that he must be coming right back, but no. Traffic is now spilling over so two rows of cars are turning into Soi 21, one of them headed straight for me. No one is willing to give an inch or let the flow of traffic return to normal. I creep out into the melee, throw up my hands, and cars begin to slow. One more shoots past me, though, and I lean on my horn in frustration. Immediately, I know I’ve done a big, fat, hairy, sweaty farang thing. I have disturbed the surface calm and obnoxiously made my displeasure known.



