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1 TROUBLE AT T’ MILL


	“It’s just got to be some kind of mafia… I can’t see who else it could be…”


	“Who’s got to be the Mafia, Lek? I don’t follow you,” asked Craig eventually having to give up on his writing because Lek was driving him mad with her incessant mumbling, hunched over her laptop at the other end of the desk.


	“Someone is trying to ruin our businesses, aren’t they? Little, niggly things like petty theft started about two weeks ago… yes, about two weeks after Ayr went to Australia to get married, but I didn’t think too much about them, because that sort of stuff happens, doesn’t it, right? But when we started having real problems the other day… It’s as if they were testing us with the thefts, and now that they know that we are a ma.., er woman down, they are hitting us hard. They know that I’m rushed off my feet and can’t be everywhere at once.


	“They also know that I don’t have a man who can help me.”


	“Thank you very much.”


	“Well, it’s true, isn’t it? A Thai man would be able to help. He would know people, he would understand, he would do something to help… but what can you do? Write a story about it? Put it on your blog? You don’t know how things work in Thailand, you don’t know anybody and you don’t even speak Thai.


	“Therefore, I am left on my own to take on the mafia without a husband to help me.”


	“If you put it like that, I suppose you’ve got a point, but you don’t paint me in a very good light, do you? I’m just some useless storyteller who can’t help his wife take care of business.”


	“It is truth…”


	“All right, so it’s the truth, but I wish you wouldn’t keep rubbing it in. I have my pride as well, you know.”


	“I am just calling a spade a spade… There is nothing wrong with that, is there?”


	“I don’t suppose, so, but you could call me a nice, useless old spade to soften the blow. What has happened, and who are these Mafioso, anyway?”


	“What is ‘Mafioso’?’


	“Italian Mafia personnel, why what are you talking about?”


	“Not Italians, that’s for sure! The mafia, you know, crooks, thieves, bandits, bullies, the Thai mafia. When Thai people say mafia, it is not Italian Mafia, it is just local criminals, bullies, mafia… Anyway, I told you before, but you always too busy to listen me: they pour paint on Ayr’s car, go in her flat and sho.. the shop, make problems in the na… I told you.”


	“Yes, sorry, you did. A bit more than coincidence, eh? Have you been to the police?”


	“See, you don’t understand! Go to the police, what good is that? I go already, but without evidence and proof, they can do nothing.”


	“No, I suppose not, but isn’t it their job to get evidence?”


	“See, you just don’t understand, do you? If it was a murder, they would have to investigate, because they can see a crime… but not in cases like ours. The mafia can say that I started it and they are coming back at me and who knows… maybe they pay police to look somewhere else…”


	“The other way?”


	“I must give them some proof… something that they cannot ignore… then I can get some help.’


	“Yes, tricky, isn’t it? Can’t your brothers help?”


	“I give up with you sometimes, I really do… look, my brothers’ wives don’t want them getting involved with the mafia for me, and as their big sister, neither do I, and secondly, I don’t want them to think that we can’t handle the problem on our own, or we will both lose face… and you will look like a pussy. I am trying to save you from that, not that you can help anyway.


	“That is why I have no-one to turn to but Ayr. She would know what to do.”


	“I see, that hopeless, is it?”


	“I am afraid so. All those years ago, I thought that having a falang husband was the best thing in the world, who would have thought that I would regret it one day?”


	“Charmed, I’m sure! Are you saying that you regret marrying me now?”


	“No, darling, but at this precise moment, a Thai husband would be more use to me.”


	“Funny, isn’t it? You don’t want your Thai brothers to get involved with the mafia, but you wouldn’t mind if your Thai husband had to have a go.”


	“Not funny, no, but that is part of his job, not part of a brother’s job. A brother has his own wife he must fight for… and I have you. It is a shame, but that is my Karma.”


	“I wish you would stop saying things like that, you’ll be giving me a complex soon! 


	“Hey, I’ve got an idea! You could take a Thai lover and he could do all your fighting for you!”


	“I have already thought of that, but I am too old now. Only old men like me now and they cannot fight well.”


	“Oh, I was only joking… Did you really consider taking a lover to fight your battles for you?”


	“I have to consider every option, telak, but I didn’t want to have to do it, not really. Anyway, that idea is no good, so we can forget about it. Water under the bridge, as you say.”


	“I don’t think we do, but I know what you mean. So, I am lucky that I am married to an old woman, who can’t get a young lover then?”


	“Haven’t I always said that you are lucky to have me, Craig? Nothing has changed and I still love you too. We are lucky that they haven’t shot us yet, but maybe that will come later, if we ignore their warnings. What do you think?”


	“I don’t know, I have never been in this predicament before, and, like you have said many times, I don’t understand, so I’m afraid that you are quite right, you are on your own for the time being, my dear… Look, if you want to ask your brothers for advice, I don’t mind if they think that I am a pussy… just ask them not to say it too often, eh?”


	“No, I’m afraid that that option is out too.”


	“OK, let’s try something else then. When is your other, not so useless, partner coming back from Australia?”


	“Next week, I think. Why?”


	“I was thinking that we could order a few things off eBay from China, security devices and things like that, but it might be better if Ross and Ayr brought, or even sent, them back from Australia. I’ll phone or email him later. By the way, have you told Ayr about any of this nonsense?”


	“No, I didn’t want to spoil her wedding, but maybe is all right to tell her now.”


	“’It is all right’…”


	“What?”


	“Not ‘is all right’, ‘it is all right’.”


	“What is?”


	“Never mind, look, why don’t you put her in the picture and I’ll have a chat with Ross? We oldie falangs may not be able to grapple with the Thai mafia, but maybe we can get some evidence so that our wives can go to the police and get them to do something about it. 


	“Does that put your mind at rest a little, telak?”


	“Yes, telak, you may not be a brave Thai warrior, but you are not a stupid falang either, are you?’


	“Er, thank you, I think. OK, well, let’s get on with that, then I can get back to typing this novel up. What are you doing tonight, Lek?”


	“I will go in the other room and phone Ayr and then go and sit in Nong’s so I can keep an eye on the shop for a while. Do you want to come and keep me company?”


	“Yes, I’d love to, give me some time to get to a sensible place to stop and I’ll come and join you, but look, don’t go fighting with any mafia until I get there, you know, so I can take photos for evidence.”


	Lek poked her tongue out at him and left the office. Craig flicked over to Skype and selected Ross’ account.


	“Hi Ross, how’s married life? Good, good, when are you coming back here?.... Ten days? Was that Ayr I just heard? Say hello from me. OK, look, we’ve been having a spot of bother over here. Lek thinks it’s the local mafia hired by the competition, but there’s nothing she can do about it without evidence… Oh, the shop’s been broken into, wilful damage, that sort of thing, but no personal violence.


	“You may know more about security devices than I do, but I was thinking about a security system for our house and one for the shop that you could extend into Ayr’s flat, or you could have a separate one for that, that’s up to you. I want ours to have battery back up with a solar panel charger…. Yes, that’s the idea… Can you manage that? Everything wireless, OK? PIR’s too and a CCTV unit, no make that two for us and at least two for the shop and, er, two for Lek’s orchard, but there’s no electricity there, so they will have to be solar. I don’t know if this is possible, but I would like low-light cameras for the orchard… no, there’s no lighting there, and I don’t really want to put any either. No, if a light comes on, they will cover their faces and scarper. I want to catch them red-handed.


	“Can you do all that? Do you have time? You might want to check with customs as well. Maybe send some of it back to us, and the shop and Lek’s mother’s address, Ayr will know what that is.


	“OK, mate, sorry to be the bearer of ill tidings, but these things happen, apparently, not that they ever have to me before. Perhaps someone is jealous of falangs’ wives making a few bob… Lek didn’t say so, but it could be the case nevertheless. You know what they’re like, they never tell you everything anyway, do they?


	“OK, Ross, give my love to Ayr, we’ll be looking forward to seeing you in ten days. Yes, OK, will do, I’m going to see her now, and don’t worry about the situation here, we’re doing what we can and are holding the fort. The security cameras will be a great deterrent, I hope, unless some bugger shoots them out, but it’s worth a go.


	“Lek? Tell Ayr she’s fine. She’s coping really well, you know her. In fact, she’s sitting sentry duty outside the shop right now, but she has to sleep too and can’t be everywhere. I’ll suggest we get some of the boys to help tomorrow, but it’s too late to do that this evening. Lek only just told me what’s been going… this saving face thing can be a real pain, eh?


	“Oh, well, you’ve got all that to come then, my friend and good luck to you with it. Bye for now, see you.”


	Craig flicked Skype off and went back to Word, then he looked down at the rough book of his current novel for the next sentence to copy up. He couldn’t be bothered, the call of a beer was more inviting than the desire to add another thousand words to his computer copy. It was rare for him to feel like that, typing up work that he had already written out in longhand seemed like the worst job he had ever had. He knew what was coming next in the story, hated doing things twice and still couldn’t type after thirty years. He seemed to have a mental and a physical block on typing.


	He stood up, left everything running as he always did, locked the doors and walked around the corner to Nong’s shop. It was only a couple of hundred yards away and she would want to close at nine or nine thirty, so he could catch up on his typing then.


	“Hello, Nong, sabai dee mai, kap?” he asked, as he walked down off the road. She was dealing with a customer, but she held up a thumb to say she was well, and then a finger to ask if he wanted a beer. He nodded back. He laid a hand on Lek’s shoulder and then sat down opposite her at the new picnic-style, double-bench table that she had just had made. A piece of oilcloth had been nailed to the top of it to protect the hardwood, presumably from spillages and any rain that might blow in under the roof since there were no walls on the little shelter. He noticed right away that condensation from Lek’s bottle had created a puddle on the cloth, whereas it would have dripped through and dried up without the cloth. He wouldn’t have the heart to tell her that the oilcloth was a bad idea.


	“No mafia yet then, Lek?”


	“Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! They will come at three or four o’clock in the morning, not when everybody can see them!”


	“Yes, I think that you are right. Would you like another beer, my dear?”


	“I’m not sure, let me think… I could just sit here, stare at this empty bottle and waste my life, or I could have another one.”


	Nong brought Craig’s beer.


	“Lek auw eek kwat nung duay, kap – Lek wants another bottle too, please.” It was obvious that Lek was in a bad mood.


	“Cheers, my dear!” They clinked bottles. “I rang Ross and ordered a few security systems. He’ll bring some back with him and post the others. The video cameras work on movement, so we will always be able to see anyone hurting your business. Ross says he’ll post them the day after tomorrow and they will bring the rest in ten days,


	“So, what do you think? That should go a long way to solving your problem, shouldn’t it, telak?”


	“Yes, Craig, very good. You do know that I was only joking about taking a lover, don’t you?”


	“No, I didn’t really, but I bet it did cross your mind as an option, didn’t it?” He watched a dark cloud pass over her expression. “I don’t mean that you considered doing it… I just mean that the option probably crossed your mind and you said ‘no’ immediately, which I am sure you did, because you are a loyal and faithful wife, I know that.”


	She smiled enigmatically, but did not give a reply, although he knew that he was right. After ten years of living with her, he knew that Lek thought of most things.


	When Nong brought Lek’s beer, Craig tried another idea.


	“Khun Nong, khun loo layoo wah Ayr mee penha tee baan? Phom yahk wah mah khun bai non tee baan khun Ayr wahn nee, OK, mai?.”


	Nong looked at Craig quizzically, and then at Lek, who said it properly.


	“He’s trying to say: ‘You know that Ayr had a problem in her house,’ – he means the break-in – ‘I want your dog to sleep in Ayr’s house tonight, OK?’.”


	Craig knew what was going on and listened carefully, as he always did, but couldn’t notice the subtle changes Lek had had to make to render it intelligible to a Thai who didn’t know him as well as Lek.


	“Is that what you want, Lek?” asked Nong.


	“It is not my idea, but it might help.”


	“Yes, all right, when do you want to put him in there?”


	“Mmm, have you fed him yet, and what time are you going to close?”


	“I fed him two hours ago, and I will probably close at nine, but if you buy a few beers, you can still sit here and drink them. That is not a problem. Things are pretty quiet tonight, eh?”


	Nong called Milo over and picked him up. He was a fully-grown, chocolate-coloured poodle cross, which stood a foot tall, but he was brave and would bark at anything that moved within four yards of him at night.


	Milo would be the ideal guard dog, not because he was much of a threat, but because he would make enough row to wake the neighbours up, should anyone try to enter the shop.”


	“Will you be safe without Milo, Nong?” asked Lek.


	“Yes, I’ve still got my 38 under my pillow and I can scream louder than Milo anyway.”


	Nong and Lek walked over to the shop with Lek and dropped Milo inside the door as Lek opened it.


	“I’ll just pop inside and put some water down for him. Thanks ever so much.” Nong started back to her shop, pleased that she could help out.


	“No, problem, any time. I hate thieves.. the bane of my life, they are… kids nicking sweets, their parents taking petrol and forgetting to mention it… You’ve got to have eyes in the back of your head when you’ve got a shop like mine, you know…” She walked off still muttering.


	“OK!” Lek regretted triggering one of Nong’s hobby horses, because she could go on about petty thieves for hours. However, it did give her an idea.


	She locked up and rejoined Craig.


	“You really should run these ideas past me first. You know that I don’t like people to think that we can’t cope on our own, I lose face again now a little bit. Thai people don’t tell people everything or ask for help – only from family. I don’t like Nong to know everything.”


	“Jesus, Lek! She already knows you had a break in! She already knows that there is not much you can do until Ayr gets back, so what is the problem? She lent you her dog? Big problem, eh?


	“I just solved a problem for you… OK? Now, tomorrow you can get two of the boys to sleep in there and give Milo back! In fact, you should have organised that today already! Capiche? Lighten up will you?


	“Not everyone has got a scorecard at the ready to deduct points from your face-count whenever you do anything.”


	“Are you finished ranting now? That is what I said, you do not understand Thai people, because that is exactly what they do, especially in a village. Oh, they don’t have score cards like in ice skating, but they have very good memories… believe me, and so do I.”


	Craig knew that he shouldn’t have made that last remark, because he did believe her.


	“Yes, all right, love, I’m sorry for saying that, I didn’t really mean it, but you can’t criticise me for not helping and then shout at me when I do. It’s not very fair, is it? I might just as well crawl behind my desk and stay there – and say nothing!”


	“Sometimes, it would be better, I think so too… I was just talking to Nong and she has a bee in her bonnet about theft from her shop, so why don’t you order one of those security set-ups like they use in the 7/11’s and sell it to her. You said you could order one from China through eBay, didn’t you?”


	“OK, but she is a bit mean, what if she doesn’t take it?”


	“If she doesn’t, one of the other shops will and there are at least ten well-off families that might as well. In, fact, order two or even three, with video cameras that can be linked to the Internet. Don’t worry, I’ll sell, you just install them. You can do that, can’t you? Good, no-one else around here is doing it yet.” Lek started to enumerate the likely local customers under her breath in the strange way she had of counting on her fingers starting with the thumb on her right hand. “I think we can sell at least ten, maybe fifteen, telak, what do you think? Good idea or no?”


	“It sounds good to me, I’ll order them tonight. I know that many, many people in the village are on the Internet now, because I get so many Facebook friend requests from people here. Last year there were only a few in total, but now there are a few every week. Yes, it sounds like a very good idea.”


	“Internet is still new here, people don’t know about eBay and don’t have credit cards and don’t trust to send money to China to someone they don’t know for alarms. They don’t understand yet, but Thai people are not stupid, they will learn quickly, we must do it first.”


	“Yes, OK, telak, I get the picture. I’ll get on to it as soon as Nong kicks us out of here.”
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	The next morning, Lek got up at six fifteen, as usual, showered, made a bowl of rice soup for breakfast out of leftovers and took it in a flask to their shop, Northern Farming Supplies. She was normally there by seven anyway, but she wanted to let Milo out before he got desperate and had an accident. She opened up, set him free and sat at the small concrete table outside to have her meal.


	They had two gangers running their workforce, Da and Bot, both of them from Mae Sot, as were most of the workers. Da was slightly senior, so she phoned him.


	“Good morning, Da! Everything all right?”


	“Yes, Khun Lek, we are already out. We’ve got the guys out in the fields as arranged yesterday… rebuilding the boundary paths between the plots and we’ve got two teams cutting rice.”


	“Good, good. Look a few things have cropped up, so when you’ve got everyone settled could you come up here to the shop? Bring Bot with you too, will you? You’ll have to phone him and let him know, because I am a bit busy right now. What time? Oh, before lunch, say, tenish…. Yes, righty-o, you do that then, ring Bot and then call me back. See you, bye.”


	She took her bowl into the shop, swilled it and the flask out under the tap, put the coffee machine on, and then had a quick look around for dog muck, but there was none, so she clicked the computer on and started her day’s correspondence.


	Most of the emails were junk as usual, but there were a few offers from new suppliers that had to be looked into when she had more time. She quickly created a few rules that would direct them to the Suppliers’ Folder in her Inbox in the future and dragged and dropped those emails into the folder manually. Requests for work were dealt with in a similar fashion, and then she came across an email the like of which she had never seen before.


	“Get out of the rice business! If you don’t get out, we’ll TAKE YOU OUT! You have been warned!”


	She had to read it a few times before it sank in that it wasn’t a joke and that it really was addressed to Ayr and her. It crossed her mind that Nong had a gun as well as a dog that she might need to borrow, but she put a brave face on, took up her ledger and started stocktaking.


	Meanwhile, Craig was getting up too. He clicked on the coffee machine as he headed to the bathroom. The two mugs of water that he had put in there the night before had boiled by the time he came out, so he made his first mug of instant, took down the biscuit tin, and went into his office. He always left the laptop running, so he only had to move the mouse to bring it out of hibernation. He too ate his biscuits – three with each of the two mugs of coffee – drank his coffee and answered his emails, most of which were junk too, the same as for every other Internet user in the world.


	He had nearly finished, when Facebook beeped to say that he had a message. It was Lek.


	“If you have time, please come to the shop. I want your advice. Love Lek x”


	It was an unusual message for Lek, but it didn’t sound urgent so he drained his coffee, went for a shower and got dressed. Then he poured another coffee, left it there to cool, locked the house up and walked the several hundred yards to the shop.


	“What’s the problem, Lek? Everything OK?”


	“I not sure, take a look at this email, telak. It came this morning, or last night.”


	He wanted to correct her English, but sensed that it would not be a good time.


	“That’s not very nice, is it? Do you think it’s serious? The timestamp says it came at one eleven this morning.”


	“I don’t know, but I think that I have to treat it as serious because of what has been happening, don’t you? I tried to ignore it when I first read it, but I can’t, it keeps coming back into my head. What do you think we ought to do about it?”


	“Let’s take a closer look. Sit down in front of the screen.” He pulled up a chair and sat to her right. “OK, right-click on the email item in the list, that brings up the metadata, let’s see what that can tell us. Email forgers and spammers usually blur this data so they can’t be traced… and? Hey, these people haven’t done that! Well, well, well. It shows that we’re either dealing with amateurs or fools. OK, put the cursor in that data, click ‘Control A’ and then ‘Control S’, open Notepad, put the cursor in there and click ‘Control V’. Good, now save it to the desktop. Now we have a copy of where the email came from and when.


	“Now we can think about what we’re going to do with it.


	“First, we can check who their ISP is… TOT, and who supplied their email address, and that is there, their website is called thaifarmingindustries.com and it is hosted by Hostgator, so, we can report them for abuse to those people and we can report them to the police as well. How far do you want to take it?” 


	“What do you think? I’m new to all this, I don’t know?”


	“To be honest with you, this is the first time I’ve had to deal with a cyber death threat too, but I imagine that the procedure is the same as for spam. Oh, there’s another thing we can do, get their web site delisted at Google by issuing a DMCA.”


	“A DMCA? You do what you think you can do, but try to make it look like it don’t come from us, OK? How you say, anonymouse?”


	“Yes, that’s close enough for today. OK, I think I can manage that. If I were you though, I would use any contact I had in the Thai police force to find out how to report this, because it is serious abuse. They may be stupid, but they may be violent as well. So, if you like, I’ll email this metadata to the house and deal with it from there, while you scour the Thai police web site to find out how to report this. I can’t do it because it won’t be in English. There may be a few other things we can do too, I’ll have to have a think.”


	“Will you be all right here alone? Do you want me to bring my laptop here and stay with you?”


	“No, it’s not worth it, I’ll be OK. If they want me, they’ll get me, there’s not much you can do about that. Thanks though.”


	At that moment, Da and Bot came in behind them and Lek jumped. Craig was worried for her.


	“I’m sorry, Lek, but you can’t work here under these conditions. I’ve got an idea, why don’t you tell Da that you want two of his biggest men to work around the shop until Ayr and Ross get back?. They can repair those holed punts, repaint the outside or dig a garden for you. Plant some flowers – anything so that you are not here alone”


	“I’ll think about it, telak…”


	“No, you won’t, you will do it! I want to hear you tell them now. I can’t work at home knowing that you’re jumping out of your skin every time the doorbell rings. Go on, tell them.


	Reluctantly, Lek did as she was asked, but without giving Da a reason why. Da said that he would have them there after lunch, so Craig went home.


	The first thing he did was address the problem of the death threat. He had taken it more seriously that he had let on to Lek – he was really very worried about it, but he knew how far he could go was limited.


	He did all he had told Lek he would do, but also left a request for help message on the FBI web site, because the site was hosted in America. Then he wrote an anonymous message complaining about a death threat from the owner of the web site on the Thai police helpline, giving the man’s address.


	Craig pulled his rough book into eyesight and changed to Word to continue typing up when he had one more idea to help Lek and ease his mind. He took down Bpom’s lead, and walked him around to the shop.


	“Here, Lek, our last precaution, Bpom wants to help as well.”


	“Aw, Craig! I haven’t got time to look after him, serve customers and do everything else, please, take him home! Besides, two men will be here after lunch, so there really is no need.”


	“Tough, you’ve got him now, and if you refuse, you’ll hurt his feelings. Look, he’s on a lead and we can tie this length of rope,” he said, taking a hank of rope off a shelf. “to that and tie him to the back door. That way, you won’t get any surprises from Ayr’s flat –you can forget about it. You’ll only have to watch the front door and the boys will help there… All right, love?


	“I am satisfied that there is nothing more we can do for now, OK, so if you take Bpom, I will go home and leave you in peace. Good, I’ll tie him up around the back, give him some water and get out of your hair. I love you my dear, and don’t want anything to happen to you, because I don’t know what I would do without you.”


	“All right, all right, you win, I’ll see you in Nong’s for a beer at seven, as usual. Now go, please, go and do some work.”


	“OK, I’m going, bye telak, I love you.”


	Lek blushed at such a demonstration of affection before strangers, and Craig, realising it too late, made a rapid exit past a bewildered Da and Bot out of the front door with their dog.


	 


	 




2 ENTRENCHMENT


	The new security measures added to the firm’s overheads, but not a great deal. They paid two boys an extra one hundred Baht each to sleep in the shop and another two a hundred each to sleep in Lek’s suan or garden, which Craig called her orchard. This amounted to a free meal each and a bottle of whisky to keep them amused. The boys were happy to do it and devised a rota in order to take it in turns. After the first day, they reduced the number of men working around the shop to one, because Lek had been quite right that any attack would come at night not in broad daylight when there would be too many witnesses.


	However, there was no more vandalism on Ayr’s rice fields, probably because the thugs didn’t know which ones were hers. Lek insisted on placing a man in the grounds of their house, since everyone knew where she lived and Craig was there alone all day. The man busied himself repainting the exterior of the house and weeding the garden, both of which did sorely need doing. They also got their dog back for nighttime surveillance. He was a great guard dog. Not only would he not let anyone he didn’t know into the garden, but he also warned of any snakes that had found their way in by barking and pointing at them until someone did something about it or the snake left for a more peaceful life elsewhere.


	There were no follow-up abusive emails, so life went pretty much back to normal, in that they were not so frightened any longer. Five days after posting them, the security systems arrived. Craig and the lad at the house installed their own system first and then they did the shop. It took two days to complete, but it then meant that security duties could be relaxed on all fronts except for Lek’s suan.


	Ayr arrived in a taxi from Bangkok on the day that she had promised, but she had left Ron there because he had some business to attend to. Lek was waiting anxiously to see her friend again, although they had been keeping in regular contact by phone, but typically, she had forgotten to tell Craig.


	“Craig, come quickly, Ayr’s taxi is just pulling up outside the shop!”


	By the time he got there the friends had already kissed and hugged and the security boy had taken all Ayr’s luggage, which was quite considerable, inside. Several of the boxes were the rest of the security equipment that Craig had been waiting for. Ayr rushed over, hugged Craig and kissed him on both cheeks, which shocked the security guy so much that he had to turn away and pretend to be busy tidying the shelves. Both Lek and Ayr noticed his reaction and they smiled to each other. It was just not the done thing to kiss another woman’s husband in front of her in Thailand and they knew that he probably suspected that something unusual was afoot, like a kinky love triangle or a secret affair. 


	Both Ayr and Lek, even after being back for ten years, found it difficult to behave as the villagers expected them to, life in Pattaya had changed them too much to ever fit in completely again. Most people could not understand why some women insisted on kissing Craig in public, but then they even thought that about his wife, although she was less prone to do it now than she had been when they had first arrived.


	“Come on you two, I’ll treat you to a Chang in Nong’s and you can tell me what’s been going on around here.” Ayr called up a round from Nong who pretended to be startled to see her, although she could not have missed the taxi arriving next door or seeing Ayr get out of it.


	“Come on then, Ayr, tell us all about your wedding and Australia! I bet it was fabulous…” she said.


	“Yes, it was, but I am sure that Craig doesn’t want to hear about all that. We can talk about Australia later, when he’s not here. You’re not interested, are you, Craig?”


	“No, not really, if you want the truth. When you’ve been to one, you’ve been to them all.” He said it in such a way that he might have been joking, but the three friends knew that he wasn’t, Lek hit him on the shoulder.


	“That’s very rude, Craig! Ayr has never been to Australia before and never been married before either. Of course she wants to tell us all about it and Nong and I want to hear it too. We’ve been waiting weeks for this. You can be such a wet blanket sometimes – no, often these days. Why don’t you go home if you don’t want to hear it, or go sit over there outside our shop on your own.?”


	“It’s all right, Lek, no offence taken. I know Craig and I know men. They just aren’t interested in these things. We can have a good girly chat about it later. Ross is the same. These falang men are not like Thai men and most men are not like women anyway. At least he was honest and I prefer that. Anyway, I want to know what the Hell has been going on here while I’ve been away. That month in Oz just flew past – and we came back a day earlier to see if we could help.”


	Craig did some counting on his fingers. “How do you mean you’ve come back a day early? Ross said ten days and this is the tenth day, you are on time, for a change. Very unusual for a Thai woman… or man for that matter.”


	“When I told Ross ten days, I meant eleven, so I am a day early.”


	“I see, it all makes sense now… I don’t think I will ever understand Thais and their sense of time, you know. Even when they are on time, it is only by mistake… I missed an important wedding here when I first arrived, because Lek told me that our friend’s only daughter was getting married at four o’clock. I naturally assumed four in the afternoon, but oh no, she meant ten o’clock in the morning and she forgot to come and get me even though it was only next door here. Remember that, Lek?”


	“No, not anymore… I live for the present, not the past.” He could see that she was not best pleased with him, so he decided that he had said enough. “Look, you talk about the wedding if you like, I don’t mind… honestly, go on, really. Talk about whatever you want to talk about, and I’ll just sit here, enjoy my beer and try to work out what you’re on about. I’ll treat it like a Thai language conversation lesson.”


	“Yes, OK, but don’t interrupt if you don’t understand something, it puts me off and I forget what I was saying.”


	“OK, Mam, received and understood.”


	Ayr hit him that time, but started speaking anyway.


	“I really would like to know what has been going on here, Lek, this is our livelihood and it needs sorting out. When we’ve had a few and can’t talk sensibly any longer, I’ll tell you about the wedding. I have hundreds of photos. So, when did all this harassment start and how far has it escalated?”


	“The exact dates are in the desk diary, but it started about two weeks ago. If Craig phoned Ross ten days ago, then about two days before that, I suppose. We, or I really, opened up and saw that the door to your flat was open. I went in and saw that the rear door was open too, but there was such a mess that it was obvious that someone had broken in. I thought it best to leave it for you to see. They also tipped a bucket of paint over your car and wrote some rude words on it. Again, it is all there for you to see, but I covered it over with a tarpaulin.


	“The next night they set fire to the rice crop in two of your fields – the day before we had planned to harvest it and they tipped tons and tons of smelly rubbish in my suan. I have  already cleaned that up. Then, ten days ago, I had a nasty death threat at the shop by email. Craig sorted that out and had their web site and email address shut down, I think. You’ll have to ask him the details about that, but that was the only one we had, so whatever he did has worked.


	“Then we have taken certain other measures. I have had two guys sleeping in my suan every night for ten days, but I paid them for that out of my own pocket. I’ve had a bodyguard for the same period, but he has been doing odd jobs around the shop – I’ll show you later and I put a man in our own garden, because I was worried for Craig. And I’ve had two people sleeping here as well to keep an eye on the place.


	“Then Craig has installed our security system and yours, using one man as help. Craig has suggested booking his work against the man we’ve had and balancing it out, but we can sort this out anyway you think best, and that’s about it really.”


	“Ah, I got most of that I think, except the bit about the ‘dead camels flying into the garden’ bit. What was that all about or was it a joke?” interjected Craig when there was a gap in the conversation.


	“Craig, you are not being funny. His is serious business and I have to bring Ayr up to date, so could you just keep quiet, please?”


	“Yes, I know, my dear, just my little joke. It won’t happen again for at least another hour. So, what do you think, Ayr, did my beautiful wife do a good job or what? She was like Hitler around here, bossing people about, nobody got a minute’s peace.”


	Ayr slapped his hand and Lek gave him a look that said ‘I have warned you once’.


	“I think that Lek has done a tremendous job and so have you. Thanks for your help with that email problem and the shop’s security system. I’ll have to take a look at that later. Perhaps you can show me how it works later, Lek, if you wouldn’t mind.


	“Ross has told me about these security cameras. I’m really looking forward to seeing how they work. Where are you thinking of putting them, Craig?”


	“Well, they are battery-powered, so basically, they can go anywhere, but the battery is charged by a solar panel, so it has to be put where the sun will shine on it. The best places in Lek’s suan would be up in trees. I don’t know what Ross was able to find, but the models we wanted were motion-activated and transmit over the Internet. They are not cheap, but they are the best for us.


	“They won’t transmit unless someone moves in front of them, which will save the battery and it means that no news is good news, unless someone spotted them and shot them down, but they would only be able to do that during daylight hours.”


	“But you won’t be able to get up a tree?”


	“No, I’m afraid not, not any more, but I can supervise and they only need strapping in place with packing ties. That’s the easy part, for me anyway.” He smiled and so did Ayr, but Lek just looked away. I’ll take one home with me tonight, and find out how it works.”


	“Have you spoken to the mayor about the email yet, Lek?”


	“Yes, and put my complaint in writing to him and the police, but no-one has done anything about it yet, as far as I can tell.”


	“Haven’t they? Maybe I’ll send them a letter too. In fact, let’s send them three, one from you as a private individual, one from me, and one from the company. That might make them do something. It’s worth a try at least.


	“Look, let’s just leave everything as you have it for now, it all seems to be working very well, but we can get a few more beers and get something to eat later. Let’s just sit hear and bounce ideas off one another. I’ll start back to work tomorrow.


	“Do you think that you can get those cameras up tomorrow, Craig? I’d really like to see them working soon.”


	“Yes, I don’t see why not, they usually come with everything you need to install them except the packing ties, but I think Nong stocks them or that shop, er, Noy’s at the top of the road, I’ve seen them here somewhere.


	“Nong, bia eek sam kuwat, kap – three more bottles of beer please!


	“So, how was your wedding Ayr, and where is Ross hiding?”


	“He has some business to see to in Bangkok, but he’ll probably be here in a few days or so. I’ll go and get my photos… oh, if we are going to do this now, I won’t be able to get my flat sorted out today. Can I sleep at your place tonight?” she didn’t have to wait for an answer. She took a swig of beer and ran back to the shop.
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	Lek made rice soup for them both for breakfast, but let Ayr sleep in while she went to open the shop and allow the two boys sleeping there go about their normal duties. Bot picked them up in the Thailand as he drove his workers to the rice fields. Craig kept the guy in their house to help him put up the surveillance cameras and security lighting. They did their house first as it was the easiest. Two days later all the equipment was fully installed and Craig was showing Lek and Ayr how to access the cameras’ output on the Internet, which meant that they could check them on their mobile phones or laptops.


	They liked the system but couldn’t see much until someone activated it, usually by walking past Lek’s front gate.


	“That’s boring, isn’t it?” said Lek one afternoon in Nong’s at lunchtime. “I thought we would be able to see everything like in a 7/11.”


	“No, I did say that they were motion-activated, so they only switch on if something the size of a person or big passes in front of them. You watch the screen and I’ll go into the shop.” A minute later one of the eight dark grey boxes flashed on showing Craig entering the shop and taking a packet of crisps off the shelf.”


	“Did you see me?”


	“Yes, that’s twenty-five Baht you owe us,” said Lek, “but that’s brilliant, isn’t it. Ayr?”


	“Yes, I am impressed. I see what Craig meant now.”


	“The camera remains on for about three minutes after the object has left it’s field of view and you can enlarge the image to full screen by pressing an F key. F1 for camera number one, et cetera. So, F1 for this camera.” He demonstrated and the image of the shop filled the screen, but went grey again a few seconds later as the three minutes had elapsed. That’s like preview when you take a photo with you camera.


	Ayr leaned over and flicked through the options, Somebody was walking past Lek’s front gate.”


	“So, what do you think, ladies?”


	“We told you once,” sad Lek.


	“Well, I think it’s brilliant,” said Ayr.


	Lek had gotten out of the habit of praising Craig, but she nodded, “Yes, it’s fine,” although she couldn’t bring herself to say thank you.


	Lek’s problem was that she had worked in Pattaya hoping to find a wealthy falang to marry who would be able to keep her in the manner to which she had never been accustomed. It was true that she had first gone there to earn enough money to save the farm, but in those days she hadn’t known anything about foreigners. However, after talking to more knowledgeable co-workers, she had realised that marrying a foreigner would be a short ladder into the lap of luxury, which she had never thought possible for someone like her – a farm girl who had never been anywhere.


	Almost as soon as the bank loan had been paid off, she had met Craig, the first man to have come back for her because he loved her and she had fallen in love with him too. Now she sometimes regretted having allowed her emotions to rule her actions, because she hadn’t checked how much money he had before settling down with him. She had only seen that he obviously had a lot more than all her family put together and more than anyone she had ever known well, but she realised now how little she had had to compare with his savings.


	After nine years, the money had started to run out and he had had to sell his apartment in Barry. However, Lek had earmarked that as their holiday or retirement home or even their pension fund and so when that had had to go to keep her daughter in university, so had optimism for the future. That was sad enough, but the first real harbinger of what was to come, although she hadn’t fully realised it at the time, was when she had bought the suan from her mother.


	She had effectively stopped being a farmer more than twenty years before and had never had any intention of becoming one again, but now she had a small plot of land and she was farming it. She had even been talking to Ayr about buying more rice fields together! These were retrograde steps in Lek’s plans for the future and she was not happy about it at all.


	On marrying Craig, she had assumed that her working days were over for ever, and that her travelling and frolicking days had begun. They had too, but within ten years, here she was, a farmer again. She had escaped it for twenty years and had to do some horrible things in the process, but here she was, back on the land and getting brown skin and broken, dirty fingernails again.


	The problem was really that she could not blame Craig, because he had never said that he was rich, she had convinced herself that he was and she got angry about that more and more often, especially when she saw other ex-bar girls with rich husbands.


	Yet she didn’t even have a car!


	She hated herself for the way she spoke to him sometimes, but she couldn’t stop herself, not all the time anyway, despite the fact that she knew that she had a lot to be grateful to him for. When she had squandered all the money that she had saved and Goong had left her showing off by playing cards every day, Craig had stepped in and sold his flat to pay for Soom to stay at university.


	She was well aware of all that, but she couldn’t keep it at the forefront of her mind all the time and it was then that she lashed out at Craig, although he had done nothing except not be as well-off as she wanted him to be, but she hadn’t checked that in her rush to marry a falang and secure her future. 


	When she listened to young women talking about how great it would be to have a falang husband now, she wanted to laugh out loud, but she couldn’t, not without giving her reasons and that would mean losing more face than she could bear.


	She could see no way out, she was stuck in a working environment with a husband who would never be wealthy and the only person she could complain about it to was him and she did. Too often and too spitefully and she always regretted it, but by then it was too late. Craig was the only one who wouldn’t laugh at her or fight back, so sometimes, and it was becoming more frequently, she made his life a misery.


	She was amazed that he hadn’t left her already. She would not have taken so much injustice.


	And now, on top of all that, she was getting death threats from the local mafia, who might shoot her or destroy her livelihood. She had never had problems like these before and she had never expected to have to face them, and if Craig had had the money she thought that he had, she wouldn’t be facing them now. However, she still could not hate him, because it wasn’t his fault, it was all hers. She had wanted to retire on his money at thirty-one years of age and that had been unreasonable, she could see that now.


	Her mother had pointed out to her one day, that all of Craig’s falang friends that she had met were fifteen to twenty years older than he was, making them thirty to forty years older than Lek. Since Lek and most of her friends were about the same age, that meant that they were going out with men up to twice their age. She had congratulated Lek for not having done that, and, at the time, Lek had agreed, although now she was not so sure. 


	All those friends with older men were now well-off with secure futures because of their husbands’ pensions and savings after working for forty to fifty years, whereas Craig had stopped earning decent money when he had moved to Thailand to be with her at fifty. She dreaded to think what she would do in later life when he was dead – still farming her tiny suan at the age of seventy?


	The future was vey bleak in Lek’s mind.


	There was one more scenario that she feared, Craig becoming ill. She worried herself sick with the thought of him becoming senile, which would mean she would have to take care of him without even the meagre amount that he might make from his writing. That was why she had had to go back to work, she told herself, to build a nest egg for when Craig became a burden. She couldn’t just send him back to Wales, because he had no family there who could take care of him, since he had never had any children.


	Sometimes she sat on the toilet and just cried over the probable future that her Karma had provided for her, despite having been a good person in her own eyes.


	She knew that some of the wives of the old falang were working out ways of getting rid of their husbands, if they became very sick or insane, but she knew that she could never do that, and perhaps not even out of love, although she thought that she did still love him, but out of a sense of loyalty and duty. After all, he had done nothing wrong and had paid for Soom to go to university and now she had only one more year to go.. That would ease the drain on their resources, but it was still a year off and anything could happen in a year.


	He had promised her an exciting future, well, this was not what she thought he had meant, so perhaps that was the one thing that he had done wrong. 


	He had held out the dream of an exciting future, and all he had done was dump her back on the land to get broken fingernails and dark skin. She had believed him when he had promised her that – she had needed to believe it after ten years in Pattaya’s sex tourism industry.


	What she didn’t often remember though was that she would not have been able to return to her village without a trophy husband, and then she would have missed seeing her daughter growing up completely and she would not have been there to help her mother in her old age either. At thirty-one years of age, Lek had also been worried about what her daughter would think of her if she were working in a sex bar in Pattaya, even if it were as a cashier and not as an escort. She also ignored the fact that a cashier’s wages would not have been enough to fund a university education, even with the money she had put away for the purpose.


	Craig was aware of what Lek thought, because she sometimes taunted him with it when she was angry or had drunk too much with her friends. They had used to have blazing rows, but now they had found ways to minimize the intensity of the outbursts. Lek tried to go straight to bed after her shower and Craig refused to talk to her if she started swearing which she only did when drunk and was a clear  precursor to a row.


	Craig had his own theory about what was happening, and they had discussed it several times when the opportunity had arisen. 


	He said he thought that she was going through the menopause early.


	Since being menopausal was not a reason for losing face, Lek thought that it might be possible. It was certainly better to admit to that than ingratitude, which her mother had suggested once or twice and so had a few friends, although they had not remained friends for much longer after saying it. At one stage, Lek was going through old friends at an alarming rate for someone living in a village, which was another reason why she was now trying to curb her temper.


	Thais do not like shouting and will not be shouted at, but Lek seemed to have forgotten that during her time in Pattaya, where life looks more glamorous, but is really quite coarse.


	However, that only made it worse for Craig, because it meant that she could not vent her anger on anyone that upset her, so she took it out on him. A Thai woman who did that to her Thai husband would soon be sporting a black eye, but she knew that she could get away with it with Craig.
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	Ayr and Lek spent all morning cleaning up the flat, after the intruders had trashed it, and she had a specialist take the car away to have the paint and graffiti removed or the car resprayed, since it was covered by her insurance. In the afternoon, she left Lek in the shop while she led a detail of six men to do some work on Lek’s suan. She had had an idea during the night and wanted to try it out. Craig and his assistant were there as well installing three CCTV cameras in the trees one at either end of the garden and one in the middle, since it was long and narrow. There was a gate at each end and the four sides were protected by a barbed wire fence seven feet high. The problem had been that the chains that secured the gates could be cut and the gates could be scaled, rendering the fence pointless except for keeping out stray dogs.


	“What are you up to, Ayr?”


	“Oh, I have an idea I’d like to try out. Lek said that it would be all right.”


	“I don’t doubt that for a moment, but I wasn’t asking why you were doing it, just what you are doing.”


	“Yes, sorry… We are going to try to make this place less attractive to thieves and vandals. Our efforts and your cameras should ensure that Lek doesn’t get any more problems.”


	“Great, well you carry on. I want to have these three cameras working before nightfall. It’ll put another three channels on our TV’s.”


	Ayr and her crew worked among the mapang bushes and banana trees and along the perimeter fence. They seemed to be digging holes.


	Craig adjusted the sweep of the motion sensors and their sensitivity. The signals would be picked up by a receiver in the shed, and then uploaded to the Internet.


	He was all finished by six thirty and they left to see how Lek was getting on.


	“See you in Nong’s when you’re done, Ayr. Don’t forget that it gets dark at seven at this time of the year.”


	“I’m not likely to, but thanks anyway. We won’t finish tonight, so we’ll have to come back tomorrow anyway. I won’t be long. I can’t wait to see your cameras working again.”


	Craig told Lek a white lie for no other reason than that he wanted a drink with his wife. 


	“Lek, telak, I’ve finished putting the cameras up in your garden, and Ayr is finishing up now too. She said to ask you to lock up and have a drink with her in Nong’s. It’s six forty-five anyway and it’ll be fun to check your cameras. Can you bring your laptop with you, I put mine back in the house on the way round.”


	“Yes, sure, you get the laptop and I’ll start locking up.” Craig waited a few minutes by the front door for Lek to finish and then they walked next door.


	Ayr was not far behind them. Craig opened the laptop and went on line. While Ayr and Lek caught up on the days events, Craig tried to remotely control the information that was available on screen from the three cameras in the shop, the three in the suan and the two in their own garden. He set them up as a grid of two rows of four grey rectangles, but none of them was showing anything.


	“There you are, ladies, what do you think?” he said, spinning the laptop through ninety degrees so that Ayr could see it as well. They giggled to each other and then looked at him as one does when indulging a child.


	“Er, there’s nothing there, Craig, just eight grey boxes.”


	“Yes, that is true, but that is good news, as I said before. That means that no-one is trying to rob you blind or vandalise your property. That’s a good thing, or not?”


	They went back to chatting and left him to it. Craig dank his beer and concentrated on the screen. It had worked earlier on, so it had to be working now. Fifteen minutes later, he became excited.


	“Look, look, ladies! Camera eight, in Lek’s suan, has come on!”


	They stopped talking and looked at the image of something whitish on or near the rear fence on the screen.


	“Is that someone climbing over?” asked Craig, peering at it hard.


	Ayr and Lek studied it too. 


	“It is! It’s an intruder,” shouted Lek, “our first intruder! It’s one of next door’s chickens sitting on the fence!”


	Lek and Ayr laughed loudly, and so did Craig, although not right away.


	 




3 AYR’S REVENGE


	The flood had subsided by mid-January, but there had been extensive damage to the foot high, foot wide, earthen boundary walls that separated each plot of land. Some plots were large by the standards of the region, covering four or five rai, but others were only half a rai or 800m2. These walls had been practically disintegrated by being under water for weeks and the retreating water had finished the job.


	 The farmland to the west of Baan Suay looked like tidal mud flats with only occasional trees to show that it wasn’t. In most cases, the white concrete posts that demarcated the fields were still in place, so they could rebuild the walls quite easily, but in other cases where there was a dispute, the local Land Registry Office had to send out surveyors to fix the boundaries again before the walls could be rebuilt.


	The work was simple enough. Lek and Ayr had hired two mechanical diggers to form rough mud walls and then a team of workers would come behind, a few hours later when it had dried sufficiently, tidy the wall up and pat it down to compact the mud. However, there was a lot of it to do. Tens of miles of mud walls had to be rebuilt, which was great for Lek, Ayr and the workers, but bad news for the farmers, who had to wait for it to be done, and the insurance companies who had to pay for it.


	There was little that could be done to protect Ayr’s rice fields under these circumstances, but most fields had a ‘sala’ – a large table with a grass roof above it where workers could eat their lunch in the shade. Farmers would also sleep on them under a mosquito net, if they had to leave expensive equipment out all night.


	Now, after the sabotage of one of her crops, Ayr put night watchmen in her salas, for a few days before her crops were harvested, which were not at specific times of the year in Baan Suay. Unlike most crops in most countries, rice in this area took four months to mature whenever it was planted, so most farmers could expect three crops a year, some, the best farmers on the best land, could even get four. The land to the east of the village and some north and south of it had not been affected by the flood, so the normal cycle continued there unaffected, which meant that some of Ayr’s fields were still productive.


	With Ayr back to help out, life went pretty much back to normal. They were making good money, but reinvesting most of it so that they were still living quite simply. Ayr had her car as her only luxury and Lek had nothing really except a daughter in university in Bangkok studying computers, which in itself was very unusual. So unusual, in fact, that she was the only one from the village doing it.


	They worked from seven a.m. until seven p.m., but were on-call to open the shop at any time from about five a.m. until about nine p.m.. Ayr covered most of the out of hours business and she didn’t mind that as she was on the premises anyway and Lek often took work home to do on her laptop while Craig was writing after returning from Nong’s, where the three friends met almost every evening after work.


	Craig usually got there first at about four, as he had done for almost ten years. While he was alone, he wrote his novel in rough and drank a beer or two, until the ladies closed the shop and joined him. His average  speed was six hundred words and one bottle of beer an hour, which made it easy for him to cost his books. A 60,000 word novel would take one hundred hours and one hundred bottles at forty-five Baht to write, so 4,500 Baht or £90 He thought it a nice simple way to track his costs. The paper exercise books and biros were incidental in comparison.


	The second night after she had returned, Ayr asked Craig what he had done about the threatening email. 


	“I reported it to TOT, because they own the company it was sent through; I told the company that hosts it’s web site; er, I left an anonymous message on a police notice board using a free-trial proxy server; I issued a DCMA to Google requesting that they delist the web site from their search engine and I reported it to the FBI, because the site is hosted in America. Do you understand what all the means? I had to explain it to Lek – it is not easy, but I don’t know how much you know.”


	“I’ve got a pretty good idea what it means, because Lek went through it with me this morning, but what interests me is whether you have the name and address of the people who send it.”


	“Yes, I got their details from Whois before I reported them. I’ve got them here somewhere, ah, yes, here we are…”


	“I’ll just get a pen and paper and copy that down. Let me see… Oh, it’s in English. Yes, the Internet is in English in America… the phone number is in Thai though.”


	She gave him a smile. “Read the name and address out to me, please, and the phone number.” Ayr transliterated it into Thai. “Would they know who had their web site taken down?”


	“No, I can’t see how. What are you going to do, Ayr? Nothing silly, I hope.”


	“Oh, no, nothing silly, I can assure you of that. Who’s for another beer?”


	Craig gave up on his writing now that the ladies had arrived. He knew that he would not get much more done with them there, so he logged onto the shop’s WiFi, tuned into the security cameras and pushed his laptop to the end of the table where they all three could see it and it wouldn’t get wet from the puddles of condensation that would soon cover their end of the table.


	“Silly bloody cloth,” muttered Ayr, “it makes your forearms sweat.”


	“And the water running down the cold bottles puddles on it,” added Craig.


	Ayr put the notepad and pen back in her bag and took out a Swiss Army knife, from which she unfolded a toothpick and proceeded to punch holes in the oilcloth wherever water had collected. It ran through the cloth and between the boards of the table and dripped onto the concrete floor.


	“That’s better, but it still doesn’t stop you arms from sweating though. Hey! Look, the screen’s gone blank!”


	“No, it’s just hibernating, that’s all. Lek, could you touch the mouse pad, please?” As she did so, eight dark grey squares appeared on the screen again. “All’s quiet on the Western Front,” he said but the reference was lost on the ladies.


	“What are you going to do with that man’s address?” asked Lek in Thai.


	“I’m not sure yet, but my first idea was to send him a cobra in a box. The cobra would be pretty grumpy after spending three days in the postal service, I know I would be. With any luck it will bite him, but otherwise, well, I think he’ll get the message that he’s upset someone, don’t you?


	“This is awkward because you are involved, but as I said yesterday, he hit three people: you, me and the firm. That sod scrawled graffiti on my car and rummaged around in my flat, so whatever I do, I do in my name only. OK, if I get caught, you will be implicated as well, I know that, so if you tell me not to do anything, I won’t. I don’t want to endanger you or Craig. I just want to show the sod that we, no, sorry. I might be a woman, but I don’t have to take everything lying down.” When Lek didn’t even smile at her joke, she slapped her hand which was tracing patterns with the water that was left on the table.


	“Oh, I’m not worried about that, Ayr. You do whatever you like… I’m angry about what happened as well and I trust you not to implicate Craig and me. I don’t mind… honest!”


	“What’s the matter with you then? You look so down in the dumps…”


	“I don’t know… we’re getting all this crap, just for trying to make a living. You know, I reckon that a lot of it is jealousy and they can’t stand the fact that two ex-bar girls can beat them at their own game. They’re just bullies, that’s all they are, but there’s nothing we can do about it officially
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