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  Jasmine Fever

  On his way home on night, my friend Danny stopped at the Happy Bar in Karon for a drink. It was a quiet night for a change and he ordered his usual Sang Som and soda. There was a figure slumped over the far end of the bar. His head was down and one arm stretched out lifelessly. Even from this distance the man looked entirely disheveled It was hard to tell but he looked strangely familiar. Danny picked up his drink and slowly approached the slovenly figure.

  My God, it was his friend Mac. Danny sat down next to him, wondering how he was going to get the guy home. Just pick him up and take him, he supposed. God, he looks like hell. He’s been here three days, I bet, just laying on the bar like that.

  Danny pushed away the empty bottle of Mekong and wiped away the cigarette butts and ashtray. He put his arm around his friend and lifted him to his feet. ‘Mac, wake up. Time to go home.’

  Mac lifted up his head. His face was covered in stubble and his breath stank of booze and stale cigarettes. He stared at Danny through unfocused eyes. ‘What happened? I know she loved me. I just don’t know what happened,’ he mumbled.

  ‘Looks like Jasmine Fever is what happened, pal. Time to go home now.’ Danny hoisted Mac up and headed towards the silver Toyota with his friend muttering every step of the way. He eased Mac into the passenger’s seat and walked around to the driver’s side of the car in time to see his friend Peter heading towards him.

  ‘Holy smokes, what happened to Mac?’

  ‘A bad case of Jasmine Fever.’

  ‘What’s that?’

  ‘It’s like getting malaria and dengue at the same time. Comes on all at once and there’s not much you can do about it. First it affects your heart then goes into your brain. You start having wild delusions, imagining all kinds of things. You lose all sense of reason, start acting irresponsibly and behaving strangely. Usually newcomers to the Kingdom are the most susceptible but I’ve seen guys here eight or ten years come down with it.’

  ‘Wow, sounds bad. Is there a cure?’

  ‘No, there’s no cure. It just has to run its course. It can leave you a battered and broken man. Just look at old Mac here. Well, if you catch it early, there’s a slight chance. What you have to do is stick your head in a bucket of cold water every morning, drink a cup of strong black coffee and smack yourself in the face a few times.’

  ‘How did Mac get it?’

  ‘It shouldn’t have happened to him. He’s been coming to Phuket on vacation every year for the past six years. He should have known better. What he told me was the last thing he remembers is strolling down the beach in the moonlight holding hands with his Thai girlfriend. She reached up and put both arms around his neck and told him that she loved him more than anything in the world. He remembers the sound of the waves and the smell of jasmine in the air. That night, after a round of great sex, she wrapped her hard, twenty-three-year-old body around him and said that she wanted to take care of him and stay with him for the rest of her life, if only she could find a way to support her mother after she quit working in the bars.

  ‘It was the anaesthesia that did it,’ continued Danny. ‘The insensitivity to pain or anything else, like common sense for instance, artificially induced by the nearness of her intentions. That’s it, of course, your brain goes numb. They stand so close that they breathe in all the oxygen and exhale nitrous oxide right into your lungs. The kind of gas the dentists use. I used to love that stuff, just float along as happy as can be. When that Thai girl stands close and touches you and whispers into your ear, that’s it, you’re finished. It’s Jasmine Fever time.

  ‘The next day he woke up and had full on Jasmine Fever. He thought that he could live happily ever after with a Thai bargirl. He went out and bought a restaurant for half a million baht, put it in her name, the poor guy. Two weeks before the grand opening she went out and bought a big stereo system and a television too. Spent a fortune—his money, of course. He hit the roof, started to argue with her that it was too much money to spend. She picked up the phone and called the police. She had him thrown out of the place. He couldn’t believe it. You know how big Mac is, don’t you? Well a little Thai cop, must have weighed 100 pounds soaking wet, came and shoved handcuffs into Mac’s face. Said if he ever saw him on the streets again, or if he ever set foot on the property, he would take him to the airport and put him on the first plane out of there. He’s been at the bar ever since. Can’t figure out what happened. But enough of this, it’s too depressing. What about you?What have you been up to?’

  Peter hesitated a bit. ‘Funny that you ask. I’ve decided to move my girlfriend in with me. She’s going to quit her job on Soi Sea Dragon and live with me. She’s really a very sweet girl and wants to stop working in the bars. She’s a good girl, not like the rest of them.’

  ‘Hey, Peter. You know that I’m your friend, don’t you? And that I love you like a brother,’ said Danny, taking a step closer.

  ‘Yeah?’

  Danny grabbed Peter by the shirt and slapped him hard in the face, twice, with his open hand. Smack! Smack!

  ‘Well then, wake up, for God’s sake.’


  

  Can Leopards Change their Spots?

  I met Jay while I was having lunch in Don’s Restaurant. He was American, about fifty years old and seemed to be a number one nice guy. He introduced me to his ‘wife’ and two children, a Thai boy and girl about eight and nine years old. He told me he was having a house built down the street. He was a happy camper.

  His lady friend looked like she had just stepped off a stage in Patpong. She was covered in gold, had long red nails and lots of make-up. She spoke good English and seemed to be a sharp cookie. You could tell. Some Thai girls were just not interested in what was going on or couldn’t care less, just sitting there passing the time of day, kind of sleepy-looking—but not this one. She was alert and you could tell.

  I ran into Jay a few times at Don’s after that and we became friends. He confided that he had not been in Thailand very long and had just met his lady friend in Bangkok but considered her his wife and he felt like a father to her two children. He had enrolled her two kids in Dulwich School. This is serious money we’re talking here. His house was costing eight million baht and, of course, it would be in her name. If anything happened to him, he wanted her to be provided for. I figured he had some good money stashed away. He had run his own accounting business and had sold it with an agreement that he would not take his clients with him. I wasn’t worried about Jay. He seemed to have it all together. The house was built and they moved in.

  I ran into Jay a few months later at Don’s. He was slumped in his seat, his head in his hands. I sat down across from him. We often ate together. He stared at me—or rather, through me. He looked as if he hadn’t slept in days.

  ‘Jay, what is it?’ I touched his arm.

  ‘My wife wants to leave me. She’s bored. She wants to back to Bangkok. I don’t know what to do.’ I knew better than to ask what she was going to do in Bangkok.

  ‘Christ, is that all? I was afraid someone had died or something. Consider yourself lucky. Help her pack and count your blessings.’

  Hey, I can give advice to my friends at the drop of a hat. However, not all of it is appreciated or even noticed. Jay agreed to meet me the next day. I wanted to help him through this transition. And indeed, the next day he looked great.

  ‘Hi, Jay. What’s up?’ I was happy to see him looking so well.

  ‘Nothing to worry about. I’ve got everything straightened out. I’m going back to work in America and I will leave the house to my wife and she’s going to rent it out for 35,000 a month. That will take care of everything. When I get some money saved, I’ll come back and she’s going to wait for me.’

  ‘Christ, Jay. I thought you were solvent.’ (This guy’s an accountant? I thought)

  ‘I spent more than I intended to. I need to build up some cash.’ I shook his hand and wished him the all the best.

  A few weeks later I was in the queue at Siam Commercial Bank and who was right in front of me but Jay’s ‘wife’. She didn’t look anxious to talk to me. Okay, no matter. I noticed she was holding a fat stack of silver notes in her hand. She passed them and a bank book over to the teller. I just couldn’t help myself. I had to kind of stand on my toes when the teller placed all those thousand-baht bills in a counting machine. The green light lit up: seventy. That was 70,000 baht.

  I pondered this for a day or two until I ran into a mutual friend.

  ‘Hey, Jay’s wife struck it rich. She moved in with some German. He bought her a brand new pick-up truck and he’s giving her 70,000 a month. Can you believe it?’

  I could believe it as I’d seen her a few day’s before making a deposit. That and the house rental money would be a nice income for her.

  Jay came back a year later and she contrived to move into a little dumpy shack with her sister. I ran into them, and Jay was happy and still in love. The girl gave me a look—like ‘go ahead, I dare you to say something’. She didn’t have to worry about me. I have to live here and live is the operative word. She convinced Jay to take her to Bangkok for the month that he was there so as not to run into her new ‘husband’.

  My question is: how good do you have to treat these girls to make them happy? Is it even possible?

  A few years ago a Frenchman bought two rai of land down the street from me and built a small house and an outdoor bar. It was large, round and had a thatched roof. He planned to have a kitchen and serve food. He had a row of rooms constructed along one side of the property—about ten of them so he could have girls do massages.

  Why? Because he had a bargirl in Patong that had just had his baby and he was going to start a new life for them. We stopped in for drinks a few times and it was a pleasant place, away from the traffic and noise and no thump-thump music. Very nice.

  We never did get to eat there though. His girlfriend got bored out of her mind and left him and the baby. Just disappeared into the night, or should I say nightlife. The Frenchman sold the place and moved back to France with his new baby.

  About four years back there was a nice-looking man, about thirty-five years old. He bought a beautiful outdoor restaurant on Wiset Road in Rawai for his girlfriend. The restaurant claimed to serve French food. It had loungers and plush, brightly colored sofas. Very pretty and would not have looked out of place in the middle of Bangkok.

  The most breathtaking sight in the entire place was his girlfriend. She was a knockout. She was sophisticated and smart. I mean smart in a fashion sense. I used to have a drink there just to see the girl—not that she was bothered with me. She was drop-dead gorgeous. She also looked like she would be more comfortable with a chrome pole to hold onto but heck, if she’d asked me I would have bought her a bar, a house, and a car, anything that she wanted. But she had the look of a traveler and a traveler she was.

  The problem is that Rawai is a sleepy little town. Not much going on here. The action starts in Patong and runs down the hill to Karon then Kata. By the time it gets to Chalong and Rawai, there’s nothing happening. You can shoot off a cannon in the streets at night and not hit anything. After being a hostess in a restaurant with no business for two or three months, the girl became bored silly and one day she did a runner.

  Now her boyfriend, as I said, was a very nice-looking guy. He could have recovered nicely. I doubt very much if he ever had trouble getting girls. What did he do? He hung himself from a large tree in front of his house.

  But enough of this. It’s too depressing.

  What does one have to do here to feel secure, to make your girlfriend stay, to make her happy? You give her everything you possibly can—your love, your heart, your time, your money—and it still doesn’t work.

  The moral of these stories?

  Leopards do not change their spots. They eat you alive.


  More Wild Animal Stories

  Lately I have been daydreaming of having a girl give me a shower in the morning, washing me down, sleeping with me naked at night. I have been thinking of having a Thai girl move in with me. Possibly she could just walk around my house in skimpy clothes and I could look at her. Reach out and touch her. I’m a lover of beauty. There’s nothing wrong with that or in wanting a bit of companionship.

  However, one should know exactly what one is getting into and have no illusions when a Thai girl moves in. Physical stuff: nice body, cleanliness, sweet-smelling, terrific-looking, smiley, cooking and cleaning. They’re good at that.

  Brain power? Don’t count on it. Could I have someone to talk to and keep me company? Don’t be silly. This is an unreasonable expectation, I told myself. One soon tires of mono-syllabic conversations. Ask any Thai bargirl where a street is or a business or a building, even if it’s only a few blocks away, how to get somewhere, what they think about what’s happening in the government or any kind of question that requires just a little thought. They have no idea whatsoever. What can you expect of someone who passes the time by lounging around all day, zoning out and staring into space? If they really get ambitious, they read a comic book.

  Talk about the future—it’s not here yet and the past has gone, hasn’t it? There is only today and not much doing at that—nothing stirring in their simple minds except how to transfer cash from your ATM to theirs.

  Then I think back to the few times that I did have a Thai girl living with me. One quit the bar that she was working at and gave me a few free days. I moved her in with a monthly salary. Every time we went shopping, she had to have something, anything, no matter what it was, and I bought it for her.

  She said she could only stay for three months and when high season came she had to go back to work and make some real money. The three months passed and I was wondering when she was going to leave. One night I got drunk and told her that I loved her and did not want her to go back to the bar.

  The next morning I woke up and had completely forgotten what I’d said. Obviously she hadn’t as she asked me for 20,000 baht. She wanted to get her eyes made rounder or something. I refused. Christ, she was costing me enough as it was.

  ‘Okay, you no give me money I go back to bar.’

  What the hell was this? I thought. I was angry as I had been giving her anything she wanted. It was not until later in the afternoon that I remembered what I had said the night before and how it must have seeped into her feeble little brain and stayed there. It was partly my fault.

  ‘Are you sure?’ I said.

  ‘Yes. I go bar.’

  ‘Are you sure?’

  ‘Yes. You no give money—I go bar.’

  I got up from my computer, grabbed her small suitcase and a few large black plastic garbage bags and started dumping her crap in them, including the new tennis racquet that she had wanted.

  I put her and her stuff in the car and drove to Kata. It wasn’t far. Halfway there she started crying and saying she did not want to go back, that she was only joking, sobbing her eyes out. I almost felt like turning the car around, but the decision was made. I pulled up to the bar, threw the bags out on the street and sailed her tennis racquet as far away as I could.

  A few years later, not having learned my lesson, I moved another cute little thing in. After three months I was going crazy. She would not let me out of her sight. If I took the dogs for a walk on the beach she had to go. I could take a ride on my Harley at any time, even visit a girly bar, but she had to be right there. After a few more months I told her I couldn’t stand it. She had to leave.

  ‘Christ, I can’t even go to the bathroom alone,’ I shouted at her.

  ‘Okay you can, no problem.’ I shook my head. I would have to be more specific.

  ‘Get out! Pack up and leave.’

  ‘I have nowhere to go. I love you. I want stay here.’

  ‘I am going to pick up your stuff and throw it and you over the fence.’

  ‘Go ahead. I call police. Tell them you rape me.’

  ‘That’s ridiculous. You’re a bargirl and have been living here for months.’

  ‘I’m a Thai girl. Police also Thai. Who they believe? Tonight you sleep in jail.’

  Jesus Christ, she had a point. A Mexican stand-off.

  After a week of hard negotiations we settled on me giving her 18,000 baht to help her ‘find a new life’: meaning a new man and the money would tide her over. Okay, I could have paid more or paid less but at the time it looked like the only way I would get rid of her.

  As one friend said (and I wish I could remember who it was), ‘You don’t pay them 1,000 or 2,000 to come to your house. You are actually paying them to leave in the morning.’

  Case closed.

  I have my two beautiful dogs to keep me company and I talk to them all of the time. They really try to listen to me and hear what I am saying, I swear. They obey me without question. Wait home at the gate for me to return. I am absolutely sure of their love for me. And these are the only two animals that I will have live with me.

  Yes, you’re right. I attribute it to the Seven Year Itch syndrome. You remember the movie with Tom Ewell and Marilyn Monroe? It is based on the premise that after seven years of marriage, the relationship is diminished.


  Bangkok Love

  ‘Take me to Patpong,’ he told the cab driver.

  ‘Patpong closed now. I take you to better place—private club, many nice girls there.’

  ‘Cut the crap. I know it’s open.’

  ‘Okay, 500 baht.’

  ‘No way, put on the meter.’ The American had not been to Bangkok before, but he was smart. After all, he lived in New York City and cab drivers were the same all over the world. It wasn’t as if he was from the middle of Iowa or someplace.

  Patpong was a street crowded with souvenir stands, food vendors and bars. No one could actually drive down the street as the real estate was so expensive. Every square inch of space was used to sell one thing or another. Mostly there were bars. Bars with brightly colored neon signs one after the other: Girls a-Go-Go, Pretty Girl, Pink Palace. Names even more graphic, winking and glowing in different colors, calling out to you.

  There were hawkers on the crowded street pushing their places, shouting, ‘You want see show?’ Shoving photos of nude women towards people passing by; all kinds of photos: girls putting in or taking out unimaginable things from their private parts or women embracing each other in the most suggestive poses. The American was experienced enough to know that these particular dives were rip-off joints and he kept walking.

  There were so many bars that it was hard to know which one to go into, but he imagined that most of the go-go bars were pretty much the same. He walked into one of them. It was dark and the music was loud and pounding. The air conditioner was working great and it was nice and cool inside. There was a stage along one wall with about twenty girls dancing in place, swaying back and forth to the music. Some were moving slowly and some more quickly. Others were grinding and humping imaginary lovers on the stage, writhing like kite tails in a strong wind. There were dozens of booths and the American slipped into an empty seat and looked around. The place was mostly full of single white males intently watching the dancers. Many of them had their hands on the legs of go-go girls sitting next to them. Most of the men drank beer and all of the girls were drinking coke or orange juice. The American knew that these were called ‘girly drinks’ and you were expected to purchase one if you wanted company at your table. A waitress came over and he ordered a drink.

  He sipped his drink and scanned the stage. There was a stunning girl at the far end, towards the back. She looked as if she was lost and had wandered onto the stage by some strange accident. She was certainly embarrassed to be there. She was the most beautiful girl that he had ever seen. You would think that the management would put a girl like that right out at the front.He couldn’t stop staring at her. Mostly she kept her head down and diverted her eyes from the staring crowd, but she did notice him and smiled a small shy smile.

  When the music stopped, some of the girls came down from the stage and others excused themselves from their customers and went up to dance. The girl walked tentatively in his direction. He waved her over, palm down as he had read in the guidebook.

  ‘My name Sai. What name you?’

  The American told her. She slipped into the booth and sat close. Her long dark hair fell over her bare shoulders and down past her large breasts which were scarcely contained by a bikini top. He thought that she had the quality of a ripe peach, bursting with fresh sweetness.

  ‘Would you like a drink?’ the American asked.

  ‘Oh, thank you.’ She threw her arms around his neck. Her skin was firm and warm and she smelled of lavender. He felt her tremble. She started to cry softly, her tears spilling down her face and touching his cheek.

  ‘I’m forced to work here. My father borrow much money from owner to pay gambling debts. Now I must have sex with many customers to pay my father’s loan. I never go with man before.’

  ‘Why don’t you just quit?’

  ‘I have no one to stay with, have no money. You are so handsome man. I wish I could stay with you.’

  ‘I have to go back home to New York City at the end of the week.’

  ‘I can go with you.’

  ‘What would I have to do?’ As he spoke, his voice caught in his throat and his heart raced with the thought of it.

  ‘I must repay my father’s loan. Then I’m free. I can stay with you long time. I would give anything go to America.’ She put her head down and sighed, as if it were an impossible dream.

  ‘How much do you owe?’

  ‘One hundred thousand baht.’

  He silently calculated the amount. It came to over US$2,000. He had brought just a little more than that. He had wanted to be sure that he had enough money with him when he traveled. This could work, he thought. It was good luck, a matter of being in the right place at the right time and having the brains to realize it. She was as sweet as apple pie and his friends back home would fall on the floor when they saw her.

  He endorsed his travelers check and gave them to the bar owner. He insisted on and received a receipt. As a New Yorker, he knew the importance of doing business correctly.

  He and Sai left the bar and flagged down a cab. She rested her head on his shoulder and hugged him all the way back to his hotel. He had a luxury suite at the Marriott on Soi Two, Sukhumvit. As they entered his room, she exclaimed, ‘Oh my darling, I was so happy to be going with you, I wasn’t thinking. I forgot my clothes and shoes at the bar. I must go back for them.’

  ‘Not now, we’ll go tomorrow. I want to keep you here with me.’

  ‘No, I never want to see that place again. I want to be finished.Never think of it again. Please, you can give me only 300 baht for cab and I’ll be able to get everything. I need my toothbrush and comb and things. I come right back to you. Run water in tub and put in lots of bubbles. I will be back in a flash.’ She kissed him fully and lovingly on the mouth.

OEBPS/Images/front_001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/front_002.jpg
JASMINE FEVER





