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  For my daughter, Natalie

  


  After many years, I finally left Thailand, armed with a much better understanding of life, some great memories, some lifelong friends and one jewel.


  PREFACE

  It was in the early 1990s that, somewhat by chance, I founded what started out as a struggling private investigation agency. A decade later, in a decision most parents will understand, I decided to give up dodging bullets, bargirls and bourbons and return to my native New Zealand, primarily for the well-being of my young daughter Natalie. During that decade, I had not only investigated many cases, but also developed a very fine understanding of Asian ways and means – in particular, Thailand’s unique traditions and customs and the amazing cultural heritage of the Kingdom.

  Confessions of a Bangkok Private Eye, published in 2006 by Monsoon Books, was a compilation of just some of the many cases I investigated as founder of that agency, Thai Private Eye. I was then fortunate to have renowned author Stephen Leather fictionalize (in order to protect both innocent and guilty) some of those cases and, in so doing, bring to life the people involved.

  Now that I’m well settled back in New Zealand, a number of factors have inspired me to write this follow-up volume, Thai Private Eye. The first of these factors was the positive reception given to Confessions of a Bangkok Private Eye, along with the encouraging feedback I received on that book. I was certainly surprised by the range of readers the book attracted: it seems to have appealed to far more than just travellers stuck in airports or hotel rooms around Southeast Asia.

  My continuing association with the current director of my old company, as both advisor and personal friend, has also kept me abreast of some more recent intriguing cases that I am now able to include here. All types of cases are chronicled here, from unfortunate tsunami-related calamities and the latest scams to wayward husbands and their vindictive wives.

  These days, not only are basic investigations part of the Thai Private Eye mandate, but the agency also handles such matters as in-depth assessments for high profile multinational companies; providing security for VIPs; and the supply and placement of the very latest surveillance technology. I have to admit that the company’s current operations have spread into far wider fields than I ever envisaged. Reports based on some of these more recent cases, along with a number of my older cases, all go together to make Thai Private Eye what I believe is a worthy sequel to Confessions of a Bangkok Private Eye.

  Not being the accomplished wordsmith Stephen Leather is, I won’t even attempt to enrich characters in the manner he did for me in Confessions. What I have tried to do, however, is to include more aspects of Asian culture, beliefs and sociology in this book. By doing so, I hope that in addition to being an entertaining read, this book may help to reduce some of the lack of understanding that I am only too aware often exists between Westerners and Asians. By frequently adding explanations as to why certain scenarios may have unfolded as they did, I’ve sought, in my own small way, to narrow that cultural gap.

  While writing this book, I completed a Masters degree in Strategic Studies at Victoria University (NZ) and wrote a research paper that looks at the way Western–Asian interviews and interrogations are conducted. Indeed, I now lecture on this subject. The ways people in the East and the West think and perceive things often differ greatly. This was something that became even more apparent to me when, after many years of living in Thailand and being entwined in the local culture, beliefs and language, I returned to New Zealand to be confronted by the somewhat upfront and abrupt Kiwi way of doing things. This also spurred my interest in trying to include a deeper cultural insight into the cases detailed in this book. With this volume, I hope to help our readers appreciate both Asian and Western perspectives, as very different as they may sometimes be.

  


  Warren Olson, MSS

  Wellington, New Zealand


  INTRODUCTION

  For a number of reasons, the writing of this book has fallen neatly into two parts.

  Part One is to some extent a continuation of my earlier book, Confessions of a Bangkok Private Eye. The cases detailed there were ones in which I was personally involved. It is perhaps fair to say that no one will be able to emulate those early days of Thai Private Eye, and that is not just because of my own somewhat unique (or should I say eccentric?) ways.

  Because of my background in the Kingdom, being the first farang to manage a major hotel in the poorer Northeastern or I-sarn region situated on the Thai–Cambodian border, I had little choice but to become fluent in Thai and Khamen. It also meant that I became very aware of, and often involved in, many of the local customs and beliefs.

  I soon developed a great affinity with working-class Thais. I understood not just their language, but also their beliefs and dreams. I probably attended temples or visited fortune tellers as often as they did, and I found myself quite at home in small, upcountry villages eating local delicacies such as grasshoppers, common birds, or frogs, all of which were washed down with some of the very powerful homemade whiskeys that went under such wonderful names as See sip degree (40 degree proof); Sip et sua (eleven tigers); or Sart-oh, the sweet white liquid that, like them all, packed a very potent punch. I was therefore able to sit down in any upcountry village with a group of locals, pass myself off as a writer, travel agent, or perhaps claim I assisted in gaining visas for Thais, and get the “gossip” on a girl from that particular village. So while this procedure became almost routine for me, it was something few other foreigners could emulate.

  When in Bangkok, I would venture to tourist nightspots like Hard Rock, CM Square, Spasso or other trendy hotel discos only when on a job. I was more at home at Tahwan Dang, Dance Fever or Bow Goong Pow – huge Thai nightclubs where I was not only the only foreigner, but where I was able to join in with the hearty singing of the favourite Thai pop song of the day.

  One well-known song I used regularly was called “Kitt mark”. This title refers to a common Thai term which means “think too much”. Seeing a Thai girl deep in thought, I would walk by and sing the plaintive opening line, Mai oh naa yaa Kitt mark. This is a lighthearted, inoffensive saying that would invariably break the ice and usually get a response or a reason for the deep thinking. A foreigner simply asking “What’s the problem?” would probably just get waved away.

  Likewise, I had a decent collection of Thai Soup-par-sits, or proverbs, I could call on. Proverbs and sayings abound in everyday Thai conversation. It was not, however, only those value-added qualities that made me somewhat unique and able to often gain information more easily than it would be for my successors.

  In what I loosely term the pre-Tsunami time, corruption was rife; in particular, the ease of accessing information from various agencies. Also, the Surin hotel where I had, unbeknown to me at the time, gained much of the knowledge that would be so useful to a struggling private eye had been the venue for almost all major police, army and government conferences in northeastern Thailand. When you meet almost any Thai, following the wai greeting you will, in most cases, be offered their name card. Fortunately, I had had the foresight to hold onto a very large number of such cards, many from influential contacts whom I was able to call on at a later date for advice or assistance.

  One positive legacy of former premier Thaksin Shinawatra, who rose to prominence at that same time, was a crackdown on corruption in government departments. These reforms, much in line with international policy and anti-terrorism laws, gave wide powers to AMLO, the anti-money laundering agency, and also propelled a major revamping of the Thai police force. In this “tsunami of reforms”, many former influential people found themselves moved to what people politely call an “inactive post”.

  These changes, along with an overall tightening of laws, including visas, banking information and transfers, and – most upsetting of all for many people – placing a closing time on bars and clubs of 2 am (when previously one could party till dawn) all resulted in things becoming rather more difficult for me and the way I was used to operating.

  The big personal change, however, was the birth of my daughter Natalie in 2002.

  It soon became clear to me that, as a family, we would have far better opportunities back in my native New Zealand. This was particularly clear when I considered the nature of my work and my not quite bourgeois lifestyle. We planned our departure from the Land of Smiles, and I began the slow search to find the right person to take over the daily running of Thai Private Eye. It was some time later, around the time of the tsunami disaster, that I, my wife Pathumrat, and our daughter Natalie finally left Bangkok and settled back in New Zealand.

  Part Two of this book therefore looks at cases conducted after the tsunami up until the current day.

  These changed times of tighter restrictions on information, less corruption, and a new guard at Thai Private Eye all mean a slightly different approach had to be used.

  I remain in touch with my old firm as mentor and advisor and have not only maintained a close relationship with the new director, but also have great admiration for the way he has stepped in and coped with the daily difficulties of running an investigation company. This is especially true considering those additional problems he and his staff have faced as they had not had the same grounding I could call on.

  More frequent use of state-of-the-art equipment developed especially for the investigative field is also a notable feature of the company these days, as is the appointment of a larger number of “operatives” based throughout the Kingdom.

  The company has also moved into the security and personal protection fields, while the clientele itself has widened to include international companies. With all these developments, a higher profile, upmarket company has emerged. I am both honoured and proud to still be recognized as the company’s founder as it enters a new level of investigations throughout Asia.

  As I wanted this book to be informative as well as entertaining, I thought it important to include more recent cases as well as those from my own colourful past. I am therefore indebted to those at Thai Private Eye for their help and willingness to pass on more recent case notes to me, which we have worked on together to compile Part Two. As with all the other cases discussed in this book, they are totally based on fact, though names of places, people’s names and their descriptions have been altered to protect all concerned.


  PART ONE: THE EARLY YEARS


  AS ONE DOOR CLOSES

  “It is usually more important how a man meets his fate than what it is”

  Karl Wilhelm von Humboldt

  


  I’ve often been asked how I ended up in the investigative business. Was I a former policeman or lawyer, perhaps an enforcement officer? Certainly not.

  Born and raised in a small New Zealand town known as the “Kentucky of the Southern Hemisphere”, it was not surprising that I dabbled in the thoroughbred industry for a time.

  Indeed, my introduction to the Southeast Asian region, in the late 1980s, was as a would-be bloodstock agent around the racetracks of Macau, Singapore and Bangkok.

  Having a grounding in hotel marketing and management as back-up, I found that field proved a more viable alternative than horses, and so, with little to keep me in the Antipodes and with the vibrant and exciting Land of Smiles beckoning, accepting a hotel management position for a Koh Samui resort was not a very difficult decision for me. Eventually, I moved on to an even better post at a hotel in Surin. By then, I had been in the Kingdom for five years and had a pretty good command of the local lingo. Everything seemed fine in my life.

  What then prompted the founding of Thai Private Eye, and what were the first cases I was involved in? To answer these questions in the detail they deserve, I need to go back to the early 1990s and a hotel situated in northeastern Thailand, very close to the Cambodian border. This was not a time, nor a place, where foreign visitors were all that common.

  Bear in mind that this also was a time when corruption and abuse of power were far more prevalent ( and evident) in that part of Asia than they are today. Cambodia’s Khmer Rouge were still a force to be reckoned with, although the brief sightings I had of them were in business deals where rights to gemstones or teak were under discussion rather than human rights and genocide.

  I had unwittingly ended up in that corner of Thailand as the token white-man, managing a hotel that seemingly doubled as the meeting place for anyone in the region wanting to conduct an illicit or dodgy deal! Certainly, that is no longer the case in that locale; indeed, tourism is thriving these days, and rightly so. Temples rivalling Cambodia’s famed Angkor Wat, built along the wonderful Khmer highway constructed in the 12th century, are just part of the area’s unique offerings. (Amongst the other highlights flaunting the region’s Khmer history and culture are the much fought-over temple of Khao Phra Viharn straddling the Thai-Cambodian border and the magnificent Wat Sikoraphum in Surin.)

  I was the first Westerner, or farang as we are known in Thai, to be involved with a major hotel in that northeastern part of Thailand known locally as I-sarn. I was very well received and particularly well-treated by both the staff and, especially, the hotel owners. The fact I spoke Thai fluently and understood and respected the local customs obviously helped greatly in that respect. It also meant that I was privy to much more of the local ways and gossip than a casual tourist or someone just passing through would pick up on, or even suspect. I was often asked to meetings and luncheons or introduced to influential people, even included in functions or “boys’ nights out” that normally were out of bounds to a farang.

  A key attribute I have always prided myself on, being observant, was also a big factor in helping me slowly put things together and get an understanding of just what was happening around me. I also believe I have at least one other important attribute: common sense, something I tend to think is not always that common. In later years, as a private eye dealing with a wide range of clients, I became ever more convinced of how rare common sense can sometimes be! Especially during my time at that hotel, I came to learn and understand the Thai way of looking and watching, but of not saying anything detrimental to one’s superiors, and certainly not doing anything to rock the boat!

  That, then, briefly outlines the time, the place, and the situation I was in when I unwittingly became involved, albeit on the fringes, in what developed into a Thai national scandal. This scandal included murder, sensationalism and mayhem. It also ultimately signalled the end of my hotel career, and, in due course, the beginnings of my new career as a private eye.

  Call it gossip, the “bush telegraph”, or nin tah, as they say in Thai, but certainly news of any happening or event spreads as fast, if not faster, around backwater Thailand than in any Western country where mobile phones, i-Pods, TV and radio stations abound. Early one morning, by the time I had made my way down from my room in the hotel to my office behind the reception desk, I was bombarded with both questions and information about the arrivals who had been secreted into the hotel late the previous evening and were now ensconced in the suites up on the hallowed top floor.

  Our hotel had a number of special suites that, by and large, were permanently reserved for some of the more influential local dignitaries. It was clearly understood by all the staff that what went on in the top floor suites stayed in the top floor suites, and any lack of discretion would mean loss of job. In this case, however, the news was just too big! That three blonde American movie stars were (supposedly) our latest guests had the hotel all a-buzz.

  Amongst the almost three hundred staff that included the usual cast of housemaids, porters, maintenance and office workers, along with our various restaurant, nightclub and massage parlour girls, there were only three or four who spoke more than a few words of English. My interpreting skills were therefore often called upon, and so it was not too long before I was fielding calls from the supposed celebrities. It soon became evident to me that these “stars” were no doubt far more au fait with the Iron Curtain than with the star-spangled banner.

  At that time, flights cruised between Vladivostok and the Pattaya airport of U-tapao quite regularly, as Russians, both tourists and entrepreneurs, began to flock to the seaside “city of sleaze”, as it was commonly known by locals. I was fairly sure that was the route our blonde guests would have taken. I had also noted that these particular guests had not actually checked in.

  Over the next few days, I would occasionally catch up with these ladies in our main restaurant. I could see why they had become, shall we say, “available to the local market”. While I personally considered them presentable, they were not what I would have called glamorous; well, not at this stage of their careers anyway. They were now, I figured, well into their thirties, and at least two of them seemed to be fighting a losing battle with drugs and alcohol. The third, Vera, was the most approachable. She spoke the best English of the three, and so, over time, I gained a little knowledge of their background from her.

  Her two friends were called Anna and Irina, and one way or another, the three had come under the control of the Russian mafia. Vera told me she was a qualified accountant, but had been made redundant. Her husband had left her with a young child, and she had needed to borrow money to survive.

  The girls had been promised a lot of cash for a three-month trip to Thailand. It seemed like easy money in a beautiful, warm resort well away from cold, forbidding Vladivostok.

  Vera left her son with his grandmother and set off in the hope of providing a better future for her family. Anna, along with her friend Irina, had lived in the same apartment building as Vera. Originally dancers, these two had been forced into more dubious methods of earning a rouble as hard times hit Russia. Arrangements were made and the girls flown to Pattaya. However, there was not so much demand for them at the resort, where the majority of tourists were from the West and preferred to play with the younger, cheaper local girls.

  Their contracts had subsequently been sold to a Thai syndicate. That was how they had found themselves very far from home, in the suites of a hotel whose name they couldn’t pronounce, in a region they had never heard of, and under the control of people who spoke a language they didn’t understand.

  I had to admit, it was an inspired business decision by those concerned, as at that time, the local economy was buoyant. We had a massage parlour at the rear of the hotel that boasted a number of worthy candidates for Miss Thailand amongst the masseuses. However, for a change, these local ladies were practically ignored by the local male population.

  The closest most of the local Thai men had ever come to a blonde was at the movies or on TV. To have real live blonde women in their midst, and available for a fee, was a dream come true, and the queue to the hotel’s top floor resembled the ones at McDonald’s: never-ending.

  Although not a feature in the more tourist-oriented or large-city hotels, a focal point at most upcountry Thai hotels is the restaurant or coffee shop, particularly at night, when diners are entertained by a string of singers. A common practice is to send, as a token of appreciation, a mal-ai, a type of garland, up to the singer. Guests motion to one of the ever-present young waiters or waitresses, who will quickly produce a well-worn garland of flowers. To the garland, depending on how much “face” you wish to present or how keen you are to have the singer come and join you at your table for a time, you attach some money. I have seen well-known or extremely beautiful singers be presented with garlands carrying more money than I would earn in two or three months as the hotel manager, although the normal amount would be somewhere in the US$10 – $20 range. After her song, the singer will then go to thank, and perhaps join, the mal-ai presenter at his or her table for a time. It is said that, at this stage, negotiations for any extracurricular activities may take place.

  Our hotel boasted a very fine array of singers, some even possessing reasonable talent. One of my more enjoyable pastimes was to sit in the restaurant on quiet afternoons having a snack while the girls entertained a few late lunch guests or rehearsed for the evening. It was quite a feather in the cap of any singer if she could give an occasional rendition of a popular English song – and guess who was available as a tutor. So it was for that talent rather than my presenting any garlands that I came to have some of the more attractive singers often sitting beside me taking in my every word.

  On this particular day, I had enticed the best looking of the singers to join me for an intimate language lesson; all was fine with the world, I thought. But you know what they say about the calm before the storm. We had worked through “Oceans apart day after day, and I slowly go insane, I hear your—” Then, as usual, we were struggling with the Thai pronunciation of the “v” in “voice”. I had just resigned myself to settling for “woy” when “Uncle” appeared.

  I’m sure “Uncle” was not telepathic, but it just took two little nods for my latest interest to grab her songbook and scuttle off while the ever-present waiter boy scurried over to deliver, in record time, a bottle of Johnny Black, two bottles of soda, two glasses, and a bucket of ice to the table.

  Unlike his wealth, power and influence, Uncle’s English was limited, so we conversed in Thai. Uncle was in his mid-fifties, but still in very good shape, especially allowing for the amount of whiskey he seemed to consume. He had once told me there was not a government, armed forces unit, or police department in the entire region he did not have some influence over, and I had no reason to doubt him. Palm-greaser, fix-it man, spin doctor, Uncle was indeed a well-known, dare I say even respected, man around the place. On this occasion, however, the boot was a little bit on the other foot: Uncle apparently was having some small problems with affairs of the heart and wanted some discreet advice. This, you understand, was not in regard to any matters related to performance or such, but more into possible Western outlooks on love and marriage.

  In hushed tones, the name “Irina” was mentioned, and it soon became apparent that Uncle had plans for settling back on one of his many rice plantations with a magnificent “blonde model” trophy wife as a crowning glory to his lifetime achievements.

  Just what the washed-up Miss USSR thought of this wasn’t clear. I quickly gathered that not only had I been selected to give him advice on how best to proceed in his quest, but also to get some feedback as to Irina’s interest in this project. That the only bit Russian I had ever had the slightest interest in was the term “Smirnoff” obviously meant little to Uncle. I was of the same skin colour, so therefore I would know the key answers.

  I could have mentioned the possible difficulties a high-flying, drug-addicted prostitute from one of the world’s most rough-and-tumble cities might face living in a small village in northeast Thailand with a man twenty years her senior. The fact that nightclubs, beauty salons, and shopping malls were not common in that area, not to mention a surprising lack of all things Russian, sprang to mind as possible impediments. I knew, however, that it paid to placate Uncle, so I dismissed those thoughts, mentioned a few minor details about Western women and individualism, equal rights and such, then assured him I would see what I could find out regarding Irina’s interest.

  My now well-developed understanding of Asian ways – i.e. not saying what one really thinks or in any way rocking the boat – paid immediate dividends, as Uncle smiled, indicated the meeting was over, stood up, and passed the drink card to me. He motioned to his surly driver standing nearby, and together they left the restaurant.

  I was well aware that one didn’t want to be the bearer of bad news as far as Uncle was concerned, so I was not really looking forward to our next meeting. However, for the time being, I figured there was little else I could do but find Vera sometime soon and see if she had and ideas or inside information regarding Irina’s interest in or opinion of the gentleman. As it transpired, I need not have worried, for I would never see Uncle again.

  Not surprisingly, a call to the top floor confirmed that Miss Vera was “busy” at the moment. However, I mentioned that Uncle had asked me to talk to her, and an hour or so later, I was told she was in the coffee shop waiting for me.

  I got on well with the petite, switched-on (though maybe “calculating” was a better description) Vera. The fact that I had no designs on her whatsoever, and we both knew clearly where we stood, was perhaps the reason for this. As usual when we had a coffee together, there were a number of Thai words or phrases she had noted that she wanted explained, along with a few queries about local banks, currency, and the country in general. And then it was my turn.

  I said that I had heard Irina may have had a proposal. “Oh, we get about ten a day,” she blithely noted. I said that this was perhaps a serious, special proposal, and then Vera mentioned that Irina had received a gold bracelet the other day.

  I pointed out that in Thailand, this could be considered mun or, in effect, an engagement gift that reserved the girl for the donor of the gold. I then gave her a description of Uncle, and she confirmed that, yes, he was the presenter of the gold bracelet and that he often spent the whole afternoon with Irina.

  “So, do you think she would consider a life in outback Thailand?” I asked, pointing out that Uncle was very wealthy and well-connected.

  “I doubt it,” she laughed. “Besides, his is not the only serious proposal she has had.”

  That certainly sparked my interest. “So who else is chasing the lovely Irina?” I asked.

  “Moo,” she said. “The young chubby guy. He hasn’t given her any gold, but he does give her a lot of yaa baa’” Vera had to get back to her waiting clients, and I had to work out just what I should tell Uncle. Was he aware that his spoilt, obnoxious, drug-dealing and fittingly named young nephew Moo was a rival for the affections of Miss Vladivostok ?

  Yaa baa, Moo’s regular gift to Irina, means “crazy medicine” in Thai and is a form of methamphetamine that is very popular throughout the Kingdom. It was formerly known as horse medicine, or yaa maa, but the media were asked to change the name so as to make it less popular, a ploy that failed. Sadly, it was originally given to many Thais, such as those engaged in the fishing, building, or sugar-cane cutting industries, by unscrupulous employers as it would allow them to work long hours without sleep. It then was adopted by the night industry, where it became better known as a recreational drug.

  As to the name Moo: part of Thai tradition is that children are given a nickname that stays with them for life. The name usually relates to some food, an event, or happening when the baby is young. “Moo” means pig and is often given to chubby babies. Noi, Nit, or Lek, all meaning small, are also very common nicknames.

  I had spent a day or two gathering my facts in order and debating just what to tell Uncle when yet another rumour began to circulate. This was not the whirlwind, hot-off-the-press, tell-everyone type of rumour our Russian guests had spawned, but one of those rumours whispered quietly, in discreet corners. Uncle had apparently gone missing.

  Normally very reliable, he had missed one or two meetings and wasn’t answering his phones. Of course, I had a possible explanation: he had simply taken Irina for a trip somewhere. I quickly sought out my friendly Russian contact Vera, just to confirm my theory. That theory was soon shot down in flames when Vera said they hadn’t seen the gentleman for days; more, he had missed a planned afternoon and evening session with the intriguing Irina. As I understood it, Irina, while not totally distraught, was sad to have missed a relatively easy payday with a nice bonus.

  The local police (who, of course, were well-known to all concerned) were called in, but to no avail. Uncle’s driver and housekeeper had not seen him; in fact, he seemed to have vanished into thin air. After about a week, the story could no longer be contained locally, so a nationwide alert went out. A further week brought no news or sightings, so then the family, being both rich and influential, went on national TV and offered a substantial reward for any information that might lead to Uncle’s whereabouts.

  The phones, of course, started ringing like wild, and a flood of soothsayers and mhor dhus (fortune-tellers) descended on the hotel. Although the regional police chief was a regular at the hotel, he was not someone I could approach privately. However, I did get on well with one of his subordinates, so I thought it prudent to have a chat with him. He suggested I type out a report of my meeting with Uncle and any further information I had, and he would translate it into Thai and place it on file.

  In retrospect, perhaps I should have kept my observations and investigations quiet, but, hey, I was (still unbeknown to myself) a private eye waiting to break out. In due course, however, my report, whilst proving helpful to police enquiries, would land me off-sides with my employers, and it was really this event that resulted in my becoming unemployed a month or two later.

  One of the more astute (or should I say lucky?) amongst the fortune-tellers delving into the Disappearing Uncle saga was adamant that water featured in his disappearance. By that point, Uncle had been missing for over a month, and there had certainly been no cause to even consider paying out the very large reward on offer. Also, it had become quite apparent that any hope of finding him alive and well was now exceedingly thin. Any sort of finger-pointing at his family as a whole was not well received, however, and I gather my report had sort of placed me in that category of “finger-pointer”.

  The presence of the national police had meant the Russian “tourists” had quickly been moved on by their “agents”, and obviously many of the dubious deals that Uncle and his family may have been party to were also either being questioned or put on hold. At the same time, a rather early summer season saw the local paddy fields dry up more quickly than usual, and it was in one of these that Uncle’s body was discovered – with a bullet hole in the head. It seemed clear that Moo was implicated, which, of course, entailed a massive loss of face not just too him, but for the family as a whole. Whether or not they actually had any prior knowledge of the discovery, or were just well prepared for such an eventuality, the entire immediate family moved to avoid any further loss of face, questioning, or even any judicial process involving Moo. Almost overnight, the whole clan relocated to Europe, where they would obviously be out of reach. All related businesses, the hotel included, were sold.

  The hotel manager was informed his services were no longer required. (Redundancy pay, you should understand, certainly did not feature in the Thai vocabulary in those days. For that matter, such courtesies are rare in up-country Thailand, even now.) As far as I know, Uncle’s case was then closed, in the way such unpleasant matters could be “closed” back then.

  So there I was, a hapless farang without gainful employment. But I am a great believer that all things happen for a reason, and my firing was actually a great stroke of luck. Before the axe fell, I had done some “checking” on one or two Thai girls for acquaintances and some related minor jobs for a few local embassies. More, whenever a tourist overheard me speaking Thai, I was usually bombarded with questions. I started to think that it was worth considering if I could perhaps put my local knowledge to use in a way that might help to pay the rent.

  It was not long after that, while sitting at a small table on the corner of Sukhumvit Road Soi 13 in Bangkok, along with a good friend and an ample supply of Thai whiskey, that the idea of Thai Private Eye came to me. Shortly thereafter, the idea came to fruition.


  COPS AND ROBBERS

  “Corruption is nature’s way of restoring our faith in democracy”

  Peter Ustinov

  


  It was not the classic orange sunrise one sees in the Northeast, but a dull glow as the sun forced its way through the Bangkok smog. Almost on cue, an amber-robed monk came round the corner of the soi, bearing his alms bowl. Not having the usual Thai gift of food to give him, I instinctively dug into my pocket for a 100-baht note and placed it in the bowl with a respectful wai. Surely some good karma would come to me today; maybe that cute new waitress at my local Starbucks might succumb to my charms? One last picture on the mobile, forward it, and I was off for a decent sleep.

  It’s very rare that I do work prior to payment, but in this case, Rob was a reliable and trustworthy customer – which is much more than could be said about his current Thai girlfriend. Rob had called from the UK that evening, just after speaking to the lovely Miss Pookie, who had told him she was off to a friend’s birthday party, but sure she’d be back in her apartment by 2 am. Rob assured me a retainer would be on its way first thing in the morning, but could I check the apartment from 1 am to 6 am, just to confirm Pookie’s presence. Having done surveillance on Pookie in the past, I knew she was too young, too pretty, and far too keen on a good time to be sitting home alone like the Macaulay Culkin character, waiting for Rob’s return. I wish I was as sure about next week’s lotto numbers as I was of a “no-show” by Pookie at her apartment.

  I sent Rob off a final picture of the apartment window, adding that there had still been no sign of his beloved, and motioned over to one of the nearby taxi-motorcycle boys, who must have been wondering what the hell this crazy farang (Westerner) was doing sitting on a concrete slab outside a low-class Thai apartment block all night. At least daybreak is one time of day when Bangkok’s roads are relatively quiet, and 15 minutes later I was back at my apartment in the small street, or soi, of Rangnam.

  A quick shower to wash away some Bangkok grime, and then crash into bed. If you believe private eyes enjoy a glamorous lifestyle, you have obviously spent more time reading books or watching movies than you have being employed as one!

  About the same time, TG 994 from Sydney was touching down at Bangkok’s Don Muang Airport. Dave couldn’t wait to get off the plane and back to places he had been dreaming about for the past six months. This would be his third trip to the Land of Smiles; he was almost an old hand now, he reckoned. He knew some basic Thai, he knew you didn’t ever pay the asking price for anything, and he also knew the lay of the land around the bar- and girl-packed Sukhumvit Road. His usual guide/mentor was not with him this trip, but that made it all the more exciting: three weeks at the Ambassador Hotel, free to come and go when he wanted, with whatever bargirl took his fancy! Being in one’s mid-forties, but able to act like mid-twenties is what Bangkok is all about to the majority of Caucasian male tourists!

  In another part of town, Noi woke up as the bus pulled into the Bangkok bus terminal, or Mor Chit, along with dozens of other buses from Thailand’s Northeast. This callow teenager had just taken the overnight trip to Bangkok from I-sarn. I-sarn is the Thai name for the vast, mostly poor, northeastern region of Thailand that supplies most of the “working girls” in Bangkok bars. It also supplies the majority of the city’s taxi drivers as well as factory and construction workers.

OEBPS/Images/frontcover.jpg
[WETEZRY Further Adventures From The Files of
Thailand's Most Famous Detective Agency!

K
THIS BOOK WILL BE QUITE A TREAT AS OL! A{SMRES
ORAWN FROM HIS MANY YEARS OF DETECTIVE WORK

E OF THE WORLD'S MOST INTRIGUING SOCIETIES.”

ANORE NT, author of DEATH IN THE KINGDOM






OEBPS/Images/content-0001.jpg
THAI PRIVATE
EYE





