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PETE

She's dead. Joy's dead. Joy'sdead and | killed her. | can't believeit. | killed her and now | don't know
what I'm going to do. | don't know what I'm going to do without her and | don't know what's going to
happen to me when they find out she's dead. They'll know it's my fault. | trashed the room, my
fingerprints are going to be everywhere. The manager of the building saw me storm out. The guy in the
room, hell remember me, too. Her friends knew that we were always arguing, and they know where |
live

The taxi driver kegps looking at me in his mirror. He can see how upset | am. | have to keep cam,
but it's difficult. | want to scream at him, to tell him to put his foot down and drive faster but were Sitting
a ared light so we arent going anywhere for awhile. Ahead of usis an dephant, swinging itstrunk at a
guy carrying a basket of bananas. A group of tourists give the guy money and he hands them fruit so that
they can feed the dephant.

"Charng," saysthe driver. Tha for eephant. | pretend not to understand and keep looking out of the
window. A typica Bangkok street scene, the pavements lined with food hawkers and gdls piled high
with chegp clothing, the air thick with fumes from motorcycles and buses. | seeit but | don't seeit. All |
can think about is Joy.

Itsasif time around me has stopped. Stopped dead. I'm breathing and thinking but everything has
frozen. She's dead and it's my fault. They'll see my name tattooed on her shoulder and they'll see my
name carved into her wrist and they'll know that it's al my fault. I'm not worried about whet the police
will do. Or her family. There's nothing they can do that can make me fed any worse than | do right now
as| gt frozen intime at ared traffic light, watching overweight tourists feeding bananas to an eephant
with achain around its neck. | know with a horrible certainty that | can't go on living without her. My life
ends with her death because | can't live with the guilt. Joy's dead and | killed her so that meansthat |
haveto die, too.

BRUCE
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| dways knew it was going to end badly. Joy was a sweet thing and whether or not shed been lying to
Pete, she didn't deserveto die, not like that. Sure, she was a bargirl, but she was forced into it, shed
never have chosen thelife for hersdlf, and | know she wanted Pete to take her away from the bars. |
was in shock when | heard what happened. Now | don't know what's going to happen to Pete. It'slike
he's on autopilot, heading into oblivion. I've got a bad feding about it, but it's out of my hands. He's
going to have to come to terms with what he's done, her degth's going to be on his conscience for the
rest of hislife. To be honest, | don't know how he's going to be adle to live with himself.

BIG RON

Joy's dead, huh? Can't say | was surprised when Bruce told me. Do | care? Do | fuck. I'm not going to
shed any tears about a dead dapper. It's not exactly along-term career, isit, when dl's said and done,
what with the drugs and the risks they take. Slgppers are dying al the time. Overdoses, suicides,
motorcycle accidents. And the way Joy fucked Pete over, I'm surprised he didn't top her months ago.
She was alying hooker and she deserved whatever she got, that'swhat | say. Asfor Pete, | don't know
what'll happen to him. If he's smart helll get on the next plane out of Bangkok.

PETE

| don't know if it was love at firgt Sght, but it was pretty damn close. She had the longest hair I'd ever
Seen, jet black and dmost down to her waist. She smiled al the time and had soft brown eyes that made
my heart mdlt, long legs that just wouldn't quit and afigure to die for. She was stark naked except for a
pair of black leather ankle boots with small chrome chains on the side. | think it was the boots that did it
for me.
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| didn't know her name, and | couldn't talk to her because she was dready occupied with afat,
bading guy with amohile phone who kept fondling her breasts and bouncing her up and down on his
knee. She was adancer at the Zombie Bar, one of more than a hundred go-go dancers, and between
her twenty-minute dancing shifts she had to hustle drinks from customers. | kept trying to catch her eye,
but she was too busy with the bald guy and after an hour or so she changed into jeans and a T-shirt and
left with him. They looked obscene together, he must have been twenty stone and old enough to be her
father.

| was with Nigd, aguy 1'd met in Fatso's Bar, down the road from the go-go bars of Nana Plaza.
Nigel was a good-looking guy with ashock of black unruly hair and amovie-gtar smile and apirate's
eye-patch. Firgt time | met him | thought he was wearing it as ajoke and | kept teasing him about it, but
then it turns out that he lost an eye when he was ateenager. Stupid accident, he says, climbing through
a barbed-wire fence on his parents farm. He's got afase eye but he ill wears the eye-patch.
Reckonsit gives him an air of mystery, he says. Makes him look like aprat, if you ask me.

It was Nigd'sideato go to Zombie. It was one of the hottest bars in Bangkok, he said. It was my
first time, 1'd only been in Bangkok for two days, and | hadn't known what to expect. It was an eye-
opener. Two raised dance floors, each with more than a dozen beautiful girls dancing around silver
poles. Most of them naked. Around the edge of the bars were smal tables, and waitresses in white
blouses and black skirts scurried around taking orders and serving drinks.

"She's beautiful, isn't she?' | asked Nigel asthe girl waked by holding the bald guy's hand.

"They'redl beautiful,” he said, winking at agirl on the dage.

"No, that one's specid,” | said. "And | don't just mean the boots."

Nigel drank his Singha beer from the bottle and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. "Pete, let
me give you ahit of advice. From the horse's mouth. They're dl hookers. Every one of them. Pay thar
bar fines, take them to a short-time hotel, screw your brains out, then pay them. But whatever you do,
don't get involved. Trust me, it's not worth it."

| watched the girl and her customer disappear through the curtain that covered the exit to the plaza.

| asked Nigel how it worked, how you got to go out with one of the girls. He explained how the bar
fine system worked. Y ou paid the money to the bar - it varied between 400 baht and 600 baht
depending on which bar you were in, and the girl was then free to leave with you. What you did was
pretty much up to you, but usudly a customer would take the girl to one of the numerous short-time
hotels within walking distance of the plaza. How much you paid the girl depended on what she did and
how generous you were, it could be as little as 500 baht, as much as 2,000 baht, more if you wanted to
gpend the whole night with her.

Nigel waved a the two stages, crammed with girls. "Go on, pick one," he said.

| shook my head. There was no one there | wanted.



Stephen Leather Private Dancer

NIGEL

It's funny watching the faces of the firg-timers when they walk into a go-go bar. Their mouths drop and
their eyes go wide, then they try to be dl coal asif it's the most natura thing in the world to be
confronted by dozens of naked girls. Pete was no exception. He sat drinking gin and tonic, his eyes
flicking from ddeto Sde, trying to take it dl in. I've been in Thalland for more than five years so I'm
pretty blasé about it. I've seen pretty much everything here. Full sex, lesbian sex, homosexua sex, sex
with a German Shepherd once, and now nothing shocks or surprises me.

Pete seemed a nice enough guy. Bit quiet, a bit serious, but afew monthsin Bangkok would loosen
him up. Hed been sent to Thailand to update a travel book, one of those guides you dways see in the
hands of backpackerslooking for a cheap place to Say. It was hisfirst timein South East Asa, 0|
took it upon mysdf to show him around the deazier parts of Bangkok.

There are three main red light areas - Nana Plaza, Patpong and Soi Cowboy. The Plaza's my
favourite. Soi Cowboy is too quiet, the girls are dmost never topless and they don't do shows. Patpong
isfull of tourigts: the shows are good but there are too many touts trying to pull you into their bars. Nana
Plazais where the expats go. It's more relaxed and, in my humble opinion, the girls are prettier. There
are a couple of dozen bars on three floors, al overlooking a centra area where there are outdoor bars.
The outdoor bars are good for a quiet drink, but the red action takes place indde. Zombie is the best,
but I'mabig fan of G-Spot and Pretty Girl, too.

As soon as we sat down, Pete garted eyeing up this girl. She was dancing naked, except for ankle-
length boots. Nice body, lovely long hair. Face was okay, too, but | never ook a the mantel piece while
I'm stoking thefire, if you get my drift.

| could see he was keen but he couldn't even get eye contact with her. She was working abig
German guy, smiling and flashing her tits to kegp him interested. It was driving Pete crazy. He was
practicdly grinding his teeth when she left with the German. | figured held get over it. | mean, there are
plenty morefish in the seg, right?

PETE
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| went back severd times to Zombie but she was dways busy, usudly with overweight Germans.
They'd St next to her, paw her, buy her drinks, pay her bar fine and take her off to a short time hotdl.
Eventualy, on my fourth visit, shewasfree. | amiled a her while she was dancing, and she smiled back.
She wasn't a particularly good dancer, she just sood by a silver pole, holding it with her right hand, the
little finger extended as if she were drinking from atea- cup. From time to time sheld reach up with her
left hand and brush her long hair away from her face. When her dancing shift finished she scuttled off the
stage and wrapped a leopard- patterned shawl around her waist. She came over to me, glancing down
shyly and extending her right hand. We shook hands, the formality almost ludicrous considering that she
was ill topless. "Hdllo," | sad. "How areyou?'

"I'm fine, thank you," she said. "And you?'

| smiled a her gtilted English and patted the seat next to me. She sat down, her leg pressed againgt
mine.

"What's your name?" | asked.

"Joy," she said.

| asked her what she wanted to drink and she said "cola" | nodded and she pulled my chit from its
holder and went over to the bar, returning with a smal glass of Coke. The chit kept arunning total of the
drinks I'd bought.

"Chears," she said, and we clinked glasses.

Her English wasn't good, but it didn't seem to matter. We sat together for dmaost an hour, watching
the dancers. Then she stood up. "I must dance now," she said.

"How about | pay your bar fine?" | offered.

"Y ou want go short time with me?' she sad.

It wasn't what I'd meant - 1'd just wanted to keep her next to me for awhile - but | didn't argue with
her. Besdes, if | didn't pay her bar fine, | was pretty sure someone elsewould. "Okay," | said.

She held out her hand and | gave her 600 baht. She went over to the cashier, handed over the
money and then mimed putting on a shirt and pointed to a door that | guessed led to the changing
rooms. Ten minutes later we were in bed.

To be honest, the sex wasn't that good. | mean, it was great being with her, she was drop dead
gorgeous, and she did everything | asked, but she wouldn' initiate anything. It was dl too passive. |
shouldn't redlly have been surprised, | suppose, because I'd only known her for an hour or so and there
we were, naked in a short-time hotel.

The hotel had been her idea. It was on thefirst floor of the Nana Plaza complex, less than a hundred
yards away from Zombie. | was staying at the Dynasty Hotel in Soi 4 but | didn't want to take her back
there as | knew that the staff would only gossip. There was an old guy at reception reading a Tha comic
book and he charged me four hundred baht for the use of the room for two hours and ten baht for a
condom. He didn't even look up as he took my money. Joy took the key and went straight to the room.
Sheld obvioudy been there before.
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Afterwards, when it was dl over, she rushed into the shower, and when she came out she was
wrapped in one of the two threadbare towels that the hotel supplied. | wanted to lie with her, to hold
her in my arms and talk to her, but she seemed more interested in getting back to the bar. | could
understand why - she was working and | was a paying customer - but | wanted to be more than that. |
wanted her to care about me, the way | cared about her. | asked her about her family, about where she
went to school, how long she'd worked in the bar, but her English wasn't good and my Thai was
virtudly non-existent, so mainly she just smiled and nodded, or smiled and shrugged.

She sat on the bed and waited until I'd showered, and we went back to Zombie together. | didn't
want to go indde the bar, so we sat outsde and | bought her acola | explained that | was going to
Hong Kong the following day. | had to see the regiona editor of the book | was updating. She looked
suddenly concerned. "So | not see you again?"'

| was touched. Maybe she did care, after all. | told her I'd be back in aweek or so.

She shrugged. "I not believe you," she said. "1 think you not come back.”

| had anidea. | took off the gold chain | was wearing around my neck. It was worth about a hundred
pounds. | put it around her neck. "There” | said, “now you know I'll have to come back, to get my
gold.”

She grinned and threw her arms around my neck, and gave me a Tha kiss. Not with her lips, that's
not the Thai way. She put her nose close to my cheek and sniffed. She smelled fresh and clean, like
sheld been out in afield, but | knew that it was the cheap soap that had been in the bathroom.

"1 hope you come back to me," she said.

JOY

To be honest, | never thought 1'd see him again. He was a bit drunk, | think, and even though he gave
me his gold chain | thought held forget about me as soon as he left Bangkok. A lot of farangs are like
that: twenty minutes after they've met you they start saying they love you and want to marry you. They
say it but they don't mean it. A Thai man would never say he loves you that quickly. | don't think my
father ever told my mother that he loved her, right up until the day she died. I'm not saying he didn't love
her, he did, but he never actualy said the words. Farangs are the opposite. They say it, but they don't
mean it.
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He looked okay, | guess. He said he was thirty seven but he looked younger. He wasn't fat like most
farangs who come in the bar, and he wasn't losing his hair. He wasn't especialy good looking but he had
akind face and redly blue eyes. It was his eyes | remembered mogt, | think. They were blue and soft.

Hewas ahit drunk when he left, and | guess | figured held forget about me as soon as he got on the
plane. | remember being disappointed that the chain wasn't bigger.

The sex? | don't even remember doing it with him. | try not to think about what I'm doing when I'min
bed. I blot it out, just think about the money. It's not making love, it doesn't even fed like sex, if you
know what | mean. I'm there, on the bed, and there's afarang with me, but | just let them do what they
want. Tender or rough, it doesn't make any difference to me, | just want it to be over. Ten minutesisthe
most it usudly takes. Some of the girls moan and groan, they reckon that makes a man come quickly,
but | don't do that. | don't want to do anything, | want it dl to be their doing. Usudly | just lie on my
back. | hate it when they want me to go on top because then they expect me to move, to do the work,
and | don' like that.

He didn't ask me how much he was supposed to pay, and before we left the room he gave me a
thousand baht. | told him it wasn't enough. He looked confused. | suppose one of hisfriends had told
him that athousand baht was the going rate. Most of the girlswill do it for athousand, some will even
go short-time for five hundred, but | never do it for less than fifteen hundred. And if they want meto
gay dl night, that's three thousand. Anyway, | told Pete that he had to pay me fifteen hundred, and he
did.

ALISTAIR

Pete's been working for the company for more than five years, and he's agood operator. Fast, religble,
and accurate. He did our London guide and assisted with the guides to France and Spain. I've known
him since he joined the company; in fact | was on the pand that interviewed him. Heused to be a
journdist on asmdl paper in the West Country, then got into travel writing and he was fredancing for
some of the nationas when we hired him. | get on well with him, professondly and on a persond leve,
too. When we were looking for someone to revamp our South East Asian editions, | had no hesitation
in putting Pete's name forward.

His predecessor had a bad experiencein Thailand. For astart, he'd gone a bit native on us. His
name was Lawrence and he was an Audrdian. Hed been working for us at our head office in Perth,
and about ten years ago he requested a transfer to Bangkok. Initialy he worked well, did a great job on
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the third edition of our guide to Thalland, but he soon began missing deadlines and turning in shoddy
copy. Hewas called back to Perth for an arse-kicking and he was okay again for afew months but then
he married alocd girl and he started getting dgpdash again.

Lawrence was sent a couple of written warnings but it didn't make a blind bit of difference. The
company asked meto fly over to have aword with him. He was living in atiny house near afoul-
amdling cand, no ar-conditioning or hot weter, with agirl about haf his age. She was a pretty little thing
and it was obvious that Lawrence loved her to bits. From what | could gather, he did everything for her.
Cooked, cleaned, took care of the baby. They had ason, | think he was six months old when | saw
him. Cute as a button, though to be honest he looked completely Thai. Lawrence doted on the kid,
though, so | didn't want to burst his bubble by telling him that there wasn't much of aresemblance.
"Don't you think he has my nose?' he kept asking.

Anyway, a couple of months after | went over to give him a character reading, Lawrence went up to
the Golden Triangle to check out anew casno complex that had just opened. He got bitten by a
maosquito and caught Japanese encephdlitis. Almost died. They rushed him into hospital in Chiang Ral
and had him on alife support machine. His wife came up to see him, had aword with the doctors, and
vanished. He never saw her or the kid again. She sold the house, took everything that wasn't nailed
down, and went back to her village.

Lawrence's parents flew over and took care of him. They got him back to Australia as soon asthey
could because the medicd carein Thaland in't exactly sate-of-the-art. HeEs fill in awhedchair and he
can barely speak. Last | heard was that the doctors had done dl they could and that brain damage was
irreversble. A red sad fuck. And no sign of his missus or the kid.

Not that | think Pete's going to go the same way. He's too level-headed for that. Plus he's dready
been married. He got divorced just before he started working for the company, amicably by al
accounts. They sold the house, split the profits and divided up the contents. | think the only argument
was over who should keep the cats, but as Pete was travelling alot that wasn't a serious problem.
Anyway, | didn't think that held be keen to rush into marriage again, so he was the perfect choice for
Bangkok.

Pete came to Hong Kong for afew days so that we could work through the chapter headings of the
new Thailand guide. We wanted to jazz up the format to gpped to the younger crowd, more
photographs, more info on the nightlife, suff like that. Head office had aso decided to maximise the use
of the information we dready had by producing a series of city guides. In Thailand that meant Bangkok,
Chiang Mai, Don Than, Pattaya and Phuket. They'd aso come up with an ideafor atotaly new book, a
sort of cookery book crossed with atravel guide so that people could cook the dishes they'd eaten on
holiday once they got home. I'd asked Pete to edit the book and he was enthusiastic. HEd obvioudy
have to compile the Thai recipes but that wouldn't involve much extrawork because part of his brief
was to vist as many restaurants and cafes as he could, so dl hed have to do is collect recipes as he
went around. Our correspondents around the region had been instructed to do likewise, and then Pete
would collate them and then intergperse them with travel tips and hotel stuff which we dready had. It
would be an upmarket book at the top end of the spectrum to our backpacker's guide to the region and
| was sure Pete would make ared go of it.
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He stayed with me and we had a couple of nights on the town but Peté's mind seemed to be
elsawhere. | think he was just keen to get started.

PETE

| got back to Bangkok early evening, dropped my stuff off at the hotel and rushed around to Zombie.
Joy wasn't wearing the gold chain, or anything else for that matter, just the boots. She grinned and
waved when she saw me and | ordered agin and tonic and waited for her dancing shift to cometo an
end.

She wrapped the leopard- print shawl around her waist and rushed over, giving me a big hug and
kissng me on the cheek. | bought a colaand put my arm round her.

"l not think you come back, Pete," she said.

| couldn't stop mysdlf grinning. Shedd remembered my name. "'l said | would.”

"I think | not see you again.”

| asked her where the gold chain was and she averted her eyes. She looked like a schoolgirl who'd
been caught with her hand in the cookie jar. "'l sorry, Pete," she said. "l no have money."

My heart sank. The gold had no sentimental vaue, but 1'd hoped that by wearing it sheld be thinking
of me. "Did you sl it?" | asked.

She shook her head. "Not sdll," she said. She made a gesture with her thumb, pressing it down.

Nigel had told me that Thais often pawn their gold and they leave their thumb print instead of their
sgnature. Shed pawned it. She smiled brightly. "If you give me three thousand baht, | get back for you.”

She glanced down, suddenly shy, and my heart melted. There was no way | could be angry with her.

"Okay," | promised, "I'll give you the money."

She grinned and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek. Her bare breasts brushed against my arm. Some
of the girls danced naked, like Joy, while others wore full bikinis. Some wore bikini briefs but danced
topless. | asked her why shetook off al her clothes when she danced.

She explained that girls who kept their clothes on were paid less than those who took their tops off,
and the best paid were the ones who danced naked. Joy needed the money, she said. She said she had
to send it back to her family. | felt suddenly protective. It wasn't fair. Joy was bright, she was smart, yet
she was reduced to taking her clothes off and deegping with men because that was the only way she
could earn decent money. It was aform of economic rape: if Joy had been born in Europe or America
sheld probably have been a university or working in an office. | paid her bar fine. | hadn't liked the
short-time hotel we'd been to before, so | asked her if she knew of another place we could go to. She
suggested one called the Penthouse, a short taxi drive away from Nana Plaza

10
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It was ahotdl used by Thais, a sort-of drive-in place where you could park in front of aroom and
the staff would pull a curtain around your car, shidding it from prying eyes. The room was clean enough
with large mirrors on the wals and cellings. A Thal teenager switched on the aircon and told me that it
was three hundred baht for short-time or five hundred for al night.

"All night, okay?' | asked Joy.

She smiled and nodded. | paid the guy and he left us done. We showered and made love and then
ghefdl adegpinmy ams.

In the morning | gave her 1,500 baht. She shook her head. "All night, three thousand baht,” she said.
My heart fell. I'd sort of hoped that she felt that | was more than just a customer. | gave her the extra
money.

"What about your gold?' she asked. | gave her another 3,000 baht.

She put her hands together as if she were praying and pressed her fingertipsto her chin. It wasa
‘wal,” aTha gesture of respect or thanks. Any annoyance | felt at her demands for money evaporated.
She looked 0 cute, so childlike, that | just wanted to gather her up in my arms and protect her from the
world that had forced her to sdl her body.

JOY

| was quite surprised to see him again. Actualy, I'd forgotten al about him. I'd pawned the gold chain
the day after he gave it to me and used the money to pay the month's lease on the motorcycle | was
buying. Luckily | was dancing when he walked into the bar because I'd forgotten hisname. | asked a
couple of my friendsif they knew who he was but they didn't. | had to wrack my brains but eventualy
remembered. Pete. He was awriter or something. Anyway, as soon as | was finished dancing | ran over
and made afuss of him. | made sure | used his name, that aways makes farangs fed specia. He noticed
right away that | wasn't wearing the gold and | told him | didn't have it any more. | told him | could get it
for him if he gave me 3,000 baht. He did, too. And he gave me another 3,000 baht for staying al night.
He obvioudy earned alot since he didn't argue about the money.

He kept saying that he liked my hair. Most farangs do. | reckon that eighty per cent of farangs like
long hair. I'm dways surprised & the girls who cut their hair. Working in the bar is al about attracting
farangs. you can't make enough money just dancing, they have to buy you drinks and pay your bar fine.
My sgters Sunan and Mon dance in Zombie and they both have hair down to the waist. Farangs like to
see us dancing naked, too. We get paid more for dancing naked, but that's not why | do it. The
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thousand baht extra a month means nothing, what's important is that they're more likely to pay your bar
fineif they see you naked. | reckon eighty per cent of farangs prefer girls who dance naked. It Sarts
them thinking about sex straight away. Some girls are too shy to take off dl their clothes, but | tell them
they're stupid not to. Once a guy sees you naked, he wants you. Eighty per cent of them anyway.

The other thing farangs like isfor you to laugh a the stupid jokes and to flirt with them. They like
their girlsto be cute. Not too cute, because then it looks like you're acting, but you have to keep smiling
at them, put your hand on their leg, look them in the eye when they talk to you, that sort of thing. And
you have to keep smiling at them when you're dancing, let them think that they're the most important
man in the bar. Some of the girls, they just douch in the corners when they're not dancing, or they
smoke or they go into the locker room and chat. They don't seem to understand that they're in the bar
to work, and working means getting the farangs to like you. To want you.

Sunan'sthe best at it. Her English isn't so good, but she has away of making men want her. She
looks at them, she redlly looks at them, deep into their eyes, and even though she doesn't dways
understand what they're saying she knows when to laugh and when to smile. It's like being an actress.
We're all actresses, and the bar is our stage and the farangs are our audience.

NIGEL

It's the Pretty Woman syndrome, that's what it is. Remember the movie with Richard Gere and Julia
Roberts? He's arich guy, she's aLos Angdes hooker, they met on the street, they fdl in love and live
happily ever after. Y eah, right. Never happens. Hookers hook, that's what they do, and they don't fal in
love with the clients. Period. If the guy paysthe girl for sex the first time, the relationship can never be
anything other than on a hooker-client basis. Every time he looks at her, hel's going to remember that she
was a hooker when he first saw her, he's going to imagine the faces of dl the guys she went with. And
whenever she looks at him, she's going to remember that he was looking for a hooker when they met.
The moviewas afarytde. An urban myth, awork of fiction. It never happens. It doesn't happen in
LA and it doesn't hgppen in Thailand. It certainly doesn't happen in the go-go bars. That movig's got a
lot to answer for. It raises expectations that you can find love with a progtitute. Well you can't. | never
have, anyway. And | don't know anyone who has. | do know dozens of guys who've married bargirls.
Some of them took the girls back to the UK, some of them set up homesin Thailand. Without exception
it'sended in disaster. Not just broken hearts, but mgjor financial losses, too. Y ou can't trust them, you
redly cant. Y ou can't leave them aone for aminute: they'll sell you out without a second thought. There
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int aTha bargirl dive who can't turn around a piece of land or a property within forty-eight hours. I've
warned Pete countlesstimes but | can seeit'sgoing in one ear and out of the other. | wish there was
some way | could explain to him how dangerous it can be getting emotiondly involved with abargirl, but
likedl of us he's gonna have to learn from his own mistakes.

PETE

Thething | redly liked about Joy was that no matter what she was doing, no matter who she was talking
to, as soon as | walked into Zombie shed come over and hug me. All thetime | wasin the bar | had
her undivided attention. | suppose she was till being bar fined by other guys, but | never saw her. Out
of sght, out of mind, | suppose. Sometimes when | went to the bar she wasn't there. The other girls
would say that she hadn't come in that day, but | think they were lying to save my fedings. | never asked
Joy. It wasn't my business. She was a bargirl, | understood that, and she had aliving to make. It wasn't
asif shewas my girlfriend or anything. | mean, | know she liked me, and | certainly had fedings for her,
but at the end of the day | till had to pay. | bought her drinks, | paid her bar fine, and if | took her to a
short-time hotel 1 gave her 1,500 baht. Sometimes more if she had rent to pay or she wanted to send
extramoney to her family in Surin. Even if we didn't go to a short-time hotdl, | sill gave her money. |
guess | thought that if | gave her money, she wouldn't go with other farangs. | never said thet to her, that
would have been pathetic, but | sort of hoped that sheld redlise for hersdlf that she could get everything
she needed from me, that she didn't have to sell her body.

A couple of days back | was stting with her in the bar when a guy went around offering to take
pictures with a Polaroid camera at forty baht a go. Joy asked me if 1'd get a photograph of the two of us
together, then she went to alot of trouble to pose the two of us, my arm around her, her hand on my
knee, both smiling at the camera. She went around the bar, showing the photograph to al her friends.
Today, when | went to the bar, she made a big thing of putting her wallet on the table, something sheld
never done before. Then she opened it so | could see what was inside. The photograph was there. |
looked dightly drunk, Joy was smiling &t the lens, her hand on my leg.

“I want everyone know | love you,” she said.
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One of her friends came over to borrow a hundred baht from her and Joy showed her the
photograph. | sat there, stunned. It was the first time sheld said that she loved me, and she did it in such
amatter-of-fact way that it sounded totally genuine, completely uncontrived.

Extract from CROSS-CULTURAL COMPLICATIONS OF
PROSTITUTION IN THAILAND by PROFESSOR BRUNO
MAYER

Estimates vary asto the number of prostitutesin Thailand. The general consensus appearsto
bethat at any time there are between 300,000 and one million women engaged in the activity,
which has been illegal in the country since 1960. It is difficult to ascertain a more definite
number asthereisa high degree of transiencein the activity, with girls moving into
prostitution for a short time as and when they require money. A high proportion come from the
north east of Thailand, theregion known as|sarn, forced from their villages by a depr essed
labour market and low wages. Many come to the capital, Bangkok, in search of work, often in
the hope of supporting their familiesback in Isarn, but find that employment prospectsin the
city arenot much better than at home. Prostitution offersrelatively large amounts of money,
particularly for those women who are ableto work with tourists.

Thegirlswhowork in thefarang barsarein effect the elite of the country's prostitutes.
Their standard of English isgenerally better than that of the girlswho servicethe Thai
clientele, and because they are paid morefor each sexual encounter, they tend not to have as
many clients. A progtitute in a Thai massage parlour or bar could service asmany asa dozen
men in aday. A girl in a go-go bar might only go with one or two men a week, or perhapseven
latch on to a particular customer who would pay her bar finefor the length of hisstay in
Thailand. The girlsbecome atemporary girlfriend, where the line between prostitution and
holiday romance becomesblurred. The girlsvery quickly become adept at convincing the men
they meet that the encounter is morethan just a pecuniary one, that they care about them and
not just the money they give.

Obvioudly, thegirlsdo not arrivein the city with the necessary skillsto begin working with
foreigners. These haveto be acquired, and thereisalearning process which can take several
months. Theolder girlsinstruct the new intake in how to apply Wester n-style make-up, how to
dressin a manner deemed to be attractive to Westerner s, and enough basic English to be able
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to converse with foreigners. Those girlswho are not ableto acquire the necessary skillseither
return to their villages, or, morelikely, seek employment in the massage parlours, cocktail
lounges and karaoke bar s frequented by a Thai clientele.

PETE

One evening as we were having dinner, Joy asked me what Chinese horoscope sign | was. | told her |
was amonkey. She was arabbit. She frowned. "Big problem,” she said solemnly.

| asked her why.

"Rabhbit and monkey aways have big problem,” she said. "Rabhit is very soft. Likes things gentle.
Quiet. Not changing. But monkey aways changing. Never the same. Rabbit cannot trust the monkey.”

"Because the monkey will pull the rabbit's ears?'

She nodded. "Big problem, Pete. Redlly."

There was no doubting her sincerity. | asked her what farang star Ssgn she was and shewas a Libran,
same as me. Our birthdays were only ten days apart so | suggested that we had ajoint birthday party.
She seemed thrilled by the ides, and said sheld get her family to come down from Surin, a nine hour bus
ride. | wasn't sure where to hold the party, so she said she'd book the VIP room at the Chicago
Karaoke Bar. That was where Joy had worked when she'd first arrived in Bangkok. I'd been there with
her afew times. It wasin adidtrict caled Suphan Kwai, literdly Buffao Bridge, adown market
entertainment area frequented by Thais. Joy was an excdlent singer, sheld St next to me, gazing into my
eyes as she sang, and even though | couldn't understand dl the words, the sentiment was clear. The
karaoke bar wasn't doing that well so there usually weren't more than afew people there, but her
singing dways generated applause and cheers. Sheld only worked there for a couple of months because
the money wasn't good. She was paid two thousand baht a month as a hostess and hardly anything in
the way of tips. She told me that she didn't go with customers, so she barely earned enough to live on.
Sunan and Mon had persuaded her to join them in Zombie, but she liked to go back to see her friends
there. Having a birthday party there would give her lots of face.

It was agrest party, asit turned out. | arranged for abig cake, with Mickey and Minnie Mouse and
"Happy Birthday to Joy and Pete" written in pink and blueicing. | went to Zombie with Nigel and | paid
bar fine for Joy, Mon and Sunan. | gave Joy her birthday present, a gold bracelet made of interlinked
hearts that had cost amost ten thousand baht. She was so pleased, but she gave it back to me and told
me to give it to her at the party, so everyone could see.
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There were dready a dozen or so people in the VIP room when we got there, mainly Tha menin
their twenties. Two of them were Joy's brothers, the rest were cousins, she said. They were introduced
to Nigel and me, but they seemed more interested in the bottles of Johnnie Walker Black Labd that Joy
had ordered. | was older than dl of them but none waied me and | wasn't sureif that was asign of
disrespect or because they thought that as afarang | wouldn't expect it. Joy's father arrived after an hour
and | waied him. He seemed surprised and | got a half-hearted wai in return. Joy had said that he was
gxty but he looked older, a thin, wizened man with bony arms. He sat in a corner and one of Joy's
cousins handed him atumbler of whisky.

A waitress came in with amenu and Joy ordered food for everyone. Lots and lots of food. There
was Tom Yam Gung, the hot spicy shrimp soup that's Thailand's most famous dish, shrimpsin batter,
spicy beef sdad, omel ette stuffed with pork and vegetables, catfish curry, deep fried oysters, seamed
crab claws, the food just kept on coming. So did the booze. By the time midnight came we'd gone
through half a dozen bottles of whisky and a couple of crates of Carlsberg. More and more of Joy's
friends kept turning up. Mogt of them didn't even acknowledge Nigd or me, the only two farangsin the
room. Not that it mattered, Nigel was fondling Mon most of the time, and | was getting quietly drunk.
Joy was as attentive as usud and kept sSinging love songs to me. Mon had brought her daughter,
Nongmai, three years old and as cute as a button.

At midnight Sunan lit the candles on the cakes and Joy and | blew them out. Joy kissed me. "The
bracelet," she whispered. "Give my bracelet now."

| took the gold out of my pocket and gaveit to her. She held it above her head so that everyonein
the room could seeiit, then made me put it on her wrist. Mon cut the cake up and everyone had a piece.
Il tell you what was weird, though. There was only one piece left a the end of the night. The piece with
my name on it. | asked Joy why they hadn't esten it and she shrugged. "I don't know," she said. Later |
asked Nigd what he thought. He reckoned it could have been asign of respect. Or contempt. It
worried me for quite awhile.

At two o'dlock in the morning there were no signs of the party bresking up. Bottles of whisky kept
coming and everyone was taking it in turns to ang. People kept coming and going, friends of Joy and
her ssters, but no one offered to pay for drinks - | guess Joy had told them that | was paying for
everything. | wasn't annoyed, it was ajoint birthday party after dl, but it would have been nice if they'd
brought a bottle with them, some indication that they were prepared to contribute. And no one had a
present for Joy. No presents and no cards.

Nigel said he had to go because he had work in the morning. | wastired and fairly drunk, so | said
I'd go with him. | paid the hill. It came to more than ten thousand baht. | got up to go. No one said
goodbye. No one said thank you. Joy took us outside and helped us find ataxi. Nigel got into the taxi
first. Joy kissed me on the cheek. "Thank you for everything you do," she said.

| gave her athousand baht so that she could buy more whisky for her family and friends. Her face
fdl. "What'swrong?"' | asked.

"Whisky very expensve,” she sad. "My family drink alot.”

| gave her another five thousand baht. She waied me. | got into the taxi. " Grest party, Pete," sad
Nigd.
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"Yeah," | said. We drove off. Joy stood on the pavement, waving until we were out of sght.

From COOKING ACROSS SOUTH-EAST ASIA Edited by
PETE RAYMOND

TOM YAM GUNG (Spicy prawn soup)

One pint light fish stock

8 ounces raw prawns, peeled and deveined
8 ounces dliced button mushrooms

1 tablespoon chopped fresh lemongrass or 1 teaspoon dried lemongrass
1 spring onion cut into small lengths

3 tablespoons lemon juice

2 teaspoons vegetable ail

2 tablespoons fish sauce

1 fresh green chilli, seeded and sliced

2 teaspoons chilli paste

1/2 teaspoon palm sugar

2 tablespoons chopped fresh coriander
freshly ground black pepper

Place the vegetable oil and the prawn shellsin a wok and fry until they
change colour. Add the fish stock and ssimmer for twenty minutes, before
straining and discarding the shells. Return the stock to the wok and add the
mushrooms, lemongr ass, fish sauce, lemon juice, chillies and sugar, and
simmer for two minutes on alow heat.
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Add the prawns and smmer for threeto four minutesor until the prawns
change colour. Serve gar nished with the spring onions and coriander and
add black pepper totaste.

JOY

We dl had agreat time and | had a hangover for two days afterwards. We didn't finish until seven
o'clock in the morning, and that was only because we ran out of money. We switched to Thai whisky
after Pete and Nigel went because that's cheaper, but we ordered more food because everyone was
hungry again, and Bird had some marijuana and we started smoking that. Everyone loved the gold that
Pete had bought for me and made jokes about the fact that it was made up of hearts. They reckoned I'd
gtolen Pete's heart and they thought it was redlly funny that held gone so early. They wanted to know
how much money the party had cost, and how much money Pete earned. | said he earned millions of
baht every year and | showed them the bill. They were dl impressed, even Sunan, and Sunan has alot
of money.

Park waited outside until Pete and Nigdl went. | saw him sitting on his motorcycle when | went out to
get ataxi for the farangs and he started pulling faces, trying to make me laugh. | met Park the first week
| worked in Zombie. HE's one of the DJs, he's twenty-five and he comes from Udon Thani. His Sster
works in Spicy-a-go-go and she's become quite agood friend of mine. Park's redlly good-looking and
he's got a great body. He and his friends work out at a gym during the day and they're dways
comparing muscles. It's redly funny when they get competitive about their looks, they're as bad as girls
sometimes. His somach isredly hard, like aturtles shell, and his skin is really smooth. He was going
out with another dancer when he met me but he chucked her and said he wanted to go out with me
ingead. At firgt | said no but he kept after me, pestering me until | said okay. The reason | said no was
because he had a bit of areputation. Mon warned me about him, she said that Park made a bee-line for
any new girl if she was pretty and young, but he told me that | was different, that he redly liked me. He
didn't try anything on the first time we went out, either. We went for amed after work. He didn't have
any money o | had to pay, but | didn't mind that. The DJs earn even less than the waitresses, and
besides, I'd been short time with an old Swiss guy and held been redlly generous so | had two thousand
baht.
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Park made me laugh alot, he told me lots of stories about the crazy things that happened in the bars,
and he told me about his family.

| didn't degp with him until the second date, and it was amazing. He was so gentle with me, not
rough like the farangs, hed kissme dl over and whisper stuff to me until I'd go dl tingly.

Anyway, Park went up to the VIP room with me and we sang duets together and everyone
applauded. He saw the piece of cake with Pete's name on it and made a big thing about eating it. | fed it
to him and then kissed him in front of everyone. | showed him the gold bracdet that Pete had given me
and he wanted meto give it to him to sdl. Every month he had to pay five thousand baht for his
motorcycle and he was behind in his payments. | told him that | couldn't sall the gold because Pete
would get angry, but | promised that I'd give him the money the following day and he said that was
okay. He'd bought some yar bar tablets with him and | swallowed a couple because | was starting to
get tired. They perked me up atredt.

After we |eft the karaoke bar, Park and | went back to his room and passed out. It was a great
night, my best birthday party ever.

PETE

Let me give you an example of the sort of girl Joy is. A month after the birthday party, | waked into
Zombie to find her bursting with happiness. She was grinning from ear to ear, giggling, and bouncing up
and down in her seat. | bought her a cola and asked her what she was so happy about. She held out her
hands and showed me a gold chain. She told meit was amost two thirds of an ounce of Thai gold, 23
carat, and worth about 10,000 baht.

Joy explained that she/d had a customer who'd paid her bar fine so that he could take her to dinner.

"Areyou sure it was only dinner?' | interrupted.

She raised her eyebrows and sighed in mock annoyance. "'Pete, why | lie to you? Only dinner,
okay?'

She darted grinning again, and continued her sory. After dinner the man realised that he didn't have
enough money for the one thousand baht tip held promised her. She held up the chain. "But he had this
around his neck and he gave it to me. He said he wanted to sdll it, but didn't know how. Pete, he said |

19



Stephen Leather Private Dancer

can HI it and keep hdf. He's coming here tomorrow for the money." She leaned forward, her eyes
wide. "Pete, | can keep five thousand baht."

She spent the rest of the evening showing the gold to dl her friends and relating the story of her good
fortune. She was like alittle kid who'd been told that Christmas was coming early this year.

The next evening | went back to Zombie and found her Sitting in a corner, her eyesred from crying.
She grabbed me tightly and put her tear-stained cheek againgt my neck. "Why farang lie?' she asked me
between sobs.

"What do you mean?" | asked. Shefdt so smdl in my arms, smal and soft and vulnerable.

"Gold not red," she said, hugging me around the waist.

Sheld taken the chain to the gold shop and the woman there had laughed in her face. It was fake, not
worth more than fifty baht. It wasn't even gold-plated.

"Why farang lie?" she kept repeating between her sobs. | paid her bar fine and took her out for
dinner a the German restaurant in Soi 4 and kept tdling her silly stories until her smile returned. | didn't
take her to a short-time hotel that night because | could see she was il upset, s0 | gave her two
thousand baht and let her go back to the bar and her friends.

| went back to the Dynasty Hotel to work on the book. It was going redly wdl. During the daytime |
was visting hotels and getting their details, checking rooms, facilities and prices, and in the early
evenings | was checking out restaurants, usualy eating in one and getting menus from severd others.
Then I'd go and see Joy. Mogt evenings I'd pay her bar fine, but we didn't dways go to a short-time
hotel. Sometimes wed just Sit a one of the outside bars and talk, or go for alate-night Tha snack. She
was introducing meto al sorts of dishes I'd never had before, the red hot, spicy food that most farangs
don't get to experience.

| fill hadn't taken her back to the Dynasty. Joy was very pretty, but she dressed like most of the girls
who danced in Nana Plaza - tight jeans, high hedlsand a T-shirt - and she had just a bit too much make
up. To put it bluntly, she looked like a hooker, and | didn't want the staff at the hotel to see me taking a
hooker back to my room. She didn't seem to mind.

JOY

| should have known better than to trust afarang. I'mnot the first girl to be conned and | won't be the
lagt, but | learned my lesson, that's for sure. He was from Switzerland, an old guy, big and fat like they
al are, and he smdled like he hadn't showered for aweek. He had a thick gold chain around his wrist

20



Stephen Leather Private Dancer

and the big one around his neck, the one that he gave me, 0 | figured he had money. He bought mefive
colas and when | put my hand on his crotch | could fed that he was hard dready so | knew held want
to pay bar for me. | figured Pete wouldn't be around until ten and it was only eight so | gave him a
couple of rubs and asked if he wanted to go short-time.

We went to Uncle Rey's Guest Housg, it's only afive-minute walk from Nana Plaza. He wouldn't
shower or anything, just stripped off and lay down on his back like a huge beached whae. He was
covered with hair, grey and curly, and he lay there playing with himsalf while | undressed. His prick was
huge, and thick, and it seemed to get bigger and bigger as he played with it. | wanted to shower but he
sad he didn't want me to. He said he wanted me to suck him. | shook my head and said | didn't do that
and | tried to get on top of him. He pushed me down and tried to force me, but | kept turning my heed
away. It gank, like old fish. He kept trying to force me, but | wasn't having any of it. Eventualy he sat
up and took off the gold chain. He told me that he wanted to sdll it, and that if | sold it for him | could
keep half. It looked red enough, and it felt redl, so | put the chain around my neck. It wasn't as bad as |
thought it would be, but | kept my eyes closed and concentrated on not being sick. He started to thrust
himsdlf in and out and | dmost choked. | could fed him gtart to come so | tried to pull my head away
but he put his hands on the back of my heed. | actually didn't resst too hard because | figured | was
getting five thousand baht. Anyway, he came in my mouth and then held me there until 1 swallowed.

| dressed and rushed out of the room while he was still on the bed because | didn't want him to
change his mind and ask for his gold back.

When | got home that night | gave the chain to Park. He put it on and made love to me al night. He
looked redly good init and | suggested he keep it but he said that no, we needed the money. | wanted
to keep it dl but Park said it would be better to play the Swiss guy dong, give him hisfive thousand
baht share and then get him to keep paying my bar fine and taking me short-time. Wed get the five
thousand baht back within aweek, with more to come. The old ones are the easiest, they're so quick to
fdl inlove All it tekesis afew sweet words.

Park went to the gold shop firgt thing in the morning, and when he came back he was furious. He
dapped me, hard, and said that the woman in the shop had threatened to cdl the police. She thought he
was trying to con her. Park punched me in the ssomach and threw me to the ground, then spat a me,
cdling me agtupid whore and a bitch and water buffalo, then he kicked me until Sunan camein from
next door and told him to stop.

| was sore, but there were no bruises. Park was good at that, at hitting without leaving a mark.
Sunan helped me up and Park stormed out. He didn't come back for two days, and that hurt alot more
than the beeting.

We got our own back on the Swiss guy eventudly. | told dl my friends what had happened and a
month or so later | got aphone call from agirl in the Suzie Wong Bar in Soi Cowboy. Park and five of
his friends went around on motorcycles and waited until he came out. They attacked him with pieces of
lead pipe, broke both his arms and knocked out most of his teeth. Park stole the man'swallet and we dl
went to the Chicago Karaoke Bar and drank three bottles of Black Label between us. It was agreat
night.
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PETE

One night when | arrived a Zombie, Joy had three red dashes on her left wrigt. | could see them from
more than ten feet away, and Joy made no move to conceal them. She smiled and waved and as soon
as her dancing shift was over she rushed down from the stage and sat next to me. | held her arm and
looked at the cuts. They were deep gashes, a vibrant red against her brown skin. She smiled.

"Why?' | asked.

She dhrugged as if asuicide attempt was of absolutely no importance.

"Come on, Joy. What happened?'

"My brother crashed motorcycle" she said.

"Was he hurt?"

She shook her head.

| nodded at her mutilated wrist. "Why did you do that?"

Tears brimmed in her eyes. "Motorcycle hurt alot," she sad. "Very expensve.”

"How much?'

She sniffed. "Six thousand baht," she said.

| was astonished. "Y ou cut your wrist because your motorcycle needed repairing?”

"Pete" she sad. "l have no money."

| put my arms around her and hugged her and her tearsfell on to my jeans. | couldn't make sense of
it, why on earth would she cut her wrists because of a bike? Besides, sheld said the bikewas till upin
Surin.

"How did you know what had happened?' | asked.

"My brother telephone me. He say he very sorry but he have no money." The tears started again.

"Joy, don't worry," | said. "I'll give you the money."

She sat up and looked at me in astonishment. Then she threw hersdf at me and wrapped her arms
around me. She stayed like that for severa minutes, her soft, wet cheeks pressed against my neck.

| bought her a cola and then went down the road to the Thai Farmers Bank ATM. | withdrew seven
thousand baht on my Lloyds Visa card and gave six thousand to Joy. She dashed off to her locker and
didn't come back for ten minutes. When she did return, she'd redone her make-up and the tears had
gone. She squeezed up next to me and put her hand on my thigh. | was happy that | could make such a
difference to her life. A rdaively smal amount of money to me, but to Joy it was a month's wages. It
was worth it to see her smiling and laughing with her friends.
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| took her arm again and looked at the cuts. There were no stitches, but they weren't as deep as
they'd looked at first Sight. Next to the fresh cuts were three old scars. | ran my finger dong the raised
scar tissue. "When did you do this?" | asked.

"When | fifteen,” she sad.

"Why?

"1 not happy,” she said.

| smiled at the smplicity of her reply. Her honesty was sometimes so childlike that | had an
overwhelming urge to protect her from the world. Of course shed been unhappy, why ese would she
have tried to kill hersdlf?

"Why weren't you happy?"

"My mother die. | want to be with my mother,” she sad.

"Why did she die?’

Joy patted her own stomach. " Something wrong ingde,” she said.

"Cancer?'

She frowned, then nodded.

"Wow," | sad. "I'm sorry." | put my arm around her shoulders. A stocky Thai guy with pockmarked
skin thrust abunch of rosesin front of me but | shook my heed. "My mother died when | was young,” |
sad.

She looked a me, horrified. "What happened?”

| tapped the side of my head. "A brain tumour,” | said.

"l not understand,” she said.

"Brain tumour,” | said. "Something wrong, in her head.”

Tears brimmed in her eyes again. "Pete, | sorry for you," she sad.

| paid bar fine for her, and we went for dinner. She came back to the apartment, but al | wanted to
do wasto hold her in my arms, to show her that | cared.

Extract from CROSS-CULTURAL COMPLICATIONS OF
PROSTITUTION IN THAILAND by PROFESSOR BRUNO
MAYER

Self-mutilation isa common phenomenon amongst the girlsinvolved in prostitution. Many
have scarson their wrists, not from serious suicide attempts but from superficial cuts, usually
carried out in arage under theinfluence of drugsor drink. For much of their livesthegirls
havelittle or no control over their environment or their relationships. Women are generally
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subservient to men in Thai culture, and throughout their childhoodsthey are under strict
control asto wherethey can go and what they can do. In the poorer areas of the country,
especially in rural communities, sexual abuse iscommon. Many are abused by their brothers
or fathersor by malerédatives, actions over which they have no control. Often the girls
themselves are unwilling to complain of the abuse, accepting it asthe norm.

Even when the girlsleave the environment of their village and move to Bangkok, the
family continuesto exert control on them with requestsfor financial assistance. No matter
how much the girlsearn, they are often unable to save because of the family's ever-increasing
demands. In an effort to establish some sort of meaningful relationship, the girls often become
involved with Thai men working in the bar environment - DJs, waiters, and touts. Often these
men have been working in the bars much longer than the girlsand tend to be older and more
experienced. Asaresult, they are adept at getting the girlsto give them money and early on
in the relationship they begin to exert control over them. Thegirlsthen find themselves
trapped between the demands of their family and the demands of their neMy-acquired
boyfriend.

To aggravate the situation, the Thai boyfriends usually refuse to wear condoms, which
frequently resultsin pregnancy. If the girl keepsthe baby, as many do, she hasyet another
demand on her, emationally and financially. All through her life, the girl haslittle or no control
over her surroundings, and asaresult anger and resentment builds up until it cannot be
contained any longer. But when it isfinally released, it is often directed inwards, at her self.
The girl feelsthat sheisworthless, that in some way sheisresponsiblefor her own
predicament, and as such shetriesto hurt, to punish, her sdif.

JOY

Pretty much dl the girlsin my family have cut their wrists at some point or another. Except Sunan, she
never loses her temper. Everything Sunan doesis thought out in advance. Me, I'm totaly different, | do
al sorts of crazy things on the spour of the moment, especialy if I've been drinking or takenaYar Bar
tablet. Like thetime | got back to the room early and found Park in bed with Daeng. Daeng's allittle
dut, she's only seventeen but shelll have sex with anything in trousers. She's a nymphomaniac and she's
bar fined every day that she works, sometimes two or three times a day. But twenty-odd farangs a
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week isn't enough and so she decides she's going to seduce my man. Pete had come into the bar just
before eight and had paid my bar fine. Wed gone to dinner, but he wasn't saying much. | did my best to
lift his spirits but there was something wrong with whatever book it was that he'sworking on - to be
honest | was having trouble understanding him because his Thai isawful - but | nodded and sympathised
and tried my best to make him fed better.

He didn't want to go short-time so he gave me a thousand baht and we got into ataxi and | dropped
him off at the Dynasty Hotd. | thought about going back to Zombie but it was Park's day off so |
thought 1'd go home and surprise him. Take him out for amed, or maybe go and see amovie. He was
surprised dl right. He was lying on his back with Daeng on top of him. She was screaming so much that
they didn't hear me open the door.

| could havekilled her. Infact, | dmogt did. | took off one of my high hedls and belted her acrossthe
head with it. Park didn't notice at first because his eyes were closed and she was making so much noise
inthefirst place, but | dapped her again with the shoe and thistime | almost broke her nose. | started
cdling her dl the names under the sun. Park legpt off the bed, throwing Daeng againgt the wall, but it
wasn't him | wanted to hurt, it was her. Park should have known better but when it comes down to it
he's aman and men think with their dicks. If it's offered to them on a plate they're not going to turn it
down.

| kept hitting Daeng until she ran out, stark naked. | threw her things after her and told her that if she
et foot in my room again I'd kill her. Park was laughing, so | started shouting at him, waving my shoe
and threstening to hit him with it. He just laughed in my face, said that she wasn't important, that it was
only sex and what did | expect, | was out working, he was a man with needs, what else was he to do? |
redly log it then. | threw my shoe a him and told him what alazy, ungrateful pile of buffao shit he was.
Who did I give my money to? Who paid for his clothes, his drugs, his motorcycle? He earned five
thousand baht a month asa DJ, that wasn't enough to pay for hisbooze. | paid the rent on the room, |
pad for everything we had. The more | shouted, the more he laughed, and eventudly he waked out.

| went into the bathroom and cut my wrigt, three times. 1'd done it before just after my mother died,
and no, | wasn' trying to kill mysdf, | just wanted to show how angry | was. There was alot of blood
so | wrapped atowd around it and hdd my arm up in the air.

Sunan had heard the noise and she came around and helped bandage my wrist. She told me how
stupid | was, that Park was a good man, that | had to understand that sometimes men strayed, that was
their nature. She said that Park cared about me, that he loved me, loved me amillion times more than
the farangs who paid my bar fine. The farangs would come and go, farangs would aways lie to me, but
Park was Thai, Park was my man.

Park didn't come back for two days. When he did he had ared rose and he gaveit to me and said
he was sorry, that Daeng had led him on, that he didn't know what he was doing and held never do it
again. He made love to me so tenderly that | started to cry, and he kissed my bandaged wrist and told
me that he loved me and that | was never to hurt myself again.
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PETE

| bumped into Nigd in Fatso's Bar, nurang a Singha beer. | told him about Joy cutting her wrist and he
was redly dismissve about it, said that Tha girls were dways cutting themsdlves, usudly after they'd
had too much to drink.

| wanted to tell him that Joy was different but | could see that he was drunk so | didn't bother. |
wanted to tel him that not al Tha girls were the same. Joy was different. She was a bargrl, but she
waan't abargirl from choice: the life had been forced upon her by circumstances. She was making the
best of abad job, that was the way | looked &t it.

The one thing | waan't sure of was what she thought of me. In many ways she behaved like a
girlfriend. She telephoned me pretty much every day, just to chat, to ask what | was doing, how | was
getting on with the book. 1'd found a copy of the guide to London that 1'd written afew years earlier and
I'd given it to her. Sheld been thrilled and hed gone through it, looking at the pictures and asking me
guestions. My picture was a the front and shéd giggled at it, teling me that | looked much younger in
red life. She kept asking when the book on Thailand would be finished and if I'd be writing about her.

Sometimes wed go out together during the day, usudly to one of the Robinsons department stores.
She never asked meto buy her anything, but | dways did. Usually clothes, or amusic tape. Once | got
her aCD player. She never pestered me, though, she wasnt like some of the girls | saw with farangs,
dragging them by the hand to the jewellery or perfume counters. Sometimes we'd go and est ice cream
together, and a couple of times we went to the movies. But she dways had to leave by 5pm because
she had to go home and shower and get ready for work. If I didn't want her to go to work, | had to pay
her bar fine. Always. Joy explained that if her bar fine wasn't paid, the mamasan would take the money
off her wages. | knew she didn't earn agrest living working in the bar, and it didn't seem fair that she
should be pendised for going out with me, so | paid. | didn't fed good about having to pay her eech
time | made loveto her, but | knew that she needed money. That was why she was in the bar in the first
place. | kept asking her if she loved me or my money, which was a stupid question, right? Shed laugh
and shedd say "'l love you number one, Pete, but number two | love your money.” | redly do bdieve that
if | stopped giving her money shed till see me, but | knew that that wouldn't be fair. 1t'd be the
equivaent of me writing and not getting paid. | mean, | might do it for afriend, but I'd still have to work,
I'd &till have to find someone to pay me for what | did. So | guess| judtified it to mysdf by thinking thet
if shewasworking as a progtitute, it was better that it was me who was giving her money and not a
succession of strangers.
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Thething is, it didn't fed like prodtitution. It didn't redly fed like | was paying for sex. Well, | mean|
was, but it was never asif she demanded money, or withheld sex if she didn't get it. But I'd dways give
her money after we |eft the short-time hotel. Sometimes two thousand baht, sometimes one thousand,
but usudly fifteen hundred, the amount shed asked for the first time I'd dept with her. When | gave her
less than fifteen hundred baht she never complained, but she dways seemed extra pleased when | gave
her more.

I'd never paid for sex before | went to Thailand. The thought had never crossed my mind. It's not
that I'm againgt progtitution, because I'm not. | believe it should be legdised everywhere, legdised and
regulated. There are plenty of men around, the crippled, the old, the ugly, who probably have atough
time finding a sexud partner, S0 doesn't it make sense that such people should be able to purchase
sexud gratification from medicaly-examined professonads? And wouldnt it give potentid rapists and the
likes a safe outlet for their urges? That'swhat | believed, though | never thought that I'd be the one to be
paying for sex.

With Joy, | didn't fed asif | was going with a prodtitute, it fdt asif | was helping a girlfriend who
didn't have as much money as| did. I'd helped out girlfriendsin London, paid their dentd hillsif they
were short of cash, picked up the bill in restaurants and so on. 1'd lent money to a couple - one had
needed money to attend an interview in Glasgow, another never told me why she needed the money but
sad it was amatter of life and deeth - and both times I'd handed the cash over not expecting to see it
back. Sure, 1'd never handed them money after deeping with them - God, | could only imagine what an
English girl would doif | did that - but then they weren't as strapped for cash as Joy.

And Joy never made me fed like | was acustomer. She didn't hustle me for drinks, in fact sometimes
when | offered sheld refuse. Generdly 1'd buy her three or four because part of her earnings came from
commission, and obvioudy if she was gtting with me she was giving Up the opportunity of earning money
elsawhere. She never pestered meto pay her bar fine, either, though she was aways pleased when |
did. | guess on average | bar fined her twelve to fifteen times a month. Often wed just go and edt, or
visit another bar so she could see her friends. Sometimes I'd go and have a drink in another bar before
going to Zombie, usudly if | was with one of the guys from Fatso's - Jmmy, Rick, Nigd, Bruce or Mait.
Whenever | did, girls would aways come over and wag afinger a me and accuse me of being a
butterfly, of being unfaithful to Joy. I'd dways laugh and deny it. | knew better than to bar fine another
girl in Nana Plaza - there was an underground communication system that worked at something
approaching the speed of light. Early onin our relationship I'd gone into Spicy-a-go-go and bought
drinksfor agirl caled Mai. She had the longest hair I'd ever seen, longer even than Joy's, and | guess|
was thinking about paying her bar fine, out of curiogty more than anything, but before | could take it any
further, Joy appeared in the bar with her friend, Apple. Joy was wearing along green cocktail dress that
she often wore to work. Apple saw me and said 'sawasdee ka but Joy didn't seem to notice me.
Actudly, | was pretty sure she was pretending not to see me. She did aquick circuit of the bar and then
left. 1 pad my bill, said goodbye to Ma and hurried over to Zombie. As soon as| went in Joy came
over and hugged me. Sheld dready changed into her dancing gear. | bought her adrink and asked her
what shed been doing in Spicy-a-go-go.

27



Stephen Leather Private Dancer

"l go see my friend," she said and smiled swesetly. Sheld known dl right, someone from Spicy-a-go-
go had cdled her and told her that | was getting friendly with another girl and shed moved to protect
her interests. | was flattered. If she wasjealous, it showed she cared.

| was jedlous, too, but | didn't know what to do about it. | liked her, | liked her alot. It was more
than like, it was dmost love, but | was holding mysdlf back because of what she did, of what shed
done. She was a hooker, for God's sake, and whenever | fet mysdlf fdling in love with her | tried to pull
mysdlf back to redlity. The guys were dways telling me horror stories about farangs who got involved
with bargirls. Mogt of the girls had Thai husbands or boyfriends, they said. Most spent their money on
drugs or gambling. And no matter how much you thought you could trust them, they'd rip you off
eventualy. I'd look at Joy and I'd think no, she was different, but at the back of my mind was aways
the worry that maybe she was lying to me, that | was only a cusomer and it was only my money she
cared about.

Part of me wanted to ask her to give up work, because | hated the thought of her going with other
men and | hated the fact that she danced. Early on in the relationship 1'd Started paying her a thousand
baht a month to keep her knickers on while she was dancing. Sunan and Mon till danced naked, and |
know Joy was happy that 1'd made the gesture. | knew she'd be even happier if | gave her enough
money to not have to work at dl, but that was going to cost me tens of thousands of baht amonth and |
was gill wary of making that sort of commitment.

| was pretty sure she didn't take drugs. 1'd asked her severd times and shedd aways denied it
vehemently, and there were no needle marks on her arms. She said she didn't have a Thai boyfriend.
She said shedd had onein Surin, but that had ended when sheld moved to Bangkok. | guess| bdlieved
her. She wasin the bar working for eight hours a night and she didn't finish until haf past two in the
morning, and she telephoned me most days so | couldn't see how sheld have time for a boyfriend or a
husband. Plus she dways had my photograph in her wallet and | couldn't see how a Tha boyfriend
could put up with that.

Onething that did worry me was that sheld never let me see her room. She said it was in Suphan
Kwai, not far from the Chicago karaoke bar, and that it was adum. Sa-lamistheword in Tha. Almost
the same. She said to get to the building where the room was, she had to walk down a narrow dley and
that it would be dangerous for me. And she said the room was smdll and dirty and that she was
ashamed of it. "l not have money, Pete," she said. "'l not have nice room. | shy, Pete."

| told her time and time again that | didn't care, that | wanted to see where she lived, but she dways
refused. She said there was no phonein the room, so | couldn't cal her there. There was aphonein the
building, though, and she used that to call me sometimes, but | couldn't use it to contact her, she said.

| asked her why she didn't find herself aroom in anicer part of town if where she was staying was so
bad. Sheld shrug and say that she didn't have any money. | could never understand that. I'd been taking
Thai lessons at the American University Alumni School and | knew that the teachers there earned less
than Joy, but they al seemed to have quite a high stlandard of living. They earned about twelve thousand
baht amonth and dl were well dressed, lived in decent gpartments, and severad had cars and mobile
telephones.
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Joy's sdlary was about five thousand baht a month. Six thousand including the money | gave her so
she didn't have to dance naked. The bar gave her a hundred baht each time | paid her bar fine, so that
was another thousand baht a month, minimum. She normdly got five or six drinks aday, so that was
another four thousand baht a month. That meant that from the bar aone she got €even thousand baht,
amogt the same as the teachers earned. But | gave Joy another fifteen thousand baht a month. Even if
no one else paid her bar fine, Joy was earning twenty six thousand baht a month, more than a nurse,
severd times more than a policewoman, not much less than a doctor. So where did the money go?

Asking her just resulted in shrugs and shakes of the head. She didn't know. Bangkok was expensive.
She had to get ataxi to and from work, and each journey cost more than a hundred baht. Six thousand
baht amonth in taxi fares? That was crazy, | said. Why didn't she get the bus? She said abus would
take too long, and it would be dangerous at night. | asked her why she didn't get aroom closer to Nana
Plaza and she said that al her friends were in Suphan Kwai, and so were her ssters. She had to pay for
amotorcycle, she said. Five thousand baht every month. And she had to send money back to Surin to
help her family. Discussions about money aways seemed to go around in circles, getting nowhere. One
thing was for sure - she never had enough, no metter how much | gave her.

JOY

| don't know where my money goes, | redlly dont. It dips through my fingers like water. | tried
explaining to Pete, but he doesn't understand me. How could he? He's arich farang, he can't know what
it'slike to be from apoor family, to have nothing. How much did he have to pay for histicket from
England? Twenty thousand baht? Thirty thousand? And it costs him a thousand baht a night to stay at
the Dynasty Hotel. That's thirty thousand baht every month. And he spends money in the bars every
night. Hundreds of baht. One night he sat down with a pen and paper and asked me to tell him how
much | earned and how much | spent, like he was an accountant or something. | was redly offended but
| didn't say anything, | tried to make ajoke of it. He told me that I'd be better off if | lived closer to
Zombie, but that would mean | wouldn't be near my friends. | think he wantsmeto st inaroom dl on
my own, waiting for him. He's crazy. He kept asking me why | wasn't saving money. Saving what? |
have to pay for my room, | have to pay for taxi fares. There's food, make-up, shampoo, clothes.
Bangkok's an expengive city.
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And Pete doesn't understand my family commitments. I've three younger ssters, dl a school. They
need money for clothes and for books. My father owns alittle land but it's not good land and not much
grows there. My father makes charcoa from the trees that grow there but it's hard work and he doesn't
make alot of money. My grandmother's old and she needs medicine and my brothers don't work,
they've dways been lazy and they wont lift afinger to help my father. If it wasn't for Sunan, Mon or me,
my father would have to sl the house or the land.

The other thing Pete doesn't understand is that when you've got money, people are always asking
you for it. Friends who can't pay their rent, afew baht for food, apack of cigarettes, maybe. My friends
know that Pete is giving me money and so when they're short they'll ask me to help them out. What'sa
girl to do? They'd help meif they had money and | didn't, we aways do, we help each other. We have
to. When | first moved to Bangkok, friends would let me deep on their floor, they'd share their food,
their cigarettes, they lent me clothes and make-up until | could start earning enough to take care of
myself. Last week Apple was sick and couldn't work and her landlord put a padlock on her door and
wouldnt let her back in until she paid her telephone and dectricity bill, dmaost two thousand baht. She
didn't have the money s0 she asked me. Of course | helped her. Shels my friend. But if | told Pete that,
he'd get angry. He keeps saying that he wants to help me, not my family and friends. | don't know if or
when Apple will pay me back, but that's okay. What goes around comes around. The day might come
when she's got arich boyfriend and | haven', then I'll be able to ask her for money.

| wish | was more like Sunan. Sunan saves alot of her money, and shel's got aredly nice room and a
televison and a stereo. Next morth she's going to buy a Toyota pick-up and Bird is going to be driving
usaround. Sunan worksredly hard. She goes short-time every night, and sometimes she goes with
farangs severd times anight. She doesn't play cards like alot of the girls, and she doesn't smoke or
drink. I smoke a pack of Marlboro aday and sometimes | drink beer. Sunan's older than me, she's
twenty-six, and she's been working in Zombie for about two years. She used to send money to me
when | wasin Surin, and she bought our father a motorcycle. I've got a motorcycle, too, it costs me five
thousand baht a month. It's up in Surin. Pete kegps trying to get me to sdll the motorbike, he says | don't
need it because I'm working in Bangkok. He doesn't know what my house islike, it's milesfrom Surin
and even the nearest village istiny. What does he expect me to do? Walk?

Sunan has a farang who sends her money every month. His name is Toine, from Norway. He met
her last year and he said he didn't want her to work so every month he sends forty thousand baht to her
bank. He gave her amobile telephone, too, and that cost ten thousand baht. Toine has awifein
Norway and he only comes to Bangkok twice ayear. Sunan's so lucky, | wish | had afarang like that.
Toine keeps saying he's going to divorce hiswife and marry her, but Sunan doesn't believe him. Al
farangslie, she says.
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PETE

| got acdl from Nigd saying that he wanted to get together for adrink. He had an early meeting at an
officein Slom Road so he suggested Petpong. There's abar he likes in Patpong One called Safari. It'sa
ground floor bar so0 the girls aren't dlowed to dance naked and they play good music, lots of Sixties
suff. Nigel was dready there when | arrived, Stting with asmall bald guy with a bushy grey beard who
looked like an f out of uniform, sharp pointy features and mischievous eyes. Hewasanice guy and |
liked him dmost immediately. His name was Bruce and held been in Bangkok for eighteen months,
running aleather handbag factory for a Thai businessman. He and Nigel had obvioudy been there for a
while because there was athick wad of blue chits stuffed into the plastic mug in front of them.,

We stayed in Safari for an hour or so, then Bruce suggested we go to one of the upgtairs bars.
Patpong Oneis anarrow road linking two mgor Bangkok thoroughfares, Silom Road and Suriwong
Road. | could never work out why it had remained as ared light area. All around it were high rise office
buildings and up-market department stores so | would have thought it would have made economic
sense to demolish the bars and redevel op the area.

There are bars on either sde of the road, filled with stdls sdlling fake watches, cheap clothes and
tacky souvenirs. The bars on the ground floor are mainly go-go bars, each with a least a hundred girls.
The first floor bars have dancers too, but they aso put on shows. The girlsin the upstairs bars danced
topless or naked, which grictly spesking isillegd but the bars have lookouts on the ground floor.
Whenever the palice pass by the lookout hits an darm button and red lights start flashing in the bar,
sgndling to the girls that they're to rush off and get dressed.

The shows are what pull the punters up to thefirst floor bars. They have girls pulling razor blades out
of ther fannies, burgting baloons with darts fired from blowpipesin their fannies, writing with fdlt tipped
pens stuck into their fannies. They have shower shows, candle shows, where the girls drip hot wax over
their bodies, and full sex shows. The first time | went into one of the upstairs bars | was amazed by what
| saw, amazed at the sort of things girls would do to their bodies for money. Now | hardly even notice
what's happening on the stage. Even the full sex show is a disappointment. According to Nigd, the same
guy's been doing it for at least ten years. He's tal and thin and not particularly well-endowed, and he
makes love to hiswife five times anight & five different bars. He sarts a ten o'clock and performs
every thirty minutes, usudly with the same woman, hiswife. | once saw him do the busnesswith a
different girl and wastold that it was hiswifes Sgter. Apparently his Sster-in-law's happy to step in
when the guy's wife doen't fed up toit. A red family business.

Bruce stopped outside abar | hadn't noticed before. There was asign saying "Dream Bar" and a
flight of stairsleading up to aclosed door.

"What do you think?' asked Bruce.

"Never been before,” | said.
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"Giveit ago?"

"Sure." There were two Thai teenagers standing at the bottom of the airs holding laminated
cardboard signs. One of them shoved the Sign in front of us. It was amenu of sex shows.

"Have you got the wine list?" asked Bruce, but the teenager didn't get the joke.

"Fucking show," said the teenager.

"Fucking great,” said Bruce, in his broad Newcastle accent. "Lead on MacDuff." He twisted around
and beckoned to Nigd. "In here, matel" he ydled.

"Any cover charge?' | asked the teenager.

He shook hishead. "Comeingde," he said, pointing his sign towards the door.

"How much for a Carlsberg?' | asked.

The teenager pointed at hissign. A Carlsberg was eighty baht.

| nodded at Bruce. " Seems okay."

"Pete, you worry too much,” he said, dgpping me on the back and running up the stairstwo a a
time. Nigd and | followed himin.

Bruce had ordered two beers and a gin and tonic and was ditting at atable closeto the raised
dancefloor where two naked girls were gyrating unenthusiagtically to a Tha pop song.

"Quiet, ignt it?" sad Nigdl. There were only haf a dozen other drinkers scattered around the bar.

"Itsmid-week," said Bruce.

The dancers scurried off the stage and were replaced by two girls who went through the motions of a
leshbian act.

"Where's our chit?' | asked. Normaly the waitress would put a beaker containing arunning tota of
the bill on thetable.

"It'scoming," said Bruce. "Rdax."

Nigel began bitching about his job. He sold advertisng space for acompany that produced trade
directories and most of his wages were commisson. He hated the work and | got the impression that
the only reason he stuck it was because he couldn't get anything ese.

The leshian act finished and amiddle-aged girl with horrific celulite climbed onto the stage. She
began to pull agring of pladtic flowers from between her legs.

"I'm getting a bad fedling about this, lads," | said.

Two heavy-set Thai men were standing by the door. They kept looking over at us.

"What do you mean?' said Nigd.

"It doen't fed right,” | said. "There are hardly any girls. And too many Thai guys. And where the
hdl's our bill?"

"What are you getting at?' said Bruce.

"l don't know. But let's go somewhere e

"You just want to go to Nana," said Nigd. "Y ou're missing Joy."

| gestured at awaitress. She ignored me.

One of the men at the door came over. He had atattoo of alegping tiger on one of his forearms.
"Yes?' hesad.

“Thebill,” | said.
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He pointed at the far end of the bar. "Over there," he said. He went back to stand by the door.

"Werein trouble, guys" | sad.

Nigel and Bruce exchanged looks. "What, come out without your wallet, did you?' said Bruce.
"Anyway, it's my round.”

He and Nigd sarted giggling like a couple of schoolboys. They were drunk. They redly didn't seem
to appreciate the spot we were in. | went to the end of the bar. | didn't see a cash register or anything,
but then | noticed that there was a corridor leading off to the right, out of sight of where we'd been
gtting. At the end of the corridor was a group of five Thai men standing around a cash register. | walked
towards them. They were big men for Thais, and most of them had tattoos or scars. My heart was
racing. Thiswas like no other go-go bar 1'd ever beenin.

| asked them for the bill and | was given adip of paper. Two beers, 160 baht. One gin and tonic, 90
baht. Three shows, three people, 1,800 baht. Tota, 2,050. About fifty quid, and we'd only been in the
bar for ten minutes. | turned to go back to the bar but a hand gripped my shoulder.

"Where you go?" asked the biggest of the men.

| amiled. Y ou dways have to smile in Thalland, no matter how angry or scared you are. "'I'm going to
speak to my friends” | said.

The five heavies followed me back to the table. | showed the bill to Bruce and Nigel. "Bloody hell,
were not paying that,” said Bruce, getting to hisfeet.

The heavies moved gpart.

"Two thousand baht!" said Nigd. "They're trying to rip us off!"

"Gosh, redly?' | said. "Get agrip, Nigd."

Bruce began speaking to the men. | was surprised at how good his Thai was. The men shook their
heads then one of them went off to fetch another man who | guessed was the manager.

Bruce sooke to him for several minutes, occasiondly nodding at Nigel and me. Eventudly he handed
over three hundred baht and we were ushered out of the door.

"What happened?' | asked as we made our way down the stairs.

"| told him that we weren't tourists, that we worked in Bangkok. He wanted to know what we did,
how long we'd been here. Chit chat.”

"And helet us off the bill?"

"He knew | knew the score" said Bruce. "If push had come to shove I'd have just paid and then
come back with the Tourist Police. They're not here to rip off locas, they just want to screw tourists
who don't know any better. All | had to do was smile and tel him it wasn't fair. Eventudly he asked me
how much I'd pay in anorma bar and | said three hundred baht, max. He said he'd be happy with that."

"Speaking to him in Tha probably helped,” | said.

"Let metell you about Thais, Pete," said Bruce, patting me on the back. " Sometimes you think you're
in trouble when youre redly not. And sometimes when you think everything is hunky dory, you'rein so
much shit they’ [l need a submarine to find you. Nothing is as it seems, grasshopper.”
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BRUCE

| meant what | said about Thais. They're easy to rub up the wrong way, but if you handle them right,
they're genuingly nice people. Take taxi drivers, for instance. Thefirst time | came to Bangkok, | was
aways getting into arguments with them. They'd either get lost or not want to take me or they'd refuse to
use the meter. Now | can speak alittle Thai and | understand them a bit more. For one thing,
Bangkok's huge, with twice as many people as London, and for another, the road naming and
numbering system is crazy. Roads meander dl over the place and at times the numbering of houses
seems amost random. It's not like England where the houses on one side are consecutive odd numbers
with the even numbers on the other Sde. In Bangkok the numbers relate to the plot of land, so unless
you know exactly where you're going, it's dead easy to get lost. And maps aren't part of Thai culture,
either. Mogt people haven't aclue how to relate amap to their surroundings. Y ou never see Thaisusing
them. Now | dmost never get into confrontations with taxi drivers because | know how to handle them.
Take last week for example. My car wasin for aservice so | was using taxisto get around. | was on
the outskirts of the city and it was close to rush hour and the first four cabs | stopped just didn't want to
go to Sukhumwvit. | knew why: a rush hour it can lock up solid. Anyway, | got into the fifth taxi thet
sopped and told him in English where | wanted to go. Then | sat looking out of the window, ignoring his
protests. Okay, so eventudly he starts driving. Half an hour later, the car juddersto a halt. He starts up
again, we drive afew hundred feet, and we shudder and stop again. "Car no good," he says.
| lean forward and watch as he starts the car again. The engine stals. Why? Because the bugger's
dipping hisfoot off the clutch, that's why. | don't say anything, because Thais hate criticiam. Loss of face
and dl that. He gets out of the car, muttering to himself, and lifts up the bonnet. Stands looking at the
engine and shaking his head. | tell you, this guy was the Robert De Niro of taxi drivers. Oscar materidl.
He fumbles with the battery leads, mutters again, then dams the bonnet shut. He opens the passenger
door for me. "Car no good," he says, Sincerity dripping from every pore. "l get new taxi for you. Sorry."
So | get out of the taxi and he walks to the back and starts trying to flag down another cab. Now, |
know full well what's going on here. He plansto get ataxi to stop, then helll tdll the driver to keep me
talking while he drives off. Then taxi driver number two will refuse to take me, and helll drive off aswell,
leaving me stranded. | know thisis what he intends to do, but | don't argue with him because | know
that's not going to get me anywhere. | just smile and nod, and then when he's not looking | climb into the
driver's seet. The slly sod had Ieft the keysin theignition. | Start up the car, put it in gear and drive off.
Thisiswhere | played it just right. If I'd made off with the car held have got together with some other
taxi drivers, besten the shit out of me and then handed me over to the cops. So | drive off real dowly,
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just above waking pace, watching him in the mirror. He sees what I'm doing and comes haring after me,
waving his arms and shouting. | let him run for a hundred yards or o, then | pull up and wind down the
window. | smile. A big, big smile, Thal style. | give him athumbs up. "Car okay,” | say. "I car doctor. |
fix."

Helooks at me. He smiles. He knows that | know. | know that he knowsthat | know. But | don't
confront him with it, | don't rub hisfacein it. "Car okay?' he says.

"Oh yes. No problem now. | fix."

| get out of the driver's seat, and move into the back. He gets into the driver's seet, puts the car in
gear and drives off. He smiles. "Okay now," he says, nodding approvingly.

We drive dl the way in without any more hasdes. Now, the guy was right, of course: we hit traffic
and it took us more than hour to cover three miles. And when he did findly drop me off, | gavehim a
huge tip. He smiled. | smiled. Face was saved on both sides. A stuation that could have turned redly
nasty became an object lesson in how to get what you want in the Land of Smiles.

Anyway, | liked Pete. He was a pleasant change from the expatriates you normdly runintoin
Bangkok. Face it, most of the guys who choose to come to Thailand are thinking with their dicks, not
their heads. It's different if they're sent here, then they come on afull expat package: accommodation,
flights home, dl the perks. But anyone who choosesto live here has to work on locd terms, and that
means shit money. Guys like Nigel. He pretends he's awhed er-deder, hel's dways on the verge of
Setting up his own company that's going to make him afortune, but when dl's said and done he'sjust
hereto get laid. | doubt he has much luck with women back in the UK because of hismissing eye, but
out here he can get laid every night of the week for the price of a decent bottle of Scotch. Pete was
sent out by his company and that makes dl the difference. Y ou can see from the way he behavesin the
bars, he barely notices the girls, he’s more interested in what | have to say. Nigd can't St down without
shoving his hand down some bird's bikini and he spends more time fondling them than he does drinking.

I'm the same as Pete. | was running a handbag factory in Newcastle, and we'd started subcontracting
some of our manufacturing to a couple of suppliersin Thailand. One of the Thai guys came over to see
us and we got on like a house on fire. Saravoot his name was. Before he went back, he offered me a
job running one of his factories outside Bangkok. | was divorced and the kids were grown up, SO |
thought whet the hell.

I’'m il not sure how things are going to work out here. Saravoot's a nice enough guy, but sometimes
hel's abit strange. I'm not quite sure how to explainiit, but | can give you an example. Hisfactory was
way overdaffed. Therés afeding out here that the more people you have working for you, the more
important you are. Staff equals status. So Saravoot would take greet pride in the fact that he had amost
five hundred people working for him, even though the same amount of work could have been done by
half that number if they worked efficiently. Now, one of the reasons that Saravoot brought me over to
Bangkok was that held seen how we operated in Newcastle, and one of thefirst things | did wasto
draw up aproposd to restructure the sewing side that would pretty much double productivity. We had
to let thirty people go, al of them women, and it was like pulling teeth. | had to keep pressing Saravoot
for months until he agreed to put my proposd into action.
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So then he goes to see afortune teller, and the fortune teller tells him that | was good for the
company, but that | shouldn't be involved in the day-to-day running of it. The fortune teller used my date
and place of birth in his caculations, but it sounded like hocus pocus to me. Anyway, it effectively meant
that | was on sabbatical for six months, and when | went back we had even more staff than before. And
things he promised just didn't materidise. He said I'd get aBMW, but the delivery date kept changing
and | had to make do with an old Toyota. Then a Beamer arrived, but Saravoot said it was for hiswife
and that held ordered me a Range Rover. I'm il waiting.

And he told me I'd be getting business class flights home. But whenever | get tickets, they're dways
economy. There's dways an excuse: they booked too late, the travel agent made a mistake, but that's
bollocks. There's no point in confronting him because that doesn't work with Thais, they pretend not to
understand or they just walk away. So | just grin and beer it.

The businessin Dream Bar was typica Thailand. It was arip-off joint, but by adopting the right
atitude, by not showing aggression, everything was sorted. If we'd shouted or sworn at them, they'd
have got violent, guaranteed. And you can't win afight againg Thais because they never fight one on
one, they're dways mob-handed. For a sart there were haf a dozen of them in the bar, but even if wed
got past them, thered have been another ten outside, probably tooled up. Theres no shamein Thai
culture about ganging up on someone, no Queensbury Rules or anything like that. But fighting is dways
alagt resort. Handle yourself properly, show the requisite amount of respect, pay alittle money, smilea
lot, and you can talk your way out of any Stuation.

Anyway, we waked out of Patpong and caught ataxi in Silom Road. The guy wanted two hundred
baht at first but | spoke to him in Thai and he agreed to use the meter.

Pete wanted to go to Zombie in Nana Plaza - hed mentioned it two or three times while we werein
Sdfari. I'm not abig fan of Zombie, | prefer Spicy-a-go-go on the opposite Sde of the plaza. As soon
as we walked into the bar, Joy came running over to Pete and practicaly threw hersdlf a him, hugging
him around the neck and kissing his cheek. She was a pretty thing, long hair, quite curvy, terrific breads.
She sat next to Pete and he introduced her to me. She shook my hand. That dways makes me amile,
There they are, Sitting there topless but holding their hands out like we were a a business meeting.
Cometo think of it, | suppose it was abusiness meeting at that. Pete had to buy her drinks and she
wanted him to pay her bar fine, so it was al about money.

It's practicaly impossible to know if the girlsin the barsredlly like us or not. They are working, after
al. But | think there's a difference between the way they treat us long-term residents and the way they
act with tourists. They know we're going to come in week after week, so | guess they know they can't
get away with ginging us. But did Joy love Pete? Tough call. She was very attentive, hanging on his
every word, pouring histonic into his gin, rubbing hisleg, leaning her head againg his shoulder, but those
are standard bargirl tricks. I'm sure sheld act exactly the same way with any other customer. Pete was
definitely infatuated with her, though. He couldn' take his eyes off her. And wed only been there afew
minutes before he asked her to go off and put on a bikini top. That was funny, because when we went in
she was stark bollock naked, except for apair of black ankle boots. Must be love, huh?

Joy's two ssters came over to join us. Sunan and Mon. Sunan was a hard-faced girl in her late
twenties, tall with atight body but cold eyes. She sat next to Nigel and dmost immediately asked him to
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buy her adrink. | hate it when they do that. | don't mind offering, but | don't want to be pushed into it,
you know?

Mem was different. Actudly, she looked a bit like Joy. She was older, she said she was twenty
seven but | think she's probably about thirty. Y ou could tell from the stretch marks on her somach that
sheld had at least one kid, but she had a beautiful face and a greet figure. She was cuddly, you know. A
bit like my ex-wife. She didn't hit me for adrink but I bought her four colas and we had quite a decent
conversation. Her husband had cleared off not long after her daughter had been born, she said, and
she'd had no choice but to work in the bars. She was saving like mad and as soon as she had enough
money she was going to go back to Surin. | fdt sorry for her and when | |eft | gave her athousand baht.
Pete stayed on. Hed paid Joy's bar fine and she'd gone off to change. | went along to Fatso's Bar for a

nightcap.

BIG RON

| get to see dl sortsin Fatso's Bar. The works. That's one of the reasons | enjoy running the bar: al
humean lifeis here, and afar sprinkling of sub-human specimens, too.

Theres the tourists: they come here for a couple of weeks, screw themselves stupid and then head
back to England or Denmark or Germany or wherever they're from and dream about the wonderful
time they had. Most of them reckon it's a sexua paradise, they can't believe what's on offer here. They
gt at the bar with stupid grins on their faces, get tanked up and then head on down to the Plaza. The
ones | fed sorry for are the oneswho fdl inlove. They meet agirl thefirg night and they think it's the
redl thing. They spend every night with the same one, and by the middle of the holiday they're hooked.
They fdl for whatever linethe girl givesthem - the Sck mather, the younger sster's school uniform, the
bank foreclosing on the family farm, the dead water buffao, there's a million sob stories and I've heard
them al. Sometimes they bring the girls here, like they're on a date or something. They gt at the bar, dl
lovey dovey, holding hands and making eyes a each other. God, it's enough to make me puke. I've
given up saying anything. They don't want to be told, they want to believe that they're aknight in shining
armour and that the girl doesn't want to work in the bar, that she's only doing it to help out her family.
Ballocks. They're hookers and they know exactly what they're doing. | see the same girlsin here week
after week with different farangs.
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The maingtay of Fatso's Bar are the regulars, though. We serve good, solid English food in the
restaurant upstairs or at the bar. Fish and chips. Roast chicken dinners. Gammon steak and chips. None
of the Tha crap. Food you can get your teeth into. Our breskfasts are a big puller, too. Weve plenty of
regulars pop in for afeed before heading off to the office.

| don't encourage tourists, to be honest. It's all about repesat business so | want guyswho livein
Bangkok, guyswho'll come in four nights aweek or more. The guys who have been here, done that and
got the fucking T-shirt. Guys like Jmmy. Been here for more than fifteen years now, runs achan of
furniture shops by fax. Y ou won't caich the likes of IJmmy fdling in love with a Thai girl. Same with
Rick. Been here dmost ten years. Sdls condom-making machines, does aroaring trade. Doesn't believe
in them himself, none of us do. I've fucked more than two thousand women and afair amount of
katoeys too, and never got anything more serious than NSU. Well, there was the genital warts, a bugger
to shift they were, but | don't redlly count them.

Rick's the same as Immy and me: we go to the bars, choose a girl, and screw them. No
attachments, no relationships, they're dappers, pure and smple. That's the only way to treet them.

In fact, the longer aguy stays here, the more he's likely to go with katoeys, because you know where
you are with akatoey. A katoey's a transsexud. But don't get me wrong, it's not like going with aguy in
adress. They're fucking lovely here. Drop dead gorgeous some of them. They take hormones to grow
breadts, or have implants, and then they have their dicks cut off. Sex with them is something else, | can
tell you. For a gart, they give the best blow jobs. That's afact. Y ou've never had a blow job until
you've had a katoey go down on you. Y ou see, aguy knows what aguy likes. Y ou don't have to fuck
them, though Jmmy and Rick do it dl the time, whether or not the geezer's got adick. | don't screw
them much, what with me being thirty sone and dl, but | dways fuck one up the arse on World Aids
Day. Point of principle.

The ones who get into redl trouble are the ones who fal between the tourists and the guys like IJmmy
and Rick. They've been here for afew months, maybe longer, and they think they know it dl. They think
they understand Thais, they probably learn to speak a bit of the language, and they let their defences
down. That's when they get fucked. There was a Jap guy we knew, came over to work for Toyota. Fell
inlovewith aTha girl, bought her ahouse and some land up near Chiang Mai. Gave money to her
family, even bought them a pick up truck and a couple of motorcycles. The girl must have been the
screw of the century because the Jap decides he's gonnamarry her. He goes up to Chiang Mai, and
there's a huge wedding party. Food, booze, the works. The whole family gets legless, agreat timeis had
by dl. In the middle of the fedtivities, a Tha guy goes up to the Jap. "Y ou can go now," saysthe Tha.

"What do you mean?' saysthe Jap. "Thisis my wedding."

"No," saysthe Thai. "Thisismy house. On my land. And that's my wife. Now you can fuck off."

And that was that. The Jap came running back to Bangkok with his tail between hislegs. Went back
to Japan afew months later, a broken man. HEd been ripped off from Day One.

Y ou have to redise that bascdly Thais don't like us. They don't want usin their country. They won't
let us buy land, and we have to leave every few months to get anew visa. If it waan't for the fact that
they want our money, they wouldn't even dlow usin the country. They don't like the way we look, the
way we sméll, the way we behave. | absolutely one hundred per cent guarantee you thet if a Thai girl
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says she loves you, she'slying. Y ou see, love doesn't mean the sameto a Thal that it meansto us. When
we say we love someone, we mean we want to spend the rest of our lives with them, we want to have
children with them, that we think they're fun, that we like the way they look, the way they screw. But a
Tha, when aThai girl says she loves you, what she meansis, | want you to take care of me. And that's
al she means

Therésaguy comesin here to drink from time to time. Grows peanuts up north. He came over here
after heleft the Army. Met agirl, set her up in ahousein Bangkok. Foreigners can't buy land in
Thailand and this was a townhouse so it had to be in her name. They started up an import-export
business and he was as happy as Larry. Then after two years he went to Maaysiaon avisarun. He
was only away a couple of days. When he got back she'd sold the house and the business and pissed
off. He paid a private eye to track her down. She was back in her village with her husband and two
kids. Damn near destroyed him, it did. He started drinking, pissed away what money he had left, and
now he's up north, literally working for peanuts. Just another member of the legion of Sad Fucks.

PETE

Every night & deven o'clock, dl the girlsin Zombie, those who hadn't hed their bar fines paid, had to go
up on one of the two stages and dance for about ten minutes. 1t was ahdll of asight, more than a
hundred girls, most of them naked, dancing so close together that they were amost touching. It wasa
way of showing the customers what was available, | guess. | used to hate it. It was like a cattle market.
Joy always used to stand next to her sstersand if | was there sheld grin and wave, but | never felt
comfortable watching her. And if | didn't go to the bar, | dways had asick feding in the pit of my
somach at eeven, knowing that she was up on the stage and that guys were ogling her.

After the mass dancing, there were afew shows. Nothing to compare with what went on in the
upstairs barsin Patpong - alesbian show and a show where one of the girlswould paint another with
[uminous paint.

One night, as Joy sat next to me watching the lesbian show, she put a hand on my thigh. "What you
think, Pete?" she asked, nodding at the stage. Two girls, both friends of Joy, were writhing on a blanket.
On the other stage, two girls were doing asimilar show, trying in vain to synchronise their movements
with adow Thai love song.

"It'sokay," | said, not sure what she meant.
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"Mamasan want me do," said Joy.

"The lesbian show? Why?"

Joy beamed. "She say | very pretty. Farangs want to see girl with long hair do lesbian show. She
want me do with Wan."

"What does Wan think?" | asked.

" She need money. She want to do.”

"How much do they pay if you do the show?"'

"Ten thousand baht.”

| was surprised. That was alot of money, more than a good secretary would earn in amonth
working for amultinational company in Bangkok. "How many shows?" | asked.

"L eshian show every night. Then go upstairsto G-spot for shower show. What you think, Pete? I
you not want me do, | not do."

She looked a me earnestly, waiting to see what I'd say. | fdlt flattered because it was clear she was
serious. It redly was up to me. | watched the two girls on the stage. One was lying on her back while
the other licked her breasts and fondled her between the legs. "Y ou can do that?' | asked Joy.

She nodded. "Easy," she sad.

Two fat Germans were leaning forward, leering at the girls. | didn't like the idea of Joy performing,
but it was just a performance. Acting. And | figured that the more money she earned from ‘legitimate
work, the less incentive thered be for her to let someone pay her bar fine.

"What you think?" she asked.

"I'm not sure,”" | said. | explained my reservations about farangs watching her with another girl.

"Same dancing,” she said.

| wasn't sureif it was. When she was dancing she was dways with other girls, often more than a
dozen. Doing the leshian show put her centre Stage.

"Do you want to do it?" | asked.

"Uptoyou,” shesad.

The girls on the stlage changed position, one squatted over the other, baancing hersdf by holding one
of the slver poles, and began to moan with smulated pleasure as the other used her tongue. The
Germans leered and leaned forward for an even closer view.

"Y ou wouldn't be shy?' | asked.

She shrugged. "It not redl,” she said. "Same movie gar.” She wasright. It was acting, ashow for the
tourists.

"Okay," | sad. "Why not try it? Seeif you likeit."

Joy nodded. "Okay, Pete. | do for you."

Two days later it was Joy's first gppearance as a'specid artist’. Her new role also meant that her bar
fine had increased - before midnight it now cost a thousand baht to buy her out because if she wasn't
there someone el se would have to be found to take her place. After midnight, her bar fine dropped to
seven hundred baht.

The lights dimmed and Joy and Wan skipped up onto the stage. Wan was a cute nineteenyear-old
with shoulder length hair and an upturned nose that had cost her twenty thousand baht from one of
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Bangkok's top plastic surgeons. She was one of Joy's closest friends and they often arrived at Zombie
together.

Wan spread a tartan blanket over the dancefloor, then the two girls took off their leopard-print
sarongs and bikinis to hoots and cheers from the farangs. The dow music started and Joy and Wan
went into an unconvincing dinch. Joy reached up and held on to two of the sllver poles, while Wan
began to plant small kisses over Joy's breasts. Joy looked across at me and began to giggle. In fact she
giggled throughout the show. Wan did, too. They knew dl the moves, but it was clear that they weren't
taking it serioudy. At one point the mamasan, afifty-something old bat with a hairy mole on her left
cheek, shouted something to the girls and they began to fake orgasms, but after afew minutes they both
collgpsed into giggles again.

When the show was over, Wan gathered up the blanket and Joy pulled on her bikini and shawl and
scampered over to where | was Sitting. "What you think?' she asked.

"You kept laughing," | sad.

"Jug gajee" she sad. Ticklish. "You can come to G-Spot with me?* she asked. "I haveto do
shower show and | shy go adone."

G- Spot was one of the upgtairs bars. Along one wall was a glass panel behind which were a number
of shower heads. I'd been up afew timesto see the shower shows, but basically dl you're looking at is
aline of girls getting wet. It wasn't much of aturn on, though tourigts and firg-timers seem to get akick
out of it.

| paid my hill and Joy took my hand and led me out of Zombie. Severd heads turned to watch us go.
Joy was one of the sexiest girlsin Nana Plaza and in her green bikini top and with her leopard- print
sarong tied around her waist, she was drop-dead gorgeous. | was proud to be seen with her, and even
prouder that she wanted me to go with her.

Joy stood by me while she waited to be caled for the show. | bought her acolaand she sipped it
through a straw. G-Spot wasn't an especidly popular bar: most men preferred to stick to the ground
floor. I don't know if it was because they couldn't be bothered with the stairs but for most vistors to
Nana Plaza, the upper floors were undiscovered country. As aresult, the prettiest girls tended to work
on the ground floor where the bars were busier. | could tell from the way Joy was preening herself that
she thought she was a cut above the girls who worked in G-Spot. Maybe that was why she'd brought
me with her, to show to the girls that she had a farang boyfriend, another sign of her status.

Severd guystried to make eye contact with Joy but she pointedly ignored them. She leaned against
me, then turned and kissed me on the cheek. "Sorry,” she laughed, wiping away the lipstick with her
thumb.

Half a dozen girls made their way to a curtained door. Joy patted me on the thigh. "Okay, | go now,"
she said. She tottered across the bar on her impossibly high hedls. She turned and waved before
disappearing through the curtain.

A few minutes later the main lights dimmed and spotlights came on, illuminating the showers. Water
began to spurt out of the shower heads, then one by one the girls came out in single file. There was
laughter dl around me. Guys were pointing and shaking their heads and the bargirls were jumping up
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and down and shrieking. Joy was wearing a shower cap. The girlstook bars of sogp and began
lathering themsalves. Joy followed their example, but did her best to keep her head out of the water.

The farang manager of the bar went over to the shower screens and rapped on the glass. He pointed
at Joy and mimed for her to take off her cap. She smiled and did as she was told to around of
applause.

After the girlswere al covered with sogpy suds, they paired off and smulated leshian sex. Joy was
with Wan again. Thistime, though, Wan leaned against the wall while Joy kissed her dl over. At one
point she got sogp in her mouth and she stopped what she was doing to rinse her mouth out. She
grinned a me and gave me asmdl wave. Ten minutes later, it was al over. Joy came back through the
curtain, towelling her hair dry. "What you think?" she asked.

"l think you were gregt,” | said. "The prettiest girl there.”

She amiled. "You sure?'

"I'msure” | said.

We went back down the stairsto Zombie. "My hair take long time to dry,” she said.

"l know. That's why you wore the cap."

"No, that was for fun," she said. "I know the manager go crazy. Funny, huh?'

I hugged her. She was funny. Cute, too. She sat by me in Zombie until it was time to dance again and
made such afuss of having to dry her hair that | paid her bar fine so that she didn't have to work.

She only stuck a being ashowgirl for ten days. Joy hated getting her hair wet and didn't like having
to redo her make-up. She decided that the extramoney wasn't worth the trouble. | didn't argue. | hated
seeing the way men grabbed at her when she came off stage. The lesbian show was a turn on, more so
than sraight-forward dancing, and guys were always offering to pay her bar fine, and wanting to take
Wan dong, too. Every man's fantasy, | guess, two beautiful girls a the sametime.

One night, about aweek after shed started doing the shows, 1'd popped into Zombie late at night,
just before closing time. 1'd been over a Fatso's Bar with Bruce and the lads and decided to say hello
to Joy before going back to the hotel. She was there dl right, sitting with Wan at the bar, wearing a
black wraparound skirt and a T-shirt. She saw the look of surprise on my face. "Farang pay bar for me
and Wan," she said hurriedly. Sheld been drinking beer, from the bottle, and was grinning lopsidedly.
She pushed the bottle avay asif it wasn't hers.

The news hit me like a sucker punch. Sheld aways inssted that no one else could pay her bar fine,
that she was my private dancer. "Why, Joy?'

"No, Pete, you not understand. Farang have birthday, he want see me and Wan do lesbian show. He
pay two thousand baht to me and two thousand baht to Wan, just for show."

"Where?" | asked. Thisdidn't sound right.

"We go Penthouse Hotel."

The Penthouse was one of the short-time hotels | went to with Joy. Mirrors on the wals and ceilings,
blue movies on the televison, condoms by the bed. ""Come on, Joy. Why go to a short-time hotd ? If he
wanted to see the show, he could seeit here”

Joy waved Wan over and spoke to her in Khmer. That was something I'd noticed before. Joy could
speak reasonable English, certainly enough to make hersdlf understood, and my Tha was good enough
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to tak to her. She and Wan usudly spoke to each other in Thai, but whenever there was something she
didn't want me to know, Joy would use Khmer. It had atotaly different vocabulary to Tha but with
many smilar sounds, so there was no hope of me eavesdropping.

When Joy finished spesking, Wan smiled & me. "Farang have birthday today. He say he want
private show, he want see me and Joy do lesbian show for him. He just watch and drink beer.”

She looked across at Joy for approva and Joy nodded. Joy raised her eyebrows at me asif sheld
proved her point.

"Joy, you said no one could pay your bar fine. How do you think | fed?"

"l don't know," she said, lowering her eyes.

She looked s0 sad | wanted to put my arms around her and hold her. | guess she was only trying to
earn alittle extramoney, and if aguy wanted to pay her to see what he could watch for free in Zombie,
| suppose sheldd be afool not to take advantage of him.

"You angry & me?"' she asked.

"No, I'm not angry at you," | said. | wasn't, either. But | was ill glad when she decided to quit doing
the shows.

JOY

Some of the girlsin Zombie won't work with another girl. They're too shy, they say they don't want
someone ese to see them having sex. Think of the money, that'swhat | tell them. Y ou're having sex with
one guy, right, so if theréstwo girls, it's haf the work. Half the time, too. Most farangs come redly
quickly with two girls, they can't control themsdlves, especidly if you know whet to do. Sunan showed
me, once. A French guy paid bar fine for Sunan and me afew days after | started work in Zombie - he
was turned on by the idea of making love to ssters. He paid bar fine and gave Sunan and me two
thousand baht each. We went to Uncle Rey's Guest House, just around the corner. Fifteen minutes
later, we were back dancing in the bar. With the farang's money.

Sunan made me get on top and then she kissed him while | had sex with him. He wanted to pull out
and have sex with Sunan, but before he could, Sunan began to moan and groan. "Y ou fuck my young
gder," she said, then she reached behind me and started playing with him. He came like arocket. Easy
money. He started saying he wanted to do it again, but Sunan said hed only paid to come once and we
|eft.
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Once | started doing the lesbian show, farangs were dways asking to bar fine me and Wan together.
Wan was up for it because she needs the money: her boyfriend has amgor heroin habit and she's just
bought a pick-up truck for her father. | knew | was taking arisk, because if Pete found out, he'd hit the
roof. If Pete had dready been then | was reasonably sure I'd be okay, but if he hadn't popped in | had
to brief the girlsto say that I'd just gone out to get something to edt. | only got caught once and that was
Wan'sfault. Sheld talked meinto having a couple of beers before we did the show, then afarang bought
me and Wan another beer each before asking if he could pay our bar fines. Now, | knew it wasn't a
good idea because | had afedling that Pete was going to pop in, but | was feding a bit tipsy and he was
offering more money than usud. Three thousand baht each. The lesbian show had redly turned him on.
Anyway, Wan taked meinto it, but | said we'd have to be quick. It got me out of doing the shower
show, and he had to pay the extra bar fine because they had to find two more girlsto go upstairsto G-
Spot. We changed and went to the Penthouse Hotel. | wanted to go somewhere closer, but the farang
ingsted on the Penthouse because the rooms have mirrors everywhere.

The farang was a bit drunk and it took amost an hour before we could get him to come. Wan and |
did the full leshian show, then he got on the bed with us. | tried to make him come quickly but hed
obvioudy done it with two girls before and he knew how to control himsdlf. Hed ordered more beer
from the boy who let usinto the room, and by the time wed finished | was really drunk. And sore.

When we got back to Zombie | had another beer and that's when Pete came in. He wasn't happy
but | think | managed to convince him that nothing had happened. Sometimes farangs can be so supid.

BRUCE

He's a character, Big Ron. For a start, he tips the scales at something like twenty four stones. If hesina
bad mood he sits on his specidly reinforced bar stoal like Jabba the Huitt, the dug-like thing in Star
Wars, glowering at everyone. Mind you, he has to put up with alot. HEs in the bar for something like
fifteen hours aday, has to be because he knows that the staff would rip him off given haf the chance.
He was an accountant for a big bank in South Africafor years but left when Mandela took over. Made
afortune, mind, doesn't have to work again. In fact, | think he cameto Thailand for a holiday, then
stayed on, then decided to invest in abar. Doesn't have much of alife outsde Fatso's, it has to be said.
When the bar closes he walks down to Nana Plaza, barfines a girl and takes her back to his hotel.
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Never letsthe girl stay the night, he kicks them out once they've done the business. Not much romance
in Big Ron'slife,

Herunsagreat bar, that much I'll say. It's quite smal with a horseshoe shaped bar in the middle. On
the two longer sides ther€'s just enough room for aline of bar stools, but there's more space where the
door is. Big Ron dits there with his back to the door, facing the bar. All around the walls are hundreds of
photographs of the regulars. He keeps a couple of cameras behind the bar and the girls are under strict
ingtructions to photograph anyone doing anything stupid. There are pictures of guys being sick, guys
unconscious, guys baring their chests or worse, guys with girls, guys with guys.

I'min half a dozen photographs. Most of them were taken during Thai New Y ear when everyone
goes crazy. The Thais reckon it's good luck to sprinkle each other with water - good news because it
takes place in April which isjust about the hottest time of the year. Weve raised it to awhole new levd,
though. We get tooled up with state of the art water pistols and it's like open warfare. We drench
people. Soak 'em. | led afew raids into the Siegfried Bar, down the road from Fatso's. Went in with a
bucket of water and played havoc with the Germans. Just like the SAS, that's me. Short and stupid. No
sense of humour, the Germans. Y ou'd think we wanted to start World War Three the way they went
on. The owner came out and tried to read the riot act, but we soaked him. Then a couple of German
tourists came out to complain and we got them, too. Bloody funny.

Big Ron redly got into the spirit of the festival. He had abig drum of water outside the bar and we
dumped peoplein it asthey arrived. He covered anything important with sheets of polythene and let the
girlswear svimaLits. Bloody brilliant.

The Fatso's girls are something dse. For agtart, they dl spesk good English, which isunusud in
Thailand. They're dl lookers, too. | mean, they're not bar girls or anything, you'd get adap acrossthe
faceif you tried to pay their bar fine, but Big Ron has them in short black skirts and tight-fitting red
jackets. Bloody gorgeous. They remember your name and what you drink, and they make a bit of afuss
of the regulars. | aways make sure | give them abig tip. The last of the big spenders, me. It pays off,
though. Therés atradition in Fatso's caled Big Glassing. If you have four untouched drinks in front of
you, they're poured into one of those long glasses they use for ayard of de, then topped up until it's full.
Then you have to drink the whole lot in one or lose face. It's abugger if you're drinking vodka and
Coke, | cantdl you.

Therés an old ship's bell hanging close to where Big Ron sits, and if you ring it once you buy
everyone in the bar adrink. Two rings and you include the aff, three and you include anyone updairs,
too. It can get redly competitive some nights as we dl try to get each other Big Glassed. But whenever
aBig Glass gets put in front of me, | know the girlsil have done their stuff. It's amost pure Coca Cola,
no acohol, so | can drink it without any effects. Well, | burp like crazy for an hour or so, but | don't fall
down dead drunk like the rest of the guys. That's the way it worksin Thailand. So long as you keep
shelling out the bucks, everything goes your way. It's a great country.
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PETE

| think the turning point in my relationship with Joy came after 1'd known her for about Six months and
we went to Isarn for four days. It al happened by chance, actudly. | wasin Fatso's Bar and | got
talking to a German guy cdled Bruno. He wasin his sixties, bald as a coot with a beer-drinker's paunch
and he seemed to know a hdll of alot about Thailand. He was a visiting professor at a German
university and hisfield of expertise was tourism and hill tribes. HEd been coming to Thailand for more
than twenty years and had a Thai wife, Pam. She waan't with him in Fatso's;, he said sheld let him off the
leash for the night and nudged mein the ribs, hard. "She's Thai, she understands men,” he said.

He was writing abook on Tha arts and crafts and was planning to drive around Isarn visiting
factories and workshops and attending a craft festival near Surin, where Joy was from. Bruno offered to
take me aong with him. | was keen to go because | would soon be working on the section of the book
devoted to the north east of Thailand, and | could cover alot more ground if | was with Bruno. Plus, he
clearly knew alot about the area and would be able to answer many of the questions | had.

Later, when | wasin Zombie, | told Joy that | was going to Isarn and she started bouncing up and
down on her seet. "Bal duey," she kept saying. "Go with." She told me that the places | was going to
were dangerous, and that 1'd be safer if she went with me. | explained that my friend Bruno's wife was
aso from Isarn and that sheld be able to look after us. Joy changed tack then, saying that she wanted to
see her father. | relented and said okay. | figured it would be a good way of deciding exactly what my
fedingsfor her were. I'd seen alot of Joy, but virtudly al our time together was spent in Zombie, the
outside bars in Nana Plaza, restaurants nearby or short-time hotels. In fact, 1I'd rarely seen her in
daylight; the entire relationship was skewed to the night. It was totally unnatural, so | was keen to see
how wed get on if we were together twenty four hours a day.

On the day of the trip we arranged to meet Bruno and Pam outside a big shopping mall close to the
arport. Joy turned up with a change of clothesin aplagtic carrier bag. I'd asked her not to wear 0
much jewd lery or make up and she looked pretty. She looked young, too. Joy was twenty and | was
thirty-six, but in the bar | never noticed the age difference. Standing outside the shopping mal | felt
suddenly old and it seemed that al the Thais walking by were turning their headsto look at us.

When Bruno arrived in his Landrover, | redised why held been so keen for me to go with him. Pam
was driving but sheld sprained her wrist and had trouble changing gear. Bruno didn't have adriver's
licence, but | did. For the next four days | did most of the driving. Bruno sat next to me and talked hour
after hour asif he were addressing alecture hall. Actudly, that makes it sound worse than it was
because he did have an incredible knowledge of the country and its people; it's just that he spokein a
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hoarse whisper and often his English was twisted into German grammar which made it hard to follow
what he was saying.

We drove across to Khorat and then up to Udon Thani, about 80kms from the border with Laos,
then cut across to Nakon Phanom to visit a ceramic factory hed heard about, then down to Ubon
Ratchathani, close to Cambodia. On the way we stopped off at severa temples that hadn't been
included in the earlier editions of my company's guide book, and Bruno took me to restaurants that
were well off the normd tourist trail.

As| drove and Bruno talked, Joy and Pam sat behind us, gossiping away in their own language. It
seems that Pam's village was in the same part of 1sarn as Joy's and they got on like a house on fire. Pam
was in her forties, darker skinned than Joy and plumper. Each night the four of uswould eat together,
then Joy and | would go waking around whichever town we were in. She seemed happy to be away
from Bangkok and the pressures of the bars. She told me about the food that was sold at the roadside
gdls, told me stories about her childhood and tried to teach me words of Khmer. Thai was her first
language, but she spoke Lao and Khmer dmost as well. With English she spoke four languages, and |
couldn't help thinking how different her life would have been if sheld been born to arich family in
Bangkok instead of poor farmersin Isarn. She hed a naturd intelligence and a quick sense of humour,
and a sengtivity to my moods that 1'd never experienced in a girlfriend before. When | wanted to be
quiet, shedd be quiet, too, but she seemed to sense when | was bored and would start to entertain me,
teasing and joking until | couldn't help but laugh a her. She was deferentia to Bruno, pouring his beer
for him a medtimes, offering him water while we were driving, aso referring to him as Pee-Bruno, a
Sgn of respect.

At night she dept in my arms, kissing me on the neck whenever she woke up and whispering "chan
rak khun". | love you. "Chan rak khun jada." | love you to degth.

On the way back from Ubon Ratchathani to Bangkok we detoured to Joy's village, to the south of
Surin. She got more and more excited as we got closer, pointing out landmarks to me and telling me the
names of the villages we passed.

The roads got progressively worse until we were bucking aong aroad that was barely wide enough
for two vehicles to pass. The fields on ether side of the road had few animals and what crops there
were seemed ill-tended and spindly. | asked Bruno why the farmland was so poor and he said that Isarn
got lessrainfal than the rest of the country, and because the crops were generaly of poor qudity the
farmers didn't have the money they needed to invest in fertilisers and pegticides.

We stopped off at asmall market so that Joy could buy alarge fish and some fruit as presents. I'd
given her five 1,000 baht notes so that she could give some money to her family. | knew how important
that was to her. Shed waied me in the hotel room when I'd given it her, a gesture that | dways found
incredibly moving, far more so than if sheld just said thank you or kissed me.

Joy's house was abot fifty feet from the road, a two-storey wooden house with a pitched roof.
There were no windows, just shutters, there were big pottery barrels connected to drainpipes which
Bruno said would be the house's only water supply. Electricity came from an overhead cable from a
series of polesthat ran dong the roadside that 1'd assumed were telephone poles. Bruno laughed at that,
telling me that the nearest phone would probably be amile or so away.
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We got out of the Landrover and walked towards the house. There was no hard path, just a track
worn across the threadbare grass. There was litter everywhere, polythene bags, pieces of newspaper,
chocolate bar wrappers and there was agenerd air of neglect about the place. The wooden siding was
rotting in places and one of the window shutters was hanging on one hinge.

Sunan and Mon came out to greet us. | was surprised to see them because Joy hadn't said that
they'd be there. Sunan was in her bargirl's uniform of tight black T-shirt and blue Levi jeans and Mon
was wearing along pink dress and high heds. Mon was carrying her daughter, Nongmai. Joy
introduced them to Bruno and Pam and we went to Sit on alow wooden platform at the side of the
house. Joy took the food into the house while Sunan gave us glasses of water. | couldn't see whether the
water had come from one of therain barrels but | didn't want to offend her by asking so | just drank it.
Pam, Mon and Sunan were soon deep in conversation.

Insde haf adozen young men were sprawled on plastic sofas watching a flickering portable
televison. They didn't ssem in the least hit interested in our arrival. The ground floor consisted of one
large room with an old dresser againgt one wall and wooden chairs scattered dong the length of
another. There was a poster of the King and Queen of Thailand on the wal behind the televison, and
hanging next to it agarland of yelow and red flowers.

"Thisistypicd of thispart of Thaland," sad Bruno. "The girls are the wage-earners, the men spend
most of their time watching televison and drinking. The girls are brought up in this environment and
assume that it is normal behaviour." He nodded over a Sunan and Mon. "Mon is the oldest so she
presumably started work first. Then shell have encouraged Sunan to join her, and then Joy. The men
liveoff the girls money, the girlsin turn get afeding of worth by providing for their families.

Joy came out of the house and sat down next to me. "What you think about my house?" she asked.

"It'snice."

"Y ou want see my bedroom?”

"Sure."

She took me ingide. It was gloomy and smelled damp. To the left of the living room was a door that
led to asmall kitchen. Plastic bags of foodstuffs were hanging from nails, presumably to keep them
away from insects. There was an old stove connected to a gas cylinder. It was caked with dirt and
grease, as were the two woks that lay on the floor next to it.

Joy led me up aflight of wooden dtairs. Leading off a short halway were three rooms. Joy's
contained athree-drawer cupboard and arack of clothes which was covered with a sheet of polythene.
In the corner were two rolled-up deeping mats. There were two posters on the wall, one of the present
King of Thaland and one of King RamalV. Joy stood in the middle of the room, watching to see how
I'd react.

"It's pretty,” | said, and she beamed.

"Redly? You like?'

"Sure." | nodded at the degping mats. "Who deeps here with you?'

"Mon."

"And no mosquito nets? Don't you get bitten”?”

" Sometimes."
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| couldn't believe how primitive the place was. The floorboards were warped with big gaps between
them, and bare lightbulbs hung from the celling. What little furniture there was in the house was as
shabby as the building itself. Home repairs and decoration clearly didn't rate very highly on the family's
ligt of priorities. It was asif they didn't care about their surroundings. It certainly wasn't amatter of not
having the time or manpower - there were Sx men downgtairs watching televison at four o'clock in the
afternoon.

Joy took a step forward and kissed me softly on the cheek. "Thark you for coming to my house,
Pete," she said. "Chan rak khun." | love you. "I sorry my father not here to see you. He want see you
very much." Joy explained that her father was away working and wouldn't be back until later that night.
Mon disappeared into the kitchen and after half an hour regppeared with bowls of Thai noodleswhich
we ate outsde. One of Joy's brothers brought out a bottle of Thai whisky and alarge bottle of Coke.

We dill had along drive back to Bangkok so we didn't stay long. Before we left | saw Joy dip Mon
ahandful of banknotes. It was the money I'd given her, pretty much al of it. | took lots of photographs
of Joy and her ssters and her house.

| did al the driving on the way home because Pam's eye had got worse. Joy sat behind me, stroking
the back of my neck as she talked to Pam. It wasagood trip. | learnt alot about Isarn, and | learnt a
lot about Joy, too.

From COOKING ACROSS SOUTH-EAST ASIA Edited by
PETE RAYMOND

THAI FRIED NOODLES

10 ounces of rice ver micelli, soaked in water for fifteen minutes
4 ounces peeled uncooked prawns, chopped

4 ouncestofu, cubed

2 eggs, beaten

4 ounces beansprouts

2 tablespoons vegetable oil
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3 cloves of garlic, chopped

2 tablespoons fish sauce

2 tablespoons lemon juice

4 shallots, dliced

1 teaspoon brown sugar

1 ounce chopped peanuts

2 tablespoons chopped fresh coriander

Heat the vegetable oil in a wok, add the garlic and shallots and cook until
golden. Add thefish sauce, lemon juice and sugar and stir until the sugar has
dissolved. Add the eggs and cook for a few seconds, then stir in the noodles
and coat with the egg and garlic mixture.

Add the prawns, tofu and beansprouts and cook until the noodles are tender.
Add the peanuts and cook for one more minute, then transfer to awarm
serving dish and gar nish with coriander and chopped peanuts.

BRUNO

| enjoyed Pete's company during our drive around Isarn. He was a good listener and an intelligent
conversationdist, something one doesn't often come acrossin Thalland. Joy was a pretty enough girl, a
bit coarse | thought, but she had lovely hair and anice figure. As soon as she opened her mouth | could
tell she was from Isarn. She was polite enough, but there was a roughness about the way she spoke. In
many ways she reminded me of Pam when | first met her some twenty years ago. Pam has put on alot
of weight since then, of course, but she's till a good-1ooking woman. They got on very well together,
Pam and Joy, chatting away asif they'd known each other for years. That's often the way it iswith
Thais, especidly when they come from the same part of the country.
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Pete obvioudy likesthe girl, and | can understand why. She was very attentive, very affectionate, but
it was interesting to hear what she was saying to Pam. Joy kept on talking about al the things Pete had
given her, the clothes, the jewellery, the presents. She said he appeared to have alot of money and that
he was very generous. And she said "khao long rak chan', he fancies me, severa times. It was the
typicd attitude of abargirl, seeing the customer as a source of financid rather than emotiona support,
but | redly think that Pete believed the relationship involves more than that.

When | got back to Bangkok | sent Pete severa papers I'd written, including one that | thought
might be hepful to him — * Cross-Cultural Complications of Prodtitution in Thailand.” He never
mentioned it S0 maybe he didn't read it, but if he had | think it might have set darm bellsringing.

Itsvirtualy impossible to have atrue Western-style relaionship with these girls. Take Pam, for
instance. She doesn't love me, not in the Western sense, and I'm reasonably sure that she hasa Thai
husband or boyfriend who stays avay while I'm in Thailand. After al, I'm only here for three months a
year, Sx if | can arrange asabbaticd, | can hardly expect her to be cdlibate for the rest of the time.
Sheld had three children by the time | met her. Pam's husband had gone off with another woman and
she worked in the bars to support her family. Now | take care of her, and she'sagreat help to mein my
work, but the relaionship is not love. It's more like a friendship with sex.

Do | love her? Of course not. | love my wife in Germany. She's the mother of my children, and
family is very important to us Germans. Thai women can be greet fun if they are handled properly, but |
fear that Pete will have a problem if he tries to make Joy conform to his Western ided of arelationship.

I must say | found the three Ssters afascinating case study and | wished that | could have spent more
time with them. 1'd like to do a paper andysing the Western perception of the mordity of the Stuation.
Aninitid perspective from an outsider would be that the three s sters were somehow morally deficient,
sling their bodies to foreigners, dancing naked in ago-go bar, surrounded by al the worst vices,
smoking, acohoal, drugs. One might be surprised that they could behave in such a manner without
atracting the scorn and derison of the rest of the family. And yet, a closer examination would show that
the male members of the family were more than happy to take advantage of the Stuation. The money
provided by the girls dlows them to live alife of relative luxury. So who isin the mordly superior
position? The progtitutes or the family members who live off them? | think it would be a fascinaing
study. It would aso be interesting to contrast the Western perspective of moradity with that of the Thais.
From aWestern point of view, the girls would appear to be mordly deficient, but so far asthe sgers
are concerned, by helping their families they are storing up merit which will lead to them gaining Satusin
afuture life. Far from doing anything wrong, they see themselves as occupying the mora high ground
when compared with the farangs to whom they sl themsalves. Once | have thetime, | intend to do
more research on the subject.
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PETE

There was a definite change in Joy after the Isarn trip. She began telephoning me at the hotel, sometimes
two or three times a day, and she became more protective whenever | wasin Zombie. I'd offer to buy
her drinks but sheld refuse and tel me to save my money. | till had to pay her bar fine, and | dill gave
her money whenever we dept together, but she seemed reluctant to take it, asif it were areminder that
we gill had a bargirl-customer reaionship. The crazy thing was, | was actudly faithful to her. | hadnt
bar fined anyone ese for months and it wasn't because | was frightened of Joy finding out. It was
because | didn't want to. Nana Plazawas full of gorgeous, available girls, but | honestly wasn't
interested in any of them. Joy was the only one | wanted. Whenever | went out shopping, | was dways
looking for things to buy her. A handbag. Shirts. | dways wore a Mickey Mouse watch and | found a
lady's verson that looked smilar, and sheworeit dl thetime. "Y ou and me same Mickey and Minnie,"
sheld say, and giggle.

So why didn't | just go the whole hog and ask her to move in with me? Because there were il
nagging doubts. Smal things, sure, but | never had the fedling that she was being one hundred per cent
honest with me. She still wouldn't let me see her room, kept ingsting that it was dangerous, even though
I'd said that 1'd go during the day. And a couple of times she hadn't been in Zombie when I'd popped in.
Her friends had said it was her day off. | asked her why she didn't tell me when she had a day off
because then we could go out without me having to bar fine her, and she said that she never knew in
advance when her day off was. That didn't make sense to me. | asked her to call me next time she knew
she was taking the day off but she never did. And sometimes, when we were with agroup of girls, | got
the feding she was taking about me. My Tha was getting better, but most of Joy's friends were from
Isarn and they spoke adiadect that | couldn't follow, sort of a cross between Lao and Tha. The girls
would laugh and look at me and 1'd ask Joy what they were saying and sheld say something innocuous
but it never sounded convincing. Like | sad, it wasjust afeding.

There was one incident that redly worried me, though. She had ared wallet in which she kept her
money and her ID card. There were also a couple of photographs of the two of us. | was dways proud
of the fact that she had the pictures, | guess because it showed that | was specid. Once, when | picked
up the wallet, she went crazy, trying to get it away from me. When | opened it, the photographs weren't
there. There was a photograph of a Tha man ingtead, in his twenties and wearing a basebdl cap. | was
annoyed and stormed out of the bar. | calmed down after an hour or so and went back. Joy wasn't
there. Her friend Apple came over and said that Joy had started crying and had gone home.

Joy telephoned me the following day and said that she'd switched the pictures to see how I'd react. |
asked her who the guy in the picture was and she said it was the brother of one of the dancers and that
he was alady boy. A lady boy isn't the same as akatoey - alady boy hasn't had a sex change and
doesnt dresslike agirl - but they talk and act girlishly and sometimes wear make up. The guy in the
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picture hadn't looked like alady boy to me. | asked her where sheld got the picture from and she said
her friend gaveit to her before | went to the bar.

You see, | know that wasalie. A definite, undenigble, lie. Quite often, when Joy and | went to a
short-time hotel, I'd go through her bag while she wasin the shower. I'm not particularly proud of it, but
| told myself | was doing it because | loved her, because | wanted to know if she redly loved me. What
was | looking for? Money, partly. | knew that if | found a thousand baht note that she'd been short time.
Business cards that other farangs had given her. If | found any, 1'd throw them away. Once, during the
firg few weeks when 1'd been seeing her, | found afifty dollar bill in her purse. | fdt like shit when |
found it, but at least | knew what she was up to. Sometimes there'd be a condom in the bag and that
made me fed even worse, but at least | knew that she was taking precautions and in a crazy way that
made me fed better. Usudly though, dl I'd find would be asmall amount of money, her ID card and
cards I'd given her with my addressin London and the hotdl in Soi 4.

Anyway, the week before we went to Isarn, | found two photographs in her wallet, tucked in behind
her money. They were both the same, the guy in the baseball cap. So when she said shedd only just been
given the picture, | knew she was lying. | confronted her, too. And she denied it, right down the line,
until in the end | was dmost convinced that 1'd imagined it. Almogt, but not quite. It was the same
photograph. | couldn't understand why shéeld lie. | mean, she was abargirl, if she wanted someone else,
al she had to do wasto tell me. Why lie?

Anyway, about aweek after we got back, | took her to the karaoke bar with two of her friends. |
had to pay bar finesfor dl three, but | knew that Joy enjoyed hersdf more if we went as a group and
they could takeit in turnsto sing. | ordered food and we all drank beer. When one of the other girlswas
singing, Joy leaned over and kissed me on the neck.

"Pete, | love you too much,” she said. "'l not go with farang any more. Only you, Pete.”

| asked her what she meant. She told me that sheld decided that she wasn't going to dlow anyone
elseto pay her bar fine. "If anyone ask, | tdll them | have you," she said solemnly.

| was surprised. Redlly surprised. I'd never asked her to stop working, | didn't think | had the right.

"l serious, Pete," she said. "Now | have you, only one."

ALISTAIR
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Pete's gppointment was one of the best 1've made. He was working hard, much harder than Lawrence
even before Lawrence had gone native. The stuff he did on Isarn was brilliant. HE's got ared flair for
writing but what redly impressed me was hisingght into Thai culture and customs. Congdering hed
only been in Thailand for a couple of months, | think hed developed an amazing understanding of what
made the people tick. His copy was peppered with tidbits of information that was totaly new to me,
and I've been in South East Asafor the best part of ten years. He was pralific, too, and had totally
revised the section on the Isarn region. | sent him a congratulatory memo and suggested to head office
that we increase his Christmas bonus.

Hewas so far ahead of schedule on the Thailand book that | asked him to spend a month with mein
Hong Kong to help me update the regiona backpacker’s guide. The information | had on Macau, South
Koreaand Taiwan had come from stringers the company uses and frankly it wasn't up to the stlandard
of the rest of the book. | figured that Pete could work his magic on the copy, plus he could help me with
the selection of pictures and maps. When | asked him he was rductant at first, saying that he still had a
lot of work to do on his own book, but | offered him a business class ticket and told him about the
bonus | was pressing for and after abit of arm twisting he agreed to come out for three weeks.

PETE

| redly didn't want to go to Hong Kong. | actudly felt that Alistair was taking advantage of me. | guess|
was avictim of my own success. if | hadn't worked so hard on the Thailand book, he wouldn't have
asked me to bail him out. It wasn't my fault his stringers had et him down, but | was going to suffer for
it. He practicdly blackmailed me into agreeing to go, telling me that he was sending amemo to head
office recommending a big bonus. The unspoken threet wasthat if | didn't do what he wanted, a second
memo could be winging its way to Audrdia. He wanted me to go for amonth but | managed to get him
down to three weeks. And he said that | could stay with him but that hed sign off adaily hotd rate so
I'd make a stack of money on the job.

Joy was redly unhappy that | was going. She gripped my arm when | told her asif she were scared
that | was going there and then. "Y ou sure you come back, Pete?' she said.

Her anxiety was so cute. | assured her that 1'd be back and told her that I'd phone and write as often
as| could.
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"l write to you too, Pete. Every day. | missyou too much.” | gave her Alistair's address and
telephone number.

That night | paid bar fine and we went to our favourite German restaurant in Soi 4. Afterwards|
took her back to the Dynasty Hotdl. It was the first time I'd taken her back to my hotel, and | could see
she was pleased. She stayed dl night and in the morning | gave her five thousand baht and told her I'd
see her in three weeks and that | wanted her to be agood girl.

"Of course, Pete," she said, looking shocked. "What you think? | have you, only one."

On the day | |€eft, she went to the airport with me, and there were tears in her eyeswhen | kissed her
goodbye. | gave her five thousand baht and she promised to write every day.

JOY

Five thousand baht? How was | supposed to live for three weeks on five thousand baht? | didn't say
anything to Pete but | didn't wai him. Five thousand baht? | couldn't understand why he was being so
gingy. He asked me to write to him every day and to phone him. Phone him? He's no idea how
expendve it isto phone abroad. And | had to pay another monthly installment on my motorcycle, so that
was five thousand baht right there. 1'd promised him not to go with any other farangs, didn't he
understand that he'd have to take care of me? Sometimes farangs can be so stupid. But Pete should
know better, he's lived in Bangkok for months and he's writing a book about Thailand so he must know
the way things are. What does he think? That | should stop going with farangs and live on rice and
water?

PETE
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Aligair and | worked flat out on the book, pretty much fifteen hours aday for the whole three weeks.
We only broke to eat and deep. He was right, four weeks would have made more sense but | didn't
want to be away from Bangkok too long. After the first week | began checking Aligtair's mail box every
morning but there was never aletter from Joy. And she didn't phone. | couldn't cal her so it was up to
her to contact me, and | was hurt that she didn't. | wondered what had happened. Maybe she'd lost her
wallet with my address. Maybe her handwriting was bad and the postman couldn't read it. Maybe shed
put the wrong stamp on it and it was coming by surface mail in which any |etters she sent would take
severa weeksto get to me. I'd told her that she could phone me by reversing the charges, but maybe
she hadn't understood. There were so many ‘maybes’ that it was ridiculous. The one maybe thet |
wouldn't consider was that maybe she'd forgotten al about me.

Three days before | was dueto fly back, she sent me afax. "Pete, | love you too much. | cannot
dance." That was al. Nine words. It wastypica of Joy, | guess. Faxes cost a st fee per page.
Something like four hundred baht. She could have sent me a thousand words on the page for the same
price. Having said that, what she wrote redlly touched me. Aligtair thought it was redly funny, but he's
got no soul.

When | did go back to Bangkok, | checked into the Dynasty Hotel again. | don't know why | hadn't
moved into somewhere more permanent, guess | wasjust lazy. | had abig room and cable TV and
room service, and | was paying a thousand baht a day, about seven hundred quid amonth. The
company was paying me an accommodation alowance of a thousand pounds a month, and for that |
could get a decent sized gpartment. I'd have to Sign along-term lease and put down deposits for the
utilities, and Thailand being Thailand, | preferred the convenience of a hotdl, for thetime being a leadt.
Plus, they were happy to keep stuff in storage for me while | was away so | didn't have to keep the
room on.

Anyway, as soon as I'd checked in and got my things out of storage, | walked around to Zombie.
Joy was dancing and she grinned and waved when she saw me. She had to wait until her dancing shift
finished before coming over to hug me. | paid her bar fine draight away so that she didn't have to dance
again. She went off to change and came back in blue jeans and atight black top. | bought her a cola
and told her that | hadn't got any letters.

"Pete, | write to you too much,”" she said.

"Areyou sure?

She looked offended by my doubts. "Pete, why | lie to you? How much does a ssamp cost? Twelve
baht? | go post office too much.”

| didn't know what to say. For the three weeks | was away there had been no letters and no phone
cdls.

"You get my fax?' she asked.

"Yes | did," | sad. Despite what sheld written in the fax, she didn't seem to have any problem
dancing. In fact, before she'd seen me, she was gyrating around a slver pole as sexily and
enthusadticaly asthefirst day I'd laid eyes on her.

"You like?' she asked.
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"Sure" Actudly, | suddenly got the feding that shed sent the fax for my benefit rather than hers.
She'd done it because she knew that's what | wanted. And the message about her not being able to
dance, that's what | wanted to hear, too. It was asif she was pressng my buttons. | remembered
something Big Ron had once said to me: that girls regard farangs as ATM machines. They pressthe
right buttons and money comes out. And if one ATM machine is shut down, they can easlly find another
one. Was that what Joy was doing, pressng my buttons for cash? | noticed that the gold bracelet I'd
given her for her birthday was missng.

She saw me looking at her wrigt. "Pete, | sorry, | have no money,” she said. She made a pressing
motion with her thumb, the Sgn Tha use to show that they've pawned something. "'l have to pay my rent
and | have no money."

| was stunned. The bracelet had been made of interlinked hearts. I'd spent ages choosing it in the
jewdlers, it was something that | felt showed what | felt about her. | had given her my heart. And shed
sold it, the firgt chance she got. | stood up. She caught hold of my arm. "Pete, | want you understand
me," she sad.

| shook her away. "It was a birthday present, Joy. If you'd needed money, you could have asked
me."

"You not here," she said. Her chin was up in defiance. She wasn't sorry, she was angry. She felt that
it was me who was in the wrong.

| wanted to tell her that I'd checked the mailbox for aletter from her every day, that most of the time
I'd been in Hong Kong 1'd been thinking about her. | wanted to tell her how much | loved her, but the
look on her face stopped me. Sheld sold the gold 1'd given her and she didn't care. The fact it was made
up of hearts, the fact that I'd given it to her on her birthday, the night I'd paid for her party, dl of that
meant nothing compared with the money sheld got for sdling it. She'd said pawned, but that was the
same as dlingit. If | wanted her to weer it, I'd have to buy it back. I'd have to pay for it twice. And
who was to say that she wouldn't sell it again the next time she needed money?

| felt angry and frudtrated, 1'd come racing back to see her, sheld been dl that 1'd thought about while
| was on the plane, while | was queuing at immigration, while | wasin the taxi from the airport. She
didn't care about me, al she cared about was my money. | shook her hand off my arm and rushed out
of the bar.

JOY
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What did he expect? Hed left me with five thousand baht. | had billsto pay, Park was pestering me for
money and Sunan said | had to send money back to our father. The bar was redly quiet so what was |
supposed to do? It's okay for Pete, he's afarang, he's got lots of money. He keeps telling me about his
gpartment in London that he ill owns, it's worth amost seven million baht, he said. And | know he's
got money in the bank because whenever we go out he goesto the Thai Farmer’s Bank ATM or the
Bangkok Bank. He doesn't know what it's like to have no money, to have to live from hand to mouth.

A few of my friends came over after hed rushed out of the bar, wanting to know what was wrong. |
sad he didn't fed well. | didn't want them to know that he was angry a me. | waited for haf an hour,
and when he didn't come back | changed back into my bikini and started dancing again.

NIGEL

Pete came into Fatso's with aface like thunder. | was on to my sixth pint of lager so | was feding no
pain. Jmmy and Rick were doing their best to Big Glass as many of the regulars as they could so | was
knocking them back as soon asthey arrived. Pete ordered a gin and tonic and drank it down in one.
Jmmy rang the bell and Pete drained his second drink amost as fagt as the fird. | asked him what was
wrong and he told me that Joy had sold the gold bracelet held given her for her birthday. | wasn't
aurprised, and he shouldn't have been ether. Gold equates to money in Thailand. In fact, that's how you
buy it, according to weight. They sdll it as one baht, two baht, three baht, and so on, with each baht
equivaent to fifteen grams. The price you have to pay isfixed each day and the jewedlers often put the
price in their window. Two prices, actually: abuy price and asdl price. | don't know what it is today.
Typicd Thailand, that, giving the unit of weight the same name as the money. Actudly, thinking about it,
we do the same in England, don't we?

Anyway, when you buy agold chain, they multiply the daly price by the weight, then add on five
hundred baht or so for the design, but basically you're paying for the gold, nothing ese. It's not likein
England where you pay hundreds of pounds for atiny piece of gold. When a Thai bargirl admires
another girl's gold, she's not interested in what it looks like, dl she cares about is the weight. The vaue. |
heard Joy and her friends talking about the bracelet at the party. "It's only two baht,” she said. Pete
didn't hear her, his Thai isn't that good, and | didn't say anything to him because | know how he feds
about her. What I'm saying is, to her it was just money she could wear on her writ, but to Peteit wasa
token of hislove.

"Forget it, Pete," | said, "she's just a hooker."

"Fuck off, Nigd, you don't know what you're talking about,” he said.
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"She'sabargirl.”

He glared a me. "She's a dancer. She's stopped hooking."”

"Yeeh, right,” | said.

Rick rang the bell so | drained my glass before the next one arrived. So did Pete. Noo put atequila
and orangein front of Alan which meant he had four untouched glasses so0 they were taken awvay and
poured into abig glass. Alan was up in the 100, S0 he had a nasty surprise waiting for him. Hed drink it,
though. He always did. Held drink it in one and then rush outside to throw up before the alcohol got into
his system. Smart guy, is Alan. He's an andlyst with a big stockbroking firm, a Japanese one | think, and
he earns afortune.

"What do you mean, yeah right?" asked Pete. He looked at me sdeways. More of astarethan a
look. Baeful. Like he wanted to smash his glassinto my face. Whatever Joy had said to him, shed
redly screwed him up.

"Nothing."

"Come on, what do you mean?"

"Y ou don't want to know."

Jmmy and Rick were openly ligening. Big Ron winked a them. He knew what | knew and | could
see that he was bursting for me to spill the beans.

Pete turned to face me. "Don' fuck around, Nigd. If you know something, tell me."

| hadn't been planning to tel him, | redly hadn't. | knew how he felt about Joy, and | knew that if |
did tell him he probably wouldn't believe me. But now that shed sold his gold, hed be more receptive. |
just hoped he wouldn't want to kill the messenger.

"She went out with a customer. When you were in Hong Kong."

Pete closed his eyes and swore under his bregth.

"l wasn't going to say anything..." | Started, but he cut me off with awave of his hand.

"Areyou sure?' he sad.

"Big, fat, German,” | sad.

"Woas she holding his hand?'

Big Ron chuckled but turned it into a coughing fit when Pete glared a him. | could see Big Ron's
point. It didn't redly matter if he was holding her hand, did it? Not compared with what they'd be getting
up to in ashort-time hotdl.

"Yeah, | think shewas."

"When was this?"

"Hdll, Pete, | don't know. About aweek after you went."

"Did she see you?"

"She waked right by me, but she didn't say anything."

"Shameess hussy,” sad Rick, and dissolved into afit of laughter.

Alan came down the stairs and groaned at the sight of the big glass.

"Just the once?' asked Pete.

"l wasn't in Zombie much, to be honest,” | said.

Pete put his head in his hands. "Fucking hookers" he muttered.
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"Il drink to thet,” said Jmmy.

| ordered another drink for Pete. So did Rick. Then Big Ron rang the bill and Pete had four drinksin
front of him so he was Big Glassed with gin and tonic. Just over two pints, and Pete drank it down in
one. He was legless by the time the bar closed and Rick and Jmmy had to help him back to his hotdl.

PETE

| woke up with ahdl of a hangover, but | was barely aware of how badly | felt because dl | could think
about was Joy. | tried to work, but it wasn't any good. | wanted to confront her with her infiddity, but |
knew there was no point. Nigel had seen her leaving with a customer. End of tory. And she'd sold the
heart bracelet I'd given her, the bracelet sheldd so proudly displayed to her friends and family. | spent
most of the day pacing around the room. | didn't even want to go to Fatso's Bar: | ordered a club
sandwich from room service but hardly touched it. | kept looking a my watch, wondering why she
didn't phone. She must have known how angry | was.

| tried to get some work done, but failed miserably. Every time | switched on my |aptop computer all
| could do was Stare a the screen. The words wouldn't come. At seven thirty | became redlly
depressed because | knew sheld be arriving for work at Zombie. Sheld be changing into her bikini and
tying her jungle print sarong around her waist, strutting around in her high hedlslooking for farangsto
fleece. If she was working, she wouldn't phone. And if she was angry a me, maybe sheld let someone
pay her bar fine to get back a me. Thoughts of her kept running through my mind, thoughts of her flirting
with another man, walking out of the bar with him, screwing him in ashort-time hotdl, doing everything
with him that shed done with me. Thinking of her with someone else made me sick to the somach, but |
couldn't stop, | kept tormenting mysaif.

Eight o'clock passed. Nine o'clock. | tried watching televison but | couldn't concentrate. All | could
think about was Joy.

| kept picking up the telephone, to check that it was working. Once | got an outside line and didled
the hotel's number, to reassure mysdlf that there was nothing wrong with the switchboard. When | heard
the operator say "Dynasty Hotd" | hung up, feding stupid. She hadn't called. She wouldn't cal.

By the time ten o'clock came | was so wound up that | couldn't stay in the room any longer. | didn't
fed like going to Fatso's because | was sure Nigd had told everybody what Joy had done. And |
couldn't bear going to Nana Plaza, knowing that Joy was there, either dancing or in a short-time hotel. |
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went out of the Dynasty and flagged down amotorcycletaxi. | told the guy | wanted to go to Patpong.
There wasn't much traffic and he drove so fast that my eyes were soon streaming with tears. He
dropped me at the Sllom Road end of Peatpong and | threaded my way through the tourists and touts. |
wasn't sure where | wanted to go, | just wanted to find some way of blotting Joy out of my mind. |
wanted noise, | wanted acohoal, | wanted a girl who wasn't Joy. | wanted to go straight back to Soi 4
and confront her, to tell her that | knew she'd been with another farang, that she'd betrayed me, but |
knew there was no point. Sheld only deny it.

| stopped outside the Takara Massage Parlour. It was on the third floor and the entrance was viaa
lift which opened on to the street. 1'd been there a couple of times with Bruce and Nigel, and while it
wasn't aplace | particularly liked, | wanted to get off the street, to get away from the tourists.

The lift doors opened into a reception area, and to the left was asmall bar. | sat down and ordered a
gin and tonic, alarge one. | drank half of it and then turned around to face the large window that was set
into the wall. Behind the glass were twenty or so girlsin evening dresses, each with asmall blue
numbered badge pinned to their chest. Most were young, in their early twenties, but there were severd
older women, too. A few were smiling at me, their backs arched and breasts thrust forward to make the
most of thelr assets, but the mgority of the girls were watching asmdl television set in the corner. Some
of the girlswere crying and they were passing around a box of tissues.

"See anything you like?" asked the mamasan, a fifty- something woman with permed hair and amole
inthe middle of her chin.

| drained my glass and ordered another from the girl behind the bar. "Not yet,” | said. "But give me
time." | asked her why the girls were crying and she said that they were watching a Thai sogp opera and
that one of the characters was dying of Aids.

| drank my second gin and tonic. Then atthird. | stared at the girls. None looked like Joy, but maybe
that was a good thing.

Two farangs stepped out of the lift and went over to the window. They were drunk and began
making faces at the girls. The mamasan went over to them and encouraged them to choose,
recommending two girls who had only recently arrived in Bangkok.

"Very young," said the mamasan. "Ther ID say they eighteen, but | can tdll you they younger." She
leaned forward and in a stage whisper, said, "Number twenty-three only sixteen. Almost avirgin.”

I had another gin and tonic while the two drunks sdected girls. The older of the two men with a beer
gut hanging over the waistband of his trousers, chose number twenty three. The mamasan rapped on the
window and mouthed the numbers to the girls. They stood up and afew minutes later came out of aside
door, each carrying a shopping basket containing liquid sogp, talcum powder, KY jdly and condoms.

The girls went upstairs with the tourigts, chatting to themselvesin Thai. My Tha was just good
enough to follow what they were saying. Number twenty three was complaining about her customer
being fat and ugly. Think of the money, said the other one.

"You decide?' the mamasan asked me.

| was feding light-headed, as if my mind were dightly out of kilter with my body. | pointed & a
dightly plump girl with shoulder-length hair. She looked nothing like Joy: she was very pae skinned and
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had along nose, probably the result of plastic surgery. Lots of girls paid for plastic implants which made
their noseslook more like farangs. "Her," | said.

"She Jo-jo," sad the mamasan, waving a the girl.

"l don't care," | said. Jo-jo wasn't a Thai name. She was just using it when she worked with farangs.
But | meant what | said. | didn't care about her name. | just wanted to use her to blot Joy out of my
thoughts.

Jo-jo came out with her shopping basket. She was wearing along dectric blue dress with a low-cut
cleavage that emphasised breasts that were obvioudy as fase as her nose. | asked her what she wanted
to drink and she said whisky and Coke so | bought her one and another double gin and tonic for mysdif.
| told her | wanted to go upgtairs straight away. The rooms containing the showers and baths were on
the fourth and fifth floors. | paid the cashier five hundred baht for afull body massage and Jo-jo and |
went to thefifth.

| sat on amassage table while Jo-jo set the airconditioner and turned on the bath taps. She switched
on ared light and turned off the main fluorescent lights, then did off the dress. She wasn't wearing any
underwear and had a good, full figure. She helped me undress, checked the temperature of the water,
then helped me into the bath. | lay back and she did in between my legs, facing me. She washed me,
humming quietly to hersdf, cleaning everywhere, even between my toes. | leaned over and picked up
my gin and tonic and drank it as she worked.

She climbed out of the bath and used alump of soft sogp to lather up abowl of water which she
poured over athick blue plastic mat on the floor. | got out and lay face down on the mat, my head on a
thick rubber pillow. Jo-jo used her body to massage me, rubbing herself up and down, along my back,
between my legs, dowly at first and then more vigoroudy. | had my eyes closed and | kept thinking
about Joy. Joy had never given me amassage, | don't think she even knew how to, but | couldn't stop
imagining it was her.

Jo-jo rolled over me and told me to turn over. She knelt down next to the mat and prepared another
bowl of hot, sogpy water and poured it over me, concentrating the flow over my groin and thighs. She
lowered herself on top of me and began rubbing hersdf againgt me, her large breasts against my ches,
her thighs againg my groin. | fet mysdf growing hard and she moved more sensuoudy as if she were
making love to me. Jo-jo was a professonal, though, and there was never any chance of my
accidentaly entering her without a condom.

"Y ou want fuck me?" she whispered.

| opened my eyes. "Huh?'

"One thousand baht, you can fuck me." She ground herself harder against me and parted her lipsin
what she must have thought was a sexy pout. She looked like a goldfish gasping for air.

"Okay," | said.

She pushed hersdlf up againgt me and groped in her shopping basket for a condom. After ripping the
packet open with her teeth she took out the condom and did it on to me. It was something sheldd
obvioudy done hundreds of times before, totally mechanica movements devoid of any sensudity.
Thoughts of Joy suddenly flooded through my mind and | felt my erection start to subside.
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Jo-jo realised what was happening and she began to caress me. "Y ou very handsome man,” she
said, straddling me. | reached up for her soapy breasts and stroked them. She gripped me tighter and |
fet mysdf respond, then she quickly dipped meinsde her.

She rode me the way she might ride a horse, pressing her thighs against me and holding on to my
shoulders as she pushed down. My back did dong the wet mat with each thrust until my feet were
pressng againg the tiled wall.

"Jo-jo?" | sad.

"y o7

"What's my name?"

She frowned. "I don't know," she said. She moved faster, pounding against me. "I not care. You
handsome farang.”

| cdlosed my eyes. Joy was so much gentler, so much more sengitive to how | felt, changing her pace,
varying her movements to make the love-making more sensud. Jo-jo wasriding me, trying to get me to
come as quickly as possible so that she could get back behind the window again. | didn't want to be
with her, | wanted to be ingde Joy, | wanted to make love to agirl | loved, not have paid-for sex with a
girl who didn't even know my name. | stopped moving. A few seconds later, so did Jo-jo. ™Y ou come
dready?' she sad.

"Yes'" | lied.

She reached down to my groin, held the condom, and lifted hersdlf off. She dipped the condom off
and examined it with afrown before wrapping it in atissue and putting it in the basket.

| got back into the bath and she rinsed me off, then hersalf. ™Y ou want massage?’ she asked,
nodding at the table.

| said no, | had to go, and | dressed while she dried herself and sprinkled talcum powder over
hersdlf. | gave her athousand baht and left while she was Hill dressing. | fdt like an unfaithful husband, |
felt asif I'd betrayed Joy, and that was crazy because she was the hooker, she'd been the one who'd
left Zombie with afarang, she was the one who let someone else pay her bar fine. It wasn't me who was
being unfaithful. I wasn't the one in the wrong.

| went down in the lift, and out into the crowds of Patpong. Despite the bath, | felt dirty. Unclean. |
walked aong to Suriwong Road past the go-go bars. Touts kept touching me and trying to entice me
into their bars. "Y ou want see fucking show? Many girls? Free look. No cover charge.” | hated being
touched. Generdly Thais avoid physicd contact with strangers, but Patpong wasn't Thailand, it was
where farangs came to ogle girls, get drunk and have sex and norma rules of behaviour didn't apply. |
shrugged away the touts but didn't say anything. I'd seen touts turn on tourists before and knew how
eesly they could change from grinning sycophants to angry thugs. Theirs were the smiles of cruising
sharks.

| found agroup of motorcycle taxis, the riders wearing bright orange vests over denim shirts. They
asked me where | wanted to go. Nana Plaza, | said. | wanted to see Joy.
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JOY

Pete arrived jugt after midnight. | wasn't dancing when he camein so | went straight over to see him and
threw my arms around his neck. Hed just showered and his hair was gill wet. | thought that maybe held
gone short time with ancther girl but he said he'd showered in hisroom. | told him | was sorry about
sling hisgold, that | redly needed the money, but he dill didn't smile & me. Wdll, he amiled, but | could
seeit wasn't ared smile. He was worried about something. | found him a seat and sat down next to
him.

Sunan came over and said hello. | told Sunan in Khmer to rub my number off the board by the
changing room. I'd been in the short-time room with a customer earlier in the evening and Pete often
checked the board when he came in. If helooked, he'd see my number, 81, and STR. Pete wasn't
stupid, he'd know what that meant.

He ordered agin and tonic but he didn't ask me if | wanted adrink. | didn't ask. | know that most
farangs don't like to be asked, you have to wait for them to offer.

"What'swrong, Pete?' | asked.

"Why do you think something's wrong?"

"You not happy,” | said. "l can see you not happy.”

"Do you love me, Joy?"

"Of course. | love you number onein the world. I have you, only one."

"And you not go with farang?'

As soon as he said that, | knew what had happened. 1'd obviously been seen with a customer. Pete
had alot of friends in Bangkok and most of them knew me. There was the one with the eye-patch who
was tight with money, Nigel. The short one with the beard, Bruce. And the ones caled Jmmy and Rick
who liked going with katoeys. | smiled and put my hand on histhigh. "Pete, you know | not want go
with farang. Have you, only one."

He looked a me without spesking for awhile, like he was trying to see inside my heed. | waited to
see what heéld say. To see how much his friends had told him. 1t would be my word againgt theirs and he
didn't love them the way he loved me. I'd heard Sunan talk to her boyfriend in Norway lots of times.
He'd get suspicious when he phoned and she wasn't home, but Sunan could twist him around her little
finger. It's so easy with farangs. They want to believe you, you just have to tell them what they want to
hear. A Thai man would never believe the lieswe tell, held believe what he wastold or what he
suspected.

"Joy, | know you go with farang," Pete said. His eyes were red and his breath reeked of drink.
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| shook my head. "No, Pete."

"Somebody saw you. Somebody saw you leave with afarang when | was in Hong Kong."

"Who? Who saw me?'

"A friend."

"And what did the shit-eating dog tdll you, Pete?"

"He said afarang paid your bar fine."

| Sghed. Sometimes he could be ared pain. "Okay, maybe farang pay my bar fine so | can go edt.
Sometimes farang want go eat with me, Pete. What you think? Y ou think | want fuck farang? | not
want, Pete. | want you only one."

Pete looked sad. He leant his head back againgt the wall.

"Pete, why | want fuck farang? How much | get? One thousand five hundred baht. Y ou give me alot
more. Why | want to lose you? Pete, | know you. If you know | go with farang, you not love me. Y ou
not take care of me

Sunan went over to the board and rubbed my number off. She turned around and stuck her tongue
out a me, then crossed her eyes. | dmost laughed but | kept a straight face and carried on talking to
Pete. "Pete, | know you have many friends in Bangkok. | know if | not good girl they tell you. Y ou think
| supid, Pete? Y ou think | water buffalo?’

He opened his eyes. He looked a me for awhile and then smiled. Thistimeit wasared smileand |
knew I'd won. "No, Joy, | know you're not stupid.”

"l love you, Pete. | love you, only one" | fluttered my eyelashes and he laughed. Eighty per cent of
farangslike their girlsto be cute.

He asked me what | wanted to drink and | went over to the bar to order acola.

Sunan came over and stood next to me. "What's he so upset about?' she asked.

"l was seen with afarang while he was away,” | said.

Sunan laughed. " Just once?”’

"Y egh, lucky for me, huh?"

We both giggled and | went back to Pete. After an hour he paid my bar fine and took me back to
the Dynasty Hotdl. He was too tired to make love so we just lay together. | |eft at five o'clock in the
morning, | told him that one of my cousins was in my room and that she was young and | had to take
care of her. He was deepy s0 he didn't argue. He gave me three thousand baht and | went to see Park.

PETE
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Funny thing happened yesterday. | went into a book shop to buy a couple of thrillers, and while | was
browsing | came across a book about Chinese astrology. | flicked through it. There was a section on
compatibility and | read through it. According to the book, the monkey and the rabbit got on just fine. |
tried to remember what Joy had said. Big problems. The monkey always wantsto pull the rabbit's ears.
| wondered why she'd said that. Maybe someone €l se had been teasing her. Maybe shed made it up. |
mentioned it to her when | saw her in Zombie and she just laughed and said the book was wrong.

| paid her bar fine and she left her purse on the table when she went to change. | picked it up and
opened it. My photograph was there. And two of my business cards. She only had a hundred baht. She
rarely had more than that in her purse. | could never work out where dl the money | gave her went. She
sad she didn't have a bank account and she lived in aroom with two other girlsso | didn't think shed
leave money there. Whenever | asked Joy what she spent her money on, "Bangkok very expensve,”
sheld say. "Have to pay room, pay food, shampoo."

"Shampoo?' I'd say and sheld laugh.

"You like my hair long, Pete. Every day | have to wash. | use alot of shampoo.”

Sometimes I'd Sit down with her and try to work out what her outgoings were. She said the room
she shared cost four thousand baht a month, but that the other two girls often didn't have any money so
she had to pay their share, too. Electricity cost another thousand baht a month. Then there were her taxi
fares, another two hundred baht aday. | asked her why she didn't get the bus, because busesin
Bangkok are very cheap, just afew baht, and pretty efficient, too. She said she didn't want to go on the
bus dressed for working in the bar because everyone would know she was a progtitute. She didn't want
everyone looking at her, she said. | kept asking her why she didn't move closer to Nana Plaza - that
way she could save six thousand baht amonth in taxi fares. She said that dl her friends lived in Suphan
Kwai, but conceded that | had a point. "Okay, Pete, you very clever. Maybe | get anew room.” She
never did.

She spent another hundred baht aday on food, she said, and that seemed expengive. A bowl of
noodles on the street would cost twenty baht, chicken and rice the same. If she was egting with the
other girls, they'd be buying food together which would make it even cheaper. Whichever way | played
with the numbers, Joy shouldn't be paying more than 17,000 baht a month. And that was if she was
paying dl the rent.

Pretty much every time | saw her, I'd give her a thousand baht, sometimes more. | figured that if she
had enough money, she wouldn't be tempted to let anyone else pay her bar fine. | guessindl | gave her
gxteen thousand baht a month, maybe a bit more. The bar paid her six thousand, plus there was the
commission she got from the drinks punters bought for her. That was probably another four thousand
baht or s0. So what did she do with the rest of her money? | didn't get the feeling that she sent any back
to her family in Surin. She should have been saving a least nine thousand baht a month. | wondered if
maybe she was dill paying for her motorcycle, the one her brother had crashed, but the payment book
had disgppeared from her purse and she indgsted sheld sold it. She knew | thought the bike was awaste
of money, it dways seemed crazy to me that she was living in Bangkok and paying for abikein Surin,
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but | knew that to her it had been a status symboal, it gave her face when she went back home to her
village

| pulled out her identity card and smiled at the photograph. It had only been taken ayear or S0 ago
but she looked impossibly young, smiling at the camera with no make up and her hair tied back. Sheld
changed alot snce the photograph had been taken, and most of the change was down to her having
worked in Nana Plaza.

| put the card back. There was something behind the business cards I'd given her. | groped with my
fingertips and pulled it out. It was acondom. My heart fell.

"What you think, Pete?'

| looked up. Joy was standing there, looking at me. Sheld changed into atight black tank top and
flared denim jeans. Her face was a Sone mask. She took the condom off me.

"What you think?'

| didn't know what to say. | didn't know how | felt. There was no reason for her to be carrying a
condom, nat if she was telling the truth when she said she wasn't going with customers.

"Pete, it not ming" she said, Stting down next to me.

"It wasin your walet,” | said. | wanted to walk away, to get the hdll out of the bar. | wanted to tell
her how angry | was, how betrayed | fdt, but a the same time | wanted to hear what she had to say
because maybe, just maybe, there was an explanation for it. | wanted to give her the benefit of the
doubt, | wanted her to tell me that everything was dl right, that she redly did love me. So | sat there
with some Thai pop song blaring out of the wal-mounted speakers, surrounded by haf-naked hookers
and swesting farangs, and waited for the love of my life to explain why there was a condom in her
wallet.

"Thisbelong to Apple," she said. Apple was dancing and making eyes at asmdl, bad guy in the
corner. Joy shouted over at Apple and waved her over.

Apple scampered off the stage and tottered across to where we sitting. She held out her hand.
"Hello, Pete, how are you?"

| told her | was fine, even though she could see from the look on my face that | wasn't.

Apple looked at Joy. Joy spoke to her quickly. | don't think it was Thai because | didn't recognise
any of the words. It was probably Khmer, Apple and Joy were from the same village, close to the
border with Cambodia and they spoke severd didects. Joy knew that my Thai had been improving, and
while I couldn't dways make out what she was saying, | could at least follow the gist. But Khmer wasa
closed book to me, and Joy knew it.

Joy waved the condom as she spoke and Apple kept looking at me. When Joy stopped speaking,
Apple nodded furioudy. "Condom for me," she said. "Condom not for Joy."

"Why did you giveit to Joy?' | asked her.

"1 not have key for locker. Joy take care my money and my condom.”

"Money?' Thereéd only been a hundred baht in Joy's purse.

Joy spoke to Apple quickly. Snapped at her, dmost. Apple flinched, then smiled hurriedly.

"But | spend money adready." She patted her somach. "I egt rice soup. Arol mark." Delicious.
There were a number of food stdls at the entrance to Nana Plaza and one of them sold rice soup. Thais
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often ate it for bregkfast, but it was a great late- night snack and the guys from Fatso's could often be
found ditting at the side of road durping bowls of it after the Plaza had closed. Jmmy and Rick swore it
was the perfect hangover cure, but Big Ron reckoned it was a sure-fire way of getting sdmondla
poisoning. | liked it, and had even included the hawker's recipe in the guide book.

Joy gave the condom to Apple, who dipped it ingde her bra then went back to the stage.

"Okay?' sad Joy, Stting down next to me and putting her hand on my thigh.

"Yeah, | guess 0."

She leant over and kissed me on the cheek. "I love you, Pete. Only one.”

| put my arm around her and buried my head in her hair. She smelt fresh and clean asiif shed just
showered.

"l don't want you to lieto me, Joy," | sad. "If you want a Thai boyfriend, just tell me. If you want to
go with customers, you can tel me and I'll understand.”

She pushed me away. "Pete, | not lieto you."

"l know, | know," | said. "But if you want to be with someone ese, or you want to go with
customers, please, please tel me. Y ou were working in Zombie when | first met you, you were dancing
and going with customers, | have no right to change you, if you..."

She pressed afinger against my lips. "Pete)" she said. "Shut up.”

From COOKING ACROSS SOUTH-EAST ASIA Edited by
PETE RAYMOND

RICE SOUP

2 tablespoons vegetable oil
2 cloves of garlic, chopped
4 ounces chicken meat

2 pints chicken stock

4 spring onions, chopped
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1 tablespoon white vinegar

1 teaspoon fish sauce

4 ounces long-grain rice

2 tablespoons chopped coriander leaves

Put the oil in awok and fry the garlic and chicken meat until lightly
browned. Add the chicken stock, onions, vinegar, fish sauce and rice and
bring to the boil.

Simmer for twenty minutes or until therice hasturned to mush. Serve
sprinkled with coriander.

BIG RON

Do | think Joy was lying to Pete? Fuck, I'd have been surprised if she hadn't been. She's a hooker, for
fuck's sake: when he met her she was a hooker, how the fuck could he serioudy expect her to change
her spots just because he wanted sole fucking rights?

Y ou know, | actualy believe that generdly speaking, Thais don't like us. It's partly aracid thing, they
redly do believe that were inferior to them. Sure, we're physicaly bigger and we have more money, but
they reckon were not much smarter than animals. They cal us water buffaloes or monitor lizards.
Therés no bigger insult than to say that a person is an anima, and that's what they think we are. Werea
source of income, that's dl. Sometimes they might take alonger term view, but it's il al about hard
cash a the end of the day.

Therés aguy comesin hereto drink, name of Greig. Runs a restaurant and bar off Sukhumvit which
isas coseto being abrothe as you can get without actudly having short-time rooms upgtairs. Anyway,
Greig got himsdlf a Thal wife afew years back. He swears blind she wasn't a bargirl, but you can just
tell from looking at her that she used to dance around a silver pole. They've got a couple of kids and he
dotes on her. But | know for afact that she doesn't love him. She doesn't even like him. He wears this
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thick gold chain around his neck, five bat it is, maybe six, and hanging on it are two gold Buddhas.
Now, I'm not averse to wearing gold, and I've got a Buddha on my neck chain myself, but | happen to
know that it's only lucky if you have an odd number of Buddhas. One or three, maybe five. Any more
than that and you look like a fucking Chrissmas tree. But two or four, that's redly unlucky. That's what
they put on corpses. Now, Greig doesn't know that, he walks around with his two Buddhas like he's
something specid. But his wife, she's got to know the significance of wearing two Buddhas. So why
doesn't she tdl him? Why does she let him make afool of himself? Because she doesn't fucking care,
that's why. She's married him, she's had two kids by him, but he means nothing to her. He's awater
buffalo to her, nothing more. She's probably got a Tha husband that she shags every chance she gets.
But you couldn' tel Greig that. He reckons the sun shines out of her fanny.

Let metdl you onething I've learned during my time in Thailand. Y ou can't treat a Tha girl the same
way you'd treet a Whisky Tango. Whisky Tango? WT. White Trash, it'swhat we cal farang women
around here. Anyway, the guys who seem to make a go of their rlationships with Tha girlsdl have one
thing in common. They treat them like dogs. Now, tdll that to your average WT and shell hit the feminist
roof, but it makes alot of senseto me. | don't mean you put aleash on them and make them et off the
floor, though some of the girls working in Fatso's would benefit from being treeted that way, | can tell
you. No, | mean you treat them like pack animas, because when you get right down to it, that's what
they are. Pack animds.

They livein packs. Mogt of them come from farms where they al live in one room. When they move
to Bangkok, they usually end up sharing rooms, not just because it's chegper, but because they prefer to
livein groups. They edt together, they share food, they bathe together. They happily deep together, up
to half a dozen on adouble bed. They prefer to be in groups, dways. There's nothing londlier than a
Tha on her own. That's why marriages abroad never last. They misstheir own.

Now, the important thing about pack animals, like dogs and wolves, is the pecking order. They have
to know where they stand in the hierarchy. And without a hierarchy, they'relost. You can't giveaTha
girl the same freedom you'd give aWT, shedd only see it as asign of weakness. Y ou have to show them
who's the master. The boss. And if you want to keep them happy, you have to treat them the same way
asyou'd treat adog.

What does a dog want from its owner? It wants to be fed, and it wants somewhere warm to deep. It
wants to be exercised and entertained, and it wants to know who's boss. That means the occasiona clip
around the ear, nothing serious, just atap. Watch a group of dogs. Sometimes, for no apparent reason,
adominant dog will snap at awesker dog, grab it around the throat and give it a shake, and the weaker
dog will go al submissve, liewith itslegsin the ar and twitching itstail. It's not scared, it knowsit'sdl
part the process of reinforcing the hierarchy. In fact, the wesker dog doesn't bear a grudge, it positively
welcomes the punishment, it makesit fed safe. Secure. That's what Pete should do to Joy, give her a
good clip around the ear whenever he catches her in alie and not try to reason with her, the way he
does. Shed respect him for hitting her. Anything less shelll see as a Sgn of weakness,
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JIMMY

A few of the guys say I’ ve got misogynigtic tendencies, but | say that’s aload of bollocks. | love
women. Inther place. Mind you, found a great thing on the internet the other day. Made me howl with
laughter. A list of sexud positions. | think the guy that wrote them was joking, but | can’t wait to try
them out:

The Teabagging: Thisisthedl time dassic. Whilst your girl is sucking on your bals, rhythmicaly tap
your dick on her forehead while uttering the timeless phrase "Who's your daddy?"

TheHoudini: Go a it doggy-gyle until you are just about to come, then pull out and spit on her back
50 she thinks that you have cum. When she turns around a blast is unleashed into her face and sheis I eft
shocked and amazed, wondering how you managed it.

The Angry Dragon: Immediately after you blow your load in agirl's mouth, smack the back of her
head and make it come out of her nose. When she gets up shelll 1ook like an angry dragon.

Cum Guzzling Sperm Bur ping Bitch: The oncein alifetime act of blowing a hot seamy load down
the back of a girl'sthroat and then proceeding to give her alarge cold bottle of your favourite
carbonated drink & making her guzzleit down. Then, shake her head vigoroudy back and forth to
create the Cum Guzzling, Sperm Burping Bitch effect.

Dirty Sanchez: My particular favourite and a time honoured event in which, while laying the bone
doggy-style, you insert your finger into her asshole. Just before you are about to come, pull it out and
wipe it across her upper lip. Thisleaves athin shit moustache, and makes her look like someone whose
name could be "Dirty Sanchez".

The Donkey Punch: Banging agirl doggy style until moments before you cum, you stick your dick in
her ass and punch her in the back of the neck. The blow to the neck will stun the musclesin the girl's
ass, which will condtrict the penis and give you a tremendous orgasmic experience when you gaculate.
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The Flaming Amazon: Thisonesfor al you pyromaniacs out there. When you're screwing some tart,
right when you're about to cum, pull out and quickly grab a cigarette lighter and set her pubes on fire,
then...extinguish the flames as you cum!

The Flying Camel: For dl Cartoon Network fans. As sheislying on her back and you are hammering
her on your knees, you very carefully move forward and prop yoursdlf (without usng your arms) on
your dick whileit is dill inserted in her. Y ou then proceed to flgp your ams and let out along shrieking
howl, much like the famous cartoon flying camd. Strictly a classy move.

The Screwnicorn: When alesbian puts her strap-on dildo on her forehead and proceeds to go at her
partner like a crazed unicorn.

The Zombie Mask: While getting a blow job from your favourite and mostly unsuspecting tarty
whore, tdl her you want her to look right up at you with those "pretty little eyes’ when you blow your
load. Then, just when you're ready to blow a good week's worth of sperm, blast that hefty load in both
her eyes. The temporary state of blindnesswill produce the zombie effect as she sumbles around the
room with arms outstretched, and moaning like the waking dead. Out with the digital camerafor

posterity!

PETE

Joy phoned me one afternoon and asked if | was going to see her that night in Zombie. | said | probably
was, but | asked her if shed come and see mein the hote first. Sheld come to the hotel severd times
and | was no longer shy about her visiting. She said shed come at six o'clock, about an hour before she
was due to start work.

| worked on the book until she came. It was going well, | was meeting al Aligtair's deadlinesand |
now had a reliable photographer supplying us with pictures. On average | was writing five thousand
words a day, equivaent to about ten pages, and | knew it was good Stuff.
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| stopped writing when there was aknock on the door. It was Joy, wearing a short T-shirt that
showed off her midriff and flared black jeans. She looked cute, but she looked like a hooker. I'd asked
her time and time again to wear ajacket or a more respectable shirt, but she never listened to me. It
wasn't that she didn't look good, she did, but respectable Thai girls didn't walk around showing off their
stomachs, and the fact that she didn't have long deeves meant that the scars on her wrist were clearly
visble. Don't get me wrong, | wasn't ashamed of Joy, but | didn't like the way that Thaislooked at her
S0 contemptuoudy. | wanted them to look at her and think that she was a pretty girl with afarang, not a
bargirl with her customer.

She fluttered her long lashes a me which she knew dways made me laugh. | let her in and she sat on
the edge of the bed. She nodded at the laptop computer. " So how your book?"

"Good," | sad.

She was holding her red wallet.

"You have my picture?' | asked. | was still worried about what Nigel had said, that she'd left Zombie
with afarang. | remembered what had happened aweek or so after I'd met Joy. Wed been sitting
together and a big, bearded guy came up to our table. He winked at Joy and gave her two ten by eight
inch colour photographs, then left. They were pictures of Joy, smiling at the camera, wearing a black
and white striped dress. I'd asked Joy who the man was and she said he was just afriend and that he'd
taken photographs of severa girls afew days earlier. Sheld handed me the photographs and said that
she wanted me to have them. | looked a them closdly.

They'd obvioudy been taken in ahotd room. Okay, so maybe hed invited agroup of girlsto his
room to take their picture, but it seemed way more likely that Joy had been done with him, and that
shed done what she usudly did in hotel rooms. | didn't say anything at the time and | hadn't mentioned it
ance. | figured that hed known her before I'd met her, that | had no right to question her on what had
happened in her past. But now she was virtudly my girlfriend, abeit one who was working as abargirl.
Now | reckoned | did have theright.

She held out her wallet and | took it. The two photographs of the two of us together were there. |
closed the wdlet and gave it back to her.

"What you think, Pete? Y ou think | not have your picture?"

"l don't know what to think, Joy. Y ou work in abar, you see lots of men every night..."

"l have you only one" she interrupted.

"l know, | know. But | don't like you working in Zombie."

"1 not want work in bar, Pete.”

"So what do you want?' | asked.

"l don't know." She shrugged. "I want stay with you. | want go everywhere with you."

| couldn't help but smile a her. She seemed so open and vulnerable, | just wanted to wrap my arms
around her and protect her.

"But | have to keep travelling to research the book," | said. "And I'm redlly busy now. You'd be
bored with me."

She shook her head fiercely. "No. Never."
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| didn't know what to suggest. | didn't want her working in the bar; | was constantly worried about
what she might be up to when | wasn't there. But if she gave up work and stayed with me, | knew shed
soon be bored. | had to spend hours each day in front of my computer, | wouldn't be any company for
her.

"Pete, | have an idea. Maybe | go stay with my father in Surin. Then | come see you when you not
busy."

| was surprised. "Youd do that?' | said.

"My father very happy if | stay with him. Mon in Surin, too. | can help her take care of Nongmai.”

| thought about it. It seemed the perfect plan. Sheld be away from the bars, but she'd be able to
come and see me whenever my workload wasn't too heavy. But | knew thered be aprice. "How much
would you need to live in Surin?" | asked.

She looked at me and for awild moment | fet like a pig being eyed up by abutcher. Then she amiled
and the fedling evaporated as quickly asit had arrived. "Thirty thousand baht," she said, and smiled
coquettishly.

Bruno had told me that Surin wasin one of the poorest parts of Thailand. Thirty thousand baht
would be afortune there. "Thirty thousand baht a month?" | repeated. That would be twice as much as
ateacher earned. "Come on, | want you to live in Surin, not buy it."

Her eyesflicked from side to side, then she looked up hopefully. "Twenty thousand baht?"

| shook my head. "I think ten thousand baht would be better," | said.

"Okay," shesad. "When?"

"Tonight," | said. "Y ou can stop working tonight, and go to Surin in a couple of days."

Joy squeded and threw her arms around my neck. "I love you too much,” she said.

JOY

| wasn't surprised when Pete asked me to stop work. | knew he didn't like me working in the bar. But |
thought held pay me more than ten thousand baht a month. He can afford alot more. When | worked
he paid my bar fine maybe twelve or fifteen times a month and gave me money every time he made love
to me. That comesto alot more than ten thousand baht. | didn't complain becauseif | wasin Surin |
wouldn't have to pay rent, and food and stuff is chegp. And | figured | could aways ask him for more
later.
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He went with me to Zombie and | told the mamasan that | was quitting. All the girlswere redly
jedous. | think every bargirl wants afarang to take care of them, to give them money every month so
that they don't have to work. The mamasan wasn't nice about it, though. She said that 1'd be back
before long, that | was crazy to give up work because farangs dwayslie. If heredly loved you hed
offer to marry you and take you to England, she said.

| told her that Pete lived in England and that England was dways cold and wet. So why didn't he
want me to live with him in Bangkok, she asked. Because he was busy with hisbook, | said. And what
did Park have to say, she asked. | told her that Park could come back to Surin with me. | wanted to get
him out of Bangkok anyway. There were too many temptations in Nana Plaza. Too many girls.

BIG RON

See, the big mistake that Pete made was that he thought that Joy was giving up work because she loved
him. She spun the same old line, that she loved him so much that she didn't want to dance in Zombie. He
st in the bar and said he was sure she was serious, because he was only giving her ten thousand baht a
month and she could earn three or four times that dancing and hooking. And that, right there, iswhere
he made his big mistake, because he was thinking like afarang. Sure, given a choice between earning
ten thousand baht or thirty thousand baht, your average farang is going to go for the bigger sum. But
Thai bargirls are bascaly lazy, and the choice he was giving Joy was ten thousand baht for doing
nothing or twenty thousand baht for dancing four or five hours a night and screwing customersin short
time hotels for more money. For the average Thai bargirl, doing nothing is the better option.

And Pete was sweetening the pot by letting her go to live in Surin. Fuck it, he encouraged her to go.
Now the average farmer probably only earns two thousand baht a month, and if there's any factory
work going, it probably pays three thousand baht. So Pete was giving her three times the average
monthly wage to go and live with her dad and the rest of her family. She wasn't giving up work because
she loved him, she was just choosing the easy option.

Finding staff who'l work hard for reasonable money is the bane of my life, | can tel you. Haf the
girls| hireto work behind my bar don't even bother to turn up. Shit, they get seven thousand baht a
month and al they have to do is serve drinks and food. They don't even have to smile & my customers,
the guys come here for the food and the booze, not the female company. My girls get afree uniform,
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one day off aweek, and two weeks holiday a year, which isadarn sght more than they get working in
Nana Plaza, but a good bartender is rarer than hen's teeth.

| had one girl, pretty little thing, face like atwelve-year-old, long, long hair and a swvimsuit modd's
body. She camein for an interview and spoke excellent English and seemed perfect. She was a bit
sketchy about her previous jobs but that probably just meant sheld been living off afarang for awhile
and was too shy to admit it. Anyway, | arranged for her to come in the following day for aweek'strid.
She turned up bang on time and | gave her a uniform. She went to lean againgt the beer fridge and
garted talking to one of the other girls, Noo, | think it was. Now, we were a bit short on change and
theré's usudly arush just before twelve so | asked the new girl if sheld go to the bank and get some
change. | gave her five thousand baht and told her to come back with twenties and fifties. She amiled,
took the money and went back to the fridge and carried on talking to Noo.

Now, | didn't get upset, | just smiled and called her back over and said that | needed the change
now, and asked her very pleasantly to go to the bank right away. Fuck me, she throws afit, she does,
cdls medl sorts of names, saysthat she didn't expect to have to work like adog and with that she
flounces out, her nosein the air, and | never see her, or the uniform, again.

PETE

Joy was S0 cute after | told her that | didn't want her to work any more. She came back to my room
with the contents of her locker in aplagtic carrier bag. "Now | not Number 81," she said, referring to
her badge number. "I tell everybody you not want me work. Everyone say | very lucky, Pete.” | asked
her when she wanted to go to Surin and she said sheld catch the bus the following day. | went with her
to the nearest ATM and withdrew ten thousand baht, her first month's 'sdlary’ and gave it to her. She
put it in her bag. She stayed with me that night and left early in the morning, saying that she wanted to go
to the bus station to buy her ticket.

| offered to go to the bus station with her but she said it was too crowded and hot and that she didn't
want me to be uncomfortable. That was so typica of her, dways thinking about me. She called me from
the bus station and told me that she loved me, and that as soon as | wanted her to come back, | wasto
cdl her.

| telephoned Joy every two or three days. I'd tell her in advance when | was cdling, and usudly
sheld be by the phone, waiting. The phone box was about a kilometer from her house, she said,
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sometimes she walked, sometimes she drove her motorcycle. If | caled at an unplanned time I'd ask
whoever answered the phoneif he or she knew Joy. If they said no, | was stymied, and I'd have to hang
up. If they did know Joy I'd ask them to tdll her that I'd called and that I'd call again in thirty minutes.
Sometimes it was redly frudtrating, either the person who answered wouldn't understand my Thai, or
they wouldn't pass on the message, but usudly the system worked. She was aways pleased to hear
from me, asking how | was getting on with my book, when she could come and see me.

For the first few weeks | was working flat out on the book, sending each chapter to Aligair in Hong
Kong as| finished it. | ran into amgor problem almost as soon as Joy went back to Surin; the Thai
photographer wed commissioned to take photographs of Phuket turned in the shittiest set of negatives
I've ever seen. Something had gone wrong during the developing and there were grains of some
chemicd dl over them. Totaly unusable. | had to find another photographer, afarang thistime, and tell
him what was needed.

It was more than amonth before | could tell Joy to come down and see me. She caught the bus and
arrived in Bangkok late on Friday night. | took her back to the Dynasty Hotel and we spent the whole
weekend together.

On the Saturday night she wanted to go to see her friends in Zombie and we went together. She
seemed proud that she wasn't working any more and bought drinks for her friends with money 1'd given
her. She seemed more relaxed and happier than when sheld been working and | began to think that
maybe everything was going to work. | paid bar for three of her friends and we went to a restaurant |
hadn't been to before. Joy ordered lots of Thai food including a great pork omelette that was so good
that | got her to get the recipe from the chef. She loved to help me with my work and made a big show
of writing it down in English in front of her friends.

When | put her on the bus to Surin on Monday morning, with another ten thousand baht, she kissed
me on the cheek. "I love you, Pete" she said. "I want come stay with you in Bangkok for ever."

From COOKING ACROSS SOUTH-EAST ASIA Edited by
PETE RAYMOND

STUFFED PORK OMELETTE

77



Stephen Leather Private Dancer

2 tablespoons vegetable oil

4 ounces fresh minced pork

3 cloves of garlic, chopped

1 tablespoon soy sauce

8 black peppercorns, cracked

4 eggs, beaten

4 spring onions, chopped

1 teaspoon fish sauce

1 coriander plant, chopped

2 tablespoons chopped coriander leaves

Using a mortar and pestle, grind the garlic, pepper corns and coriander
plant. Heat one tablespoon of vegetable oil in a wok, add the pork, soy
sauce, and the garlic, pepper corns and coriander mixture. Cook, stirring
occasionally, for five minutes.

Mix the eggs and fish sauce in a bowl. Pour therest of the vegetable ail into
afrying pan, pour in the egg mixture and coat the bottom of the pan. Top
with the pork, spring onions and coriander leaves and cook over a moderate
heat until the egg beginsto set. Fold the sides over thefilling to make a
squar e package and continue cooking until the egg is cooked in the centre,
then dlide on to a warmed plate.

JIMMY
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I'm not sureif 1'd be @ble to run abusinessin Thailand. What 1've got suits me just fine, I've got three
furniture showrooms around Liverpool and | keep in touch with my managers by phone and fax. Four
times ayear my accountant comes over and we go over the books together. Works atredt, | tell you.
The time difference means | can spend the morning in bed, | have lunch, then hit the phone. Assuming
there's no problems, an hour aday pretty much keeps the business ticking over. Then | have dinner,
then hit the bars. Wouldn't have alifestyle anywhere close to that if | had to run abusiness here.

Itsthe Thais, you see. Impossible to ded with. They cadl it the Land of Smiles, but the smileisn't
redl. It's a protective measure, a disguise, or away of avoiding trouble. Something goes wrong, they
amile. They don't want to do what you ask, they smile. But behind the smile, they're nasty pieces of
work.

Y ou want to know what a Thai isredly like, underneeth the practised politeness and the phoney
smile, then put one behind the steering whed of an expensive car. They never give way, they never
alow anyoneto pull in front of them, and haf the time they don't even obey traffic lights. That's why
Bangkok has such horrendous traffic jams. Y ou can sometimes Sit for an hour without moving, and
some traffic lights take up to fifteen minutes to change. Most of the busy intersections don't have
compuiter-controlled lights, they have cops switching them on and off, backed up with more cops on
point duty. Seems like awaste of manpower, until you redise that the cops have to be there because
Thaiswon't obey traffic lights. They don't just go through amber, they ignore red if they think they can
get away with it. And the bigger and more expendive the car, the worse they are. The only thing that'll
make them obey the law is the possihility that a cop will pull them over and fine them.

| don't know how Big Ron manages to stay sane. | find it hard enough dealing with the Thais that run
my condominium building. 1'd hate to have to depend on them for my livelihood. But boy, the sex does
make up for alot of the bad stuff you have to put up with to live here.

The big problem isthat you get jaded after awhile. When you first come to Bangkok, you walk
around with your tongue hanging out, you can't believe thet al these gorgeous girls are totdly avallable
to you for afew quid. You go abit crazy, everybody does. Hell, in my first Sx months here | reckon |
must have dept with more than two hundred women. Well, | assume they were dl women, | was pretty
naive back then and | suppose there could have been afew katoeys among them. Anyway, after afew
months you start to hanker for something alittle different. My mate Simon, he goes for older women,
sometimes as old asfifty. Another mate, Nigdl, he'sin search of the perfect blow job. Hasn't had full sex
for more than ayear, he says. Reckons the best blow jobs are from katoeys, and | can't argue with him
there. No one gives a better blow job than another guy, that's what | dways say. Women do their best,
but a guy knows what another guy wants.

Recently | started experimenting with couples. Two girls & atime. To be honed, it's not dways as
good as youd think. They tak, the girls, they talk in Thai or Khmer or whatever and you can't
understand what they're saying. And when it is good, sometimes it's too good. Did you ever see that
movie Saint Jack? The one with Ben Gazzara, st in Singgpore. He fixes this guy up with two hookers,
and when the guy goes updtairs, Gazzarawaits for him with asmirk. He knows that itll be dl over ina
couple of minutes. Some of the girls prefer to work in pairs, they know that most guys will shoot their
load as soon as the girls Sart to do their stuff. | mean, you've got one kissing you and playing with your
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nipples, while the other's pounding up and down on your dick. Wham, bam, thank you maam, was it
good for you?

| had aright seeing to last week, from two deaf and dumb hookers. There's afew of them in Queen's
Cadtle in Patpong. Geng and Hom. Cute as hell, redly smal but greet bodies both of them. | paid bar
fine and took them to a short-time hotdl. Now, normaly when you take two, they indst on the lights
being off, | guess because they're shy. So when | get into the room, firgt thing | do isto turn off the lights
while | go into the bathroom to shower. When | come out, they've only turned the lights back on. Then |
see why. They're sitting on the bed, signing to each other. That's right, they can't communicatein the
dark so the lights have to stay on. Brilliant. And the other thing was, there was no chattering while they
did their suff. Just the occasiona grunt. A great timewas had by al. Well, | had a great time, anyway.

Extract from CROSS-CULTURAL COMPLICATIONS OF
PROSTITUTION IN THAILAND by PROFESSOR BRUNO
MAYER

A notable changein attitude occur sin those expatriates who spend a consider able length of
timein Thailand and who incur long-term exposureto the bars and the prostitutes who work
there. During the initial phase of contact, farangs are attracted to the girls, and during thefirst
few months may attempt to form friendships with them. Many farangsinitially take the view
that thegirlsareforced into thelife of progtitution and that given the opportunity would prefer
to have aregular boyfriend-girlfriend relationship. The girls often give theimpression that this
isthe case, but thereisan ambiguity inherent in the nature of the bargirl-customer
relationship that the farang often failsto appreciate, namely that to the Thai bargirl, love and
money are not separate aims. Thegirl believesthat money isan expression of love, and that
loveisan emotion bestowed towar dsthose who offer support, support being mor e often than
not, financial. The girl sees nothing incongruous about linking money and love, but the farang,
observing therelationship from a Wester n per spective, beievesthat the two are mutually
exclusive. Oneisloved for one'smoney, or for one's self.

Newcomersto the bar scenetend to the belief that girlswill in fact love them for
themsealves, and therefore try whenever they can torestrict the amount of money they giveto
the girl. No matter how much the girl isattracted to the man she will resent the reduction in
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financial support, seeingit asalack of commitment. The girl might not express her
disappointment verbally, but her actionswill lead the man to realise that sheisunhappy. Hein
turn will believe that she loves him only for hismoney, in which case hewill try to test her by
further reducing the amount of money he gives her. Such relationships alwaysfall apart. After
the farang has been through the cycle several times, hewill begin to distrust all bargirls,
labelling them as prostitutes who car e only about money. They are unable to accept that the
girls see nothing wrong in liking, or even loving, a man for himsaf and for hisfinancial
support, that to the girl such things areinextricably linked. The farang will stop searching out
girlswith whom hethinks he can build a loving relationship in keeping with hisWestern ideal,
but instead makes do with individual sexual encounters, one-night standsif you like, with the
sex paid for and no emotional attachment sought. Such farangs begin to see all women in
Thailand as prostitutes, and eventually become resentful and scor nful of Thais generally.
Oncethey reach this stage, many farangs decide to leave the country, never to return.

BRUCE

Jmmy's acharacter dl right. | don't think theré's a drug he hasn't taken or asexua perversion he hasntt
tried. He staggersinto Fatso's Bar, disappears upstairs to the toilet then comes down afew minutes
later rubbing his nose with pupils as big as saucers. I'm not sure how well hisbusinessis doing back in
the UK, but he deeps most of the day and he'sin the bars al night so | don't see that he can be getting
much work done. Y ou know what he used to do when he was ateenager to make money? He used to
eat shit. | kid you not. Hed let it be known that on such and such aday at such and such atime hed eat
aturd. People used to come from miles around pay 50p a head to watch. And hed do it, too. There
was no faking, hed redly eet shit. He set up hisfirg business, renovating old desks, when he was fifteen
and he usad his shit-eating money to do it. He cracks on he's worth well over amillion now and he's
only 35, but he's been out here for more than ten years and | can't see how hel's managing to build a
bus ness the way he behaves.

Heturnsinto an anima when we get to the Plaza. And he's got a thing about katoeys. | reckon he
might be a closet gay but he's scared to admit it. | mean, when dl's said and done, katoeys are men.
They might be transsexuds, they might have their dicks cut off, but they're sill men. And it's not regular
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sex he has most of thetime, it's ord and ana and that smacks of homosexudlity to me. How do | know?
Because Jmmy boasts about it al the time, that's why. It's like he's proud of it.

Rick and Matt are going the same way. There probably isn'tagirl in the Plazathat Rick hasn't been
with, and now he's working hisway through the katoeys. Jmmy and Rick kept telling Matt how grest it
was in bed with katoeys and eventualy he tried one from Zombie. Now | think he's on the turn, too.

| try to steer clear of the three of them in the Plaza. They're okay in Fatso's, but | find them a bit sad
when they're in the Plaza. Immy's too stoned to talk and Rick's chat-up technique isto stick out his
tongue and lick thetip of hisnose. Matt is okay, but he tries too hard to impress the other two.

| actudly started getting fed up with the bars after I'd been here for Sx months or so. After awhile
they dl sart to look the same. And most of them play the same music. It's not unusua to walk out of
one bar with a song playing and to walk into another bar to hear theidenticd tune. | don't know how
Jmmy and Rick and the rest can keep going night after night. The girls, too, art to look the same. Not
because they've dl got black hair and brown eyes, that's not what | mean, it's more their attitude. "You
very handsome. Where you from? Where you stay? Buy me drink? Pay bar?' Every man is a potentia
customer, and once they've worked out that you’ re not interested, they move on.

Most of thetime | don't go into the barsthese days, | St outside. It's more civilised, and there's less
pressure. | Sit and drink a coffee or two before heading home, it's a great way to unwind. Some of the
girls have become friends, too, because they know | work in Bangkok, they know I'm not the same as
the tourists and losers who just come here for cheap sex.

My favourite bar is Spicy-a-go-go. They've got abig outdoor bar with two televisons where they
show dl the English football matches. It's agreat spot to Sit, you can see everyone who comes into the
Plaza and there's a hamburger stand close by if you fancy asnack. | know the owner and if he's not too
busy hell often sit down for abeer and a chat.

That'swhere | met Troy. Troy isn't the usud type of bargirl, she never hustles drinks, not from me,
anyway, and | don't think I've ever seen anyone pay her bar fine. She's pretty, just over five feet tal with
shoulder length hair and eyes that dways seem to be laughing. Perfect teeth. Almogt al the girls you see
in the bars have perfect teeth. They never seem to go to the dentist elther. It must be the diet. No
processed sugar or the fact that they eet lots of fruit.

Anyway, Troy used to come and St outside whenever she wasn't dancing. Sheld just Sit and watch
what was going on, maybe chat to another of the girls. She never gpproached customers, and the first
time | asked her if she wanted adrink she just shook her head. It wasn't asif she was playing hard to
get or anything, she just wasn't interested.

She told me later thet she could live off what she earned as a dancer, and she was happy with that.
She didn't dance naked, or even topless. The way she explained it to me, if sheworked in alocal
restaurant, she could earn two thousand baht a month, maybe two and a haf thousand. If she could get
ajob in adepartment store, she might get three thousand baht a month, but for that shed need a school
leaving certificate, and she didn't have one of those because she'd had to stay at home and take care of
her younger brother when she was eeven. But if she danced in Spicy-a-go-go, she could earn four
thousand baht a month, plus commisson on drinks. Even without hustling drinks, that would give her an
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extra couple of thousand baht a month. Troy said she could live quite easly on six thousand baht a
month, and gtill have money to send back to her family.

It made economic sense to me, and | respected her decision to work in the bars but not to prostitute
hersdf. She told me that she didn't gpprove of what went on in the bars, but that she had no choice. She
was nineteen years old with alimited education, what other choice did she have? | felt so sorry for her.

Thefirst time | met Troy | tipped her five hundred and she couldn't believe it. She tried to refuse, but
| made her takeiit. | told her | wanted to help her. The next night | paid her bar fine and took her to
dinner. She didn't even know how to use the cutlery, kept watching me to see which spoon or fork |
used, and then copying. | took her to a German restaurant in Soi 4 and she let me order for her. | only
redlised later it was because she couldn't read the menu.

Thethird night | paid her bar fine and took her back to my house. We talked dl night and she dept in
my bed. We didn't make love, we didn't even undress, she just lay curled up next to me, her aams
around me asif she didn't want to let me go. When | woke up the next day shed cleaned the house
from top to bottom and had cooked me breakfast, a sort of noodle soup with chicken. She stayed with
me the whole day. She wouldn't let me pay her, ether, she kept saying that she was happy just being
with me. Eventually | managed to persuade her to take a thousand baht.

PETE

I'd arranged to see Joy in Zombie one Saturday evening. 1'd been in Pattaya updating our hotd liding
and collecting menus from new restaurants and 1'd called her to say that I'd be back in Bangkok over
the weekend and asked her to get the bus down.

| got to the bar just before ten o'clock and it was rocking. There were several dozen girls dancing on
the two stages, most of them naked, and it seemed that every farang in the place had a girl on hisarm.
Or thigh. There was awhiteboard on thewall doseto the girls changing room which listed the numbers
of the girls and which dancing shift they had been assigned to, and there was another column that listed
the girlswho had been barfined. There were more than thirty names. A typical Saturday, in another
couple of hours only the oldest and ugliest girls would be | €ft.

Joy came running up within seconds. "Pete, Mon die," she said.

| didn't understand. Die has severa meaningsin Tha. "What do you mean?'

"Mon dielau. She die, Pete" Dielau. Dead.
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| was stunned. Mon was living in Surin, in the family's house. 1'd seen her when | went to visit with
Bruno and Pam and she looked fine. And Joy was smiling broadly, asif shewastelling ajoke.

"Ubat het?' | said. Accident?

Joy shook her head. "No. Mon kill Mon."

"When?'

"Ladt night.”

She was ill amiling. It was a hgppy, open amile, or a least that's what it seemed. It was unredl, what
she was saying appeared to have no connection with the expression on her face. | kept expecting her to
dart laughing and for her to tell me that she was playing some sort of joke on me. "Mon kill Mon? Khar
tuata?' Suicide?

Joy nodded. "Y es. Mon khar tuata.”

"How, Joy?"

She mimed arope around her neck and mimed pulling it up.

"She hanged hersd?!

"y es

The smilewas typical Thailand. She was doing it to put me at my ease, to soften the impact the bad
news would have. | understood, but it was till disconcerting. Sunan came up and she was grinning, too.
| told her how sorry | was and she shrugged asif what happened wasn't important. 1'd dways liked
Mon. She dways seemed more honest and open than Joy and Sunan. | mean, | loved Joy, | redly did,
but I'm not surethat | trusted her. Not one hundred per cent. But | dways fdt that Mon was telling me
the truth. Maybe that was because | didn't know her aswell as Joy, so there was lessfor her to lie
about. That's part of the problem with Thailand, after awhile you begin to think that everyoneislying to
you.

| took Joy out for dinner and as we ate she told me what had happened. She said that Mon had
been arguing with her husband and that sheldd got upset and hanged hersdlf in Joy's bedroom. Joy had
found her hanging there and had cut her down and tried to give her the kiss of life. "I try very hard, Pete,
but she dead dready. | cry alot.”

It &ill hadn't sunk in. | remembered how Mon had smiled as sheld danced, asif it were the most
natural thing in the world to be showing off her body to dozens of strangers. She had a good body, too,
softer and rounder than Joy's, awoman's body rather than agirl's. She was dways so dive, so full of
fun, | couldn't believe thet shed taken her own life. And what about her daughter, Nongmai? Sheld
doted on the little girl. Surely no mother with ayoung child would kill hersdf.

"What about Nongmai?' | asked. | knew that Joy loved the little girl, too. She'd often brought her
along when she saw me during the day. We'd go shopping with her or go to et ice cream. | loved
watching Joy take care of Nongmai, | could see that shed make agreat mother herself.

"Father take her to hisvillage" she said. "He say he not want her stay with my family."

| could hardly eat, and what did pass my lips had no taste. | ordered another gin and tonic, my sixth
snce wed sat down in the restaurant.

"Joy, you told me that Mon's husband had gone. Y ou said they didnt live together.”

She nodded. "I know. He come back to talk with her."
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"And because of that she killed hersdf?'

"Yes. | think s0."

"Areyou sure it wasn't something e se?"

She shrugged. "I don't know."

| put my head in my hands. It didn't make sense. It didn't make any sort of sense at dl. Thiswasa
girl who'd worked in a go-go bar, danced naked in front of strangers, dept with men for money. Sheld
been married, had a child, separated. How could an argument, no matter what was said, make her kill
hersdf?

Joy put her hand on my arm. "I missMon," she said.

"l miss her too," | said. And | did.

Joy smiled.

After wed eaten, Joy came back to the hotel with me. She stayed for two days and then went back
to Surin. | had to fly down to Phuket and wouldn't be back in Bangkok for aweek. Joy warnted to go
with me but it wasn't on because head office was dways redly tight on expenses and thered be hell to
pay if they discovered that 1'd taken a girl with me. Especialy abargirl, abeit one who'd given up work.

After sheldd gone, | thought alot about Mon. | couldn't understand why she'd kill herself. There had
to be something more to it than just an argument with her ex-husband.

Extract from CROSS-CULTURAL COMPLICATIONS OF
PROSTITUTION IN THAILAND by PROFESSOR BRUNO
MAYER

Thefirst case of Acquired Immune Deficiency Syndromein Thailand was reported in 1984. As
wasthe casein the Western world, the disease wasiinitially prevalent only within homosexual
and drug-talking populations of the country, but by the late 1980s heter osexual sex became
the main method of transmission. Estimates of the total number of HIV-infectionsvary
between three hundred thousand and one million, but astesting has only been carried out on a
limited basis, no accur ate figures are available. There are also difficultiesin assessing the
number of deaths caused by Aids dueto thereuctance of the Thaisto admit the existence of
the disease. Cause of death is mor e often than not listed as pneumonia, cancer or
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opportunigtic infection rather than thevirus. Indeed, many sufferersrefuse to acknowledge
that they have Aids because of the stigma which is attached to the disease.

Realisng that the large number of prostitutes working in the country could facilitate
transmission to thelocal population, the Thai authoritiesingtituted a programme of education
during the early 1990sin an attempt to teach sex workersthat it wasin their best intereststo
use condoms. Free condoms wer e provided to sex workers and they wer e encouraged to use
them at all times, even with their regular boyfriends.

Many barsand massage parlours have ingtituted HIV testing of their girlsin addition to
their regular checksfor sexually transmitted diseases. Some barswill not allow girlsto work
unlessthey have a medically-certified clean bill of health, but generally the checksare
voluntary and paid for by the girlsthemselves. Asa general rulethe girlsare checked for
STDsonceamonth, and for Aids every three months. Thereisno central collection point for
statistics resulting from thesetests, but anecdotal evidence suggeststhat the incidence of
HIV infection has been rising rapidly. The bars and massage parloursarereuctant to talk
about the number of HIV postive prostitutes, but it is consdered to be between one per cent
and twelve per cent of the girls employed as sex workers.

If agirl isknown to have acquired the virus, sheisdismissed, but of coursethereisnothing
to stop the girl going to work in a bar which doesnot insist on itsgirlsbeing tested. Generally
speaking, those barswhich servicethe tourist and expatriate community are more likely to
ingst on Aidstesting than those which are frequented by locals. It isthought that thisis partly
responsblefor therapid spread of the virusthrough the Thai population asa whole. Statistics
suggest that up to ten per cent of Army recruitsare now HIV positive and two per cent of
women giving birth in Bangkok's hospitals have the virus.

Because of the stigma which is attached to the disease in Thailand, those girlswho develop
symptomsrarely seek medical help. Instead, they choose suicide. There hasbeen asharp rise
in the incidence of suicide among bargirlsover the past five years. Suicide iscommon among
the girlsin any case because of the psychologically damaging nature of their work and the
tendency for the girlsto be addicted to drugsor alcohal, but it isbelieved that Aids has now
become a leading cause of suicidesin Thailand.

JIMMY
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Aids? It's an attitude of mind. I've been here for years and I've never heard of abargirl getting it. Not
from sex, anyway. They test dl the girlsin the bars and any that are HIV postive are kicked out. It
doesn't happen very often, and when it doesit's because the girl was injecting drugs. All you have to do
is check for needle tracks and you're safe. The ideathat you can get it from sex is one of the big con
jobs of the age, it's a scare story spread by religious nuts and women who want to scare their men into
being faithful. Look, if Aids redly was a problem it would have gone through the bars like wildfire. And
it hasn't. End of story.

I've never heard of afarang getting it, either. I've been screwing without a condom here for more
than ten years and I've got nothing worse than a dose of clap. Okay, | got gonorrhea of the throat once,
but that was my own fault. But Aids, no. | took out alife insurance policy acouple of yearsago and |
had to have ablood test for that and | was clear. No problemo.

The guysin Fatso'stalk about Aids alot, and were dl in agreement. Poofters get it, and intravenous
drug users. And there's a good chance that a baby born to an HIV-postive mather will get it. But a
good old bonk is as safe as it's ever been. Am | sure? Hell, I'm positive.

PETE

Joy said she wanted to go home for afew days to see her father. He was becoming a monk, she said,
and she said he wanted to divide up his belongings. | didn't quite understand what she meant. 1t was
something like awill: he was giving hisland and the house to his children, dmost asif held died. "Pete, |
think he give houseto me" she said earnestly. "Everybody in my family very angry. | not oldest, but
Father lovemealot.”

| tried to get her to explain why her father was becoming a monk, but she just shrugged and said that
was what he wanted to do. It didn't make any sense to me. Monks didn't work, and Joy was aways
telling me how poor her family were. She was equaly a aloss to explain why he was giving away dl his
worldly goods. He was only abouit fifty-five years old.

Joy didn't seem interested in talking about it, al she wanted to do was to celebrate her good fortune.
We went to Zombie and she kept buying drinks for her friends. Well, she ordered the drinks and the
chit went into the beaker in front of me, so it was actualy me was who was paying.
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Joy seemed to take pride from the fact that she didn't have to work any more. Girls would come up
and pay their respects and every now and then she pat me on the arm and say "five minutes' and rush
off to gpeak to someone. She was working the room, making sure that everybody knew she was there
and that she wasn't working. Now she was a customer, spending money rather than earning it.

Whenever she came back sheld put her hand on my thigh and kiss me on the cheek, marking out her
territory, | guess. And whenever another girl sat too close to me or started flirting, sheld spesk sharply
to her in Khmer. | was flattered by the fact that she appeared to be jedous, and | tried to tell her that
there was no need, | only wanted to be with her.

We stayed until the bar closed and then we walked around to the Dynasty Hotel. We made love, but
her heart didn't seem to be in it, and later, when she lay in my arms, she began to cough. | got her a
drink of water but it didn't seem to help. "I sorry, Pete, | Sck,” she said.

Sherolled away from me and curled up into atight bal. | put my arms around her again and held her.
She kept coughing. | asked her if she wanted some tablets, | had some left over from the last time | had
flu, but she said no, she had her own medicinein Sunan's room. | told her that | didn't want her to go,
that | wanted her to stay the whole night and she said okay, sheld stay. The coughing continued, and
you want to know the weirdest thing? | think she was faking it. It didn't sound like a genuine cough, you
know? And al evening, when sheld been drinking and smoking and talking with her friends, there hadn't
been a sngle cough.

Asl lay next to her, | couldn't get the thought out of my head that she was pretending to be sick so
that she didn't have to stay with me. But that didn't make any sense. If she didn't want to be with me,
why come and see mein the first place? If there was somewhere el se she wanted to go, dl she had to
do was to say so and I'd go with her. It couldn't be that she wanted to deep in Sunan's room, because
she sad it was adum, and my room in the Dynasty cost athousand baht a night.

| turned and looked at her. Her thick black hair tumbled over the pillow and she'd pulled the sheets
up around her neck. Her body shook as she coughed again and | stroked her shoulder through the
sheet.

"l sorry," she sad.

"That's okay." | cuddled up to her and tried to deep. It was impossible. Every two minutes or so
sheld cough. Then she tarted tossing and turning. | tried to ignore it, but her coughs just got louder and
louder. Eventualy she sat up.

"Pete, | want go Sunan'sroom,” shesad. "l think | sick.”

| offered to take her home, but she shook her head. "No, | want you to deep.” She dipped off the
bed and wrapped atowe around hersdf. "I phone you tomorrow, okay?"

| watched as she pulled her knickers on under the towel. She turned her back on me and put her bra
on over the top of the towd. It dways made me the amile the way she became suddenly shy when she
got dressed. Being naked never seemed to worry her when we were in bed or making love, but
afterwards, of after sheld showered, sheinssted on covering up as much as possible. Once sheéd
fastened the bra she pulled the towe down, turning so that her back was to me. She put on her jeans
and shirt before facing me again.

| got out of bed. "I'll go back withyou,” | said.
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Joy shook her head. "No. You deep. | want go alone.”

| didn't know what to say. Did she mean that she wanted to go aone because there was something
there she didn't want me to see. Someone? Or was she being considerate? | couldn't tell, | redly
couldn't tell, and that's what worried me. If she loved me, why didn't | trust her? And if she didn't love
me, why couldn't | tdl if shewaslying or not?

She walked over and put her arms around me, then rested her head against my shoulder. | stroked
the back of her head. "Why can't | come with you, Joy?" | asked.

She coughed. " Sunan's room very smdl, Pete. Have many people deep there. Sunan. Apple. Bird.
My cousins. Friends of Sunan.”

"Who's Bird?"

"Brother."

"Same mother, same father?”

Joy nodded. Thais have a tendency to be vague about family relationships. Any close mde rdative
was a brother, and even a second cousin could be referred to as a sster. Bird wasn't aname that shed
mentioned before.

"Sunan's room very smdl and sok-ka-prok,” she said. Sok-ka-prok. Dirty.

"But | want to see where you say," | said.

She shook her head determinedly. "When | have nice room, you can come stay with me,” she said.
"You can stay with me dl the time." She hugged me, tightly. "1 go now, okay?"

"Okay," | said. It was pointless arguing with her. She kissed me on the cheek and | opened he door
for her.

"| see you tomorrow, okay?"

"Okay."

She coughed again and waved as she waited for the lift to arrive.

The next day | got a phone cdl from Aligtair that knocked me for six. The guy who was doing the
editing of the London edition had left the company. Apparently held been offered abig jump in salary by
some American operation and he was only giving Alistair amonth's notice. The fact that he had more
than double that in holidays owing meant that he left immediately, and that had given the company a
magor headache. The edition had to be with the printers within the next eight weeks and the guy hadn't
exactly been working overtime, and Aligtar wanted meto fill the hole. | argued with him for dmost half
an hour but there was no shifting him. He wanted me to go, and the company wanted meto go. The
only one who didn't want to go was me and nobody seemed to be taking any account of how | felt.

Mind you, after I'd hung up the phone and thought about it, it did make sense. | ill had my flat in
London, and | knew the city probably better than anyone e se in the company. It would have been
difficult to throw someone dsein a the degp end, so | guess Aligtair was doing the right thing. 1'd done
the first London edition about five years previoudy, so most of the work would involve updating my
own copy. | doubted that it'd teke afull two months, though | didn't tell Aligair that.

I'd arranged to see Joy in Zombie at nine and when | got there she was drinking Heineken with
Sunan, Apple and Wan. | told Joy | needed to talk to her and we went to a German restaurant down
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the road from Nana Plaza. She sat and listened as | explained that | had to go back to England to work
on the guide book.

She reached out and held my hands. "Y ou not come back?"

"Of course I'll be back,” | said. "Two months, that's al. Maybe not aslong as that.”

"l want come with you," she said.

"Impossible,” | said. | would have loved to have taken her with me, but it would have taken months
to arrange. Tha girls generdly have a bad reputation with immigration authorities. It's partly because so
many go abroad to work as hookers, but aso a high percentage of marriages between farangs and
Thas end badly. The embassies don't make it easy for Tha girlsto get visas. They haveto havea
sponsor, they have to show that they are gainfully employed and have money in the bank, and that they
have family. Basicdly, they have to prove that they'll be coming back to Thailand. It would take three or
four months, and Alitair wanted mein London by the end of the week. Eveniif | gpplied for avisatha
day, 1'd be back in Bangkok before her application was even consdered, never mind approved.
According to Big Ron there were people who could arrange it, for a"feg" of twenty thousand baht or
thereabouts, but even that would take several weeks.

"I'll telephone you every day,” | promised. “And I'll write to you."

"And | writeto you every day," she said. She hed my handstightly. "Pete, | not want you go."

"And | don't want to go, but | haveto. It'swork.”

Her lower lip trembled. "I think you forget me."

"Never," | sad. "I'll never forget you, Joy."

"When you go?'

"Two days."

Tearswelled up in her eyes. "'l think you not love me any more.”

| moved around the table so that | could Sit next to her and hold her hands. | told her that she was
the only one that | loved and that there was nothing for her to worry abouit.

"What you want me do, Pete?

| said that | wanted her to go back to Surin and stay with her father until | returned to Bangkok.

"Okay, | do for you," shesaid. "I get bustomorrow."

| kissed her on the cheek. "Don't worry," | said.

"Wheat | do for money?' she asked.

| told her I'd give her ten thousand baht before | went and 1'd send her another ten thousand baht in
amonth,

"l have good ideg," she said. "Y ou can give me two months money now. Then maybe | can do
busnessin Surin.”

"Business?'

"Maybe buy something. Then sl.”

"Like what?'

She shrugged. " Shampoo. Clothes. | can buy Bangkok and sell Surin. Make profit.”
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| thought about it for awhile, then shook my head. "I know you, Joy. If | give you two months
money today, you'll spend it al tomorrow. Then you'll have no money. Better | send it to you when | get
to London."

For amoment | thought she was going to be angry a me, but then her face broke into agrin. She
began to laugh.

"What?' | asked.

She gripped my arm with both hands and rocked backwards and forwards as she laughed. " Pete,
you know metoo well," she said. "Y ou know what | do."

"Yeah, | know. When you have, you spend. If you have ten baht, you spend ten baht. If you have a
thousand baht, you spend that."

She laughed even louder and people at other tables turned around to look at her. She put her hands
over her mouth and tried to gtifle her giggles.

"What time do you want to go tomorrow?" | asked.

"Have many buses to Surin. Ten o'clock. Midnight.”

"Which one do you want to get?'

"Midnight VIP bus, | think."

"Okay. Well come here tomorrow and have dinner, and I'll give you ten thousand baht."
"Thank you, Pete," she said, and brushed my neck with her lips. "Thank you for everything you give

We went back to my room at the Dynasty Hotel and this time there was no coughing fit after wed
made love. She'd stayed the whole night, her arms wrapped around me as if she was scared thet 1'd be
the one to disappear.

ALISTAIR

| wasn't being completely honest with Pete when | told him that he was the only one who could sort out

the problems we were having with the London edition. There were plenty of guys we could have sent in,
but I recommended Pete because | thought it would do him good to get out of Thalland for awhile. I'm

not saying he was going the same way as Lawrence, but | just had the feeling that the place was sarting
to get to him. He was meeting dl his deadlines, just about, but hiswork didn't have the sameflair. His
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prose was flat, it was asif he was going through the motions and when | spoke to him about it he got dl
defensive. | figured afew months back in England would do him the world of good.

He kept talking about his girlfriend, Joy. Joy did this, Joy did that, and he didn't seem to be ashamed
of the fact that she was adancer in ago-go bar. | can't imagine anyone in Hong Kong admitting that
their girlfriend was a dancer. They'd be too embarrassed. Pete kept saying that she didn't go with
customers anymore, but even so. | mean, she was a hooker, effectively, and he was talking about her as
if she were the girl he was going to marry.

Anyway, | recommended to head office that we send Pete to plug the hole in London. Didnt tell
them why, of course, just said he was a hard worker and pointed that as he ill had hisold flat in
London wed save money on hotel bills. All wed haveto do is pay him a per diem alowance, wed save
money and Peted make afew quid to boot. Everyone's happy, and hopefully by the time he gets back
to Bangkok hell be over Joy and back to hisold sdf. Well see.

PETE

Joy left my room just before mid-day. | packed my suitcase and arranged for the hotel to put the rest of
my things in storage. Joy phoned me about an hour after she left. "I want tell you | love you,” she said.
"Not forget me, Pete. Please not forget me.”

| told her not to be silly and that 1'd see her in the German restaurant that evening.

"Not forget my money," she said.

"l won't forget you, and | won't forget your money," | promised.

"l love you too much,” she said.

| went around to Fatso's Bar for lunch. Big Ron does a greet roast chicken dinner, stuffing, roast
potatoes, thick, lumpy gravy, just like Mum used to make. He was an accountant, Big Ron, number two
in one of the biggest foreign banks in South Africa, but somewhere along the line he learned to cook and
he's forever popping into the kitchen. Quality control, he callsit, but | reckon most of the qudity control
takes place in the bar. He edts at least five full medls aday. Fish and chips. Gammon stesk, fried egg
and chips. Liver, bacon and onions. Now he's so big, taxi drivers won't take him because they think hell
damage their sugpension. Charng, they call him down Nana Plaza. Elephant. Actualy, what they say is
‘Ay Charng’, which means *fucking eephant’.

| told him that Joy was going back to Surin while | was in London and he bellowed with laughter.
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"Check the fucking postmarks" he said.

"What do you mean?"

"Standard con,” he said. "Page one of the hooker's handbook.” He pushed away the remnants of his
gpple pie and ice cream and belched. One of the girls whipped the plate away. "Y ou find afarang
gullible enough to pay you to stop work. You tdl him you're going to stay with your family, help them
plant rice, pick pinegpples, get boy scouts out of the buffalo's hooves, whatever. Farang goes home,
satisfied that his girl is doing the decent thing. Hooker fucks off to Pattaya or Phuket, anywhere where
she's not going to bump into gullible farang should he arrive back unexpectedly.”

"No," | said. "Not Joy. Joy's different."

"Bullshit.”

"I'm only giving her ten thousand baht amonth,” | said. " She could earn five times thet in Zombie."

"Y ou're forgetting one thing, Pete. Thais are basicdly fucking lazy." He waves hisarm at the five girls
standing behind his bar, al wearing red jackets and black skirts. "Bone idle, given haf a chance. Why
do you think | it on this stool for sixteen hours aday? It's not for the fucking atmosphere, that much |
can tel you. It's because if | wasn't here, they'd not get any work done. The placed grind to afucking
halt faster than you could say sesta.”

Thegirlsdl smiled a Big Ron, though | knew that they al understood English. Noo pulled aface a
me and mouthed a Thai obscenity. She was hiding behind one of the other girls so that Big Ron couldn't
see her. | tried not to grin, because Big Ron didn't take any answering back from his staff.

"So what did you mean by check the postmarks?*

He belched again and put his hands on his massive somach like a pregnant woman checking that al
was as it should be within. "To keep the gullible farang happy, you write to him, right? But the girls arent
supid, s0 if they have jJumped ship to Phuket or wherever, they send thelr letters back to the village and
get someone there to forward them to gullible farang. Farang checks the postmark and is satisfied that
his girl is doing the decent thing. He writes back to her at the village, and her mate sends the letter down
to Phuket."

My roast chicken dinner arrived and | started egting. "'l phone her, too,” | said.

"She's got a phone up country?”

"Communa phone. A phone box at the roadside. | call up and whoever answers goes and fetches
her. Her house is about ten minutes away.”

"Cdl forwarding,” said Big Ron. "New technology."

| told him to fuck off. Joy wasn't lying to me, she wanted to stay with her father, and she didn't want
to work in Nana Plaza.

"Whatever you say, Pete," he said.

Jmmy came down the gairs, rubbing his nose. His eyes were bloodshot and running asif he were
getting over a cold. He groaned as he saw the three glasses of Tequilaand orange lined up in front of his
goal. "Which of you bastards did that?' he yelled.

Alan was sniggering into hislager.

"Dont you Big Glass me, you lanky streak of piss,” sad Jmmy. He picked up one of hisdrinks and
drained it in one gulp. "I'm on amission tonight. I'm going to bar fine the geezer a Zombie."

93



Stephen Leather Private Dancer

The geezer was a striking katoey who had started working in Zombie two weeks earlier. Matt and
Rick had both bar fined her and swore blind that she was the best they'd ever had.

When I'd finished eating | paid my bill and walked down the road to a Bangkok Bank cash machine
where | withdrew ten thousand baht for Joy. One month’s sdlary. | went into a newsagents nearby to
buy an envelope to put the money in, and while | wasthere | saw arack of samped airmail envelopes. |
bought seven, figuring that if | gave them to Joy sheld be sure to write to me once aweek.

| went back to the hotel and wrote my London address of each of them. Joy knew my address but |
wasn't sure how good her handwriting would be.

JIMMY

As s00n as Pete had |eft Fatso's, Big Ron gtarted taking the piss out of him. He's merciless, is Big Ron.
No one's safe. Mind you, he had a point with Pete. Pete's been in Bangkok long enough to know how
these girlswork. They don't sart working in the bars because they want to meet the man of their
dreams, they do it because they want to earn money. That's dl farangs are to them, a source of income.
It's like Big Ron says, we're like money machines to them, ATMs. Joy's pressing Pete's buttons and he
keeps paying out. He's asking to get ripped off. Theré's only one way to find out if abargirl likesyou, |
mean redly likes you, and that's to stop giving them any money. Y oulll find out soon enough what their
redl fedings are. They're gone like the fucking wind. But there's no mystery with Joy. She's even sold
the gold he gives her. That there should show him what she thinks about him. He reckons he's giving her
jewdlery, she seesit as money.

| stopped trying to have arelationship with the girls long ago. It dways endsin tears. Now | just pay
‘'em and screw 'em, smple as that. They're happy, 1'm happy, no one gets hurt, and that's how it should
be. It doesn't mean you can't have fun with them, you can. I'm not like Big Ron, there's an anger when
he doesit. | think he doesn't even like the girls he screws. Receptacles for jism, he calls them, and he
usualy does'em two a atime. Nothing wrong with it, but it's the way he badmouths them that | don't
like. 1 mean, | came in thismorning and he was fuming. | asked him what was wrong.

"Got aright fucking pervert last night," he scowled. "Wouldn't even let me come over her face."

See, therés an anger in him, you can see it in his face when he talks about them. | reckon a bargirl
shafted him badly some time in the past, and now he hates them al. That happens alot with guys who
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try to get close to the girls they bar fine. They try to treat them like regular girlfriends, and they get dl
resentful and bitter when they get burned. Better to not even try to get involved, that'swhat | say.

See, that's one of the reasons | prefer katoeys. | know the guys take the piss out of me, but you
know where you are with a katoey: it's a straight forward financid transaction, no emotiona
involvement, none of that stupid flirting, "I love you no shit”, dl that sort of crgp. They know they're guys
with their dicks cut off, | know they're guys with their dicks cut off, dl | want isto come and boy, do
they know how to do that. They're experts. It'slike | dways say, no one knows what a guy wants more
than another guy. That's not to say I'm gay, because I'm not, | reckon homaosexuas are sad fucks who
need therapy or medication to put them back on the right track.

Katoeys don't look like guys, they look like goddesses. There's this bar in Patpong, King's Castle |
think it's cdled, where haf the dancers are katoeys. It's a great bar, one of the busiest on the strip.

Now, the thing about King's Cadtle, is that dl the katoeys are absolute stunners and they dance at the
front. The girls, thered girls, are as ugly as dogs, and they dance at the back. Mogt of the punters don't
even know that they're katoeys, they just think that the pretty girls are a the front and the dogs are at
the back. Most of the guys who bar fine the katoeys don't even know they're going with men. They go
back home to Germany or Denmark or wherever they're from thinking they had anight of great sex with
apretty Orientd girl. Little do they know they were with aman and that they came insde a cylinder of
flesh carved from a dick and sneskily lubricated with a pot of KY Jdly. Unlessyou redly know what
to look for, you'd never know. They've got tits, greeat legs, superb arses, and they make love the way
women do in blue movies. Lots of enthusaam, lots of noise. Y our average Tha hooker does it with her
head turned to the side or with her eyes closed, but katoeys do it like they loveit. Okay, | know it'san
act, but at least they take the trouble to fake it.

But afterwards, there's none of the lies that the bargirls tell. None of that crap about sick fathers or
young sisters who need money for school or dead water buffaloes. Y ou pay them and they leave.
Strictly business. And that's the way it should be. They give you sex, you pay for it, end of story.
Katoeys never phone you up to swest talk you, or curl up next to you and tell you that they love you,
only you. Katoeys don't bother with the lies, the games, the crap. Y ou're better off with them. Trust me.

PETE

| got to the restaurant just before seven o'clock but she didn't turn up until haf past. She rushed into the
restaurant as if she were scared that | wouldn't be there. She gave me abig hug and kissed me on the
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cheek. "l sorry, theerak," she said. Theerak. Darling. | hated the word. It was what the bargirls called
their customers and whenever Joy said it I'd flinch.

"What happened?"' | asked.

"Have traffic too much,” she said, sitting down opposite me and putting her red lesther wallet on the
tablecloth between us asif daring me to open it and check that my photograph was there.

| looked at my watch. "What time's your bus?" | asked.

"Midnight. | tdl you before.

"Do you want to eat?"

She shrugged. "Up to you."

| ordered afew Tha dishes. | wasn't particularly hungry. | wasn't looking forward to going back to
England and leaving Joy done. | had a sudden urge to take her back with me, even though | knew it
was impossible. She didn't have a passport, never mind avisa

"What you think, Pete?' she asked.

| told her.

"] want come with you, too," she said. "'l not want stay aone."

"Youwon't beaone" | said. "Your father'sthere. Y our brothers.”

"l not like say my house," she said. "Mon diein my room. | scared phee too much." Phee. Ghost.

"You are going to stay in Surin, aren't you?"

"You want?'

"Y ou know that'swhat | want."

"Okay. | can do for you."

| took the envelopes out of my pocket and did them across the table. She inspected them one by
one, then grinned.

"You think | not write to you?'

| smiled back. "No, | know you'l write. | just wanted to make it easier for you." | gave her another
envelope, this one with her nameonit. "Your sdary,” | sad.

She put the envelope under her wallet without opening it.

The food arrived. Neither of us ate much. | couldnt taste anything. | wanted to tell Joy so much, that
| was going to miss her, that | hoped she'd be good while | was away, but | knew that there was nothing
| could say that would make me fed any better about going. And no matter what she said to me, | was
aways going to have my doubts. Big Ron's words kept echoing in my mind. Standard con. Was Joy
different? As | watched her eat, pecking delicately at her food asif shetoo didn't have any appetite, |
wanted to bdlieve that she wasn't the same as the thousands of other bargirls who worked the red light
areas. Time and time again I'd heard the boys in Fatso's talk about the stupid farangs who'd been ripped
off, farangs who should have known better. Had | joined the legion of sad fucks, too? God, | hoped
not. But the fact that Joy had given up work for me surely meant something. And when | asked her to
go back to Surin and wait for me, sheéld readily agreed. Everything | asked her to do, she did. So what
was | worried about? I'm just not sure, but there was a nagging doubt at the back of my mind, afeding
that something was wrong.
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She looked up from her food and smiled sweetly. "A-ra?' What?

"Do you love me?

"What you think?'

"l don't know."

"Why you not know?"

| shrugged. | wasn't sure what to say. VVoicing my doubts might upset her, and | didn't want to do
that only hours before | had to say goodbye to her for two months.

"Pete, | have you only one. If | not haveyou, | die.”

| smiled and reached over to stroke her hand, the one she was holding her fork with. "Y ou don't
have aTha boyfriend?

Her smilefroze. I'd offended her. | stroked her hand again but she pulled it away. "Why you ask?'

| Sghed. "Because many of my friends say that the girls who work in the bars dways have Tha
boyfriends or husbands."

"l not same girls who work bar," she said.

"l know," | said.

She looked me straight in the eye as if daring me to argue. "If | not love you, | work Zombie, Pete. |
not go Surin. | have nothing in Surin, but | go for you. | wait you come back Thailand.”

"1 know," | repeated. | wished I'd never tarted this conversation.

"l want you believe me, Pete.”

"l do." And | did.

When weld finished egting | paid the bill and we went outside. She flagged down ataxi and kissed
me softly on the cheek. "I love you," she said. She turned and opened the door. She opened her mouth
to say goodbye, but on impulse | put my hand on the door handle.

"I'm coming withyou,” | said.

She frowned, but before she could argue | put my hand on her hip and guided her on to the back
seat and dipped in besides her.

"We go Dynasty?' she sad.

| shook my head. "I'll go to the bus station with you," | said.

"Better | go done.”

"Why?

"Bus gation very busy," she sad.

Thetaxi driver asked her where she wanted to go and she told him brusquely in Thai to wait.

"l go with you to Dynagty,” she sad.

"No, | want to say goodbye to you at the bus station.”

Her lips went al tight and for amoment there was an icy hardnessto her eyes. A horrible coldness
gripped my insdes.

"Where are you Staying?' | asked her.

"With Sunan,” she said.

"Okay, let's go to Sunan's house and get your things."

"Things?'
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"Your bag. Your clothes."

"Not have."

That didn't make any sense at dl. Joy was Saying in Surin most of the time, but she had beenin
Bangkok for severd daysand I'd seen her in severd different outfits. There was no way shed come
down with no clothes. If nothing €lse she had her make up and her hair shampoo.

| looked her, the tight feeling in my stomach getting worse by the second. She waslying, | was sure
of that, but why? What was there to lie about? Why didn't she want me to see Sunan's room?

"What's wrong, Joy?" | asked her.

"l not want you go Sunan's room."

"Why?

"l dhy. Ben sa-lam.” Itsadum.

| took both her handsin mine. | told her that | didn't care where Sunan lived, | didn't care how bad it
was, shewas dl | cared about. | just wanted to spend as much time with her as possible before | went
back to England. She listened to what | was saying, but it was clear from the look on her face that she
dill didn't want me to go back with her.

| began to get annoyed. | was giving her ten thousand baht, 1'd paid for her to stop work, | was
supporting her, the least she could do was to show me where sheld been staying. 1'd told her why, |
made it clear wed only be there for afew minutes while we collected her things, surely | wasn't asking
too much? Unless. Unless she was hiding something. | sat back in the taxi and folded my arms across
my chest. | looked at her. Shelooked at me. | waited. Eventudly she spoke to the driver in Thai. |
heard the words " Suphan Kwa", Buffalo Bridge, the area where Sunan lived.

Joy didn't say aword during the drive to Suphan Kwai. She looked out of the sde window, her face
turned away from me. | kept trying to talk to her but dl | got were head shakes and shrugs. She was
sulking, big-time. That annoyed me because | hadn't done anything wrong. If she was hiding something
from me, then she was in the wrong. She was supposed to be my girlfriend. She was supposed to bein
love with me, and love was supposed to be based on honesty. I'd let her come around to my hotel room
on many, many occasions. Shedd stayed over, the girls on reception didn't even ask to see her identity
card any more, they knew she was with me.

| stopped trying to get her to talk. | tried to think where I'd gone wrong. The taxi stopped on aroad
lined with hawkers gdls and the air wasfilled with the cloying sméll of fried food. | paid the taxi driver.
Joy was dready waking avay down an dley, her clumpy black shoes clattering on the concrete. |
hurried after her. She refused to look a me as we walked, despite my attempts to get her to talk.

"Areyou angry & me?"' | asked.

She shook her head, but gill she wouldn't look me in the eye.

A couple of hundred yards down the alley was a traditiona wooden Tha house surrounded by a
brick wal. Joy went through a doorway. An old Thai man with atowd wrapped around hiswaist was
ladling water over himself with asmall plastic bucket. He grinned a Joy, showing a mouthful of
blackened teeth. Joy ignored him. We went around the corner of the house. A fat woman with her hair
tied up in abun was scraping food around awok. She unscrewed the top of a bottle of something with
her teeth and poured the contents into her wok. She said something to Joy and Joy grunted.
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"Who are they?' | asked Joy.

"They live here too,” she said. We went into the house and up an open wooden staircase. There
were two doors at the top, one to the left and one to the right, which Joy knocked. There were severa
pairs of shoes and sandds outside. | waited halfway up the stairs. Joy put her face close to the door and
sad something, in alanguage | didn't recognise. Someone replied. Sunan, | think. Joy turned her face
away from me as she spoke. | looked at the sandas and counted nine pairs. They were dl scuffed and
dirty. Some large, some smdl. The large ones must have belonged to men. Were there men ingde? Was
that why Joy didn't want me to see her room? Did she have a boyfriend? But if she did, why did she let
me come back with her? Why not just refuse to tell the taxi driver where to go?

Joy said something to Sunan again, then turned to look at me. "Room dirty,” she said. " Sunan want to
clean."

"That'sokay,” | sad. "l don't mind."

"Shevery shy."

"So I'll wait." | sat down on the dairs. Joy glared a me. Redlly glared. | smiled up & her.

"Better we wait outsde," she said.

| smiled again. "'l can wait here.” Joy kept looking & me. Her eyes were hard, redlly hard. | kept
smiling because | knew that was how to ded with Thais. So long as | kept smiling she wouldn't express
her anger. That was the theory anyway. But behind the smile my mind wasracing. | couldnt for the life
of me understand why she was behaving like this. I'd paid for her to stop work. Thirty minutes earlier I'd
given her ten thousand baht. All 1 wanted to do was to take her to the bus station, to say goodbye to
her, to show that | cared. What had started as an expression of my fedingsfor her had degenerated into
aclash of wills, mine againgt her hers. | was forcing her to do something she didn't want to do, the height
of rudenessin Thai terms. So | smiled and waited and fdt like shit.

Ten minutes later | was till tting on the gairs and Joy was standing by the door.

"Joy, | want to go into theroom,” | said.

She shouted something to Sunan. Sunan answered. | couldn't make out what either of them had said.
"She not ready.”

| sood up. "Now," | said. "If you won't let meinto the room, I'm going to go home."

"Upto you."

"If I go home, you won't see me again.”

She looked at me, her lips pressed tightly together.

| fought to control my anger. | wanted to take back the money I'd given her. | wanted to take the
Mickey Mouse watch off her wrist. | wanted to take the gold chain from around her neck, another
present. | wanted to tell her that | knew that she was lying to me and that if she was lying then she
couldnt possibly love me.

"Joy, tell me everything's okay. Tell me | can go into the room now. Please.”

"Why you not believe me, Pete? Why you dwaysthink I lie to you?'

"Can | look at Sunan's room?"

She didn't say anything. | turned on my hed and waked away. | hoped that she'd run after me, or
shout my name, but she said nothing. | walked down the stairs and out of the house. The old couple
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were gtting at arickety folding table eating their evening med and they grinned as | walked by them. |
walked across the yard and through the gap in the brick wall and down the darkened dley. | felt Sick to
my stomeach. | didn't want it to end like this. | didn't want to walk away from her angry, not when | was
due to go back to London for months. | stopped in my tracks and turned around. Joy was standing at
the wal, watching me impassvely. | waked dowly back. "Why, Joy?' | asked her quietly. "Why do let
me get so angry?'

"l don't know," she whispered.

"Why didn't you come after me?"

"What you want me say, Pete? | not know what to say."

"l want you to tel me that you love me. That you don't have anyone dse, that you only want me."

"You know | love you."

| shook my head in exasperation. ™Y ou say you do, but you don't act asif you do. All | wanted to do
was to go into your room, to see where you stayed. That'sdl. | don't understand why you wouldn't let
me into the room."

"The room no good. Dirty. Sunan say she want to clean.

She smiled and fluttered her eyelashes. | didn't want to laugh, but I couldn't help mysdlf, she looked
so damned cute. As my face broke into a smile she put her head on one side and fluttered her long
lashes even fadter.

"Okay, okay," | said. "Stop it."

She stepped forward and grabbed me around the waist. "Not fight with me, Pete. | love you, | not
want fight with you."

| rested my cheek againgt the top of her head and breathed in the smell of her hair. | wanted to make
love to her there and then, to take her, to possess her. It dways surprised me how quickly anger could
turn to desire, how one moment | could want to scream at her, then just as quickly | wanted to be insde
her, kissng her and tdling her that if | could I'd die for her.

"Pete, if you want, you can see my room," she whispered. She dipped her hand in mine and together
we waked back to the house. She took me back up the stairs and knocked on the door. Sunan opened
it, abig smile on her face.

"Sawasdee ka," she said, opening the door wide.

The room was about twelve feet square, with adoor that | supposed led to a bathroom. Therewas a
large fridge in one corner and a Formica table in another, and under a single window were a pile of
deeping mats. The floor was bare wood and whatever cleaning Sunan had been doing didn't involve
sweeping because there were empty soft drink cans and cigarette packets scattered around. There were
two suitcases by the deeping mats. Joy and Sunan stood in the centre of the room and watched my
reection.

| smiled but | fdt sick indde. | could sense their unease, they were till unhgppy at having to let mein.
| looked around, wondering what was making them so nervous. | knew for sure that Joy was lying: it
waan't that they were shy about the state of the room, they were hiding something else. There didn't
seem to be any persond items that belonged to Joy. I'd given her two bags, a black leather backpack
and ared Mickey Mouse shoulder bag, and they weren't there. She had severa photographs of me,
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some taken in Zombie, others taken when I'd visited her house in Surin, and sheld told me that sheld put
them in frames. They weren't in the room, ether. In fact, it didn't look like a room where girls stayed.
There was alarge poster of a Ferrari on onewall, and a poster of agirl on a motorcycle on another.
They didn't seem like the sort of pictures that Sunan would want to look at. There were marks on the
wall by the fridge where something had been stuck up and taken down. There were a dozen marks, and
from the spacing | figured there had been photographs there. My stomach was churning. | just knew
that Sunan had taken the photographs down because she didn't want me to see them.

"Okay, Pete?' asked Joy.

No, | wasn't okay. | was far from okay. | could think of only one reason why they'd made such a
fuss. Joy and Sunan werent staying in the room done. Thered been a man there. Maybe two men.
Boyfriends or husbands. If they'd been family members, brothers or cousins, thered have been no
reason to have hidden them fromme. "Yeah," | sad. "I'm okay."

"We go now?"'

"Go where?'

"Bus gation. | go Surin. | go now."

| nodded at the suitcase. "Aren't you going to take your clothes?”

"Not mine. They belong Sunan.”

"What about your bag? Y our make-up? Underwear?"

"Not have. When | stay room Sunan, | wear her clothes. Use her make-up."

It was weird. She was going back to Surin without so much as atoothbrush. | knew she travelled
light - we'd spent four days travelling around Isarn and sheld only had a carrier bag with a couple of
shirts and awash+-kit - but it didn't make sense that she had no clothes or stuff to take back. | told her
that | wanted to use the bathroom. | didn', | just wanted to make sure that there wasn't anyone hiding
there. There wasn't, and there were only two toothbrushes on a shelf on the wall.

On theway out | looked down at the shoes and sanddls outside the door. | tried to remember how
many pairs thered been before. | wracked my brains but couldn't recall. But | had afeding that there
was apar of men'sflip flops missing. Was that what had happened? Had there been a man in the room,
and had Joy wanted me to go away so that he could get out? And if there had been a man there, who
was he? None of this made any sense to me. She was staying in Surin, she was doing everything | asked
of her, surely she couldn't have someone esein Bangkok?

We went back to the main road in sllence. | didn't know what to say to her. If there had been aman
in the room, then she was lying to me. If there hadn't been a man there, then | was being foolish. Either
way the evening had been totally spoiled. Joy was going to back to Surin knowing that | didn't trust her.

She flagged down ataxi and told the driver that we wanted to go to the bus station. "What about
Sunan?' | asked.

"Sunan stay Bangkok with Bird."

Bird drove Sunan's Toyota pick-up truck and Sunan gave him afew thousand baht a month. 1'd seen
him afew times and didn't know what to make of him. He rarely smiled and never spoke to me, usudly
he didn't even acknowledge my presence. Joy had said that he was jedous of farangs because they had
money and he didn't. | felt suddenly sorry for Joy. She was going to be stuck on abus dl aone for eight
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or nine hours, then sheéd be staying in Surin without Sunan or her friends until | came back. | was
tregting her like a piece of furniture, putting her into storage until 1 needed her again. | wished that |
could take her to London with me.

She was looking out of the window and she didn't turn around when | did my hand on to her thigh.
"I'm sorry, Joy," | said.

"] sorry too," she said.

"Why? Why are you sorry?'

"Because you hot happy.” Shefindly turned to look at me, then leaned over and kissed me, on the
cheek, closeto my lips. | put my arm around her and stroked her hair. She smelled fresh and clean and
new. "1 wish you could come to London with me" | said.

"l wart go with you," she sad. "'l want go everywhere with you."

The bus gtation was packed, and | appeared to be the only farang there. There were scores of buses
and queues everywhere. Hardly any sgnswerein English and | couldn't see any departure times.
People kept looking at Joy and me with undisguised curiosty. | wondered whether they automatically
assumed that she was abargirl.

Joy didn't seem to be aware that we were being stared at and talked about. She went over to aline
of booths and talked to an old woman behind a glass screen above which were severd lines of Tha
writing and the letters VIP. Joy handed over a couple of banknotes and came back with aticket.

"l go VIP bus" shesad. "VIP bus hasaircon." A Tha teenager came up and spoke to Joy. "He take
usto bus" she said. We followed the youngster to a bus which was dready three-quartersfull.

| asked Joy if she wanted a soft drink or some food to take on her journey and she said no, shed
probably deep al the way to Surin. | wanted to hug her and kiss her but Thais don't show their fedings
inpublic and I didn't want everyone on the bus to see her in the arms of afarang. "Joy, you know | love
you," | said.

She nodded serioudly. "I know, Pete."

"Youll be okay in Surin?'

"Not okay. | missyou too much, but | do for you."

| felt ashamed that 1'd doubted her. If she didn't love me, thered be no point in her going to Surin.
She could earn much more than the pdtry ten thousand baht | was giving her. And sheld obvioudy be
much happier in Bangkok with her friends than stuck in avillagein Isarn. | took out my wallet and gave
her five thousand baht. "Buy something for your family,” | said. | didn't like giving her money, certainly
not in view of the gawping passengers, but | couldn't think of any other way of showing her how much |
cared. Shetook it and dipped it into the back pocket of her jeans.

We both jumped as the bus driver sounded his horn. She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and
then scampered up into the bus. She got a seat at the back and the last thing | saw as the bus pulled out
was her waving and blowing kisses at me through the window.
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JOY

| was so annoyed at the way Pete behaved. | told him | didn't want him to go to Sunan's room, but he
kept on ingsting. What was | supposed to do? He practically pushed me into the taxi. | wanted to cry
but | kept looking out of the window so he wouldn't see my tears. | thought about taking him to another
room, maybe Apple's or Cat's, but I'd dready said Sunan was there so if he hadn't seen Sunan heldd
have known | hadn't taken him to the right room. | don't understand why he didn't just do as | asked.
We could have said goodbye at the restaurant and everything would have been just fine. You seg, |
waan't sure if Park would be in Sunan's room or not. Hed said that he was going to go and see his
friendsin Nana Plaza but when [ left him to go and see Pete he was il adeep.

Wed arranged to get the late bus so | knew he'd be back before midnight, and there's no telephone
intheroom so | couldn't call firgt. | felt so trapped, it was like Pete was pushing me into a corner,
trgpping me.

When we got to the house | rushed upstairs and spoke to Sunan. Y eah, Park wasthere. | called him
al sort of names through the door: if he hadn't been so lazy then Sunan could have just tidied histhings
away and then we could have let Pete in. Sunan was telling me to get Pete away from the door so that
Park could get out, but Pete wouldn't move. He was so rude, he just sat there and waited. Then it all
got redly stupid, because Sunan told Park he'd have to go out of the bathroom window. He climbed up
on an upturned bucket and Sunan pushed, but the window wasn't quite big enough and he could only
get half-way through. Sunan started giggling and even Park saw the funny sde, but | was in the hallway
with Pete and | didn't think it was amusing at dl. If Pete caught Park in the room, held stop sending me
money, and then where would we be?

After five minutes of pushing and pulling, Park redised that he wasn't going to be able to get through
the window, so Sunan told me to take Pete outside. | said that he wouldn't go but Sunan said we didn't
have achoice. The main window in the room was welded shut and the door was the only way in and
out.

Pete grew more and more impatient, and dl | could say was that Sunan was tidying up. | could see
that he didn't believe me, but what could | do? | could hardly drag him away, could 1?7 Eventudly he got
redlly annoyed and told me that he didn't trust me. He stormed off. | went after him, but he wasredly
angry. Why are farangs so quick to lose their temper? It's as if they don't have any control over their
emotions.

| didn't know what to say to him to calm him down. | stood in the dley and waited to see what hed
do. I know he loves me, and whenever he's been angry before he's always come back, so | just waited.
Sure enough, after afew minutes he walked back to the house and asked meif | till loved him. What
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did he expect meto say? "No Pete, | hate you." Is that what he expected me to say? And then what
would happen? Hed get al upset and | wouldn't get any more money. It's such a stupid question. A
Tha man would never ask hiswife if she loved him. And a Thai woman would never ask her husband,
either. It's one of the most pointless questions a person can ask. If someone stays with you, then of
course they love you. If they don't love you, they'd just leave. It's obvious, isn't it? Well, it's obvious to
me, but it doesn't seem to be obvious to farangs.

Anyway, he came back and that was dl that mattered. | figured that by then Park would have gotten
out of theroom so | told Pete it would be dl right to go back. Sure enough, hed gone, though | could
see Pete looking at the shoes outside the door and | wondered if held noticed that Park's sandals had
gone. Sometimes Park can be redlly stupid. He should have left his sandad's where they were, but |
suppose he didn't think. Held taken his things with him but held taken my bags too so | had to tell Pete
that I'd been wearing Sunan's clothes while I'd been in Bangkok. Pete kept looking around the room
like he was a detective looking for clues. | mean, what more did he want? I'd let him into the room, I'd
done as heldd asked, and he till wasn't happy. | was just glad that Sunan had taken al the photographs
down. Park wasin most of them.

He took me to the bus station. Before we went | told Sunan to tell Park to go to Surin the following
day. It meant I'd have to suffer the bus ride on my own but | couldn't take the risk of Pete seeing him a
the bus gtation. He might have recognised him from Nana Plaza

| made sure | waved to Pete as the bus left because | know that farangs like long goodbyes. They're
not the same as Thais, Thais just say goodbye and that's it, we don't make abig thing of it, but farangs
want lots of kisses and waves and promises that they won't be forgotten. | gave Park hell the next day
when he got to Surin, told him he was stupid to have hung around Sunan's room. | wasn't redly angry, in
fact we both saw the funny side of it, him hanging hafway out of the window and Pete Stting outsde the
front door with aface like thunder. We started laughing and we ended up telling everybody in the village
what had happened. Yeah, | guessit was funny.

I'd talked to Park about going back to Surin when Pete first suggested | give up working at Zombie.
He wasn't very enthusiagtic, but | thought it was aredly good idea because it would get Park away from
the temptations of Nana Plaza. He worked as a DJ in Spicy-a-go-go three or four nights aweek and
the rest of the time he hung around the Plaza with hisfriends, and | know he was dways chatting up
other girls. | used to give him hell but hed dap me and tdl me that what he did was his own business. |
used to cry and tell him how much | loved him, and once | cut my wrigts to show him how unhappy |
was, but he didn't seem to care how | felt.

Anyway, when Pete offered me ten thousand baht a month to stop work, | told Park it was too good
an opportunity to pass up. Park started moaning about not wanting to leave his friends in Bangkok, but |
sad that we could kegp coming back to vist. A busticket was only a couple of hundred baht and so
long as | wasin Surin when Pete phoned we could do what we wanted the rest of the time. He said that
ten thousand baht wasn't enough for him to give up work and that redly annoyed me because the most
he ever earned was three thousand baht a month. | paid the rent, | gave him money for drink and
cigarettesand | bloody well paid for his motorcycle. | didn't say that to his face, of course, because held
only have dapped me, | just smiled swestly like | did with farangs in the bar and say that once wed
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moved to Surin I'd tell Pete that | needed more money. Pete had a good heart, if | asked for more I'd
Oet it. Besides, it wouldn't be for ever. A few months, then Pete would be back in Thailand and I'd tell
him that | wanted to be near him in Bangkok.

PETE

| barely dept the night that Joy went to Surin. | couldn't get the image of the shoes from my mind. The
shoes lined up outside the door to Sunan's room. Men's shoes. And the way Joy had behaved didn't
make sense, not if she was being truthful, not if she redlly loved me. Her actions only made senseif she
was lying to me. | warted to believe that she loved me, | wanted to believe it more than anything in the
world, but | could gtill picture the hard look in her eyes as she refused point blank to let meinto the
room. Why? Why?Why? | could think of only one explanation - there was somebody in there she
didn't want me to see. Husband? Boyfriend? Images of Joy with a Tha man haunted me dl night.

| got up just after dawn. Three cleaners were Sitting in the corridor outside my door, chattering away.
| opened the door and asked if they minded being quiet and they al smiled a me. They were passng
around a bag of dried fish and one of the women held it up to me. | shook my head and closed the
door. They started talking and laughing again as | went through to the bathroom and showered. |
couldn't get Joy out of my mind. | kept picturing the way shed cover hersdf with atowe after shed
showered, taking great care to concedl her body from me, despite the fact that there wasn't a part of her
that | hadn't seen, hadn't caressed, hadn't kissed. Was there someone else who knew her body aswell
as | did? Someone € se who shared her bed? Someone with her, in Surin?

It was crazy to torture mysdlf like this, | knew, but knowing and stopping were two completely
different things, and | knew thet my imagination would torture me al the more once | got back to
England. There was only one way of putting my mind at rest. I'd have to get someone to go and check
on her. | couldn't do it, there were hardly any farangsin Isarn, and my Tha wasn't anywhere near good
enough for me to start asking questions.

There were two firms of private detectives advertisng in the Bangkok Y elow Pages. | phoned the
first one but couldn't get any sense out of the woman who answered the phone. She couldn't understand
my Tha and didn't appear to be able to spesk English. | kept flicking through my dictionary to find the
words for investigate and detective but eventudly she lost patience with me and put the phone down.
Typica Thalland. The advertisement for the second firm listed persond identity checks as one of the
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many services it offered, which included trandations, visas and marriage papers. The woman who
answered spoke redly good English and once I'd explained what | wanted, she told me that Kuhn
Phirgphan would definitdy be able to help me.

His office was in atower block off Suriwong Road, a one's throw from Patpong. It seemed to be
quite alarge operation, there was a big reception areafilled with chrome and leather furniture and an
efficient receptionist who gave me aglass of iced water as soon as| sat down. | thought Phirgphan
might start playing power games with me and have me wait for an hour so before seeing me, so | was
pleasantly surprised when after ten minutes the receptionist said that he was ready and took me down a
long corridor.

Phirgphan was in his late forties wearing a three piece pingtriped suit and thick horn-rimmed glasses.
His handshake was firm and dry and he waved me to a seat opposite his shiny black desk. | explained
how I'd met Joy, and the financid arrangement 1'd made with her. He steepled his fingers under his chin
as | taked and he watched me over the top of his glasses with unblinking brown eyes. Initidly | wasa
little embarrassed a baring my soul, but he didn't smile or say anything, he didn't even take notes, he
just lislened impassivey. | told him about my suspicions, the fact that she wouldn't let me see her room,
the fact that sometimes she wouldn't say the night, the fedings | had that she wasn't being completely
honest with me.

Phirgphan waited until I'd finished, then he took a dim gold pen and made some notes on a yellow
legdl pad. He started asking questions. About Joy. Her family. Her job at Zombie. Her friends. | wanted
to ask how much it would cogt, but | didn't get the chance. The questioning went on for amost fifteen
minutes. "Do you have a photograph?' he asked.

| handed over haf a dozen colour printsthat I'd taken when I'd visited Joy's house with Bruno.
There were photographs of Joy, Mon and Sunan, and of the house. | dso gave Phirgphan a piece of
paper on which I'd written Joy's address in Thai, and the number of the phone in Surin.

"Do you think you'll be able to help?" | asked.

"Absolutely,” he said, examining the photographs one by one. "I have worked on many such cases.”

"For farangs?'

"Ohyes. If she has a husband or boyfriend, | will be ableto find out for you. Guaranteed.”

"How much would it cost?' | asked.

Helooked a me and | amost laughed out loud because he had the same glint in his eye that Joy had
had when I'd asked her how much money she'd need to stop work. | was being weighed up by the
detective, the price he was going to quote had more to do with what he thought | could afford rather
than what the job was worth. That was par for the course in Thailand, and I'd dressed accordingly. |
figured | waslesslikely to get ripped off if | wore a sweetshirt and jeans and my old Reeboks.

"Y ou must understand, such an operation will not be easy,” he said. He picked up the piece of paper
I'd given him. "I know this village, it is close to the border with Cambodia and is a dangerous place.
Strangers will dways be noticed. | must be very cunning.”

| nodded.

"l will have to drive up with two associates. It may take us severd days.”

| nodded again.
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" think such an operation would cost fifty thousand baht."

Ouch. That was about twice what | thought it was going to cost. | asked if there was any chance of a
discount, and he shrugged. | offered twenty five thousand baht and we settled on thirty thousand. 1'd
brought twenty thousand baht with me so | took it out and gave it to him, with the promise that I'd send
the rest when | got his report. He stood up and shook my hand and then ushered me to the door.

The next day | caught a British Airwaysflight to London.

JIMMY

| gave Rick and Mait a piece of my mind, | can tell you. | waslivid. Bloody livid. They'd both told me
that the geezer was the best screw they'd ever had. Fucked like abunny on E, they said. A guaranteed
three hole fuck who kept coming back for more. Jesus, if you can't trust your mates, who can you trust,
hey? | went into Zombie and bar fined the geezer, bought her afew drinks to loosen her up, then took
her back to the flat. She showered, | showered, everything's hunky dory. | climb into bed with her, and
we get down to business. Greset kisser, lots of tongue, lots of enthusiasm. She goes down on me and
gives me ablow job to beet al blow jobs. So far so good. She licks my arse, sucks my bals, runs her
nails down my legs, drives me crazy. Like | said, no one knows what a guy wants better than another
guy. So | pull her up and flick her over on to her back. Sherolls over, says she prefersit from behind,
but | want to kiss her while I'm screwing her so | keep her on her back. | put my hand between her legs
and fuck me, what do | find but adick. A fucking dick.

| stopped dead. She hadn't had the fucking operation. | was gobsmacked. The katoeys who till
have their dicks usualy work in the upgtairs bars in Nana Plaza, they dont work downdtairs until they've
hed ther tackle surgically removed. It waan't big, it was more of avestigid thing, smdler than my little
finger, and as soft as overcooked spaghetti. | guessit was the tablets she took to grow breasts, they
make the balls and dick shrink, too. Anyway, the geezer redlises that's something's wrong. She smiles at
me and caresses the back of my neck. ™Y ou not know?' she says. "I thought you know."

"No," | said. "I didn't know."

| rubbed it with my hand but there was no life in it. It was like a dead thing. The geezer pulls me
down and gtarts kissng me again. She dides a hand down my chest and grabs my dick and within
seconds I'm hard again. She was sexy, dl right, even though she till had a meat and two veg. | sart
panting and before | know what's happening she rolls on to her front and gets up on her knees. She
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pushes hersalf back against me and the next think | know isI'm up her arse, pumping away like theré's
no tomorrow. She's looking over her shoulder, urging me on, and | come like afucking seam train. It
was agreat shag, dl right, the first of many that night. But | gave Rick and Matt hdl when | saw themin
Fatso's. | mean, they're mates and they should have told me. The thing was, they both swore blind that
they didn't know that the geezer had a dick. It just shows you how cunning katoeys can be. Masters of
illuson. Which, | guess, iswhat it'sdl about. None of thisis genuine, redly, not when you get down to
it. You're paying for an illuson. That's what Pete doesn't redlise, of course. He thinksit'sfor real.

PHIRAPHAN

I've had afew farangsin my office over the years, and they aways have the same story. They meet a
girl in abar, they fdl in love and want to marry her, but they want to check that the girl is being faithful. |
think they're crazy. What do they expect? Bargirls are progtitutes, why do they think a progtitute is going
to be faithful? They don't become progtitutes because they want to settle down and raise afamily, they
become progtitutes because they want money. And most of the time they give their money to their
boyfriends or husbands, or they're on drugs. Most of my clientsare Thais, and | do afair amount of
marital work, and in my experience, if one partner suspects his spouse is being unfaithful, the chances
arethat he or sheis. There hasto be something to spark off asuspicion, so if a Stuation doesn't fedl
right, it probably isn't. But when it comesto farangs and bargirls, | can guarantee that the girl's lying.
She's ether got a boyfriend or a husband, or maybe akid up country that she's not telling the farang
about.

Most of the farangs | do work for have only been in Thailand for aweek or so. They come here on
holiday, meet agirl, pay her to sop working, then go back to wherever they came from and keep in
touch by letter and phone. | think the distance makes the attraction dl the more intensg, it's asif they've
fdlenin love with afantasy figure. How can they expect agirl from adifferent culture, who doesrit even
speek their language properly, to fal in love with them after afew days? How gullible can they be?

Pete was a bit different because at least hed been in Thailand for awhile and could spesk some
Thai. That just made it al the more surprising thet he should fal for a bargirl's charms. He showed me
her photograph and frankly | couldn't see what the attraction was. She was atypical Isarn girl with dark
skinand asmall flat nose, not my type a al. He gave me a photograph of her house near Surin and the
address, then asked me how much it would cost to check her out. | explained that it wasn't going to be
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easy, her village was close to the border with Cambodia and strangers would stick out amile, and | told
him what 1'd need as afee. He left me a deposit, gave me his address and phone number in London,

and that wasit. Actudly, I'd have done the job for considerably less. | had a personal reason for visiting

Surin. | have an old girlfriend who lives there and it had been awhile snce I'd seen her. Pete's case gave
me a perfect excuse for visting her.

PETE

It was strange being back in London after such along timein Thailand. | hadn't seen my flat for more
than sx months and it didn't fedl like home. Neither did London. | missed the noise of Bangkok, and the
heet and the amdlls, the smiles of the people and the buzz of the place. There was a stack of mail in my
mail box but nothing important. A friend had been sending any mail on to me every month or so, and
he'd kept an eye on the place for me.

| got stuck into work straight away. The company had asmal sdes office in Covent Garden and
Aligair had arranged for the guy who had been compiling the London guide to leave what held done
with our sles guy. | took a cab out and picked it up. Most was on disc and | loaded it into my own
desktop word processor. It was amess and | spent the first week whipping it into some sort of
coherent shape. It soon became clear that it was going to take me longer than Alistair had anticipated,
three months maybe.

| pinned up severd photographs of Joy on the wall around my desk, pictures I'd taken around her
house in Surin. | wondered what she was doing and if she was missng me as much as| was missing her.
I'd arranged to phone her on the morning of the second day | got back in London. Thailand was six
hours ahead of England, so | said I'd call a ten o'clock in the morning which would be four o'clock in
the afternoon for her. It was always best to pre-arrange cals because the telephone was acal box a
mile or so from her house. If she wasn't there it would be pot luck as to who answered. If it was
someone who knew Joy and who was prepared to listen to my stilted Thai, then | could ask them to go
and get her and I'd call back an hour or so later. But if it was a child who answered or an adult who
couldn't understand my Thai, then they'd just hang up. If | wasin Bangkok, | could get a member of the
hotdl gtaff to cdl, but five thousand miles away in London, | was on my own S0 it was better to tell Joy
in advance when | was going to call. | just hoped that she'd be there.
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| sat two darm clockson the day | said I'd call because | was working late into the night. The
quicker 1 finished the book, the sooner 1'd be able to get back to Bangkok and see Joy again. | paced
around the flat, waiting for ten o'clock. | kept stopping to look at the photographs of her, smiling cutdly
at the camera.

| started didling as soon as the second hand hit twelve and practically held my breath as it began to
ring out. It seemed to take for ever but | guess it was only ten seconds or so before she answered.
"Sawasdee ka. Hello?' It was her.

| dmost couldn't believeit. | suddenly fdlt guilty for ever doubting her. Sheéld done everything I'd
asked of her. I'd asked her to stop work. She'd agreed. 1'd asked her to go and stay with her father
while | went back to England. Sheld agreed. I'd asked her to be at the phone a a particular time. Sheld
agreed.

We chatted about my book, about what London was like, and what she was doing. She said that her
father was buying barrdls of fuel and she was sdling it a the roadside by the litre. "I very dark now," she
sad. "Maybe you not like me any more."

| told her not to be Sy, that 1'd love her whatever the colour of her skin. That's one of the crazy
things about Thais, they prefer their skin to be as light as possible, whereas often they |ooked better
when their skin was dark. There was a huge amount of prejudice, with the whiter skinned people of
Bangkok clearly looking down their noses at their poorer, darker, cousins from the east of the country.
Each time Joy returned from a stay in Surin she was aways darker, but | thought she looked grest.

She asked me when | was coming back to Thailand and | said probably two months. To be honest |
was pretty sure I'd be working on the London book for three months but | didn't want her to be too
disheartened. Twelve weeks was along time and if she thought | wasn't coming back she might well
decide to go back to Bangkok and stay with her friends.

Joy said she missed me and started blowing kisses down the phone. | felt suddenly guilty for
doubting her. Of course she loved me, if she didn't love me sheld have just stayed in Bangkok.

| promised to call her in another two days at the sametime. "I love you,” was the last thing she said
to me. When | put down the phone | was ated, amost light-headed. She loved me. | was one hundred
per cent sure she loved me.

BRUCE
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Did Joy love Pete? | don't know. | guess the pat answer would be, in her way. It's not asif they lived
together, isit? Hell, he was paying her to stay in Surin, hundreds of miles away. She was ayoung girl,
twenty-one. She needed stimulation, things to do, parties to go to. Sheld worked in a go-go bar, lots of
music, drugs, people coming and going. Whichever way you look &t it, that's got to be more exciting
than planting rice, hasn't it? Love isn't aresult of paying money, isit? And that's what he was doing,
redlly. Sure, he was taking her out for dinner, going to movies with her, degping with her. But he waan't
living with her, he wasn't sharing his life with her, and that's where love grows. If you ask me, he was
treeting her like amianoy, aminor wife. She was only getting asmal part of hislife, and for agirl her
age, that's not enough.

Now Troy, Troy'stotdly different. | know Troy loves me. | can see from the way Troy looks at me
that she loves me with dl her heart.

It was funny how quickly I got used to having her around. She never enjoyed working in Spicy-a-
go-go inthefirst place, and she kept coming up with reasons not to go in. | didn't mind. I'd been
spending too much time stting outside the bar anyway when she was there. The fact she wasin the
house made me keener to get home. Wed egt together, she's a great cook, smple food, spicy the way |
likeit, and then wed watch TV together. She liked to watch Thai game shows and chat shows and
sheld explain the jokes to me. Sometimes wed just St and talk. Her English isn't very good and my Thai
is s0-s0, but we managed to talk for hours. | was never bored with her. I'd tell her about my childhood,
about Newcastle, about what | planned to do with Saravoot's factory. She dept in my bed, not for the
seX, it redly wasn't for the sex, it wasjust that | wanted her close by. She'd deep wrapped around me
asif shewas frightened of loang me.

She brought afew clothes around, and stuff she needed for the kitchen, and | gave her one of the
bathroom shelves for her wash things. She did the shopping and sheld dways leave the receipt and any
change on the kitchen table asif she wanted to prove to me that it wasn't about money. | gave her
some, of course, because she wasn't working as much as she used to, and she had to send money back
to her family. She had ababy, atwo-year-old, that her mother and elder Sster looked after while she
was in Bangkok. Her husband was a right bastard, used to knock her around and ran off soon after the
baby was born. Now she didn't like Thai men, she said.

She cooked, too. Always Thai food, she couldn't get the hang of farang recipes. The fridge was full
of herbs and spices and plagtic bags of things | couldn't identify. She used to make up batches of sauces
and pastes, some of them so hot they could burn the roof off your mouth. Her nam prik was the best
I've ever tasted. | used to love watching her cook, she was dways so intense about it, asif her life
depended on getting it right.

One night, aswe lay in bed, | asked her what she wanted out of life. She was playing with my beard,
wrgpping the hair around her fingers and tugging it gently. "1 want good man to love me" she said. "l
want someone take care of me. | want someoneto love."

| asked her if she wanted to go to schoal, to learn English or computers, something that would help
her get a better job.

"l too stupid,” she said, which fair broke my heart because if there's one thing she's most definitely
not it's supid.
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| asked what job sheld like to do, if she could do anything. "'l want to be your maid,” she said softly.
"l want to take care of you every day."

That wasn't on because | dready had amaid, awoman in her sixties who Saravoot sendsin to keep
the place clean and look after my laundry. | offered to find her work at the handbag factory. | was
pretty sure | could get her ajob somewhere, either on the sewing machines or in qudity control.

She didn't say anything for awhile. "Y our factory very far away, Bruce. How | get there?"

| knew what she wanted. She was hoping that 1'd offer to let her travel in with me every day, and
that would mean shed be living with me dl thetime.

"Some of the people who work in the factory live there,” | told her. "They have rooms, and they get
their food." They were dormitories rather than rooms, but | figured that once she saw the living quarters
shed be happy. From what sheld told me, anything would be an improvement on her housein Nong
Kha.

"Y ou want me livein factory?' she sad.

"It'sup toyou,” | sad. "Why don't you come in and have alook for yoursdf.”

"Okay," she said, snuggling up againgt me. "If you want, | want too."

From COOKING ACROSS SOUTH-EAST ASIA Edited by
PETE RAYMOND

NAM PRIK (Prawn pasterelish)

3 cloves garlic, chopped

1 tablespoon dried shrimps, rinsed and chopped
1 tablespoon fish sauce

2 tablespoons limejuice

5-10 small green chillies

1 tablespoon palm sugar

3 dried red chillieswith seeds, chopped

112



Stephen Leather Private Dancer

Use a pestle and mortar to grind together the shrimps, garlic, and dried
chilliesto a paste. Stir in the fish sauce, limejuice and palm sugar. Mix well
and transfer paste to a small bowl. It can be stored for up to oneweek in a
covered jar in therefrigerator.

PETE

Joy was waiting by the phone in Surin the next time | called. And the next. On one occason it was
pouring with rain, | could hear the drops pounding off a corrugated iron roof in the distance. "Pete, |
very wet," she giggled. "Have rain too much.” She kept asking me when I'd be coming back to Thailand,
kept saying how much she missed me. | told her that I'd be back as soon as possible, but that | had to
do alot of work on the book. "I understand, Pete," she said solemnly. "I walit for you. | be good girl for
you." She told me she was spending most of the day at her roadside sal, sdlling fud to passing vehicles.

| told her I'd written to her and she said sheld written many lettersto me. "Maybe | write too much,”
she said. "Because | missyou, | want you know how | fed."

| felt bad at not trusting her, how could | ever have doubted her? Everything | ever asked her to do
she did, with asmile. With love. After I'd said goodbye | went straight back to work. | wanted to get
the book finished as quickly as possible so that | could get back to her.

I'd been in London just over aweek when the letters arrived. Five of them, from Thailand. Joy's
handwriting on the envelope. | ripped them open and read them one by one.

July 8.
Dear Pete-

I'm sorry for everything Joy make you not happy. But in my heart | love you too much. | have
you only one. But | not want have big problem with you. Pete, listen to me. | want you
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understand me. Pete, what | do? How | do? Pete, everything | do | want make you happy
heart. But every timeyou think | lieto you. Pete, sometime Joy no good. Sometime Joy be
good. Pete, | want you know me. Every timel loveyou. | loveyou alot. | missyou all the
time.

Joy.

July 9.

Hello my love-

Areyou happy in England? | hope you very happy heart in your house. What do you do now?
You havea littletimeto think about me? or you forget me? Pete, now | want see you. | want
talk with you. | want kissyou. Now | londly. | want you livein Bangkok with me all thetime. |
liketo seeyou and talk with you every day. Sometimes | have a big problem but | happy
because | can talk with you. | think about you and me every day. | love you and haveyou in
my heart only one. Missyou all thetime.

Joy.

July 10.

From Joy.

Dear Pete-

Pete, whereyou stay now? | want to see you now. Thistime you have time can you think about
me? For me | think about you too much. | want you come back to Bangkok now. | want you
come see me, talk with me. Pete, when you with me, | very happy heart with you. | like have
you stay with meall thetime. | happy when | seeyou, | talk with you. Pete, | hope you not

forget me and you love me. | cannot stop love you. | loveyou when | die. | love you too much.

Joy.
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July 11.
Hello my love-

Pete | want you give back my heart to me now because | think about you too much. Pete, |
cannot deep. | not want to do anything. Pete, when you come back Bangkok to see me? Pete,
thistime what you do? Pete, | hope your book be good, for your book | not like you have big
problem. | want your book everything be good. | happy heart to you too because | not want
you stay in England long time. | want seeyou and kissyou now. When you have my letter |
want you smileand missme. | hope you come to see me soon. L ove you and miss you too
much.

Joy.

July 14.
For my love-

Hello Pete. How are you? What do you do now? Pete, when your book not have big problem?
Now what you think? You tired heart or happy heart? | hope you very happy heart for your
book and happy in England. Pete, when you livein England you be happy because you not
have big problem every day. If you very happy heart when you livein England, | very happy
heart for you too. | not want you think too much, and not have big problem everyday. | want
seeyou, talk with you. | loveyou all the time. Only you. When you cometo seeme, | very
happy in my heart.

Joy.
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In one of the letters sheld included a purple and white flower petal. | held it and smelled it as | reread
the letters. | wondered how long it had taken her to write each one. Hours, maybe. Without a
dictionary, too. She must have laboured over each one. | could picture her sitting on the bed, frowning
as she gtruggled with English spdling and grammar. | wished | could hold her in my arms and press her
againg me and tell her how much | loved her. I'd only been away for just over aweek but it felt like an
eternity.

A week? | picked up the envelopes. Sheld used the onesthat 1'd given her in Bangkok, addressed to
me in my handwriting. I'd left Bangkok on July 8. I'd received the letters on the 17th. Mail normaly
took about aweek to get to England from Thailand. | flicked through the letters. Sheld obvioudy written
the first one on the day 1'd left. The last one had been written on the 14th, three days ago. Three days?
That didn't make sense. There was no way aletter could reach mein three days. | looked at the
postmarks on the five air mail envelopes. They dl bore the same date. July 8. | dropped the envelopes
on the coffee table and sat on the sofawith my head in my hands. Sheld posted dl five letters at the
sametime, on the day 1'd left Bangkok. But each |etter had been dated differently. Why? If sheld posted
them al on July 8, why hadn't she put them in the same envelope? And if shed written them dl on July
8, why the different dates on the letters?

| remembered what Big Ron had said about the standard con, about the girl having her mall
redirected so that she could carry on working without the farang knowing. Is that was Joy was doing?
No, that wasimpossible, I'd been cdling her every two days and she was dways there, waiting for my
cdl. It didn't make any sense. If sheld written the letters at the same time, which she obvioudly had, then
why hadn't she put them in the one envelope?

JOY

The letters? Y eah, that was my father's fault, | guess. | was actudly quite offended when Pete gave me
the stamped addressed envelopes. It was as if he was saying that my English wasn't good enough, that
he couldn't trust me to write his address on my own. | didn't say anything, of course. That would have
been rude. So | just smiled and took them. | don't know why farangs make such abig thing about
letters. They don't mean anything, not redly. Most of the girlsin Zombie send |etters to their farangs, but
they don't write them themsalves. And when the farangs write back, the girls don't read them. Most of
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the letters they get are in English or German anyway, and besides, who cares what they say? It's dways,
"are you being agood girl?, or "please don't work in the bar”" or "do you love me?* The only thing the
girls care about isif theré's any money in the letter. That's how afarang can show how much helovesa
girl - send her money. Anything dseisjust whigling in thewind, that'swhat | dways say.

Assoon as | got back home | wrote to Pete. | actudly wrote seven letters and put one in each
envelope. | figured I'd get one of my sistersto post them while | went over to see my friendsin Khorat.
| mean, | wasn't going to say anything different, was 1? It wasn't asif | was doing anything exciting, |
was just hdping my father on the farm, sdlling ail in my brother-in-law's garage, just run-of-the-mill Suff.
So | wrote seven letters, telling him how much | missed him, how much | loved him, dl that sort of
sweet-mouth stuff that farangs like. | 1€ft the letters on the kitchen table and went outside to wash. When
| came back the letters had gone. | didn't notice at first, and when | did notice | just assumed that
someone had put them away. It was only next morning when the family was having breskfadt thet |
asked where they were.

"] posted them,” said my father.

"You what?'

"| posted them. | took them to the post office yesterday afternoon.”

| wanted to cry. I'd spent dmost two hours writing them, and it'd al been awaste of time. My father
asked me what was wrong but | couldn't tell him. He wouldn't understand, he probably didn't even
redlise that they were dl going to the same address. If anything, | suppose it was Petes fault, redly. If
hed trusted me to get my own envelopes, | wouldn't have written them dl at the sametime.

At least | had aweek or so to work out how | was going to explain it to Pete. | was sure 1'd think of
something. If there's one thing I've learned during my time in Nana Plaza, it's that love makes farangs
blind.

PHIRAPHAN

| took my assstant, Maee, up to Surin with me to add to my cover. There was no way | could breeze
into Joy's village asking questions, her family would smell arat sraight away. | had fake Government
credentials showing that | worked for the Ministry of the Interior and | had a briefcase full of files. We
started about amile away from Joy's house, telling people that we were acting for anew agency which
was offering loans and grants to girls who'd worked in bars in the city but who'd returned to their village.
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The Government wanted to help girls who'd turned their back on prostitution, we said, and we'd ask if
they knew of anyone who could benefit from the scheme. We were given Joy's name a severd houses
on thefirst day, but we left it two days before cadling at her house. It was quite abig place, awooden
house on two floors, three bedrooms upstairs, abig screen TV and a stereo downgtairs. They were
obvioudy fairly well off. Next to the house was alarge garage with severd pick up trucks which werein
the process of being repaired. It was clear that Joy had aready been told that we were in the area. As
soon as we introduced hersdlf she asked usin and listened intently as | gave her the pitch.

"] used to work night-timein Bangkok," she said, before I'd even finished.

"Good, good,” | said. | took aform out of my briefcase and gave it to Mdee.

She asked Joy for her full Thai name, her date of birth, her ID card number, her educationa history.
Then she asked the big question. "Maritd status?'

"Married,” sad Joy.

Bingo. It was so easy. | wasn't surprised, 1'd used the Government grant scam more than a dozen
times. Maee doesn't bat an eyelid. "Husband's name?' she says.

Joy gives her the name, and his date of birth.

"Isyour husband here?' | ask. "Because we could make it ajoint gpplication.”

Joy calls over to four young men who were watching a boxing match on TV. "Park, come herel" she
ydls.

A guy in histwenties came over. Hewas wdl built asif he worked out, with a square face and
dightly bulging eyes. He wasn't exactly good-looking, but he had a friendly smile and | could see from
the way that Maee looked at him that women liked him. Joy introduced him and he sat down next to
her. Maee asked him for his 1D card number and his educationd qudifications, then she asked Joy
what shed do if she was given a Government grant.

"I'd sart up afactory in my village so that people here could work,” she said.

Maee wrote down what Joy sad, though | didn't believe it for one minute. Then she pushed the form
across the table and asked them both to sign it.

| took asmall camera out of my pocket. "And just to make it officid, | have to take your
photograph,” | said. "It minimises the possibility of fraud.”

Joy and Park nodded and moved closer together so that | could get them both in. | took the
photograph, put the camera and the form in my briefcase, and |eft with Maee. Before we got in the car
| took a photograph of the house and the garage next to it.

| dropped Maee at the bus station in Surin so that she could go back to Bangkok. | stayed on for a
couple of dayswith my girlfriend and had a greet time. | told her about Pete and Joy and she laughed
until she cried. “Why are farangs so stupid?’ she asked and | had no answer to that.

118



Stephen Leather Private Dancer

PETE

When | called Joy and asked her about the letters sheld sent, she started giggling. "'l want send letters
too much," shesaid. "l joking with you." | said | didn't get the joke, but she just laughed. "1 want you
know | miss you too much. | think funny if you get many letters together,” she said. | asked her why
sheld put different dates on the letters but she didn't have an explanation for that, she just kept saying it
was ajoke, that she wanted me to smile when | read them.

Joy asked meif 1'd be back in Thailand for her birthday, September 8, and | said I'd do my best.
Work was going well and if | kept working as hard as | had been, there was a good chance I'd get it
finished before the end of August. "I want see you on my birthday," she said. "Everyone here want see
you too much. My father, my brother, everybody. Maybe we have party, okay?'

| said, sure, wed have aparty if | could get back in time. | asked Joy how she spent her timein
Surin. She said she worked al day and in the evening she watched televison with her brother and
father. | asked her if she was bored. She said she was but that she was happy because | was happy.
Sheld do whatever | asked. | fdt redly guilty at not trusting her before. | wondered what Phiraphan was
doing, whether or not held started hisinvestigation. | was sure held be wasting his time. Joy was doing
exactly as I'd asked, sheld gone back to the family home to wait for me. I'd called her every couple of
days and sheld alway's been there, there was no question of her still working in Bangkok. She wasn't
trying to con me, | was certain. Sheloved me and she was proving it.

After | hung up | went out and bought a card for her, aview of agrinning London bobby in front of a
bus, and | wrote a message to say how much | missed her and how much | loved her. | put ten
thousand baht in the envelope and posted it Swiftpost so it would get to her quickly. | did miss her,
more than | could explain in words. There was a cold, hollow place in the pit of my stomach, a congtant
reminder that she wasn't around. | missed her smile, | missed her laugh, the smdl of her hair and the fed
of her body pressed up againg mine. | missed the way sheld reach for me in her deep, her hand
brushing againgt the sheet asit sought mine, her fingers dipping between mine. | missed watching her
shower, watching her dress, watching her put on her nail-varnish, thetip of her tongue between her teeth
as she frowned in concentration. | missed her so much that | ached and the only way | could express it
was to send her ten thousand baht.

Three days after the five letters arrived, | got two more. Before | opened them, | checked the
postmarks. They'd both been posted on the eighth, same as the others. | opened them. One was dated
July 12, the other July 13. What on earth was she playing at? | read them, but al | could think about
was that shed written al seven |etters on the same day. Why hadn't she put them in the same envelope?
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July 12

Tomy love-

From Joy, woman in theroom but not have heart in her. Pete, | not under sand why | missyou

alot. Pete, | want you know me, understand me. | am sorry because | give you big problem
every day. | not make you happy before you go England. Pete, | hope you can givetimefor
me. Today | no good but tomorrow | can be good for you. | want your book everything be
good. | like you come see me soon. Have time think about me. From me, woman not have
everything and not have heart. Pete, now | think you forget me.

Loveyou only one,

Joy.

July 13

Tomy love-

From me, Joy. Maybe you forget. | sorry | writeto you too much. You can tell meif you not
like. Pete, in England now very hot or very cool? How areyou, Pete? Pete, | want you give
your problem to me. | want seeyou. Loveyou in my heart, only you.

Joy.
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JOY

It was ared pain having Pete call me every two days. | wanted to go with Park back to hisvillage. His
parents needed help on the farm and they were pestering him to go. | redly wanted to go with him
because | knew that Daeng was there and | didn't want Park going anywhere near her, not after the time
I'd caught him in bed with her. Daeng had managed to get two farangs to give her money every month,
one guy in Switzerland and another from Germany. Park kept on teasing me about it, asking mewhy |
had only one and why Pete only gave me ten thousand baht a month because Daeng was getting twenty
thousand baht from each of her customers. Forty thousand baht a month. | told him not to be so greedy,
that her customers would probably only send her money for afew months and then shedd have to go
back to the bars. That was dways the way with farangs. They'd come to Thailand and fdl in love with a
girl and then they ask her to stop work. They go back to their own countries and start sending money,
but after awhile the love fades and the money stops. | told Park that Pete was different, helll beliving in
Thailand for along time o hell give me money for along time.

Anyway, | could see that the progpect of Daeng and forty thousand baht a month was esting away at
him so | did my best to keep him amused in Surin. | took him to karaoke bars and bought him bottles of
Black Labe and we went out to the cinema and treated his friends. Everything to give him face, to make
him look like the big man. It meant | was spending al the money that Pete was giving me, but at least he
sopped mentioning Daeng.

Sunan came up from Bangkok with Bird and she offered to drive Park and me to Udon Thani but |
said wed have to wait until 1'd spoken to Pete. | figured I'd tell him that my father wasill and that | was
going to stay with him in the hospitd.

Sunan brought dozens of pairs of Levi jeans with her, red ones, not the fakes they sdll in Patpong.
She and agroup of girlsin Zombie had been having a competition to see who could get the most pairs.
They'd tel al their cusomers who were going back to their own countries that they really wanted a pair
of jeans. Jeans are redlly expensivein Thailand, but not so expensive abroad. So Sunan would tell two
or three farangs every night, and give them her address. Maybe a hundred farangs every months, and
about one in ten would remember, especidly the ones shedd screwed. They'd been playing the game for
two months and so far Sunan had more than twenty pairs, dl different Szes. Sheld been telling some
farangs that she wanted a 26 inch waist, some 28 inches, some 30, and tell them different colours and
dyles. That way sheld get different sorts. We had greet fun trying them al on. She gave me a blue pair
and ablack pair and Park got two blue pairs.

We often have competitions like thet in Zombie. We did one with Barbie dolls just after | sarted
working in Nana Plaza. | got more than fifty, but Sunan had over a hundred, from dl over the world.
We took them to Chatuchak Market and sold them. She's so smart, Sunan. I've learned so much from
her. She has afarang in Norway who sends her forty thousand baht a month and he only comesto
Thailand three times ayear. I've met him, he's about fifty with grey hair and he's got areally good heart.
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He dways buys me presents when we go shopping together. His name is Toine or something like that
and he's married with two children. He says that he loves Sunan and that héd marry her if he could but
he has to take care of hisfamily. He writes a letter every week to Sunan and every month he sends her
money, American dollars. | wish that Pete was more like Toineg, it's ared nuisance having to get to the
phone every two days just to sweet-tak him. He kegps on asking if | love him or if I've forgotten about
him. Why do farangs dways talk about love? Thais hardly ever do. If you love someone you stay with
them and you take care of them, you prove that you love them every day. Park never asks meif | love
him. He doesn't have to. | buy his clothes, | pay for his motorcycle, | give him money to send back to
his parentsif they have problems, | show that | love himin lots of different ways. But farangs, farangs
adwayswant you to tell them, asif saying the words makesit true.

| never used to tell farangsthat | loved them, | thought it was stupid, but Sunan taught me that it's
better to say it. Y ou get more money. Especidly if you tell them while you're screwing them, just before
they come. You breathe redly heavily and gasp that you love them, they redly like that. And a the
arport, of course, when you're saying goodbye to them. If you say you love them and cry, they give you
money, it works every time. | usualy go with Sunan and Toine to the arport and the first time | saw her
cry | wasredly surprised, | didn't know what was happening. Toine gave her ten thousand baht and a
big hug, and afterwards Sunan explained that she was doing it because that's what farangs do when they
say goodbye. | asked her how she could cry so easily and she said she thought of something sad. That's
what | do now when | go to the airport with afarang, | think about my mother dying. It works. Eighty
per cent of farangs give you money when you cry.

PETE

| was gtting at my desk going through notes on up-market London hotels when Phirgphan's fax came
through. The first sheet was hisreport and | read it as it came off the machine. Married without
regigtration. | read the phrase a dozen times before the sheet spewed out of the machine. Married
without registration. That meant they'd gone through the marriage ceremony but hadn't registered it with
the authorities. But married was married, whether or not they'd done the paperwork. According to the
report, Joy and her husband had been living in the house in Surin for the past three months. Ever since
I'd started paying her amonthly “sdary”, in fact. Phirgphan said that the whole village knew that Joy
was married, and that Joy and Park had known each other for more than ayear. A year. That meant
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that sheld known him before she met me. It had dl been alie. Everything shed ever said to me, her
declarations of love, her ingstence that she had only me, that she didn't have a husband or boyfriend,
none of it had been true.

The second sheet was a questionnaire that sheld signed. There were two signatures on the form. |
guessed that the second one was Park's.

The third sheet consisted of two photographs. The quality wasn't that good but the top one was of
Joy and a Tha man, the other was a picture of Joy's house. It took a couple of seconds for the
sgnificance of the second pictureto sink in. Then | realised. Since I'd been there an extension had been
built on to the Sde, an extenson sheltering severa pick-up trucks and a motorcycle. And it was
probably my money that had paid for it.

| sat down and stared at the pictures. She had a husband. A husband. She'd gone back to Surin with
him. She was living with him. She was kegping him, with my money. She was making loveto him.
Sesping with him. Sheloved him.

| dropped the sheets of fax paper on to the sofa and paced up and down. Maybe there'd been a
mistake. Maybe Phiraphan had made it up, maybe hedd wanted to justify hisfee. Y ou could never
believe anything a Thai told you, nine times out of ten they'd tell you what you wanted to hear.

| picked up the sheets and read them again. Everyone in the village knew about Joy and her
husband. 1'd been to the village with Bruno and Pam. 1'd been introduced to Joy's family and friends at
the birthday party. If what Phiraphan said was true, every single one of them had known that | was
being deceived, that | was being played like a one-gtring fiddle. | stared at the questionnaire. It was
definitdy her Sgnature. 1t was definitely her in the photograph.

No, there was no mistake. No doubt. She was married and she'd been lying to me from the moment
| set eyeson her. | wanted to telephone her there and then, to accuse her, to scream at her, to ask her
why, why sheld lied to me, but | knew there was no point. Firgt, shed deny it. Sheld try to convince me
that thered been aterrible mistake, that | was the only man sheloved. And if that didn't work, shed just
cut off dl contact. I'd never hear from her again and sheld find another stupid farang to subsidise her
lifestyle. She was playing a game with me, the game of conning the farang. That'sdl | wasto her, a
farang to be played with. Big Ron had warned me, and God knows I'd heard dl the stories mysdlf, |
knew the dangers of falling for abargirl but 1'd dways believed that Joy was different, that Joy was
being draight with me, that she wasn't playing a game. I'd been wrong, right from the start.

| paced up and down the flat, faster and faster, wanting to do something, wanting to react, but feding
totally powerless because she was so far away. That's what the hurt the mogt, the fact that | couldn't
confront her with her infiddlity.

| kept looking at the photograph, hoping that there had been some ghastly mistake, but it was
definitely her, Stting next to her husband and amiling prettily at the camera. It was the same guildless
amile she had in the photographs that Bruno had taken of the two of usin Isarn. How could she do it?
How could she lie to me? How could she write the | etters sheld written?

I'd told her, before she'd agreed to stop work, I'd told her that if she had a Thai boyfriend or a
husband | didn't mind, I'd ill be her customer. I'd till see her, I'd il give her money. But if she
wanted me to take care of her she had to be honest with me. Sheld looked me Straight in the eye and
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lied. She had no one, she'd said. She only had me. Why had she lied? And what about Sunan? And her
father? And dl the people I'd met in her village? The girlsin Zombie? They mugt adl have known that Joy
had a husband and that | was only the farang medl ticket.

| looked at the photograph again. 1t was the kitchen of her house, Joy and her husband stting at the
kitchen table, the table where she'd given me a cup of teato drink. He was wearing a denim shirt that
looked several sizestoo big for him. | stopped pacing and stared at the photograph. | recognised the
shirt. It was one of mine. I'd given it to Joy two or three months ago. Sheld come back to my hotd ina
tiny tank top and I’ d wanted her to wear something less revealing when she left in the morning. I'd given
her a pae blue denim shirt and told her that she could keep it. It looked much better on her than it did
on me, but shed gone and given it to her husband. How could he weer it? Didn't he have any shame? |
was deegping with hiswife and he was wearing my shirt. Was the money that important to him? Or did
Joy mean <0 little?

None of it made any senseto me. If he really loved her, why didn't he take care of her? Why didn't
he get ajob and ask her to stop work? How could he live with himself, knowing that his wife was
degping with another man? How could he wear the fucking shirt? Didnt it remind him of what hiswife
was doing? And what about Joy? Didn't she think about me every time she looked at the shirt? Didn' it
remind her of the time we spent together? Didn't it remind her of me? Or wasiit just a shirt sheldd conned
out of the stupid farang? Maybe it was a trophy of sorts.

| looked at the photograph more closely. She wasn't wearing the Mickey Mouse watch 1'd given her.
She aways had it on in Bangkok, it matched the one | wore and she aways made a big thing of
showing them to her friends. Now she was back in Surin, she wasn't wearing the watch. What did that
mean? The shirt was okay but the watch wasn't?

It was asif | wasinvolved in some weird game but that | hadn't been told dl therules. | didn't even
know how | could win. If | stopped giving her money, Joy would just go and find some other farang to
support her and her husband. She had nothing to lose and everything to gain.

| wanted to win, | wanted to show her that | wasn't the same as dl the other farangs who were being
fleeced in the bars. | wanted to show her that | was different. | paced around my gpartment, wracking
my brains. If | was going to get my own back | was going to have to take my revenge Tha-gyle. | was
going to haveto think likeaTha.

NIGEL
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Pete telephoned me one evening and told me that Joy was married. Can't say | was all that surprised, |
mean most of them have husbands or boyfriends. Why wouldn't they? They don't work in go-go bars
because they want to meet the man of their dreams, do they? They work for money, it'sjust ajob like
any other s0 of course they don't cut off al their relationships. Did he redlly expect a hooker to be
faithful to him? Well, maybe he did, but that's his own fault. I'd told him enough times the way things
were, and so did the rest of the guysin Fatso's. | made sympathetic noises but | couldn't say too much
because there was a pretty little thing from G-Spot lying next to me and dthough her English wasn't too
hot alot of these girls understand more than they let on. Pete kept saying that he wanted to get hisown
back and | tried to talk him out of it. "It's abloody gameto them,” he said. "And | want to show them
that I'm a better player than they are. I'm not going to let them win," he said.

Heswrong. It isn't agame to these girls, that's the whole point. It'saway of life. It's how they earn
their living. | don't reckon he should have tried to punish her for doing what comes naturaly. She was a
hooker, hooking, and he had no more right to punish her for that than to take revenge on a spider for
catching flies. | didn't tdl him that, though. In fact, | bardly remember what | did say to him because half
way through the conversation the girl 1 was with started to get a bit jealous and began trying to get my
attention. She succeeded, too. | told Pete | had to go and that 1'd speak to him later.

PETE

| knew the one thing | couldn't do was to confront Joy with what she/d done. Sheld deny it, for sure.
And if | told her that | had a signed confession and a photograph, sheld do whatever she could to avoid
any further conflict. Sheld just put the phone down and not spesk to me. Thais hate being confronted by
their mistakes or lies, it's not in their culture to accuse people of fasehoods or to rub their nosesin their
erors. It'sal about face, and if | told Joy | knew that she'd lied to me, sheéd lose face. But in her mind,
I'd be the one in the wrong because I'd behaved badly by pointing out that shed lied.

It was game, and if | redly wanted to win the game, | was going to have to play by therules. No
conflict. No arguments or name-cdling. | had to punish her with agamile.

| kept calling her, and she was dways there. "'l love you, Pete. | want you come to Thailand see me."
Now that | knew thetruth, | could see that she was almost working to a script. Sheld tell me sheloved
me, but at some point shed dways manage to bring up that she was short of money. She never actudly

125



Stephen Leather Private Dancer

asked me to send her any, she never said the words, but | dways got the message. | tell you, if | hadn't
known the truth, if 1 hadn't received Phiraphan's report and photographs, 1'd have been convinced that |
was the centre of Joy'slife, that she loved me with dl her heart. But | did know the truth and for dl |
knew her husband was next to her a the phone box, stting astride the motorcycle | was paying for,
grinning at hislovely wife as she ripped off the farang in another country.

| couldn't concentrate on the London book. Every time | sat down at the word processor, | found
myself looking at the photographs of Joy that 1'd put up on the wall. Even when | took them down and
put them in adrawer, | couldn't get her out of my mind. Aligair sent me an e-mail asking how | was
getting on and | told him everything was fine. It wasn't, | was fdling behind schedule, but | was sure that
I'd be able to get back on track once I'd sorted out the Joy thing. | figured that once | got my revenge
I'd be able to get on with my life.

Joy had made me look foolish, and to win the game | reckoned that | had to do the sameto her. |
had to make her lose face in front of her family and friends. And her husband.

| baited the trap early on, about aweek after 1'd received Phiraphan's fax. | told her that work was
going well and that | hoped to be back in Thailand before her birthday. And | told her that my boss had
given me abig bonus and that | thought I'd be able to buy her a pick-up truck as a birthday present.
She asked meif | wassure and | said yes, 1'd bring the money with me. And | said that we should have
abig party on her birthday, like we'd done the year previoudy. Maybe we could go to the same place,
the Chicago Karaoke Bar in Suphan Kwai. Joy sounded so happy that | felt guilty, so after I'd hung up |
read through Phiragphan's report and looked at the photographs until the anger returned. She'd asked for
it, | told mysdlf, shed lured me into the game and she only had hersdlf to blameif she got hurt.

Two days later | phoned her again. Joy said she'd talked to her father and they'd decided that we
should either get a Toyota or an Isuzu pick-up. | didn't believe for one minute thet it was her father sheld
discussed it with. It'd have been her husband, for sure. | could picture the two of them dtting a the
kitchen table, going through brochures, deciding how to spend the gullible farang's money. | asked her
what her father thought we should buy. "He say Toyota best, but 1suzu not so expensive if something go
wrong."

| had a sudden urge to hug her and to tell her that | knew sheld been lying to me but that | didn't
care, | dill loved her. She was so damn cute. | was offering her a pick-up truck and she was worrying
about how much it'd cost to repair.

| said okay, weld get an Isuzu. | asked her what colour she wanted. "Up to you,” she said. "What
you like?"

"Red,” | sad.

"Okay, | want red, too."

| told her I'd call her again in two days and she blew kisses down the phone to me before she hung
up.

Two days later when | rang, she told me that everyone in her village was excited about the pick-up.
"Pete, my father say we should buy Isuzu SLX. It has air, has everything."

| said sure, the SLX would be gredt. | asked her if sheld told her father about the party because I'd
like him to go. And Sunan, and Bird, and dl her family. The previous year about thirty people had
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turned up at the karaoke bar, this year | wanted more. Joy said that she wasn't sure if everybody could
come because they couldn't dl afford the bus fare from Surin to Bangkok. | told her not to worry, that
I'd reimburse them al when | got there. | fdt like a poker player who was stting on four aces, gradudly
raising the stakes to keep the playersin, knowing full well that he was certain to keep the pot.

| kept up the charade for more than amonth, caling her every couple of days, sending her acard
every month, teling her how much | missed her and loved her. When she asked me about her ""monthly
sday" | sadthat as| was coming back I'd give it her when | saw her because | didnt like the idea of
sending it through the post. She said that was a good idea and that she/d borrow some money from
Sunan.

About aweek before her birthday | told her that I'd bought my ticket back to Thailand and thet I'd
be arriving early in the morning. She said sheld meet me a the airport, and that Sunan would be with
her. | asked her if dl her family would be going to the party and she said yes, and that they were all
excited. "They want see you, too much,” she said.

| asked her if sheld arrange a birthday cake, smilar to the one we'd had at the previous year's party.
I'd gone to the cake shop in the Peninsula Hotel and ordered a huge cake with figures of Mickey and
Minnie Mouse on it and "Happy Birthday Joy and Pete’ inicing letters. "Good idea,” she said. "'l get for
you."

| said that weld go and buy the Isuzu on the day of her birthday and that wed drive it back to Surin.
It was Joy who brought up the matter of adeposit. She said that if | wanted to buy ared Isuzu SLX
they'd have to order it in advance and they wouldn't do that without a deposit. It was brilliant, she was
rasing the stakes hersdlf. The perfect game. | said there was no way | could get the deposit to her in
time, but that 1'd be bringing the money with mein US dollars. "I have idea,”" she said.

Her ideawas to pawn the gold that 1'd given her and to use that money as the deposit. When | got
back to Bangkok | could give her the money to get the gold back. | said it was a grest idea.

After I'd hung up | started to fed guilty again. | found mysdlf wishing that theréd been some sort of
midtake, that she did love me, that she waan't being unfaithful. But | knew | was only trying to fool
myself because | had the evidence. The application form Phirgphan had sent me wasin Tha and I'd
worked through it with my dictionary, checking every answer shed given. There was no doubt, no
mistake, no misunderstanding. When shed been asked for her maritd status, shedd written "married”.
End of story. Whatever happened from now on, it was her own faullt.

NIGEL
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| got a phone cal from Pete at about saven o'clock in the morning. | was knackered, I'd only beenin
bed for about four hours and for most of that time I'd been occupied with a girl from the Rainbow Bar,
acute little thing I've known for years. She'sa gresat lay but I've got to use a condom with her because
sheinjects heroin. | dwaysingst that she doesn't bring any gear back to my room because the cops
would love another farang to put behind bars for fifty years or so. She says she never shares her needles
but you can't believe aword Thais say 0 | dways use acondom, and a British or American one at that.
Tha condoms are no bloody use, for a gtart they're too damn tight, Thai men being smdler than us
farangs for the most part, and too damn likely to burst under pressure. Must be the latex they use.

Anyway, Pete sarts jabbering on about the game, about how he was going to win. | told him held be
better off just forgetting about her and finding another girl. | mean, it's not hard in Thailand, there's
millions of them. There must be over two thousand hookers working out of Nana Plaza done, you're
gpailt for choice. But there was no talking to him. He asked me if | had a pen and then had me write
down the number of a mobile phone.

"It's Sunan's," he said. " She and Joy should be at the airport, | want you to call them and tell them
that my flight's been delayed and that | won't be getting into Bangkok until late tonight. Tell them that
they're to gtart the party without me.”

He had to repeat what held said because it didn't make any sense, and then he explained the whole
plan to me. | had to admit, it was bloody funny, the thought of two dozen of Joy's friends and relatives
coming down on the bus for a party, pawning their gold for a pick-up truck they weren't going to get,
and then turning up at the karaoke bar to wait for him.

Anyway, | did as he asked, | called Sunan and said that | wanted to speak to Joy. They were both
at the airport, just as Pete had said. | told Joy that Pete would be late. She sounded disappointed but |
told her that we'd meet her at the karaoke bar in the evening. She said she wanted to wait at the airport
but | said we weren't sure what time held be getting in. She asked meif | was going to the party and |
sad sure, | wouldn't missit for the world. That seemed to reassure her. Did | fed bad about deceiving
her? Not redly, I've been lied too so many times by bargirls that it was a pleasant change to be on the
other side of the fence for once. | mean, yesah, Joy was a cute girl, but taking money off Pete and giving
it to her husband isjust taking the piss. Joy asked meif | wanted to go to Surin with her and Pete. Pete
was going to buy her an Isuzu she said. A red one. Pete redlly had spun her aline. | hope he never gets
the hump a me.

| was wide awake by the time I'd hung up so0 | shook whatshername and gave her a good seeing to
before getting up. Bitch indsted | gave her an extra two hundred baht but what the hell, she was worth
it.

128



Stephen Leather Private Dancer

PETE

| spent pretty much the whole day staring & my watch. Bangkok was six hours ahead of London and |
figured that Joy and her family would probably get to the karaoke bar at about nine in the evening. At
three o'clock in the afternoon | poured mysdlf agin and tonic. | pictured them dl gtting around the VIP
room, same aswe did last year, ordering bottles of Johnnie Walker Black Label and knocking it back
like there was no tomorrow, figuring that the farang would be dong to pick up the bill. Joy would be
snging. She loved karaoke, and she had a good voice. | drank my gin and tonic and remembered how
she used to sing to me, holding my hand and looking into my eyes. | wondered if her husband had gone
to the karaoke bar with her, and if he was there with her now. Had he been there ayear ago, sitting with
the group of the guys in the corner as Joy entertained me and Mon did the bargirl thing with Nigd?

The phone started ringing just after five o'dock in the afternoon. | |eft the answering machine
switched on and it took the calls Thefirst time she didn't say anything but | could hear music in the
background and Thai voices, laughing and singing. She called again about haf an hour later. She didn't
leave amessage but | could hear her talking to Sunan.

After shed hung up, | played back the tape. | couldn't believe what | was hearing so | played it
severd times. There was no mistake.

"Man ma yoo," said Joy. "Ben khrueng chak."

"Man poot a-rai?" asked Sunan.

| couldn't make out much more, but that was enough. What they'd said was innocuous enough. Joy
had said | wasn't there. There was a machine. And Sunan had asked what 1'd said. But it was the way
they'd referred to me that made my heart snk. When Thai people talk about each other, they usually use
their names rather than pronouns. When they do use pronouns, however, they're used to denote status.
If it's someone older or more respected, they'd say "pee’ for he or she. If younger, "nong”. Between
equalsthey'd use "kao" for he. But Joy and Sunan had used "man" as the pronoun, and man wasn't used
for people, "man" was used for animals. It meant "it", but "it" doesn't convey the contempt implied when
aTha usssit to refer to aperson. It's a huge inault. It was how they redlly felt about me. | was nothing, |
was a source of money and that was all.

| poured mysdlf another gin and tonic, put my feet up on the coffee table, and waited.

She cdled three more times before six o'clock, but gtill didn't leave amessage. | wondered if they'd
cut the cake. | wondered how many bottles of Black Labe they'd ordered, and if they'd brought enough
money to pay for it. | wondered if they redised that | wasn't coming, that they'd have to pay for their
party out of their own pocket, and that they'd lose the deposit on the gleaming red Isuzu SLX. |
wondered if Joy redlised sheld been caught out and that | knew she had a husband.
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She cdled for the lagt time a eight o'clock in the evening, which was two o'clock in the morning in
Bangkok. She was on Sunan's mobile but it sounded as if she were outside. Her voice was soft but she
didn't sound upset. "Pete, where are you?' she said. "Why you not here with me, Pete? | love you, only
one."

That was it. No anger, no recriminations. | felt like shit. | wanted to cal her back, to say that | was
sorry, that | till loved her no matter what sheld done, no matter what lies sheld told, but | kept staring at
the photograph of her and her husband and convinced mysdlf that the only way to win the game was
never to talk to her agan.

| wanted her to know, though. | wanted her to know that | wasn't just one of athousand stupid
farangs. | wanted her to know that | knew, that 1'd won the game, that | was smarter than her. | made
copies of Phirgphan's report and photocopied the photographs and put them in an envelope addressed
to Joy at her homein Surin. | was about to sedl it when | had athought. | got al the photographs of her,
the ones taken in Zombie and the ones from our trip to Isarn, and | tore them al up and put the piecesin
the envelope, too. | took the envelope to the Post Office and got stlamps. At the last minute | dmost
baulked, | stood at the post box and | couldn't let go of the envelope, | stood for what seemed like
hourswith it haf in and haf out of the dot. Then | took a deep breath and opened my fingers. The
ingtant it dropped through the dot | wished | hadn't doneit, but it was too late then. | wondered how
sheld react when she opened it and saw for hersdlf the evidence of her betrayal.

JOY

How did | fed when Pete didn't turn up? How do you think | felt? He was afarang, and farangstell lies.
Eighty per cent of farangslie. They say they love you when they don't mean it, they say they want to
take care of you and then they don't. | think the way he lied was terrible, though. My father and two of
my brothers and amost a dozen cousins came al the way from Surin to celebrate our birthdays, his as
well asmine. They were dl very angry at Pete but | told them that held had a problem back in England.
Sunan lent me some money to pay for the party but she made me promise to pay her back. | didn't
know what had happened, whether he'd been delayed or whether held decided not to come.

Park said | was stupid to believe anything afarang said. He said they come to Thailand for only one
reason and that was to fuck Thai girls and that we should just try to get as much money from them as
we can. He says they're not people, they're dogs. He didn't go to the party, he went to see hisfriends at
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Nana Plaza, but he came around to the karaoke bar when Nana closed. Park was annoyed about the
Isuzu, but he had no reason to be because it was me and Sunan who had pawned our gold asthe
deposit. Why did Pete do that? Why did he make us spend money if he never intended to buy the pick-
up truck. I never asked him to buy me the truck, it was hisidea. Okay, I'd dways said that | wanted
one and that it'd be good for our family to have one, but | never told him to buy it for me. There was no
need, | can earn enough to buy one in less than ayear. Same as Sunan, she bought a Toyota for Bird
and shelsadmog paid it off dready. A girl can earn good money in Nana Plaza, giving farangs what they
want.

Wedl had agood time & the party, anyway. My father got drunk and started to cuddle me but |
pushed him away. I'm too old for that now, | told him. They al sang happy birthday to me, just like
farangs, and everybody said it was even better than last year because there weren't any farangs around.

Afterwards, when Park had come, we went back to Sunan'sroom. Park and | had a big fight
because | could smell perfume on him. He'dd been with some dut, | was sure of it, but he denied it. | said
that Thai men lied as eadly as farangs and he dapped me, hard, across the face. Two, three, four times,
until Sunan told him to stop. | wasright, though, it's not just farangswho lie. Thaislie, too. Eighty per
cent of them.

PETE

Joy caled severd timesthe day after the party and once on the day after that. "I love you, why you not
come see me, Pete?’ she said on the answering machine. "1 go back Surin. | wait for you in Surin.”

| fet like shit. | didn't fed like I'd won. | kept picturing her with the cake, waiting for me. | wanted to
telephone her and say that | was sorry, that it had all been amistake and that | was coming after dl. But
at the same time | wanted to cal her and gloat, to rub her nose in what I'd doneto her.

I'd imagined that after the party, after I'd got my revenge and everything, I'd be able to walk away,
that 1'd never give her another thought. | was wrong. | was so fucking wrong. If anything, now | wanted
her even more.

| tried to take my mind off her by playing games on my computer. Mogt of thetime | played Risk, a
war game, agame of srategy where the am isto conquer the world. | played for hours every day. But
half my mind was ill on Joy. | till wanted her. | till wanted to be with her. | propped the photograph
of Joy and her husband against my VDU to remind me of what she was and what shed done. | couldn't
concentrate, | couldn't work on the book, al | could do was to play Risk and pace around my
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gpartment. | barely dept and | didn't want to eat. | didn't shower and | didn't shave. | lost about two
kilosin aweek and | looked like shit.

| played Risk so much that | began to win every game againg the computer, even when it was st at
its most competitive level. | played on autopilot, barely consdering each move. | knew how to win, |
knew exactly what to do so that no matter how the game started | would win. And once I'd reached
that stage, the game stopped being fun any more. | played. | won. Where was the satisfaction in that? It
was the same with Joy. I'd played the game and I'd won, but it didn't mean athing. | was older than her,
| was better educated, | had awell-paid job and the freedom to go wherever | wanted. Of course I'd
won the game. | was better equipped to play. One afternoon | closed the Risk file and started writing. |
wrote about Joy. How 1'd met her. How I'd falen in love with her. How she'd betrayed me. And how |
got my own back. | wrote through the afternoon and late into the night. | didn't finish until three o'clock
in the morning. I'd written amost four thousand words.

Thet night, for thefirst time, | dept without dreaming about her. When | woke up, | read through
what I'd written. Parts of it made me smile, and parts of it made me miss her so much that | wanted to
phone her up there and then.

| e-mailed what I'd written to Aligtair in Hong Kong and a couple of hours later he e-mailed me
back: “Pete - what a sad fuck you are! Great piece. Why don't you try and sl it? Esquire or GQ
would snap it up. How's the book going?’

I messaged him that the book was on schedule, even though it wasn't. I'd spent so much time pining
for Joy that I'd have to work night and day for the next month or so if | was going to meet his deadline.

ALISTAIR

Hiring that private detective was the best thing Pete could have done. Joy was driving him crazy and his
work was suffering. | tried to be subtle about it because | was so far away, but he was missing
deadlines left, right and centre. | was under pressure from head office to put arocket under Pete, but
the times | mentioned it to him he didn't seem to be listening. All hedd talk about was Joy and how she'd
lied to him. For aweek or so he seemed to stop working completely. | wasn't sure what to do. To be
honest, he sounded like he was close to a nervous breskdown and | thought that if | gave him ahard
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time | might push him over the edge. Looking back, maybe | was being too soft on him. Maybe what
Pete needed right then was an dmighty kick up hisarse.

He e-mailed me this story held written about the whole Joy saga. | was livid. Four thousand words.
Four thousand fucking words. He was supposed to be working flat out on the London guide and there
he was typing four thousand words on a Tha hooker. | was lost for words. | sent him some bland reply
saying he should try and place it with amen's magazine, but whet | redly wanted to do wasto grab him
by the throat and bang his head againg awall. | mean, what the fuck did he think he was playing at?
Who pays hiswages? We do. Who's he responsible to? Us. But he was severd thousand miles away
and | needed the guide finishing so | couldn't sack him there and then, that would have been cutting my
own throat. | was the one who'd recommended Pete for the London job and if he fucked up thenit'd
reflect badly on me, too.

JOY

| was so shocked when | got the copies of the questionnaire I'd filled in and the photographs. | realised
why Pete hadn't come to Thailand, and why he hadn't been in touch. Why are farangs so devious? Why
couldn't he have been more honest? And why had he torn up al the photographs he'd taken of our time
together in Surin. Did it mean o little to him?

| thought at the time that there was something not right about the man who came to our village. He
was too smooth, and | didn't like the way the girl who was with him looked a me. Sort of
contemptuous, like she was better than me. | thought it was because my family was so poor and she
was from the city, but it was obvioudy because they were detectives working for Pete. It was a nasty
thing to do, to promise me money and then not give it to me.

Park was furious when he saw the photograph of him gtting with me. He dapped me and said that |
was stupid, that we should have stayed in Bangkok. He stormed off and didn't come back for aweek. |
think he went to see that bitch Daeng, but when he came back he wouldn't say where he'd been.

| cried and | cried and | didn't eat anything for two days. | wanted to die, that'swhat | kept telling
Sunan. | was bored with my life, with everything. Pete wouldn't love me, he wouldn't take care of me,
I'd have to go back to Nana Plaza to work and everyone would know that Pete had stopped giving me
money. All the girls would laugh a me behind my back, they can beredly crud. I've done it mysdf, so |
knew what to expect. It happened to my friend Cat last year. A customer of hers from France promised
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to take care of her so long as she went back to her village and kept away from the bars. He gave her
twenty thousand baht and said hedd send her money every month until he came back to live with her.
She had a big party and brought hersalf a mobile phone, waked around Nana Plaza as if she owned it.
She went into Zombie every night, buying drinks and showing off. Two weeks later shed run out of
money and had to start dancing again. We dl said how stupid she was. How easily sheld be duped by
the farang. | didn't want the girlsin Zombie to laugh a me, but what could | do?

Sunan gave me some tablets to take. She said they'd make me fed better but they just made me
crazy. | sarted laughing and | got the razor that Sunan used to trim her hair and | dashed my wrigts. |
wanted to hurt mysdlf, to show everybody how angry | was, but | didn't cut mysalf too deep, not down
to where the veins are. | wanted to hurt mysdf but | didn't want to die. | wanted Pete to know how
much hed hurt me. | got a knife from the kitchen and | used it to write a letter with the blood. Sunan
was laughing a me, telling methat | was crazy. She doesn't understand me. | don't think anyone realy
understands me. Park, maybe, but even he doesn't understand why | cut myself. | get so angry
sometimes, but there's nobody | can angry at. If | shout at Park he just daps me, if | shout a Sunan she
hits me too. The only person | can redly get angry at is mysdf, and when | do hurt mysdlf | fed better
for awhile. Not for long, but for awhile at least, and that's better than nothing. | wish my mother was
dill here. When | waslittle and | was upset | could dways go to her and sheéld pick me up and cuddle
me and everything would be okay. But now | don't have a mother. Besides, | was a child then and now
I'm an adult. | have to take care of mysdif.

PETE

About two weeks after 1'd sent Phiragphan's report to Joy, | got an airmail letter from her. The letter
indde was child-like and at first | thought it was written in brown paint. Then | redised what it was.
Blood.

Pete. | loveyou. | want go stay with you in England. | want you comein Bangkok. For you.

L ove Joy.
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And just in case there was any doubt where the blood had come from, there was asmall picture,
drawn in blood, of acut wrist and dripsfadling fromiit.

Underneath, in green ink, shed written: "1 want see you now."

| sared at the letter, wondering if sheld redlly doneiit, if shed redly cut her wrist for me. | knew
sheld done it before, she had the scars from where sheldd cut her wrist when her mother had died, and
shed done it again when her brother had crashed her motorcycle. But had she cut her wrists because of
what I'd done?

It was the last thing I'd expected her to do. | thought that maybe sheld have written me aletter saying
she never wanted to see me again. Or maybe aletter saying that she was sorry for lying to me. But |
guesswhat | redlly expected was for her to cut off dl contact, to admit that the game was over and for
her to walk away, to go back to her previous way of life, fleecing farangsin Nana Plaza. But her letter
was just a declaration of her love, saying that she wanted to be with me. It didn't make any sense. She
had a hushand. She was with him, spending her money - my money - on him. How could she want to
be with me? How could she think that I'd believe that she wanted to be with me? | thought | understood
Thais but her letter made no senseto me at dl.

I'd won, I'd proved that she had a husband, that she'd been lying to me. There was nothing she could
do to turn back the clock, so why mutilate herself?

| wondered how she'd doneit. Had she got drunk, or had she done it when she was angry, with a
knife or with arazor blade? And of dl the things she could have done to prove that she was sorry, why
cut hersdf? | sat with the letter in my hands and tried to get insde her heed, but it was impossible.

The day after | got the letter in blood, | received another envelope, thistime containing a six- page
letter, written in green ink, half in English, hdf in Thal. She repesated over and over how much she loved
me, how much she missed me and how much she wanted to be with me. Nowhere in the |etter did she
mention the fact that sheld lied or that she had a husband. It was asiif the whole private detective
incident had never happened, totd denid.

| put both lettersin the top drawer of my desk. | don't know why, but | couldn't throw them away.
I'd accepted the fact that 1'd never see her again, that it was over, irrevocably over, but | wanted to
keep the letters.

| started working on the London book, fifteen or sixteen hours aday, and | didn't shave or shower
for dayson end. | got up, | worked, | ate, | dept, and | got up and started work again. Joy didn't cal
and there were no more letters. Asthe days passed, | spent less and less time thinking about her, and
when | did it didn't hurt as much. The anger faded first, and then | stopped missing her, and after afew
weeks | could laugh about what had happened.
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ALISTAIR

Pete redlly buckled down to work and tore through the London guide book. | was getting revised
chapters every two or three days, and he did the complete index in forty-eight hours. He was the Pete
of old, fadt, accurate and writing with flair, showing al the qudities that had led me to recommend him
for thejob inthefira place. | waswdl pleased with his performance and so were head office. | actudly
put through a memo recommending we increase his Christimas bonus.

| was looking forward to getting him back to Bangkok. There was still work to be done on the
travel recipe book - Cooking Across South East Asawe'd decided to cal it - and head office had
decided they wanted books on Cambodia and Laos. There were sections on Cambodiaand Laosin
our South East Asian guidebook but they were becoming increasingly popular as tourist destinations and
judtified their own volumes. Pete was the perfect choice as editor, now that held put the Joy thing
behind him.

PETE

Bruce phoned me up a couple of days before | was due to go back to Bangkok. HEd been offered a
better job with another company and he'd decided to accept. Apparently Saravoot had been pissing
him about something rotten. He hadn't delivered the company car that held promised, and he'd stopped
paying the rent on Bruce's house. The reason Bruce had phoned was that as part of the package the
new company had put together, he was going to be living in alarge three-bedroomed apartment in Soi
23, acouple of miles down Sukhumvit from Fatso's Bar. He asked me if | wanted to shareand | said
that I'd giveit atry. It'd been years snce I'd lived with anyone, and amost twenty years since I'd shared
with another guy, but I'd dways gotten on well with Bruce and figured we probably wouldn't get on
each other's nerves. HeEd be out a work all day, he said, and most nights we'd be in the bars anyway.
He said held fax me directions, then asked how Joy was.

| told him what the private detective had discovered. "Bloody hell, mate," he said. "Y ou must be
shattered.”
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| said | was okay, that 1'd half expected that she had someone ese, then | told him about the
birthday party. He pissed himsdlf laughing and said that he couldn't wait to tell Big Ron and the boys. To
be hones, it sounded asif he was laughing a me, not with me, like he didn't understand that it had dl
been a game and that I'd wonit.

BRUCE

To be honest, | wasn't surprised that Joy had a husband. Why should she give up everything for him?
Pete's dways been an optimist, he's the sort of guy who goes to a greyhound racing track and asksif he
can bet on the rabhbit, you know? Joy's a bargirl, he should have known what to expect. And it's not as
if he was as pure as the driven snow. He'd paid bar fine for dozens of girls, why should he expect her to
be faithful to him? Okay, | guessit was a bit much for her to have an actud husband, but it's not as if
Pete had ever asked her to live with him. He took her back to his hotdl, sure, but he never redly treated
her like agirlfriend, never mind awife.

| kept telling him thet if he redly loved her, if he redlly wanted to have her in hislife, then he should
just offer to make an honest woman of her. Tell her that she could live with him, spend twenty-four
hours a day, seven days aweek with her. Hed soon have found out whether or not she redlly loved
him. This business of paying her to live in Surin with her father never made any sense to me. He never
gave her the chance to show if she was serious about him. These people, they have nothing, they're
poorer than the poorest families back in the UK. Of course Joy is going to hold on to someone who
offers her any form of security, and if she can't get that from Pete then | can understand why shedd latch
onto a Tha man. She had no way of knowing if Pete would realy come back to Thailand, or if held
keep on supporting her. She knew held been screwing around, too. The girlstalk, they always do. How
did he think Joy would fed, knowing that hed bar fined another girl? Probably the same as Pete felt
when he discovered that Joy had a husband.

And | thought the business of the party was redlly petty. It was a nasty thing to do. | mean, she's
hardly got any money, and he makes her spend it on a party and a deposit for a pick-up truck. | know
he was hurt, but he should just have walked away. That's what | would have done, anyway. Just walked
away and never spoken to her again. | think that by going through with that whole revenge thing, he was
lowering himsdf to their levd. And | think he's underestimating their capacity for revenge. If he made her
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look foolish in front of her family and friends, she's going to hate him for ever. And shell get her own
back. Well see. | hope I'm wrong.

SARAVOOT

| don't understand what it is with farangs. They dl seem to go crazy when they come to Thalland. It'sas
if they hand in their common sense when they get off the plane. | was very impressed with Bruce when |
met him in Newcastle. He was well groomed, aways immaculately turned out, and his factory wasthe
same. He was a hard worker, in at eight, often putting in atwelve hour day. | used to cal him from
Bangkok and it seemed that he was dwaysin the office. | used to joke about him not having ahometo
go to.

| spent many hours in Bruce's company. | liked him. He knew everything there was to know about
the handbag business, and he took pride in his factory and workforce. When | raised the possibility of
working with mein Thailand, at first he was reluctant. | got the feding that he hadn't travelled much and
| suggested he come over for aweek's holiday, a my expense, so that he could see for himsalf what
Thailand was like. | showed Bruce around the factory and he immediately came up with ways that we
could improve our productivity. | offered him aposition as my factory manager at asdary haf as much
again as he was getting in Newcastle. He accepted and six weeks later he flew over to Thailand.

| rented ahouse for him, a four-bedroomed mansion on the outskirts of Bangkok. It wason a
private estate with its own security guards and a communad swimming pool. Cost me amost a hundred
thousand baht every month, but | wanted him to be comfortable. The house had everything: cable TV,
video recorder, stereo, afully equipped kitchen, top- of-the-range Itdian furniture. It was beautiful. And
| arranged for one of my maids, Lek, to go in every day.

The first few weeks were fine. Bruce spent most of histime meeting the saff and getting afed for the
business. But then he started dressing down. First his suit jacket went. Then histie. Then he sarted
coming to work in jeans and polo shirt. | mentioned it a couple of times, but he didn't pay any attention.
He didn't seem to understand that the suit and tie commanded respect. He was afarang, he was a
manager, and it was important to keep standards high. 1 don't dways wear a uit, in fact | often go into
work dressed casudly, but dways designer clothes. Versace shirts. Armani pants. Bally loafers. He was
wearing counterfeit Lacoste shirts that held bought in Patpong. He seemed to take great pleasurein
telling me how little held paid for them. Less than a hundred baht.
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Then he started coming in late. | got the fedling that he was staying out in the bars, drinking. Hed
complain of headaches and st in his office, drinking black coffee and telling his secretary not to put cals
through to him. That's no way to run abusiness. Not my business, anyway. And girls began
telephoning the office wanting to spesk to him. Onein particular, agirl cdled Troy. Severd of the office
girls complained to the office manager about the girl. She was impolite, demanding to spesk to Bruce,
saying that he was a friend.

The crunch came when Lek went into the house and discovered that Troy had moved in. Troy
gpparently told Lek that she was Bruces wife. Lek was horrified. Bruce didn't seem to gppreciate that
no Hf-respecting Thai woman would want anything to do with a bargirl. Lek walked straight out of the
house and refused to go back. And if that wasn't enough, | caught him showing the girl around the
factory. It seems Bruce had someidea of hiring her to work in the office. | couldn't believe how stupid
he was being. I'd have had arevolt on my hands. She was abargirl. A progtitute. A coarse, ugly,
impolite girl, young enough to be his daughter. She was wearing tight jeans, high heds and a T-shirt that
showed off her midriff - everything about her screamed progtitute. And he had the audacity to introduce
her to me. She waied me and averted her eyes. She knew how annoyed | was but Bruce didn't notice.
He had to go. Hed lost everyone's respect. HEd become ajoke. | had to let him go.

| wasn't looking forward to searching for areplacement. It's so difficult to find decent farangs. Most
want to come to Thailand for the wrong reasons. They don't want to come to work, they want to deep
with young girls. If | could, I'd prefer not to have any farangs working for me. Thai managers work
hard and dways consider how their behaviour affects the company, they have aloyalty that you can
depend on. Farangs are lazy and untrustworthy. That's my experience, anyway, and | don't think I've
been especidly unlucky. Most of my friends who run companies tell me that they've had bad
experiences, too. When farangsfirgt arrive in Thailand they work hard, but then they become lazy and
dart spending dl their eveningsin the bars. Then they get involved with bargirls and forget why they
came to the country in thefirgt place. It's asif al they can think about issex. If you want to do business
in Europe or America, you have to have some farangs working for you because Westerners dways
seem to fed happier if they can ded with their own people. But sometimes | wonder if they're worth the
trouble.

PETE
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As soon as I'd wrapped up the London guide, | flew back to Thailand. Bruce had faxed me the address
of his apartment but he'd have been better sending me a map because the taxi driver drove past the
correct road haf a dozen times before we found it. It was a brand new building and by thelook of it
most of the gpartments were empty. Bangkok was in the middle of a property dump and rather than sl
a aloss or drop their rents, most Thai landlords preferred to leave their properties empty.

The flat was on the twefth floor. | knocked on the door and to my surprise it was opened by Troy.
Bruce was lying on the sofa but he jumped up when | walked in. Hed shaved off hisbeard since | last
saw him. He must have seen melooking at his chin because he grinned and rubbed it. “Troy'sidea," he
sad. "Shereckons it makes melook younger. What do you think?"

| thought he looked better with the beard but | didn't say o, | just said, yeah, it took years off him.
He helped me carry my casesinto the bedroom.

It was a huge flat, more than two hundred square metres, and the sitting room was about the Size of a
basketball court. There were three bedrooms. Bruce had taken the master bedroom but mine was big
with its own bathroom. "That's Troy's room," said Bruce, hodding at the room opposite his.

"How long's she staying here?' | asked.

" figured wed need amaid,” he said. "What with dl our laundry and everything. | said wed give her
three thousand baht a month.”

"Plus her rent, right? She's living rent free, isn't she?"

He looked a me without saying anything for afew seconds. "Isthat a problem?’

| wanted to say that yes, it was a problem. | wasn't sure that | wanted to share the apartment with a
hooker. Sheld be answering the phone, sheld be in and out of my room, she'd be there most of the day
when | was working. Bruce should have told me held planned to move her in before he offered to share
with me. It was one thing for two guys to share an gpartment, it was something quite different for two
guys and a hooker, abeit one disguised asamaid. "N o, it'snot a problem,” he said. "I just wish I'd
known, that's all."

"She works hard,” he said. "Wait till you see what she does with your shirts.”

Troy was in the Stting room, watching a Thal variety show. She was wearing hot pants and a tight
white T-shirt that |eft nothing to imagination. | knew she was twenty-one but she looked much younger.

It was about ten o'clock in the morning and Bruce suggested we go down to Fatso's Bar for
breakfast. | asked him if he didn't have to go to work but he just shrugged and said held cdll in sick.

Inthe taxi he asked meif I'd been in touch with Joy. | told him I'd no idea where she was.

"Are you going to look her up now that you're back?'

| shrugged.

"I'll giveit aweek," he sad. "Youll be back with her."
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BIG RON

Was | surprised that Joy had a husband? Was | fuck. It's her ingtinct to lie, to get as much from afarang
as she can. It'slike the story of the scorpion and the frog. Y ou heard that one? Theres thisfrog Sitting
down at the edge of a stream. A scorpion comes up and asksthe frog if hell carry the scorpion across
the stream. Scorpions can't swim, you see. Now, the frog's not stupid. "If | let you on my back, you'l
ding me" he says.

"Why would | do that?" asks the scorpion. "I want to get across the stream. If | sting you, you'l die
and I'll drown."

The frog thinks about it and then says okay. So the scorpion climbs on the frog's back and the frog
gartsto swim across. Asthey reach the midway point, the scorpion stings the frog. With its dying
breath, the frog saysto the scorpion, "Why did you do that? Now well both die.

As he disappears under the water, the scorpion shrugs and says, "Ingtinct, | guess.”

It wouldn't matter how much Pete loved Joy, how much he gave her. It wouldn't matter if he meant
to marry her and take her away from the life that had pushed her into progtitution, no matter what he did
or what he promised, shed follow her indtinct.

It'slike we say here. Y ou can take the girl out of the bar, but you can't take the bar out of the girl.

PETE

| left it aweek before going to Nana Plaza. I'd been in Fatso's, but Rick and Jmmy were playing silly
buggers, Big Glassng anyone who went to the toilet. Bruce was doing his old trick of getting the girlsto
pour his away when no one was looking, but | couldn't be bothered playing that game.

| sat outside and had agin and tonic. It tasted asfoul as ever. It came out of a Beefeater bottle but
whatever it was, it didn't even taste like gin. It was dways a shock to the system because Big Ron
served large measures of the red stuff, but once you stepped ingde the Plaza you had no ideawhat you
were drinking. Mogt of the guys stuck to bottled beer in the Plaza, because at least aHeineken was a
Heineken.
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One of the dancers came out and sat down next to me. It was Wan, the girl who used to do the
lesbian show with Joy. | bought her a cola and she clinked glasses with me. | asked her if shed seen Joy
but she shook her head. " She go back Surin," she said. "Pete, why you not go party?”

| told her that | knew Joy had a husband and that sheld lied to me. Wan looked at me with wide
eyes and denied that Joy was married. | wouldn't have expected her to say anything else. Joy was her
friend and | was an outsider.

| don't know why, but | told Wan the whole story. About the private detective, the photograph, and
how | wanted to get my revenge. She sat and listened, sometimes smiling, sometimes shaking her head
sadly. | asked her what she thought.

She shrugged. "I don't know," she said in asng-song voice.

| asked her if she thought Joy loved me. A stupid question, and | hated mysdlf for asking it.

Wan looked a me earnestly. "Joy love you too much, Pete. She have you only one.”

JIMMY

We dl thought what Pete did was a hoot. The farang bites back. But | think he made abig mistake
because it meant a serious loss of face for Sunan and Joy, and | don't think Pete gppreciated what that
means. Thaiswill wait years for revengeif they have to, but they never forget an insult.

They can be very cregtive when it comes to getting their own back, too. The big thing here with
unfaithful husbands, isfor the wivesto get abit handy with the old kitchen knife. The unkindest cut of dl.
But they don't do it in anger, they walit, they wait until the husband thinks he's gotten away with it, then
dash! Blood on the sheets and the guy hasto use apair of tweezersto piss. It happens so often in
Bangkok that the hospitals here have got redly proficient at sewing dicks back on. Micro-surgery, they
cdl it, they reconnect dl the vessals and nerves and stuff and apart from aridge of scar tissue around the
base of the thing it's as good as new. The doctors are now so good that, providing the dick iswrapped
up in apack of frozen peas or suchlike, there is more than ninety per cent chance of repairing the
damage.

Now, once the wives redised that the doctors could sew the dick back on, they started to dispose
of the organs. Up country, they throw it to the ducks. The birds fight like fuck for them, gpparently,
must be a ddicacy. Or maybe ther€'s a revenge el ement, too, a chance for the ducks to eat humans for
achange. Anyway, there aren't too many ducks in Bangkok, so the wives there started throwing them in
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the street. If atruck rolls over it, a cut off dick can be squashed flat until it's the Sze of a saucer. No
bloody use to anyone, that. Or there's another variation - putting it in the blender. Thirty seconds a high
gpeed and there isn't much |eft. Prick puree.

There was a great one in the Bangkok Post awhile back. A woman in Khorat had found that her
husband had a second wife. That's what they call mistresses here, mia noy, second wife. They're not
married or anything, and it's usudly only atemporary thing, but the whole Thal marriage thing isa
mystery anyway. So this woman waits for a couple of months until her husband has a dose of the 'flu,
and she gives him a couple of tablets before he goes to bed, telling him that they're for his heedache.
Will, they're not, they're deeping tablets, and he wakes up with apain in his groin and blood dl over the
place. He goes gpeshit, searching high and low for the bit sheld cut off, but she just keeps screaming a
him that it serves him right. He checks the fridge, the back yard, the toilet, but therés no sgn of it. He
begs her to tell him what she did with it. She goes out into the garden and points up at the sky. Seems
shed tied it to a hdium-filled baloon and let it go. Brilliant, huh? Guy's ill with hiswife, you know.
Didn't press charges. | guess he redised that with a one-inch dick, he's not going to be able to get
himsdf another woman. She probably makes him satisfy her with histongue. See, that's what | mean
about the Thais and revenge. They have aknack for it. Pete better watch his step.

PETE

I'd been back in Thailand dmost a month before | saw Joy again. At first | didn't recognise her - she
was wearing a big white T-shirt and black flared jeansthat | hadn't seen before and sheéld cut her hair so
that it now reached to just below her shoulders. She'd dyed the front, too, red streaks that she'd tucked
behind her ears. She was with Sunan and they got out of ataxi and walked into the Plaza together. |
was Sitting outside Zombie, watching a rugby match on one of the overhead televisons. Can't remember
who was playing, and to be honest | wasn't even concentrating on the game, | was thinking about Joy.
Everything about Nana Plaza reminded me about Joy. The girls, the music, the noise, the smells. That's
what was S0 funny, redlly, | was thinking about Joy but when | saw her | looked right through her. It
was only when | saw her face harden that | redlised it was her. It wasthe hair, | guess, she looked
totdly different with shorter hair.

My heart sort of turned over and | smiled. She amiled then, asif sheld been waiting to see how I'd
react before she betrayed any emotion. Sunan said something to Joy, then walked through the curtain
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into Zombie. Joy dipped on to the stool next to me. She was carrying her red purse and she let me take
it off her. She didn't say aword, just kept looking at me and smiling. | opened the purse. The
photograph was there. The photograph of the two of us sitting in the bar, taken more than ayear ago. |
was stunned. It was the last thing I'd expected. There was no way she could have known that 1'd been
in Nana Plaza, no way of knowing she was going to see me, so why the hell was she carrying my
photograph.

"S0, how are you?' she asked, the first thing shedd said snce seeing me. Her first words and she was
asking how | was. Again, it wasthe last thing | expected. | thought maybe she'd be angry, hitter,
resentful maybe, but it was asif weld never been gpart. She sat next to me, her hand in my lap, smiling
asif | were the mogt preciousthing in her life.

| took her left hand in mine and turned it over so | could see her wrist. There were three red razor
scars there, dongside the old scars from the cuts shed made when her mother had died and her brother
had crashed her motorcycle. There were other marks running down her wrist, smal black cuts. |
frowned as | examined them. She turned her wrist so | could see them better. Letters. P. E. T. E. Oh
Jesus, shed carved my name into her flesh. | traced the letters with my finger.

"l do for you, Pete," she sad quietly.

"Why, Joy? Why?"

"Because | want you know | love you."

| didn't know what to say. I'd seen the photograph of her and her husband. Hell, I'd sent her a copy
of it 30 she knew that | knew she was married. And she knew that 1'd seen the questionnaire shed filled
in.

"What you want me do, Pete?

| didn't know. I didn't know what to do and | didn't know what to say. | took her back to the flat
and we made love. Afterwards we sat on the balcony, looking across the city. Joy chain-smoked and
told me what sheld been doing, planting rice on afarm in Khorat, she said. Sheld lost weight and she
sad that was because sheldd been smoking marijuana. "Because | think too much,” she said.

| asked her what she wanted to do and she said she didn't want to work as a dancer. "'l not same
before, Pete, now | good girl. | be good girl for you." She was going to spesk to the mamasan in
Zombie and ask if she could work as awaitress. "What you think, Pete?' she asked, leaning her head
againg my shoulder. Y ou think good idea?'

| said yeah, | thought it was a good idea.

JOY
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Wan phoned me to say that Pete was back. 1'd been dancing in abar in Soi Cowboy but business
wasn't good. The police in Soi Cowboy don't alow topless or naked dancing, or any shows, so most
tourists go to Patpong or Nana Plaza. The men who go to Soi Cowboy are usudly working in
Bangkok, they've been there for along time so they're tighter with their money, you can't con them into
paying five thousand baht for anight. I'd only been working there for afew days when Wan cdled, so |
quit straight away.

| went to Nana Plaza three times before | saw Pete. Thefirst two times he wasn't there and | ended
up going to a short-time hotd with an American guy who used to barfine me when | danced in Zombie.

Pete looked terrible, like hed been staying out too late and drinking too much. He looked old. He
kept asking me where I'd been, what 1'd been doing. | wanted to tell him it was none of his business
because he hadn't sent me money for months.

He took me back to the gpartment he was sharing with Bruce. It was huge. Three big bedrooms, a
gtting room that was dmost as big as Zombie, and a balcony. Every bedroom had its own bathroom.
Six Tha families could have lived there but Pete and Bruce were staying there on their own. It was too
big, | fdt | waslost and I'm sure there were ghogts there.

Pete kept asking me what | wanted to do. | didn't know what to say to him. | wanted him to take
care of me, to give me enough money <o that | didn't have to work, but he didn't offer to do that.
Dancing was the best way of earning money, but | knew he didn't want me to dance, so | said I'd work
asawaitress. He seemed to like that idea. | explained that waitresses were paid only half what the
dancers earned and Pete said held pay the difference. Big ded, huh? Last of the big spenders.

PETE

Joy started work as awalitress. She looked redly cute in her uniform - awhite shirt with athin black tie
and along black skirt. She worked redlly hard, serving drinks, emptying ashtrays and cleaning tables.
She seemed to enjoy it, too. | guess she was happier because she didn't have to bare dl in front of the
customers.
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Every time | went in shed make abig fuss over me, hugging me and kissng me, and whenever she
wasn't working sheld stand next to me and talk to me. Waitresses could have their bar fines paid, same
as the dancers, but | never paidit. | told her that | wouldn't treat her like a progtitute again. I'd see her
before work, or after, and on her days off, but | wasn't prepared to pay money to the bar so that she
could leave work early. She said that she understood, that she wanted to prove to me that she could be
agood girl. To be honest, I'd have preferred to have her working in ashop or arestarant or aregular
bar like Fatso's, but | knew that she could earn more working in Nana Plaza.

| went in pretty much every night to see her. Sometimes I'd stay for an hour, sometimes for alot
longer. And every time | left, sheld walk me to the door and kiss me goodbye asif to let dl the other
girlsknow that she was mine. Or that | was hers. Whatever. Sometimes sheld call me a three o'clock in
the morning, just after the bar had closed, and sheldd ask if she could come and see me. Half an hour
later thered be atimid knock on the door to the apartment and sheld be there, smiling shyly, il
wearing her waitress uniform, and shed spend the night adeep in my arms, pressed up againg me,
bardy breathing.

| was trying to get some work done, but shewas dl | could think about. | don't know why | loved
her, | redly dont. If | drew up alist of everything | liked about her, and compared it with alist of why
she was totaly unsuitable, thered be no doubt about which would carry more weight. She was aformer
bargirl, shed dept with God knows how many men. And it's not asif she was forced into it: 1'd seen Joy
with lots of different men in Zombie and she was dways vivacious, full of life, enjoying hersdf while she
worked. | hated to think about it, but | knew she'd be the same with them in bed. Sex was just
something she did, enthusiasticaly and with flair, and | had no illusions that she was only that way with
me.

Shewas aliar, too. Shed lied to me so many times that 1'd lost count, and even taking into account
the Thai propengty for telling you what you want to hear, it was ill impossible to base any long-term
relationship on lies. The big lie was her hushand. Sheld indsted that he was only in her house for afew
days, that he wasn't in her life any more, but prior to my detective uncovering what was going on, shed
aways denied that she had anyone. It wasn't just the emotiona betrayd, it was the fact that sheld been
meaking love to a Tha while shed been degping with me. That was abig thing dl right because we didn't
aways use a condom.

It happened dmost by mistake, a couple of months after I'd starting paying her bar fine. | waswith
her in ashort time hotel and the condom broke. That happens alot with condoms made in Thailand,
they must use cheap rubber or something. Anyway, | felt it break and | pulled out. It had torn gpart and
| took it off. It wasthe last one | had. | knew | could go out to reception and buy one off the guy there
for ten baht, but Joy held on to me. "Pete, | not sick. | not have Aids, | not have anything. | make love
to you, only one." Then she pulled me back down and | finished making love to her without a condom.

Since then I'd rarely used one, and I'd never caught anything. | aways figured that Joy was being
faithful, but once I'd discovered that she had a Thai boyfriend, 1'd started using condoms again. Initidly,
anyway. Then Joy had asked me not to, she said she wanted a baby, she wanted to have children with
me to show me how much she loved me. | told her that | was scared of getting sick but she told me that
there was no need to worry, Park had gone, she only made love to me, and shed gone for an Aids test

146



Stephen Leather Private Dancer

when she got back to Bangkok. | did as she asked, but at the back of my mind was the thought that
maybe she was il lying to me.

So how could | continue arelaionship with such adeep level of mistrust? | don't know, | redly don't
know. It was her looks, partly, but it must have been more than that because the bars of Bangkok are
packed with beautiful girls, adl willing, al available. Okay, so Joy had the sort of hair | loved and a body
to diefor, and | think she'sthe prettiest girl 1've ever seen, but that wouldn't be enough on its own to
make up for the betrayd.

It was athousand smdl things she did. The way she spoke softly to me on the phone, the way she
giggled, and the way the giggle would turn into aloud raucous laugh if she heard something redlly funny.
It was the way she was dways looking at me to seeif | was happy, the way sheld ask me if everything
was al right whenever | looked glum. | loved the way she sat with her back arched, asif sheld been
groomed at a Swiss finishing school. The way she brushed her hair behind her ear.

| loved watching her dress. She'd spend several minutes checking hersdf in the mirror, looking over
her shoulder to see that her shirt wasjust right at the back.

Some of the things she did were so damn cute. Thais have athing about heads and feet. The head is
the most important part of the body, the feet the worst. So it's bad manners to point your foot at
anything, or to touch something with your feet. And it's equdly impolite to make contact with another
person's head, even by accident. When Joy wanted to touch my hair, even if it wasjudt to brush it avay
from my face, shed wal first and say 'khor thot ka, excuse me.

Her religion was so important to her, too. Whenever she entered or |eft Nana Plaza, sheld passa
dhrine and shed wal it. | guessit's the equivaent of a Catholic crossng herself when she goesinto a
church. It can be done automaticaly, a gesture with no thought, or it can be done with care, with
reverence. With Joy it wasthe latter. She meant it, she respected the dhrine, despite the fact that it was
at the gateway to ared light area, aden of iniquity. It was asif she was untouched by what was going
on around her.

She was dways telling me that she loved me. Onetime | asked her why. She looked deep into my
eyes, right into my soul. "Because | same you, Pete. Y our mother die when you were young. My mother
die when | was young. We the same. | understand you, Pete.” When she said it, it took my breath
away. | was expecting one of the standard Thai bargirl responses. "Because you good looking, because
you fun, because you take care me." | didn't expect such an emotional appea and | was lost for words,
al I could do wasto reach out and hold her.

Sheld never asked meto explain why | loved her, and if she had, | wasn't sure what 1'd have said.
Words like "cute" and "pretty" weren't enough, not compared with the way sheld explained her love for
me. Anyway, trying to rationadise it never made any senseto me. 1'd just keep going around in circles. |
loved her, but | could never trust her, and without trust was it redly possible to love? So if it wasn't
love, what wasit? | don't think infatuation would have gone on for so long, and | don't think infatuation
would have withstood her lies and betraya. Obsession, maybe.

Bruno had an explanation; one that sounded ridiculous when he told me, but ore that I'd come to
think might possibly be true. He said that Joy's village was close to the Cambodian border, and that
many parts of her culture were closer to Khmer than to Thai. The Thais believe that Khmer
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witchdoctors have strange powers, especidly involving love and sex. The Thais believe that Khmer girls
can ask the witchdoctor to give them atattoo, an invisible tattoo, somewhere on their body. The tattoo
is magic, and once a man touchesit, his heart belongsto the girl for ever. It doesn't matter whether or
not she loves or wants him, it doesn't matter how she trests him, she's his and will be forever.

| laughed when Bruno told me the story, but the more | thought about it, the more it had aring of
truth. There was something inexplicable about the way | felt about Joy, and magic seemed as good a
way of rationalising it as any. | had asked Joy about the invisble tattoo and she'd thrown back her head
and laughed until shed cried.

JOY

It's true about Khmer girls and the invisible tattoos, but I'm not Khmer, I'm Thai. Tha girls don't need
magic to get farangs to do what they want. It's technique, it's something you can learn to do. Y ou have
to know what farangs want, and be prepared to give it to them. And what do farangs want? Some just
want sex, and they're the easiest to satisfy. Sex iseasy. You just lie back and open your legs and let
them get on with it. Some farangs who come to Thailand on holiday want atemporary girlfriend. They
want sex, but they want someone to show them around, take them to the Grand Palace, that sort of
thing, then wave them off at the airport. They're easy to ded with. Some farangs want you to love them,
and that's easy to fake, too. It's not magic that Thai girls use to keep farangs, it's psychology.

Sunan and Mon taught me how to do it, and now | teach the girls who come down from our village.
Thefirg thing you have to teach them is not to be scared of farangs. | tdll the girlsto think of them as
water buffaloes. They're big and they can be intimidating, but they're basically stupid and very easy to
lead by the nose. And it doesn't matter if you don't spesk very good English. The farangs will dways
play stupid games with you, and they'll spesk redly dowly and mime. All you have to do isto be sveet
to them. When you first go up to them, you shake their hand or wai, and then you ask them if it's okay
to St down next to them. And you never ask them to buy you a drink, they have to think it'stheir own
idea. That'sthe big trick, to make them think they're giving, rather than you teking. | never ask a
customer to pay my bar fine. | wait for them to ask. Some of the girls are redly pushy but eighty per
cent of farangs hate pushy girls. And if acustomer doesn't ask me if he can pay my bar fine, then there
are plenty of other buffdoesin thefidds.

148



Stephen Leather Private Dancer

| quite enjoyed working as awaitress. It wasn't difficult, and | could spend time talking to my friends.
| got lots of drinks, too, and tips. A lot of farangs seemed to think that because | was awaitress| wasa
good girl. It became more of a challenge, | think, because they thought waitresses didn't go with
customers, so they'd buy me lots of drinks and didn't paw me as much as when | was a dancer.

Pete came to see me every day, which was great, because every time he came in hed give me
money, sometimes as much as a thousand baht. The rest of the girls were so envious. They redly
admired me, too. Pete had found out about Park, he knew that 1'd lied to him, but he till came back
and gave me a thousand baht a day. They wanted to know how I'd done it, how 1'd stopped him from
finishing with me. | just laughed and said | had a Khmer tattoo.

PETE

Bruce went up country for afew days with Troy. The morning after he got back he knocked on my
bedroom door. "Pete," he said. "Can | have aword?’

| opened the bedroom door but he’ d gone back into the living room. He was pacing up and down.
"What'sup?' | asked.

"L ook, I'm not accusing anybody, but has anybody been here?"

"Been here?’

"Vigtors. Have you had any vistors?'

| was il half adeep. "Err, Joy. That'sdl. Why?'

"Theres awatch missing from my room."

| was staggered. Joy had never, ever solen anything from me. Sheld never taken anything without
asking firgt, and more often than not | had to press her to accept something assmpleasashirt or a
photograph. There were three watches in my room, and more than ten thousand baht in adrawer. There
was no way sheld have taken awatch from Bruce.

"Wherewasit?' | asked.

"On the dressing table. It was there before | went to Nong Khai. And my business cards have gone.”

"Y our business cards?'

"l only just got them. There was abox of business cards on the dressing table. Okay, | don't care
about them, but the watch was expensve.”

"Bruce, what are you saying? Y ou think Joy stole abox of business cards? Why would she do that?!
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He shrugged. "Maybe she didn't know what they were?"

| Sghed in frugration. "If she didn't know what they were, why would she stedl them?”

"They were in awooden box. Maybe she thought it was a pretty box. Anyway, it'sthe watch I'm
more concerned about.”

| s&t down at the dining table. "L ook, she was never out of my sight, Bruce. She was with me dl the
time. There's no way she could have got into your bedroom.”

We went backwards and forwards like that for dmost ten minutes, me saying that she wouldn't have
and couldn't have, Bruce ingsting that the watch had gone, and so had the business cards. The thing
was, I'd been in Bruce's bedroom several times to use the phone while he was away, and | hadn't seen
the watch or the cards. There was some other stuff on the dressing table, including some photographs of
him and his family, but no watch and definitely no business cards.

Eventudly Bruce went to work. Nothing I'd said had swayed him from his conviction that Joy had
golen from him.

BIG RON

Yeeh, Thaiswill stedl you blind, given haf achance. The Land Of Smiles, they cdl it, but that's PR
bullshit. The smiles aren't redl. The smiles are masks so that they can conced their red fedings, ther true
intentions. That's why so many farangs come a cropper when they come here. They see happy, smiling
faces and they think everybody loves them. That's what makes the Thais so dangerous, why their
country's never been colonised. They smile and welcome you in and they take everything from you, sted
you blind given haf achance.

I've afriend works in atower block down Silom Road. Thirty stories high it is, and there are four
toilet blocks on each floor, two for gents, two for ladies. It used to be that every Monday morning, the
management put toilet rollsin every sal. That's something like Six hundred toilet rollsin dl. By Monday
afternoon every single fucking toilet roll had gone. It happened week after week. Now, | ask you, what
sort of person goes to dl the trouble of stedling atoilet roll? What does atoilet roll cost? A few baht.
And it wasn't asif one guy was whedling out hundreds of toilet rolls, that wouldn't be so bad. One bad
apple they could ded with. No, it was hundreds of office workers, each of them stedling asingle toilet
roll to take home. In the end the management gave up and they issued individud toilet rollsto each
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office. So my mate, he works for one of the big British stockbroking firms, if he has avistor who wants
to go for a shit, he hasto ask his secretary for the bog roll.

They rip me off in the bar, dl the time. Smdl-time stuff, afew bottles of Singha each day. | know it's
going on but | just factor it into their wages. Then once a month a pick-up truck pulls up at the back and
afew crates of Singha are wheded out. | know who'sdoing it, and | could stop it if | wanted to, but
she's agood worker and stealing probably keeps her on her toes. What's the dternative? If | sack her |
only have to get areplacement, and the replacement would probably just come up with an even more
devious way of ripping me off. Better the devil you know, iswhat | say.

JOY

| couldn't believe it when Pete told me what Bruce had said. I'm not athief. I've never stolen from
anybody. Even when | was small and my family had nothing, | never sole. Pete should have known
better. He's left me alone with hiswallet and | never even looked insde it, which is more than can be
sad for him. | know he goes through my bag, checking to seeiif I've got any photographs of other men
or extramoney. | never said anything to him about that, and he should have showed me the same
respect. He should have just told Bruce that | never sted, and |eft it at that. Pete kept pressng me,
telling me that he wouldn't get angry if | had taken the watch so long as | gave it back. That was as good
asaccusing me. | was so angry, but | didn't show it.

| mean, how many watches can | wear? | have the Mickey Mouse watch that Pete gave me, why
would | want another one? And the business cards? That was just stupid. | said to Pete, "How much
would | be able to sdl the cards for? A million baht? Two million baht?" It was crazy. If | was going to
sted anything, 1'd have taken money. Pete and Bruce aways have money lying around, and I'm sure
they wouldn't have noticed if | took afew hundred baht. But I'm not athief. Pete should know that. If |
wanted money, | could get afarang to give it to me. | could go short time and get two thousand baht,
and if | flirt with aguy | can get abig tip without even having to have sex with him. There's no need for
me to steal awatch. Or business cards.

What made it worse was that Pete said | couldn't go back to the apartment any more because Bruce
was worried that | might take something else. | felt so insulted. Whether or not | go to his gpartment isn't
important, it's not asif | haveto pay if we stay in ashort time hotel, but | just fed so angry at being
trested like acrimind. I'm not athief and Pete should know that. Bruce, too.
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BRUCE

| don't know why Pete is making such a big fuss about the watch. There's no bloody mystery. | went to
Nong Kha with Troy, and before | went my business cards and the watch were on the dressing table.
When | came back, they'd gone. | told Pete that Joy had fucked up big time because | had five
hundred dollars in travellers chegques in the bottom drawer. | reckon what happened is that she nipped
into the room while Pete was in the shower and grabbed the first thing she could lay her hands on. It
gands to reason, right? | didn't steal them. Pete didn't steal them. Pete says that the only visitor while |
was away was Joy. Y ou don't have to be Hercule fucking Poirot to work out who the guilty party is.
But Pete wouldn't have it. Kept ingsting that | must have put the watch somewhere and forgotten about
it. Bloody ridiculous.

I think the world of Joy, and Pete should have done the decent thing by her months ago, but you've
just got to look at her. She's not in the same league as Troy. | know | can trust Troy: many's the time
I've had afew drinks too many and I've given her my wallet, and she's never taken so much as atwenty
baht note. Troy istotaly honest. | reckon Joy's more than capable of stedling, though. Look at the way
she lied to Pete about her husband, even when he had photographs of them together and everything.
She denied it right down the line. And Pete's caught her out in countless other lies. So why does he think
he can believe her when she says she didn't take the watch?

The day after | mentioned it, he helped me search the apartment. We went through al the rooms,
checked dl the drawers, even went through the kitchen. Nothing. Then he started asking me if | was
sure | hadn't brought anyone back to the flat. Bloody cheek. Then he wanted to know if I'd taken the
watch anywhere with me, when wasthe last time I'd seenit. | got fed up with him in the end and told
him held be better off interrogating Joy. He stormed out of the flat. The sad fuck.

PETE
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Joy caled me and asked meif | wanted to go and eat before she started work. She said her step-aster
and three cousins had come down to Bangkok from Surin and they al wanted to meet me. We said
we'd meet at the German restaurant in Soi 4 a Sx o'clock. | was supposed to get the edited proofs of
the Bangkok guide to the courier service | used but | figured Alistair wouldn't mind waiting an extra day.
| was already aweek past deadline o | figured hel'd changed the schedule anyway.

I'd had a couple of gin and tonics by the time Joy arrived. She was dready wearing her waitress
uniform and had her numbered badge clipped to her belt. Server 127. She waied me and introduced the
girls. There was her step sigter, Dit, who like Apple was a younger, dightly chubbier, verson of Joy,
and her cousins, Ning, Moo and Wandee. They dl stood dightly behind Joy asiif they were frightened
of me, but Joy encouraged them to wai me.

We sat down at atable by the window and ordered drinks. | had a gin and tonic and al the girls had
orangejuice. Ning, Moo and Wandee were looking around the restaurant and pointing at the pictures
and the place settings, and | got the fedling that it was their first time in a Western retaurarn.

| gave Joy alaser pointer I'd bought for her in Patpong. It was on akeyring and could flash alaser
beam more than a kilometre. | figured she could have fun with it in the bar. She showed it to the girls
and they examined it curioudy.

| let Joy order the food and she told the waitress what she wanted. The younger girls watched as Joy
ordered and | could see that Joy was taking pride from the fact that she wasin control.

Joy asked me what 1'd been doing and | explained how the book was getting on. She trandated to
the other girls, and again | could see that she was enjoying showing off her English skills. She kept using
the word "farang” rather than my name, but | wasn't offended because "Pete" probably wasn't aname
they'd heard before.

| asked Joy how long the four girls were staying in Bangkok and she surprised me by saying they'd
come to work. In Zombie. | could imagine Dit in abar, but Ning, Moo and Wandee seemed too shy.

"Working as waitresses?' | asked.

Joy shook her head. "Dancing, same me before," she said.

Dit nodded enthusiagticaly. She seemed to be the brightest of the four and sheld been listening
intently to the conversation Joy and | had been having and occasionally interrupted to ask Joy
something, presumably for atrandation. The other three girls were talking to each other in hushed Thai.

"Have they danced before?!

Joy giggled and said no, they hadnt.

"Aren't they shy?' | asked.

"No, not shy. They want money too much,”" she said.

The food arrived and Ning, Moo and Wandee examined the dishes like surgeons preparing for an
operdion.

Joy nodded at Dit. "What you think?" she asked me. "Pretty?’

Dit smiled a me showing beautifully straght, white teeth. Sheld probably never sat in adentist's chair
but she had a perfect mouth. Her hair was as long as Joy's had been when she was dancing, thought it
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was dightly wavy. Her face was virtudly identicd to Joy's, though Dit had a smdl mole to theright of
her nose.

"Suey mark," | said. Very pretty.

Dit giggled and put her hand over her mouth. It was a gesture I'd seen Joy do athousand times.

"Same father, different mother,” said Joy.

While we were egting, Joy took a piece of paper from her purse and gave it to me. It was a letter,
addressed to me. It wasn't Joy's writing, the letters were dl capitals and down the margins were
childike scrawls of hearts and flowers. It was alove letter, but the sort that an eight-year-old might
write. | read it, with Joy and Dit watching my face intently, looking to see how I'd react. It was sgned
"Joy" but it wasn't her Sgnature.

"Who wrote it?' | asked.

"Friend Joy," said Joy. "What you think?"

"Lovdy," | sad. "Why didn't you write it?'

"Her writing better. | tell her what | want say to you and she write for me."

| put the letter in my back pocket. | wasn't sure what to say. Joy was perfectly capable of writing to
me, she'd written dozens of |etters. So why had she asked a friend to write to me?

Ning, Moo and Wandee were tucking into the food. Joy put prawns on to my plate, and then poured
more tonic water into my gin. She said something to the grls, not in Tha but in Khmer, | think, and dl
the girls nodded. | got the feding that she was telling them what she was doing and why.

When the hill came | paid with cash. Joy said something to the girls and they dl waied me. Shed
obvioudy told themto thank me.

Joy asked meif I'd go over to Zombie with them. It felt strange walking into Nana Plaza with Joy
and four very young girls, asif | were ateacher taking aclass on afield trip. Dit looked about nineteen,
the same age as Joy when | met her for the first time, but Ning, Moo and Wandee dl looked asiif they
were under eighteen. They held hands as they waked past the touts and the neon lights advertising the
bars, huddled together like frightened rabbits.

We went into Zombie and Joy sat everybody down and went over to get drinks for us dl. Then she
good in front of the girls and began talking in Thai, pointing out various parts of the bar, the toilets, the
changing rooms, the short time room, the dancing stages. The girls sat wide-eyed, sipping their orange
juices and hanging on her every word.

The next day they were dl up on the stage, dancing naked around the silver poles. A six-foot tall
Scandinavian guy pad bar fine for Dit and she left holding his hand, Joy smiling proudly like a parent at
agraduation ceremony. How did | fed? Uneasy, | think. Like I'd been witnessto acoming of agein a
culture | didn't understand. Or didn't want to understand. Dit was a bright, pretty young girl from the
country but sheéd taken on the life of a Bangkok bargirl without a moment's hesitation.
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JOY

Wandee had to go home after aweek. She wasn't working out. She couldn't dance, in fact she could
bardy walk in high heds. That waan't the problem, though, alot of the girls just sand and hold the pole
and jiggle around, it's not as if the farangs actualy go into a bar to watch girls dance. The problem was
that she wouldn' talk to customers, even if they approached her. She wouldn't smile, either, it was asiif
she was paralysed with fear. | tried to get her to relax, I'd St with her and help her make conversation,
but she was too nervous. Only one guy wanted to pay her barfine, an old Swedish man, but he came
back to complain the next day. He told the mamasan that Wandee lay on her back with her legs pressed
together and her arms folded across her breasts. He demanded his money back and the mamasan gave
it to him.

The mamasan wanted to beat Wandee, but | said no, that I'd talk to her. | sat her down and
explained what she had to do, but she just kept on shaking her head and saying that she couldn't do it. |
asked her what the problem was, because it wasn't asif she wasavirgin or anything. Shed had a
boyfriend back in Surin, and | think she first had sex when she was fifteen.

It was farangs, she said. She didntt like the way they looked, and she didn't like the way they
amelled. | sad that hardly anyone does, but you had to think of the money. Y ou can do anything if you
think of the money. | used to work in afactory for afew thousand baht a month. Y ou can earnthat in
one night, so isn't afew minutes of discomfort worth it? She started crying and | put my arms around
her. Some girlsjust can't do it, and | guess Wandee is one of them. | gave her enough money to get the
bus back to Surin and sent her on her way.

Sunan was furious. Sheld paid for clothes and shoes for Wandee and sheld given her spending
money. She was expecting to get acommission from the money Wandee earned. She's a smart
businesswoman, is Sunan. She brings lots of girls down from Surin and then takes ten per cent of what
they earn for the first year. Sunan wouldn't talk to Wandee after sheld said she wanted to go home,
Wandee kept saying that she was sorry and that shed pay Sunan back, but Sunan just ignored her.

Dit was totally different, she took to working in the bar like a duck to water. She was going out with
farangs every night, and she was in the short-time room alot, too. Dit loves sex and | don't think she
careswho she doesit with. Her hushand came with her to Bangkok and he encourages her to screw as
many farangs as possible. She gives most of her money to him and he's dready bought a motorcycle.

Dit'sagood dancer, and aquick learner. | showed her afew moves and she learned them redlly
quickly. She's got a good body, long legs and big breasts. Eighty per cent of farangs like girls with big
breasts. Her English is getting better every day, too. She can make farangs laugh and she knows what to
say to make them like her. She reminds me of mysdf when | was her age.
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| think the only difference between usisthat she likes sex and | don't. | hate it. Except with Park, of
course, but then it's not sex, it's making love. What | do with the farangsisjust sex, in and out until they
come, and | hate that. They'd never know, of course, because | know how to smile asif I'm enjoying it
and | make theright noises. Just like the lesbian show | used to do with Wan. It'sal abig act.

PETE

Joy had been working as awaitress for dmost two weeks when | saw him. | actudly wasn't sure it was
him, so | kept looking at the booth where the DJs worked. He was wearing a baseball cap so | couldn't
see how short his hair was, but there was no mistaking the bulging eyes. Joy kept coming over to me, as

attentive as ever, leaning against me, rubbing my shoulder, pulling faces to make me laugh. "Whet are
you looking at?" she asked eventudly.

“That guy. The one playing records.”

She didn't look around, she just kept looking at me. "What about him?"

| took a deep breath. "Joy, he looksjust like your husband.”

She frowned, then turned and stared at the DJ, her hand resting lightly on my thigh. She made a soft,
snorting sound. "Him? No," she said. A teenager walked by carrying atray and she grabbed him by the
arm. "My husband looked more like him," she said, nodding & the surprised walter.

| looked back at the DJs booth. If it wasn't him, the resemblance was amazing. Joy released her grip
on the waiter'sarm, and did her arams around my neck. "Pete, | not lie to you," she said. | looked into
her eyes and wanted so much to believe her.

"It looksjust like him," | said.

Shetook a step back and looked at me admonishingly. "Pete, he only work here one week."

"What's his name?'

"l don't know," she said. "Y ou want me ask?"'

| nodded. She sighed theetrically and walked over to the DJs booth. She climbed up on to a seat
and caled over the top of the glass partition. "What's your name?" she shouted in Thai.

"Gung," he cdled back. It means ‘prawn’ in Tha and is a common name for both men and women.

She walked back to my table, swinging her hips prettily. She raised her eyebrows. "Gung," she said.
"His name's Gung. Are you happy now?"
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I smiled and put my arm around her. She smelled fresh and clean, despite the smoky atmosphere. |
kissed her on the neck and she pressed hersdlf againgt me. "Yeah," | said. "I'm happy.”

Something about the way she smelled worried me. I'd smelled it before, but for the life of me |
couldn't remember where,

BRUNO

Loveishblind. It redly is. It's not acliche, it's atruism. There's an experiment that demongtrates the fact
perfectly. Y ou show afilm to agroup of volunteers. It can be about anything. The onel've seenisa
robbery, three men sted some money from a security van and are thwarted by two passers-by. Then
you tdll the volunteers that they're going to be asked a series of questions about what they've seen.
They're told to answer specific questions truthfully, and to lie when they answer others. Now, you get
three types of people to ask the questions. The questioners, of course, haven't seen thefilm. You get a
granger, afriend, and a marriage partner to ask the questions, and they have to assess whether or not
they are being told the truth or alie.

Now, what do you think the results of the experiment would be? The layman would assume thet the
partner would be mogt likely to spot the lies. But in fact, the exact opposite occurs. The strangers are
mogt likely to spot when they are being lied to. The partner isthe least likely. And the friend is
somewhere in the middle, depending on how close afriend he or sheis.

What doesthistell us? There are a number of possible conclusions to be drawn. It could be that
peoplefind it eader to lie to those who love them, that they learn to hide the non-verbd cuesthat give
away untruths. It'sfar more likely, however, that we as human beings prefer not to believe that those we
care for would lie to us, so we fool ourselves, we force ourselves to overlook the tell-tae signs of
decet. Lovetruly isblind.
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PETE

| could sense there was something wrong as soon as | walked into Fatso's Bar. Big Ron was sitting
there with abig grin on hisface, jiggling in his specidly-reinforced chair like a volcano al set to explode.
| sat down and ordered agin and tonic.

"Joy'sée it," he sad.

| felt cold ingde. | knew what was coming. | could tell by the smug look on hisfat face.

"She was bar fined lagt night.”

"Impossble” | sad. "l wasin there & ten.”

"Y egh, but what time did you leave?’

"About eleven. Then she came around to the apartment when shed finished work."

Big Ron giggled like aschoolgirl on her first date. "Better spesk to Matt, then.”

| pretended that | couldn't care less, but my heart was racing. Matt was an American guy and a
regular vistor to Nana Plaza, where held recently started barfining katoeys. He walked into Fatso's
about an hour later and sat down on the stool next to me. He grimaced. "Big Ron told you?”

"Yegh," | sad, swirling theice cubes around my drink with my finger. Y ou sure?'

"No question. | was with Jmmy, and Immy tried to bar fine her. She said no, but about twenty
minutes later she left with an American.”

"Do you know who he was?'

Matt shook his head.

"And there's no doubt, Matt? She couldn't have been going out to buy cigarettes?'

He shook his head again. | guess we both knew | was clutching at straws. "1 know the difference
between a girl going out for cigarettes and a girl who's had her bar fine paid, Pete. She'd changed into
her jeans, for agtart.”

Y eah, he was right, of course. | tried not to show how upset | was, rang the bell to buy everyone a
drink, and ending up getting pissed out of my skull.

| went around to Zombie just after midnight. Joy was there, playing with the laser 1'd bought her. She
grinned and ran over and gave me abig hug. "I think about you too much,” she said.

"l loveyou, Joy," | said.

"l love you, too much," she said.

"Don't ever lieto me, Joy," | said, hating mysdlf for sounding so pathetic.

"You drunk,” shesaid. "I never lieto you, Pete. | love you, too much.”
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JOY

| told Park it was a stupid thing to do, that Pete was sure to recognise him if Park started working in
Zombie. Park dapped me and told me he didn't care, that he wasn't going to dlow afarang to dictate
hislife. | said that he was being dumb because Pete had his photograph, but Park dapped me again so |
stopped arguing.

Sure enough, Pete spotted Park and | was the one who had to cover up. My heart wasracing as||
walked across the bar to shout up to Park. | nearly burst out laughing when he said that his name was
Gung. Prawn? Park hates prawns. Calls them seainsects. Pete believed me, though, so maybe hel's as
stupid as Park seemsto think heis. | told dl the girlsto say that Park was Gung if Pete asked them, but
| don't think he did.

Park kept pressng me to go with other farangs, even though | warned him that Pete's friends dl
drink in Zombie and one of them would be bound to see me. Park didn't care, but he said that if | was
worried about getting caught | should take the farangs into the short time room. | told him how much |
hated the short time room - it smells and the bed's got ticks, dl the girls complain about getting bitten,
but Park wouldn't listen to me. Sometimes he can be so stubborn.

It's not asif we needed the money. Pete was giving me about four thousand baht aweek, and | was
earning at least five hundred baht aday in tips. | was paying for our room, and our food, and | was
giving Park money for beer and cigarettes, and | was paying for his motorcycle. Sometimes men can be
so ungrateful. | mean, Park was only getting three thousand baht a month for playing records. It's not
even ared job. The DJs don't get to choose their own music, the farang who owns the bar, Damien, he
decides what they play. Mot of the time he just puts on one CD and letsiit play right through. The
farangs don't care, they'rein the bars for the girls, not the music. | know the real reason Park wanted to
work asaDJagain: it was so that he could be around the girls. | saw him making eyes a Wan and |
gave him apiece of my mind. Therés no way any man of mine is getting away with being a butterfly, not
in front of my friends.

PETE
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| left it until the end of the month before going around to Zombie to see the owner. 1'd gotten his name
from Immy. Damien Kavanagh, hisfamily are big in double-glazing back in the UK, that’swhat Jmmy
had said. But there were other versions of hislife story floating around Fatso's, too. Bruce had heard
that he' d once been a barrigter in Belfast but had done a runner with clients money. Rick said that
Kavanagh wasn't hisreal name, that he/ d changed it by deed pole after he' d been convicted on
paedophile charges a decade ago. Big Ron was sure that he' d spent timein a Tha jall for trafficking
women into Europe. No one seemed to know for sure. Whatever the truth about Kavanagh's padt, |
found him in acramped little office off the back of the room where the bargirls changed. He was
crouched over acomputer keyboard, peering at the screen through thick-lensed spectacles. Hewas a
shifty-looking man, in hisfifties, | guess, with thinning grey hair and a habit of licking hislips when he
lisened, like afrog contemplating its next medl. | introduced mysdf and told him what | wanted to
know, and he just grinned and shook his head.

"Why didn't you just walk awvay?" he asked.

| shrugged. " She wants to change. She doesn't want to dance any more.”

Damien chuckled and pushed his glasses up his nose. "Pete, Pete, Pete, these girls are here for one
reason, and one reason aone. They're hookers, and they're hooking."

"Joy's different...” | began but stopped when he started shaking his head.

He leaned forward asif about to share a secret with me. "Y ou're wasting your time," he said. "And
what's more, you know you're wasting your time."

"Okay, but I need to know for sure,” | said. "'l need to see her card.”

The card was the key. Sure, | knew there was no reason for Matt and Jmmy to lie, but if Joy's bar
fine had been paid, it would have been recorded on the card that she used to clock in each day. The
cards were stored in arack by the side of the lockers.

"You used to be ajourndig, yeah?' he sad.

"That'sright."

"Well, me showing you agirl's card would be the equivalent to you reveding a source,”" he said
smugly. "l just couldn't do it. I'd have arevolt on my hands. The girlswouldn't stand for it."

"But Joy sad..."

"They'll say anything so long asthey can get money out of you. Why can't you just accept that?
They're hookers."

"She says shelovesme..."

He sarted laughing again and | felt my cheeks go red. He took his glasses off and began to polish
them with a grubby handkerchief. "Pete, that's what they al say.”

| wanted to dap his smug face, but | didnt. | tried to reason with him. | explained that she could earn
much more money if she was dancing and going with customers, thet it had been her ideato work asa
walitress.
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"The waitresses go short-time, too," he said. "Some of the waitresses get screwed more than the
dancers. It's the black and white uniforms, makes them look like schoolkids. Big turn on, that.”

"But Joy's..."

"Different," hefinished for me. "Yeah, you sad.”

"Look, Damien, | know what you're saying, but do you know for sure that Joy has had her bar fine
paid? Have you looked at her card?

"l don't haveto," he said. "L ook, have you any idea how many guys like you come into this office
and tell me exactly the same story as you've told me? | had a Danish guy here last week. Hed falenin
love with agirl, Need, the one with big knockers. Now, Need's been hooking since she was twelve
years old and she's dmost thirty now. She's got three kids and a Thai husband who hits her around. But
this Danish guy, he comes in here convinced that she's the Virgin bloody Mary. Says he's going back to
Denmark and wants Need to work as awaitress while he's away. So Need winks at me and | say,
aure, fine, whatever. He gets back on the plane, she takes off her kit and starts dancing again. Helll
probably send her money every month and shell give it to her old man so that he can go out and get
drunk and dap her around.”

| garted to say that Joy was different, but even before the words left my mouth | could see him start
to grin.

"L ook, you've more than a hundred girls working here, do you actualy know which one Joy is?" |
asked him.

He put his glasses back on and blew his nose on his handkerchief. "Saw her a couple of weeks ago
and | asked the mamasan who the pretty new waitresswas. She said it was Joy, that she used to
dance."

"But it'snot asif you know her personaly?’

"She's not one that 1've fucked, if that's what you mean.”

"No, that's not what | mean. | mean, maybe, just maybe, she's keeping her side of the bargain.
Maybe she hasn't had her bar fine paid.”

He shook his head.

"Look, do meafavour,” | said. "Just have alook at her card. Y ou don't haveto tell mewhat'soniit,
but maybe when you've looked at it you'll redlise that sheis different. And if her bar fine has been paid,
al you've got to say isthat your advice to me hasn't changed.”

He sat back in hischair. "Suppose | do that," he said. "What do you plan to do?'

"I'l walk away," | sad. "If I'm surethat she'slied, I'll wak away.”

"You won't be able to,” he says. "Youll tdl her that | showed her the card, and shelll give you any
one of ahundred excuses why she went out. She was sick and paid her own bar fine, she went out to
egt with friends, blah blah blah. Shell convince you that you're mistaken, then I'll have ariot on my
hands when she tells everyone that | et you see her card.”

"l promise you, Damien, on my life, that | won' tdll her."

He picked up a chipped mug and sipped something brown. He put the mug down. "If | look &t her
card, | want you to promise me something.”

"Anything.”
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"If | seewhat | know I'm going to see on that card, | want you to never tak to her again. Forget
about her."

"No problem,” | said. "I've got to go to Cambodia next week. Phnom Penh. | just won't tell her
when I'm getting back."

He looked at me for severa seconds and | thought he was going to change his mind, then he pushed
himsdf up out of his chair and went over to the rack of time cards. He ran hisfinger down them. "What
number is she?' he asked. "There are afew Joys here."

"Server 127," | said.

He found the card and sat down. He studied it, then turned the card over. He put the card in the top
drawer of hisdesk asif he was scared that 1'd make a grab for it. My heart wasracing, but | tried to
look as unconcerned as possible. "Pete, | don't see anything on Joy's card that changes my opinion.”

For afew seconds | couldn't breathe, it was asif asted belt had been tightened around my chest. |
forced agmile "Right," | sad.

"I'm sorry,” he said.

| didn't want his pity. "Nah, it doesn't matter. | guess| knew anyway."

| laughed but the sound caught in my throat. | don't know why but | started telling him about the DJ,
about how | thought it was Joy's husband but that shed denied it. Damien nodded. "That's him," he said.
"The mamasan said he came back to Bangkok with her."

| stood up. "Yeah, | knew | shouldn't trust her. It'slike you said, they're dl hookers.”

He scribbled something down on a piece of paper and gave it to me. It was an address. He leered at
me. "When you're in Phnom Penh, try this place. They've got the prettiest Viethamese hookers you've
ever seen. All of 'em under fourteen. Great place Phnom Penh, redl Wild West. Like Bangkok was
thirty years ago.”

| smiled, trying hard not to show how upset | wasingde. | shook his hand and Ieft.

DAMIEN

That Pete, what a sad fuck. Hed obvioudy fdlen for the girl in abig way and when he came into the
office he was wound tighter than awatch on awanker'swrig. | could seeit in his eyes. He wastrying to
be cool, trying to pretend he wasn't that worried, but he kept fidgeting in his seet and a couple of times|
thought he was going to cry.
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| didn't know Joy, I've more than a hundred girls in Zombie done, probably up to athousand
working for me in Nanain total. Me and my partners have seven bars, and Zombieis just about the
biggest and most profitable. The girlsthere are the best, they're the prettiest and the hardest working. |
didn't know Joy persondly, though I'd seen her. Beautiful girl, greet body. Had that young, unsullied
look that | go for, but her skin wastoo dark for my taste. Her sister | know, Sunan. One of the hardest
working girlsin the Plaza, is Sunan. Two or three times anight, every night. Her sster, Mon, was
another good worker. They were a good source of new girls, too. Every few months they'd go back to
ther village, show off their new clothes and their gold, and they'd come back with three or four new girls
who wanted to work in the bars. Sunan would teach them how to dance, how to put make up on, how
to talk to customers. Some of the girls we get are so shy they wouldn't say boo to a goose, they dance
al right but then they gt together in groups talking to their friends. But the girls Sunan brings down know
how to go up to acustomer and introduce themsalves. It doesn't take much, dl they haveto do isamile
and say hello. The customer'll do the rest. Sunan tells them how to act with customers, how to get them
to pay the bar fine, and how much to ask for afterwards. | tell you, Sunan should think about starting up
abargirl school. Sheld be a great mamasan, too. I've asked her afew times but she knows she can earn
more dancing. How much does she earn? The bar pays her about six thousand baht, she earns another
gx thousand or so from her share of bar drinks, and her bar fine gets paid an average of thirty timesa
month, | guess, so she gets another three thousand from that. So there's fifteen thousand baht right there,
which is more than a teacher gets. Plus there's the money she gets from the punters themselves. | doubt
she doesiit for less than fifteen hundred baht, so that'd be another forty-five thousand baht. That means
Sunan's probably pulling in sixty thousand baht a month, which is about ten times the nationd average
wage. Pretty good, huh.

Now, onelook at Joy's card and | could see that she'd been at it. Her bar fine had been paid five
times during the previous month, and sheld been to the short-time room twice. I've never understood
why anyone would want to take a girl into the short-time room, but it gets used haf adozen timesa
night. It'sahorrible place, aroom without windows or aircon, asingle bed with no pillow and a sheet
that gets changed once in a blue moon, and a wastepaper basket for the used condoms and tissues. We
charge four hundred baht every time the room's used, and punters seem happy to pay it. They could go
down the road to the Penthouse and for the same amount of money have anight in a decent room with a
TV and clean sheets and mirrored cellings. The girlsloveit, though, because it's quick and easy money.
They don't even have to get changed.

Pete was asking for trouble trying to change Joy. She's a hooker, she was born a hooker and shélll
die ahooker. The best thing for him to do isjust to accept that fact. Pay her, screw her, and let her go
home to her husband. When he gets bored with her he can find another regular girl. No one gets hurt.

He promised me that held walk away, but 1'd bet my bottom dollar that he doesn't. Well see.
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JOY

| was fourteen when my father had sex with me for the firgt time. | didn't know what was happening or
what he was doing. | thought that a ghost had got insde him and was making him do it, but the next day
| told Mon and she said that he did that to dl his daughters. Except for Sunan. Sunan wouldn't let him.
He beat Sunan black and blue but she never et him. Once he hit her so hard that she couldn't get up
and shelay on her degping mat for four days and couldn't eat anything. There was blood in her urine but
our father wouldn't let her go to the hospital. | was twelve then, it was the year after our ssepmother had
died. She had cancer and was sick for along time.

| hated it, but | didn't ask him to stop because | remembered what he did to Sunan. | just turned my
head to the Sde and let him do whatever he wanted to do. That's what | used to do with farangs, too,
until | learned that | could get more money if | pretended to enjoy it.

My father never said why he did what he did. | guess maybe he missed our stepmother because he
never did it when she was dive. HEd come into my room about once aweek, and he dways smelled of
drink, same as the farangs do. He wasn't rough, though, and he never asked me to do the sort of things
that farangs ask me to do. He just had sex with me in silence, then went back to his room.

My eder brother started having sex with me about three months after my father took my virginity.
My brother was rough and he wanted me to do other things for him, too. | cried because | didn't
understand why he was doing it. | could understand my father because he didn't have our mother but my
brother had lots of girlfriends. | tried to stop him but he was too strong. Hed hit meif | didn't do what
he wanted. I'm not as tough as Sunan, | couldn't sland up to him, so | just let him do it to me.

My father stopped fucking me when | was sixteen. Hed moved on to Dit by then. Dit was like me,
she never said anything, though | heard him stumbling aong the corridor to her room at night. | wasjust
glad that he wasn't coming to my room.

My brother carried on, though, and he made me fuck his friends as well. He used to charge them
twenty baht atime and held beat meif | didn't let them do it. He did the same to Dit, too. Practicaly ran
abrothel out of our house, but he was dways careful to make sure that our father was away in the
fields. After awhile | sopped complaining. | told my brother to give me haf the money and he decided
that it was fair and so he did. Smal money, but at least | didn't fed as| was being raped. It was work.
That made it seem dl right.
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PETE

| had amagjor drinking sesson in Fatso’'s. Drunk asaskunk. | waswell behind schedule on the travel
cookery book but my heart wasn'tin it.

Mogt of the guys had gone around to the Plaza, so | sat with Big Ron and poured my heart ouit. |
told him about Joy's card and her husband working as the DJ. "She's playing a bloody game,” | said,
"but she's not going to win."

That'swhat it wasto Joy. A game. The rules were smple. Say whatever you have to in order to get
the stupid farang to part with as much money as possible. Tell him what he wants to hear, lieif you have
to, and keep taking the money. Sheld been playing a Goddamned game with me, but now | knew what
the rules were and | was going to show her who was the better player.

| had aplan dready, so | rang the bell to buy Big Ron and the girls drinks and explained it to him.

Severd of the girls had tattoos on their shoulders. Usudly butterflies or animas, though sometimes
they'd have their name tattooed. | was going to persuade Joy to get my name tattooed on her shoulder.
That way sheldd never forget me. Whenever she saw the tattoo shed think of me. And more importantly,
so would her husband. Then I'd dump her, and the tattoo would be a constant reminder to the two of
them that 1'd won the game.

It took me almost aweek to persuade her to get the tattoo. | didn't want to pressit too hard because
sheld have suspected that | was up to something. I'd Sit with her in Zombie and point out girls with
tattoos, saying how pretty they were. | asked her if sheld like one and she said sure, she thought they
looked good. After acouple of days| asked if sheld have a heart with my name on it, and she said yes.
| asked her how much it would cost. She asked one of her friends, Cat, and Cat said she'd had one
done for seven hundred baht. | gave Joy athousand baht and said she should get one.

The next day when | went in to Zombie, she said sheld been to the tattoo parlour with Cat, but that it
had been closed. | shrugged, playing it cool, and pretended that | didn't care.

The next day, she said she and Cat had spoken to the tattoo artist, but that he'd said that the best
daysfor girlsto have tattoos done were Tuesday and Thursday, something to do with fortune telling or
religion, she couldn't explain which. | figured she was just making excuses, and | told her so. She denied
it and said sheld get it done in two days, on Tueday.

On Monday night when | went in to Zombie sheid aready drunk four bottles of Carlsberg lager and
was giggling. She was drunk. She didn't get the tattoo done the following day because she said she had
ahangover. | kept putting on the pressure, dowly but surdly, smiling dl the time, making it agame.
When | told Big Ron what | was doing, he called me a cdlous, unfeding bastard, but he was laughing as
hesadit. | didn't fed guilty about what | was doing, because every time | wasin Zombie, Joy's husband
was up in the DJs booth. Any guilt | felt evaporated when | looked up at the booth and saw him and his
tight T-shirt and stupid basebal cap. If they wanted to play the game, they couldn't complain if they got
burnt.
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Eventudly she ran out of excuses. She telephoned me a mid-day and | could hear abuzzing noisein
the background. Joy was at the tattoo parlour with Cat and she wanted to know if | wanted my namein
the heart or both our names. | said it was up to her.

Four hours later she was ringing the doorbel| of the flat. She stripped off her shirt and showed me the
winged heart on her |eft shoulder. In the middle of the red heart, my name. Big Ron had said that Joy
would probably try to get away with a painted tattoo, one that would wash off after afew days. |
rubbed it with my thumb and she yelped. It was genuine. "Y ou not believe me, Pete?' she asked, alook
of despair on her face.

| hugged her and said no, | believed her, | knew that sheld never lieto me. | held her closeto my
chest and breathed in the smdll of her hair. I'd won. I'd won the game but | didn't feel good about
mysdlf. | sat with her in the bar for most of the night as she proudly showed her friends the tattoo. When
the bar closed | took her to the Penthouse Hotel and we spent the whole night together. | stroked and
kissed the tattoo as | made loveto her.

"Y ou happy now, Pete?' she asked, and | said | was. It wasalie. | fet like shit.

| had one more thing to do. The day after she had the tattoo done, | bought a return ticket to Phnom
Penh. Aligtair had been on my back for awhile, telling me that | had to go over to Cambodiato do the
research for the Cambodian guide, but 1'd been putting him off. Once I'd bought the ticket, | packed my
bag and then telephoned Joy. | told her that the DJ had stopped me outside Nana Plaza and that hed
told me that he was her husband and that held said | wasn't to go to Zombie any more.

"Why he say that?" asked Joy. She didn't deny that he was her husband, | noticed.

| warmed to the story, telling her that the DJ said his name was Park and that he was jealous, that he
didn't want me to give her any more money, that he wanted me to stay away from her.

"Pete, helieto you," she said. "I not know why he say that, but he wrong.”

| said it didnt make any difference, that if she had ahusband | didn't want anything to do with her. |
put down the phone and caught ataxi to the airport. Four hours later | was in Phnom Penh.

BIG RON

Pete's going to have to watch himsdlf because if he carries on the way he's going, it's gonna be payback
time. | don't think he realises how dangerous the fucking Thais are. They never go one on one, it's
aways mob-handed and tooled up, pieces of wood, knives, guns even. Happened in the Plaza six
months back, afarang had got up the nose of one of the mamasans. Called her awater buffalo and
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sormed out without paying his bill. Two weeks later three guys caught up with him and started knocking
him around with pieces of lead pipe. Stan his name was, big bugger too, lifts weights and works out. He
got one of them and smashed his head into awall. The other two ran off. Two againgt one aren't good
enough odds for Thais. The only time you'l see them fighting one on oneisin Muay Thai, Thai boxing,
and mogt of the time that's fucking rigged, too.

Anyway, Stan figures he's got away with it and starts getting cocky. Eventudly they got him again,
walking down the road. Four of them, with knives. They dashed him across the face, damn near blinded
him. The doctors saved his eyes, but he's going to be scarred for life. Always was an ugly bastard, was
Stan, s0 | don't think he's worrying too much. Girls here don't turn down customers because of afew
scars. Look at me, for God's sake. I'm twenty-eight stone and pig ugly and I've never been turned
down.

That'swhat | can't work out about Pete. What is this with him and Joy? There are thousands of them
out there, thousands of Joys, and they al screw for peanuts. Receptacles for jism, that'swhat | call
them. Fuck 'em, pay 'em, and move on, that'swhat | say. Pete should just walk away, forget about this
revenge thing. He won't win. They won't fucking let him win.

JOY

| don't understand Pete. If he doesn't want to be with me, why doesn't he say so? It's asif he just wants
to cause me problems. Why did he ask me to get his name tattooed on my shoulder? Doesn't that count
for something? And he lied about talking to Park. Why did he do that?

Park was in my room when Pete telephoned. | asked Park what he was playing at, and he said he
didn't know what | was talking about. | got angry then and said that held spoiled everything. He had no
right to talk to Pete, he was my customer. Park got redlly angry then and dapped me. | dapped him
back and he hit meredly hard. AImost blacked my eye. He wouldn't talk to me a work, he turned
away every time | went up to him, and he didn't come home with me. | was so embarrassed, dl the girls
were talking about me. Cat had told everybody about the tattoo and Park had told somebody about
Pete finding out that he was my husband. The girls put two and two together and they thought it was
hilarious. Why did Pete do that to me? | kept telephoning Pete but he either wasn't there or he wasn't
answering the phone. Bruce came into Zombie just after midnight with Rick and Jmmy, the guys who
liketo fuck katoeys. Bruce said Pete had gone to Cambodia and didn't know when he was back. |
burst into tears and went to the toilet.
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Dit came after me and asked me what was wrong. | told her and she said sheld go and spesk to
Park for me. It didn't do any good. Park said he was through with me. | went to see the mamasan and
sad | couldn't finish my shift. She wasredlly horrible and said thet if | went early 1'd have to pay my
own bar fine. | begged her to be kind-hearted but she said no, rules are rules. | borrowed 600 baht of f
Dit, flung it a the mamasan, and went home,

| sort of hoped that Park would come after me, but he didn't. | sat on my bed and cried my eyes out,
then decided to go back to Surin. The money 1'd been saving was under my mattress. | got it out, had a
quick shower then | got amotorcycle to the bus station and got on aVIP bus. | pretty much cried dl the
way home.

JIMMY

| love Thailand. Wouldn't have stayed here for fifteen yearsif | didn't. But they're abloody weird
people, | can tdll you. They've anasty Sde, ared vicious Sde to their nature that they keep well hidden
but it's dways there and not too far below the surface, either. Let me give you an example. They're
Buddhists, most of them. Thou shdt not kill and do unto others and what goes around comes around, all
that crap. | mean, | had aTha girlfriend who liked fresh crabs so shed buy them dive from the market
and bring them home and ask me to kill them. Loved to eat them but couldn't kill them herself, because
she was a Buddhigt.

Okay, s0 you think that means the Thais are a gentle, passive people, right? Wrong. Dead wrong.
Therés this up-market housing estate afew miles outside Bangkok. Big houses, serious money, security
guards, no riff-raff, that sort of thing. Mainly Thaisliving there but a sprinkling of rich expats, too. Well,
awhile back they had a problem with stray dogs, barking at night, snapping at passers-by, that sort of
thing. The committee of the housing estate met to discuss what to do with the dogs. High powered guys,
they were: acouple of doctors, afew army and air force officers, even abloody judge. Now, what
would normally happen isthat they'd cdll in thelocad dog-catcher, held round up the strays and any dogs
that weren't claimed within afew days would be put to deep. | guess that's pretty much what heppensin
the UK, right?

Anyway, the committee got an estimate for bringing in the dog catcher, but because there were so
many dogs involved, something like fifty, they reckoned it'd be too expensive. So they decided to use
poison, ingtead. One night they got someone to drop pieces of meat laced with strychnine dl over the
edtate. The next morning there were dead dogs dl over the place. They cdled up theloca council and
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they sent around atruck to pick up the carcasses. More than eight dead stray dogs, there were, and al
of them had died in agony.

But the thing was, the bastards on the committee hadn't told al the residents what they were doing.
Dozens of household pets died. Cats and dogs. The committee had had |egflets printed but not
everyone got one. It was atypica Tha cock-up. And afterwards, no one would apologise for what had
happened. No one on the committee stood up and admitted that they'd done something wrong. It was
the pet owners fault, they said, because they didn't keep their dogsinside.

Now, how many of those rich bastards on the committee were Buddhists, huh? All of them, for sure.
Every last one of them. But they have no qualms about getting someone dse to put down poison to kill a
few harmless dogs. Just like my girlfriend and her fresh crabs. So long as someone e se does the killing,
their aura or whatever isn't harmed and they can go on to the next life with a clean date. Two faced,
they are.

From COOKING ACROSS SOUTH-EAST ASIA Edited by
PETE RAYMOND

STEAMED CRABMEAT, THAI-STYLE

8 ounces cooked crab meat

4 ounces minced pork

1 egg

2 clovesgarlic

8 coriander sprigs, finely chopped

2 tablespoons fish sauce

2 tablespoons soy sauce

freshly ground black pepper

1 red chilli, de-seeded and cut into strips
fresh coriander leaves
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Pound the garlic and coriander sprigsto a paste using a mortar and pestle.
Place in a bowl with the crab meat, pork, egg, fish sauce, soy sauce, and
black pepper and mix well.

Divide the mixture and placein four individual greased heatproof dishes or
crab shells. Arrange chilli stripson top and put in a steamer. Steam for
about thirteen minutesor until the mixtureisfirm. Sprinkle coriander leaves
on thetop before serving.

PETE

| spent two weeksin Cambodia and hated every minute of it. | kept thinking about Joy, about what I'd
doneto her. | caled Sunan's mobile phone but there was no answer. | caled the phone box in Surin but
the old woman who answered said Joy wasn't there. It wasn't that | wanted to save the relationship, I'd
accepted the fact that it was one hundred per cent over, but | wanted to know that she was dl right.
Sheld cut her wrigts after the birthday party that never was and | hoped she hadn't done the same again.
To be hones, | spent so much time worrying about Joy that | didn't get everything done that 1 should
have done. My hotdl bill was horrendous, too, what with al the cdls to Thailand and everything, but the
company would reimburse me. | was more worried about what Alistair would say when | told him that
I'd have to go back to Phnom Penh.

Bruce was lying on the sofa reading a book when | got back to the flat. He seemed to be spending
lessand lesstime in the office and | figured it wouldn't be too long before he got the push. | mean,
what's the point of paying him an expat sdary if he's going to spend most of histime in the flat or the
bars? He put down the book and grinned a me. "Have | got astory for you," he said. "Y ou are not
going to believe this"
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BRUCE

It was one of life's great coincidences, the sort of thing that makes you think there is some sort of order
to the universe. Practicaly amydtica experience, it was. | was Sitting in this outdoor restaurant closeto
Soi Cowboy, waiting for aguy who was going to sell me a hedlth insurance policy. He was late but that
was no surprise because the traffic was redlly bad and he was driving. | never take the car out at night, |
gtick to motorcycle taxis. They're faster and chegper, though you do take your life in your hands every
time you dimb on.

Anyway, | was sitting at the bar wondering whether | should order food or not, when this Thai girl
gts down next to me. | couldn't work out what her game was because she wasn't dressed like a hooker
but she started up a conversation with me and regular Thai girls wouldn't dream of doing that. Shewasa
bit overweight and her skin wasn't too good, but she spoke excellent English. She said sheworked in a
beauty parlour in ahotel in Silom Road and that her name was Tukkata. That's Thai for doll, she said.

| bought her adrink - whisky and Coke she wanted, another sign that she wasn't aregular Thai girl
because whisky and Coke is very much abargirl's drink. | couldn't work her out because she was
flirting but she never asked if 1'd take her back with me. She said that afriend of hers had a problem
and she wanted to ask my advice. | thought that maybe she was going to sting me for money, but that's
not what happened &t all.

Seems that two months ago sheld met this American guy, Vernon, in the beauty parlour where sheld
worked. HEd come in for a haircut, and as Tukkata cut his hair, he told her that he'd just married a Thai
girl. A girl who'd been working in ago-go bar. Hed only met her ten days earlier, but he was sure that
shewasthe love of hislife. HEd gone back with her to her village, met her family, had a proper Tha
wedding, and now he was planning to get her avisaand fly her over to San Diego, where he lived.
Since then, this guy Vernon had flown back to the States. According to Tukkata, he was arting to
have second thoughts about the girl. She was writing to him, but sometimes when he phoned her late at
night she wasn't there. He wondered if she was working in the bar again. He sent her money every
couple of weeks but she was aways asking for more. Tukkata asked me what | thought. Well, what |
thought was that it was yet another example of astupid farang being ripped off by abargirl, but I didn't
say that. | just smiled and shrugged and said that it was difficult to say because | didn't know the girl.

Y eah, she agreed. It was difficult. "I've spoken to Sunan, and Sunan says she loves Vernon, but I'm
not sureif | believe her."

| nearly fell off my bloody barstool. I mean, how many girls can there be caled Sunan? | asked her
what bar she/d worked in and Tukkata said she wasn't sure of the name of the bar but thet it wasin
NanaPaza | asked her if it was Zombie. Tukkata frowned and said yes, that sounded familiar. And did
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Sunan live in Surin? Her jaw dropped like | was amind-reader or something. | couldn't bdieveit. Of dl
the barsin dl theworld, | have to sit next to a girl who knows a guy who married Joy's Sster.

Pete couldn't believe it, either. Tukkata had VVernon's phone number in San Diego and | gave it to
Pete. "You've gottacdl him," | said. "Y ou two have just gottatalk.”

VERNON

Meseting Sunan was like afairy story, it realy was. 1'd never been to Thailand but it seemed like a
fascinating place. | don't know when | first thought about having a Thal wife, | guessit was sometime
after my Mom died. Mom aways took real good care of Dad, even when he got sick with cancer. She
nursed him and never siopped loving him, right up until the end. She worshipped the ground he walked
on, did everything for him. Girlstoday just aren't the same, not American girls, anyway. They're too
busy with their careers, with their lives. All they ever want to talk about is themsalves, what they're
doing, how they fed. | don't hold with al that stuff about keeping awife barefoot and pregnant, but |
want someone who loves me and wants to take care of me, someone who'll make me fed specid.

| joined one of those Asian dating clubs. Found an advertisement in a supermarket tabloid and sent
off achequefor fifty bucks. Back came a catalogue of photographs, passport photos redly, of hundreds
of girls. There was a paragraph describing each girl, how old she was, her measurements, her job, what
she wanted out of life. Some of the girls were pretty enough, but | didn't see anyone that | was attracted
to. At the back of the catalogue was an advertisement for a series of video cassettes about lifein
Thailand, and since I'd never been to the country | thought it might be a good ideato buy one. | sent off
another cheque and a couple of weeks later it arrived.

Thefirst part was generd touristy stuff, the temples, the river boats, the markets, but then there was
a section on Bangkok's night life and that was when | saw her. She was one of four dancers
interviewed, and as soon as| saw her, | knew that she was the girl that | wanted to spend the rest of my
life with. She was gorgeous with long, long legs and a greet smile, and big brown eyes that seemed to be
on the verge of tears.

| caled the director of the video and he told me that Sunan danced in abar cdled Zombiein Nana
Plaza. | had three weeks vacation time and | took it at the end of the month, got a cheep flight to
Bangkok and went, just like that.
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It was unredl. | walked into Nana Plaza and the bar was in the far corner. | sat outside and ordered
a Coke. The outsde bar was circular with half a dozen girlsin the centre, serving drinks and talking to
the customers. There was a curtain hanging across the door to the main bar. | could hear rock and rall
music blaring out, the Rolling Stores, | think, and every now and again agirl in abikini would come and
peer around the curtain. | was so excited that | could hardly breathe. I'd had a Polaroid photograph
taken from the video and showed it to one of the girls behind the bar. Y es, she knew it was Sunan, and
yes, she was working that night.

The girl went behind the curtain and five minutes later, Sunan was there, Sitting next to me, every bit
as beautiful as shéd been in the video. Her skin seemed alittle darker and her hair was a bit longer, but
it was her. She even had her name and a number on alittle badge pinned to the wraparound skirt shed
put on over her bikini. | was 0 nervous, | remember my voice was trembling when | told her who | was
and that 1'd flown dl the way from San Diego just to meet her. | said | wanted to take her for dinner,
just to talk to her, to get to know her, and she explained about the bar fine system. The girls have to
work al night unless someone pays their bar fine, about fifteen bucks. | paid it and we wert out. | kept
wanting to pinch mysdf to make sure that | wasn't dreaming.

SUNAN

It happens al the time. Some farang will say he wants to pay my bar fine so that we can go and est or
gtinabar and tak. It'sfine by me, though to be honest | dways prefer to just go to ashort time hotdl.
There areload of hotels within afive minute walk, and | can make a guy comein about ten minutes a
mosgt, 0 | can be back dancing within haf an hour of having my bar fine paid. | charge fifteen hundred
baht minimum for short time, two thousand if they want me to stay al night, but again, | try not to Stay
the night unless they indst. My boyfriend likes sex alot and if I'm not there to see to him, | know héll go
on the prowl, 0 | try to get home by 3amwhenever | can.

| didn't think much of Vernon thefirst time | saw him. He looked like he was fifty because his hair
was grey and he had bags under his eyes and | thought he was bullshitting when he said he was forty.
His body was okay, he was quite tall and thin, but his teeth weren't good, they weren't white at all,
amogt yelow. That surprised me because most Americans I've met have redly white teeth. He didn't
smoke 0 maybe it was al the coffee he drinks.
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He took me to one of the restaurants in the Landmark Hotd. A lot of farangs like to go there with
girls, it's not far from Nana Plaza and the waitresses are nice to the girls. Some places don't like to serve
bargirls, they turn their nose up at us, but the Landmark’s okay. He talked to me non-stop for dmost
four hours. Wouldn't shut up. Hed seen the video I'd made about a year ago. An American guy had bar
fined half a dozen of the girls and taken us over to the Nana Hotd. Held paid us 500 baht each to talk
to us while he filmed us, what we thought of Bangkok, what the bars were like, stuff like that. | was
lucky that Vernon didn't see the other video the guy made. Two of the girls went back to Nana Plaza
but the rest stayed behind and the guy paid us two thousand baht each to do leshian scenes. Pretty
raunchy stuff it was, too. Heldd brought a stack of sex toys with him, things we'd never seen before. We
kept laughing, it looked so ridiculous, and the guy ended up getting redly angry with us.

Anyway, Vernon spent four hours teling me that he thought | was the love of hislife, that it was fate
that brought us together, that he thought he could spend the rest of hislife with me. Why are farangs
aways 0 quick to fal in love? It happens dl the timesin the bars, afarang comes to Bangkok on
haliday, meetsagirl in ago-go bar, and decides he loves her and wants to marry her. How can you
possibly love someone you've only just met? Crazy. So Vernon keeps telling me that he sees something
in me he doesn't see in other girls, that I'm not like the grlsin America. To be honest, | could only
understand twenty per cent of what he was saying because my English isn't that good, and | spent most
of the time wishing that held take me to a short-time hotel and screw me.

PETE

| telephoned Vernon right away. | told him | was Joy's boyfriend, and he said he knew who | was
because when held gone to Surin Sunan had shown him a photograph of Joy and me taken outside the
house. But VVernon had been told that | was Joy's husband, not boyfriend. Sunan had told him that we'd
been married for two years, but that we'd not been getting on well and had decided to get a divorce.

| put him straight, | told him about Phirgphan and Joy's husband and the way 1'd been lied to. | told
him about bargirls and how they couldn't be trusted. He listened in a stunned silence. "Wow," he said
eventudly. "That's unbelievable.

| asked him how much he was giving Sunan and he said held agreed to send her athousand dollars a
month, plus hed paid Sunan's father afour thousand dollar dowry. And he said he'd bought aring for
Sunan that had cost two thousand dollars, a blue sapphire ring similar to the one that I'd got for Joy. |
interrupted him and asked what he meant. The most expensive thing I'd ever bought Joy was the gold
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bracelet 1'd got for her on her birthday, and that had only cost three hundred and fifty dollars at most.
Vernon told me that hed met Joy in Bangkok before the wedding and that sheld been wearing a
sgpphire ring, and that Sunan had told him that 1'd paid two thousand dollarsfor it. It wasan
engagement ring, Sunan had said, and sheld taken him to the same jewellers to buy asimilar onefor her.

| dmogt pissed mysdlf laughing. | knew the ring he was talking about. Joy had bought it hersdlf in
Patpong. Three hundred baht it had cost. | asked him what el se they'd said about me. Vernon said that
he'd been told that 1'd bought an gpartment in Bangkok and that Joy lived with me, but that we'd now
decided to split up and were deeping in separate bedrooms.

He explained how held seen Sunan on avideo and flown to Bangkok to meet her. Sheld told him
that sheldd only been working in the bar for a couple of months and that she hated it. That was pretty
much the same story Joy had fed me when | first met her. | put Vernon right and told him that Sunan
was one of the hardest working girlsin Nana Plaza and that sheld been hooking for years. | couldn't
believe that hed fdlen in love with Sunan. She waan't even particularly pretty and anyone who saw her
couldn't not notice how hard her eyes were.

| asked Vernon if Joy had been at the wedding, and he said no, she hadn't. In fact, the only relatives
at the ceremony were her brother Bird and her father, and afew cousins whose names he couldn't
remember. | asked him if he thought it was possble for Sunan to fdl in love with him so quickly. She
could barely spesk English, after dl.

It was like soulmates meeting, he said. As soon as he saw her he knew that she was the love of his
life. I told him he was making a big mistake, that Sunan cared only about money. His money. She'd take
him for everything he had and then shed dump him.

"Oh no, youre wrong,” he said. "Sunan's different. She's not like the other girls.”

| told him that they were dl the same, that love didn't even comeinto it. | asked him if he didn't have
doubts himsdlf and he went quiet for awhile. | waited for him to spesk. When he did, he told me a story
s0 bizarre that if it had happened anywhere ese but Thalland | wouldn't have bdieved it.

VERNON

It was the night before the wedding. | was staying at Sunan's house. There were lots of people there,
and | didn't know who most of them were. I'd been introduced to them al, of course, but they had such
weird and wonderful names that | couldn't be expected to remember them al. Sunan's father was
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upstairs and so were some of the older people, Sunan's uncles and aunts or great uncles and aunts.
Sunan and | were degping on matsin the big room on the ground floor, dong with her brother Bird and
haf a dozen other people. One of Sunan's aunts, awoman caled Nit who must have been in her late
fifties, was giving us al massages. She's a professional masseuse, gpparently, a medical one, not the sort
that works in the massage parlours in Bangkok. She was doing everybody, massaging them until they
fdl adeep. Wewere dl degping in our clothes, | guessthat must be Thai style.

So eventudly it's my turn. | wasthe last to get amassage, everyone else was adeep. | was abit
embarrassed, actually, even though | was wearing a T-shirt and jeans. | was lying face down and she
knelt beside me, rubbing and probing. It wasn't dl that relaxing, to be honest, she prodded alot and |
just wished that sheld stop. | decide the best way to get it over with would be to pretend to fal adeep,
s0 | closed my eyes and started to breathe heavily. After a couple of minutes of fake snoring, Nit stops.
The next thing | know, she's reaching into my back pocket and pulling out my wallet. | couldn't believe
it. I didn't know what to do. | was being robbed by Sunan's aunt. On the night before the wedding. |
froze. | heard her rifling through the bills. There was more than athousand dollarsin cash in the wallet,
plus twice as much again in travellers cheques.

| pretended to wake up and | rolled over. Nit dropped the wallet and scampered over to the far Sde
of the room. | put the wallet back in my pocket. | didn't mention it to Sunan the next day. Didn't mention
it to anybody.

On the day of the wedding Nit helped get Sunan ready and she smiled broadly whenever she saw
me. | began to think that maybe I'd imagined it, that maybe I'd actudly falen adeep and dreamed that
sheld taken my wadlet. But in my heart | knew that it hadn't been afigment of my imagination.

Two days after the wedding my watch and my wallet were stolen from the house while | was outside
with Sunan and Bird. | reckon it must have been one of the men who adways seemed to be hanging
around the house. | think they work for Sunan's father. I'm sure it was nothing to do with Sunan. She
was redlly upset when she'd heard what had happened. She said sheld find out who'd done it and get
everything back. She never did, but | know shetried. Y ou get thieves everywhere in the world:
Thailand's no worse than America, Surin's no more dangerous than San Diego. | wasjust unlucky.

PETE

Unlucky? Vernon just doesn't get it. Of course they stole his watch and wallet. They were lying to him
every step of the way. About Joy's ring. About how long Sunan had been dancing. Hell, she probably
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dready had a Tha husband hersdf. | told Vernon everything that had happened to me, but it's like he
waan't ligening. He asked meif I'd seen Sunan dancing in Zombie during the past few weeks and | said
that yes, of course | had, and I'd seen her leaving with customers. He kept asking me if | was sure. |
mean, does he think | was making it up or something? He kept saying that if he was sure, absolutely
aure, that Sunan was lying to him then held be able to walk away, but | didn't believe him. Anyway, |
told him to get in touch with Phirgphan. Phirgphan would put him right.

VERNON

| couldn't believe what Pete was telling me. The Sunan he was describing bore no relation to the girl that
I'd fallen in love with. Sure, | had my suspicions that things weren't right, but | think that happens with
every long distance relationship. It's dways difficult when you have to depend on the phone for contact.
It1l be different once Sunan isin San Diego with me. | tried explaining that to Pete, but he wasn't
ligening.

Sunan wrote me the most loving letters you could imagine. Almost childlike they were, telling me how
much she loved me and how happy she was to be married to me and how much she was looking
forward to living with mein America. The letters were grest. | used to reread them dl thetime. | could
samel her perfume on them, too. Shed tell me how hard her life was and how poor her family was, and
how happy everyone was that | was sending money to help them. There were lots of little scribblesin
the margins, flowers and hearts and stuff like that. And once she sent me a purple and white flower,
some sort of orchid. | keep it pressed between the pages of my diary.

The thing that worried me most was that sometimes when | called Sunan's room's late a night, she
wasn't there. | know Thais do stay out late a night, but now that she's my wife I'd expected that she'd
stay home more. | suppose | can't expect her to wait for meto cdl al thetime, but it did bother me. |
wasn't sure that calling the private detective was the best way to go, though. If | met agirl in San Diego,
| wouldn't get a detective to check up on her, would I? Y ou have to trust people. And Sunan wasn't just
people, Sunan was my wife. Shed married me and sheld promised to come and livewith mein
America. Shewouldn't do that if she was lying to me, would she?

Okay, I'm giving her money, but that's only to teke care of her while she'sin Thailand. It'sdl going
to change when she getsto America. Shélll be with me al the time then.
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Extract from CROSS-CULTURAL COMPLICATIONS OF
PROSTITUTION IN THAILAND by PROFESSOR BRUNO
MAYER

The nature of progtitution in Thailand, involving a large number of tourists visiting the country
in sear ch of sexual experiences, meansthat the prostitute-client relationship in many casesis
of ashort-term nature, usually of a predetermined length of time. Thefarang arrivesasa
tourist, and the bargirl ascertains, often on thefirst meeting, the number of days he will spend
in Thailand. The physical relationship ther efor e takes place within a set timeframe, but it isin
thegirl'sinterest financially, and the farang'sinterest emotionally, to extend the relationship
once the man has|left. The man will perhaps telephone, but long conver sations ar e expensive
and the girl's English is probably not of a high enough standard to maintain along

conver sation. L ettersther efore become the primary mode of contact between the bargirl and
her farangs. Indeed, a bargirl will often maintain several such long-distance relationships,
writing to several farangs with whom she has had relationships. The letters often contain
veiled requestsfor financial support and declarations of love. It is a delicate balance. On the
one hand the girl knowsit isimportant that she doesn't appear to be only asking for money,
but on the other hand she hasto maximise her earnings.

Generally the girlswho work in the barsare not ableto writein English, and the vast
majority of the farangswith whom they are involved with cannot read or write Thai. A third
party therefore entersthereationship, a'scribe who worksfor the bargirl, reading the
farang'slettersand helping the girl write her reply. In many cases, the lettersthe farang
receives arewritten by the scribe, though in some casesthe girl copiesthe scribe'sletter in
her own handwriting. The scribes are generally Thaiswho can read and write English, or long-
time farang residents of Thailand who need to earn extra money.

The scribes play an important role in the maintenance of the long-distance relationships.
The farang often seeksreassurancethat his'girlfriend' is'being good', especially if heis
sending her money on aregular basis. He also needsto fedl that the girl loves him, that sheis
conforming to hisWestern ideal of a girlfriend. In many casesthe scribe will know the girl,
and if he, or she, isawarethat thegirl isstill working as a prostitute, will join in the deception
of the farang, often suggesting phrases and sentimentsto beincluded in the letter to allay the
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farang's suspicions. In some cases, the girl will leave the entire contents of the letter up to the
scribe.

VERNON

The thing that Pete just doesn't get isthat Sunan is different. She's not the same as Joy and she's not the
same as the rest of the girls who work in the bars. Sunan hates being abargirl; dl she wantsisthe
opportunity to leave that life behind. | know that if | give her the chance, shéelll be agood wife. She's
told me that so many times. "Vernon," shéll say, looking a me with her heart-meting eyes, "I love you,
only you. | be good wife for you. | take care of you, | love you for ever." Pete just doesn't get that. He's
been in Thailand too long, he's become too hardened by it dl. | can see why he's S0 upset at theway
Joy'strested him, if what he saysistrue. And | have my doubts about thet, to be frank.

He seemed 0 intense on the phone, and | began to redlise that it wasn't so much that he was trying
to rescue me from the clutches of Sunan, but more that he wanted to punish the family. He kept telling
me that | was stupid to keep sending money to Sunan, but hdll, from the sound of it he's given Joy way
more than I've given Sunan.

| wish there was some way | could fly over and talk to Sunan myself, but it'sjust not possible. | only
get two weeks vacation ayear, and | used that up when | went over to marry Sunan. I'm sure thet if |
could st down and talk to her face to face, I'd know if she waslying or not. Could she be lying? Could
she be as hard- hearted and cdculating as Pete says? | find it dmost impossible to believe that a human
being could be so unfeding and callous. And yet Pete was right about it being strange that so many
members of Sunan's family didn't attend the wedding. And the business of the walet and the watch il
worries me.

| decided to get in touch with the private detective that Pete had recommended. | figured it couldn't
hurt. At least I'd know the truth, and if Sunan was lying to me, then I'd walk away. Guaranteed.
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PHIRAPHAN

Pete had dready sent me an e-mail that an American guy caled Vernon might get in touch, so | wasnt
surprised to get the cdl from San Diego. Don't these farangs ever learn? This guy, hefliesover to a
country he's never been to before, proposesto abargirl he's never met, pays a $4,000 dowry to marry
her, and then flies back to America. Then he asks me to check whether or not she's being faithful. |
could have told him the answer to his question without even meeting the girl, but the farang obvioudy
has more money than sense so | said I'd take his case. We agreed on afee of $1,200. For that he
wants to know if she'sworking and if she's dready married. Easy money. He dso wanted to know who
€lse was sending money to Sunan. That's a harder job because it means getting access to her bank
account but | know people in the Bangkok Bank and the Thai Farmers Bank o it won't be too much of
aproblem. | asked him why he wants to know and he said he wants to warn the other farangs. He's
wadting histime, of course. The world isfull of supid farangs more than willing to send money to
bargirls. But who am | to argue? Twelve hundred dollarsis twelve hundred dollars, after all.

PETE

Nigel rang up to say that held quit and was having aleaving do at Fatso's Bar. "Leaving your job?" |
asked.

"The job, Thailand, everything,” he said. "I'm heading back to the UK, for afew months anyway."

Bruce was adeep on the sofaso | gave him a shake and brought him up to speed.

"I'm not surprised,” said Bruce, scratching his chin. "He wasn't getting anywhere, was he?"

| didn't know. I'd rarely discussed Nigel's work with him. He sold advertising for an internet
company, Web pages and siuff like that. | know he was paid by commission and that he was dways
short of money, but hed always sounded fairly upbesat. He was away's planning some business venture
or other - setting up a bar, launching a magazine for expats, guided tours of the red light areas, mostly
piein the sky stuff because he didn't have any capitd. Like Bruce, | reckoned he spent too much timein
the bars to get any serious work done.
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Bruce showered and by the time we got a cab to Fatso's Bar, Nigel was adready well pissed.

Jmmy had Big-Glassed him with Singha beer and the boys were egging Nigel on as he drank it. Half
of it seemed to have spilled down his chest but &t least hed given it ago. | got Big-Glassed at least once
amonth with gin and tonic and dways drank it in one. Bruce always avoided it. Hed tip the wink to the
girls and they'd whisk it away while no one was looking. Chicken, huh? Pretends he can hold his drink
but I've never seen him knock back more than half a dozen beers without getting rat-arsed.

It wasn't that a great an evening, to be honest. Nigel was obvioudy unhappy about having to go back
to England. Hed submitted a business plan to his bossesin Bangkok and they'd turned it down flat. |
got the feding there was more to it than that but | didn't want to pry. He didn't have ajob to go to and
held rented out hisflat in the UK so he was going back to stay with his mother. That seemed like a hell
of acome-down to me. | mean, he didn't have that greet alifestyle in Bangkok, he lived in one roomin
arun-down block in a shitty area close to Silom Road, but he had enough money to bar fine agirl once
or twice aweek and | couldn't imagine held have much luck with women back in the UK, what with his
missing eye and dl.

We piled out of Fatso's Bar a midnight, me, Nigel, Bruce, Jmmy and Rick, and went along to Nana
Plaza. Bruce persuaded usto go to Zombie, but | think he only did it to wind me up.

Haf adozen of Joy's friends came over, asking where shewas. | said | didn't know.

"Why Joy not live with you?" asked Wan.

"Because she's got a husband,” | said. Wan started to deny that Joy was married but | wasn't
listening to her. | looked across at the DJs booth. Park wasn't there. | didn't know whether that was a
good sign or not. | didn't want to be anywhere near him, but a the sametime | couldn't help wondering
where he was. Maybe he was with Joy. Maybe sheid run away with him. The thought made me sick to
the ssomach. How could she love him? How could she love a man who alowed her to dance naked, to
deep with men for money? What sort of love was that?

Rick and Jmmy were taking to along-haired katoey, patting her on the backside and nodding at
Nigd. Nige was garing glassy-eyed at the stage nearest our table. | could see what Rick and Jmmy
were planning. Nigd was vehement in his didike of katoeys, but in his present sate he probably
wouldn't be ableto tell the difference. | shook my head at Immy but Bruce put a hand on my shoulder.

"Come on, let the boys have thar fun," he said.

"You wouldnt likeit if they set you up,” | said.

"1 wouldn't get as pissed asthat,” he said. "Besides, ook at the state of him, he's not going to be able
to get it up anyway. Hell probably just get ablow job and that'll beit. It be his swar+song.”

"What do you mean?'

"Come on, you know aswell as | do that he won't be coming back. No one will give him ajob, he's
got no money. I've been lending him cash hand over fist for months and he's never paid me back. HEs a
sad fuck, dl right.”

| bought Wan adrink and she clinked glasseswith me. "Y ou get my letter, Pete?’ she asked.

"Letter?'

"Last month, Joy asked me to write aletter to you."
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| couldn't understand what she was talking about, then | remembered the letter Joy had given me, the
one tha hadn't been in her handwriting. | nodded.

"What you think?' she asked. "Is my English okay?'

She was like a schoolgirl seeking approval from her teacher, and | felt | should be awarding her
marks out of ten. "It wasredly good,” | said. "Did Joy tell you whét to write?"

Wan shook her head fiercely. "No, shejust told me to make it sweet. She said you like sweet. Was
it swest, Pete?'

| fet like 1'd been kicked in the scomach. Joy had made such a big thing about the sentiments being
hers, that sheld told her friend what to write, and here was Wan telling me that it was dl her own work.
Why had Joy done that? She'd written to me on numerous occasions and she was more than capable of
expressing her thoughts in English. There was no need for her to have asked Wan to write the | etter.
Laziness, maybe? | fdt asif I'd been used. Manipulated. Make it swest, she'd said. Pete likesit swest.
Was | that easy to predict? Did Joy know how to press my buttons so efficiently that she figured she
could even do it by remote control? | felt used, but | just smiled at Wan and complimented her on her
English.

"It was agood letter, Wan,” | said. She beamed. | paid my share of the bill and headed home. |
don't think the lads noticed; they were too busy persuading the katoey to Sit on Nigd's lap.

On the way out of the Plazal met Dit. She gave me abig smile and asked meiif I'd seen Joy. | said |
hadn't and that | didn't know where she was. Dit was wearing awhite T-shirt with Snoopy on it and
blue flared jeans. She looked so like Joy it was scary. | asked her if she was going to work and she
shook her head. She said the police were in the Plaza, and because she was only seventeen, she wasn't
supposed to be in the bar. Sheld dways claimed to be eighteen before. Was everything | heard in the
barsalie?

Onawhim | asked Dit if she'd come back to the agpartment with me. She looked hesitant, so | said
I'd give her athousand baht. All | wanted to do wasto talk, | said. | meant it, too. | wanted to ask her
about Park, and if Joy was till seeing him.

We got ataxi back to Soi 23 and we sat on the sofafor dmost an hour. | told her about the private
detective and | explained how betrayed | felt. "Do you think she loved me?' | asked.

Dit nodded serioudy. "Sure. She love you too much.”

"So why did she have a Thai husband?' | asked.

Dit shrugged. "I don't know."

| asked Dit if she had aboyfriend and she nodded earnestly. "He very good looking,” she said. She
opened her wdlet and showed me a photograph of ayoung Thai man, bare chested and smiling at the
camera. | wondered if Joy still had my photograph in her walet, or if it had been replaced.

"Doesn't he mind that you work in Zombie?' | asked.

"He not care. He know | only work. | not love farang.”

It was something | would never be able to understand, the way Thai men could alow their wives or
girlfriends to dance naked in abar and deep with strangers for money. Didn't they have any sdlf-
respect? Was money the only thing they cared about?
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| felt suddenly tired, physicaly and mentdly. | gave Dit athousand baht like 1'd promised and | stood
up.

"Two thousand?' asked Dit, holding up her hand.

| shook my head. "Come on, Dit. | said one thousand.”

Dit smiled and looked across at the door to my bedroom. She looked back a me and raised an
eyebrow.

At firg | didn't understand what she meant. When | did redlise, | thought she was joking, but she
kept on smiling a me. She meant it. Or was she testing me?

"How much?' | asked.

"Two thousand,” she said.

"Okay," | said.

As she walked to the bedroom, | kept on thinking that at any moment sheld burst into giggles and tell
me that she couldn't. But she didn't. She went into the bedroom and undressed. Even as | took off my
clothes | 4ill didn't think shed go through with it. She was Joy's step-sdter; if she thought that | meant
anything to Joy, there was no way she could deep with me. Even if she wasn't afraid of hurting Joy's
fedings, surdy sheldd be worried about what Joy would do if she found ouit.

| got into bed with her and she put her arms around me and kissed me full on the lips. She felt and
sndled just like Joy.

Did the fact that she was prepared to deep with me mean that she knew that Joy no longer cared
about me? That Joy had never cared about me, that | was just afarang customer to be handed from girl
togirl?

She spent an hour in my bed, and there wasn't a second when | didn't think about Joy. Everything
Dit did reminded me of Joy. She even made love like her, the same facid expressions, the same noises.
She even covered hersdf up when she dressed, the same as Joy. And when she went, after 1'd given her
the money, she kissed me on the cheek and whispered that she loved me.

DIT

| knew Pete dways liked me. | could tell from the way he used to look at me when | was dancing.
Pete's like most farangs. He likes young girls with long hair and big breasts. My breasts are bigger than
Joy's and my hair'slonger, so maybe he likes me more than Joy.
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All thetimein his apartment he kept talking about Joy, but | knew he wanted to screw me. | didn't
think hed pay me so much, though. Three thousand baht. That's the most I've ever been paid.

He cried afterwards. He turned away so | couldn't see him but | know he was crying.

Was | worried about what Joy would say? Of course not. Sheld know thet | only let him screw me
for the money. Think about the money, that's what Joy aways says, and that'sal | was doing, thinking
about the money.

Afterwards | went to see my husband. He works as a tout outside the Rainbow Bar. | took him for
dinner. Great food. We ate so much we could barely walk. For dessert we had Golden Threads, my
favourite.

From COOKING ACROSS SOUTH-EAST ASIA Edited by
PETE RAYMOND

GOLDEN THREADS

6 egg yolks
1 teaspoon egg white

2 cups caster sugar
1 cup water

Place the sugar and water in a saucepan and gently heat, stirring until the
sugar hasdissolved, then bring to the boil until it thickensinto a syrup.

Strain the egg yolks through a piece of musdlin into a small bowl. Beat lightly
with the egg white, then spoon the mixtureinto an icing bag with a fine
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nozzle, or a cone of greaseproof paper with a very small holein the pointed
end.

Using a circular movement, pipe a spiral of the egg mixtureinto the
simmering syrup, making the swirls about 5¢cm in diameter with a small hole
in the centre. Cook the spirals briefly until set, then use a skewer or
chopstick in the center holeto transfer to a plate.

PHIRAPHAN

The Sunan investigation was a piece of cake. | sent around one of my girls to the apartment block
where she lived, pretending to be doing market research for acable TV company, offering free cablein
exchange for participating in asurvey. She got alist of who was staying in the room, with ID card
numbers, the works. Vernon had told me that Sunan's brother Bird often stayed with her and that he
drove her around in a Toyota pick-up truck that her father owned. All alie, of course. Sunan owned the
truck, sheld obvioudy paid for it with the money shed made from the bars. She had three bank
accounts with more than haf amillion baht on deposit. And every month a Norwegian guy trandferred
forty thousand baht into one of the accounts.

But the redlly bad news so far as VVernon was concerned was that Bird wasn't Sunan's brother. He
was her boyfriend. In fact, two weeks after Vernon went back to America, Sunan and Bird were
married in Surin. The wedding hasn't been registered with the authorities yet, and theré's a good chance
it won't be because Sunan's marriage to Vernon has aready been registered, | suppose she's serious
about wanting to get avisato join himin America. | sent afull report to Vernon, along with an invoice
for therest of hishill.
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PETE

| caled Vernon to see if hed heard from Phiraphan. He said that Phiraphan had sent him a report but he
didn't believe it and was refusing to pay hishill. It sseemsthat Phiraphan had discovered that Bird was
Sunan's boyfriend, not her brother. | can't say that | was surprised, but Vernon kept saying it was
impossible, hed seen the two of them together and they didn't act like boyfriend-girlfriend. When
Vernon had first met Sunan, hed dept in her room with her. And while he was in bed with Sunan, Bird
had dept on the floor.

| tried to explain that Thais were different, that Bird wouldn't care because he knew that Sunan loved
him and that she was only degping with Vernon for the money. Vernon wouldn't have that, he accused
me of lying and getting Phiraphan to lie, too.

| asked him why on earth I'd do that and he said it was because | was angry at Joy, that | wastrying
to break him and Sunan up to get back at Sunan's Sdter.

| was stunned. Gob-smacked. There | was trying to save him from himsdf, to point out the dangers
of getting involved with a hardened hooker. | told him what aliar Sunan was, | told him that she was
one of the hardest-working hookers in Nana Plaza, and | told him about the Norwegian guy who'd been
supporting her for years. He just wouldn't listen.

He told me that Sunan was different, that she loved him, and | said that couldn't possibly be so: he
couldn't spesk Thai, her English was basic at best. They could barely communicate, so how could she
love him? Did he think he was that specid?

He wouldn't listen. There was nothing | could say that would sway him from his conviction that hed
found the love of hislife. Hewas alost cause. A sad fuck.

Eventudly | dammed the phone down on him. | was fuming. Hed accused me of lying, hed believed
Sunan over me. Held believed her despite the evidence that Phiraphan had provided.

What really annoyed me was that the things that 1'd said to Vernon were avirtua replay of what
Damien had told me about Joy. And the phrases that Vernon had used to defend Sunan were amost
word for word what I'd said to Damien. She's different. She loves me. She knows I'll take care of her.
No matter what she's done in the past, shelll change once she knows she can trust me. If | can take her
out of her environment, shell change.

| decided that if Vernon was so determined to throw hislife avay, | wasn't going to try to stop him,
and then | wondered if that was how Damien had felt about me.

| wanted to get back at Joy, | wanted to show her that she hadn't won the game. | went back to
Zombie and tried to bar fine Dit again. She kept saying no, that she was scared of what Joy would do,
but after haf an hour or so she said it would be okay if Cat went aswdll. | was fine with that, 1I'd be
having sex with Joy's sep-sister and her friend, too. That would show Joy that | didn't care any more.
Dit made a big play of shouting across to Cat and asking if she wanted to "bai gin khao", to go and est,
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and Cat agreed. They'd obvioudy both rehearsed the little double act because there was no question of
going to et - we went straight back to the gpartment.

Again, there was no shyness on Dit's part, or Cat's ether. If anything, they were even more
enthusiadtic. I'm not sure how | felt about it. The sex was greet, but knowing that it was purdly a
business transaction took alot of the enjoyment out of it. And it was adso becoming obvious that they
didn't care whether or not Joy knew what I'd done.

They stayed for dmost two hours - | gave Dit six thousand baht and Cat four thousand. That was
way over the going rate but | wanted Joy to know that the money didn't matter.

| fell adeep, but about half an hour later | was woken up by someone knocking on the door. It was
Bruce. | asked him what he wanted but he kept repeating "are you aone?’ | was ill haf adegp so |
wragpped atowe around mysaf and opened the door. He was grinning like a masturbating chimp,
pissed out of his skull. ™Y ou got anyonein there?' he leered, trying to peer around the door. When |
sad | hadn't, he gave me adrunken thumbs up. "That's lucky, 'cos I've got someone who wantsto see
you." He scurried down the corridor like a demented gnome and reappeared with Joy. It was three
o'dock in the morning.

BRUCE

| couldn't believe it when | saw her. | was on my way out of the Plaza, dightly the worse for wear, when
| hear someone calling my name. It's Joy, too much make-up as usud, running aong the pavement and
waving. She was wearing a huge Mickey Mouse shirt that | think Pete used to wear and blue jeans, and
big black clumpy shoes. She was out of breath, and sarted telling me that shed just arrived from Surin
and didn't have anywhere to stay. | said she could stay with me and we got into a taxi.

"l not care if Pete have lady, | degp on sofa,” she said. She showed me callouses on her thumbs that
she said sheld got from planting rice for the past month.

"Why did you leave Bangkok?' | asked.

"Pete tdl meto go," she said. "He say he not want me work Zombie, he say he want me go Surin.”

| don't get Pete, | redlly don't. This bloody girl has done everything he's ever asked of her. Hetdls
her to go to Surin, she goes. He tells her not to dance, she doesn't dance. Hetells her to cdl him, she
does. She showed me the tattoo on her left shoulder, ared winged heart with his namein it. Does he
think shed do that if she didn't love him?I've told him time and time again he should give the girl a
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chance, let her live with him so that he can keep an eye on her twenty-four hours aday. Hed soon
know if she was serious or not. | mean, look at what she did to her wrist, for God's sake. She carved
his name into the flesh with a piece of broken glass.

| told her that Pete thought she had a Thai boyfriend, but she shook her head earnestly. "No have,
Bruce. You must tell Pete | have him only one." | believe her, but Pete just kegps on wanting to test her.
It's like he wants to test her to destruction, you know? | think hell only be happy if she kills hersdf.

Anyway, when | opened the door to the apartment, there were no girl's shoes to be seen so | was
pretty sure he was adone. | knocked on the door and told him Joy was there, then left them to it. Regular
little Cupid, aren't 1?

PETE

| didn't know what to say to her. Totally lost for words. | mean, she'd been gone for dmost five weeks.
She was wearing the Mickey Mouse shirt I'd given her dmost a year ago.

We spent the best part of two hours talking, but it was the same old routine. | told her | knew that
sheld been with her husband dl the time sheld been working as awaitress. She denied it. | told her that |
knew her bar fine had been paid, that shed |eft the bar with at least one farang. She denied it. Shein
turn wanted to know why I'd barfined Dit and Cat. | told her why, because | wanted her to know that
they weren't redlly her friends. And because | wanted to talk to them about her, and her husband.

"Why you give them money too much?' she asked. ™Y ou give Dit six thousand baht. Why, Pete? |
don't understand.”

The conversation went nowhere. | asked her where she was staying and she just shrugged. "I go see
my friend," she said. "Maybe | can Stay with her."

| asked her where her clothes were, and she said she kept some with her friends and some with
Sunan. All she had with her was asmal bag containing her make-up and her bright red wallet. My
picture was gill there. After everything that had happened, she gill carried my photograph in her wallet.

| told her she could stay with me that night and she hugged me and kissed me. We made love, twice,
and | fdl adeep halding her.

We didn't wake up until after mid-day. We started talking again, and within minutes we were
covering the same old ground, the same old accusations. It was asif | couldn't stop pushing her, trying
to provoke aresction, like sucking cold air into atooth cavity, knowing that it's going to hurt but doing it
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none the less. She kept repeeting that she had split up with her husband, that she hadn't told me that he
was working in Zombie because she hadn't wanted me to worry, and that she had never, repest never,
let a customer pay her bar fine while sheld been working as awaitress. | wanted to believe her, God |
wanted to believe her.

She went into the bathroom while | dressed. When she came out, she had awad of toilet tissue
pressed againg her left wrist. "Pete” she said hatingly. "Y ou not believe me. So | give you my blood.”
She took away the tissue and held out her left arm. Two deep razor cuts ran across her wrist, and blood
dripped on to the carpet. She smiled. "I love you, Pete. | not have husband.”

| sat her down on the bed. The cuts were deep, but sheldd only cut the skin leaving the muscles
underneath untouched. Sheld cut her wrists many times before and clearly knew what she was doing,
but that didn't make what shedd done any less horrific. | got more tissue and held it againgt the cutsto
gtem the flow of blood.

| kept asking her why sheld doneit. "Because | love you,” she sad. "l want you know | love you."

| put some antiseptic on the cuts and covered them with sticking plaster. | didn't know what to do or
say. | gave her two thousand baht. | wanted her out of the apartment, but at the same time | wanted to
ask her to stay with me for ever.

| asked if she was planning to work in Zombie again but she said she didn't want to go anywhere
near Nana Plaza. "'l want to be good girl for you," she said. | asked her what she wanted to do. She
said she wanted aroom where she could stay on her own, and then maybe shed try tofind ajobina
restaurant or ashop. | knew she wouldn't be able to support hersdf, not if she was planning to live
aone. Her wages as awalitress in a restaurant wouldn't even cover her rent and before | knew what |
was doing, | heard mysdf offering to pay for her room and her utilities.

She threw hersdf @& me and gave me abig hug. "I love you too much," she sad. "l give you key to
My room, you can come see me when you want. Y ou can check me every day.”

| sat on the bed with her until the bleeding stopped and then | bandaged her wrist. The cuts didn't
appear to bother her at dl, she seemed to be far more interested in where she should live and how much
| was prepared to pay for her rent. We decided on amaximum of four thousand baht a month.

BIG RON
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Pete came in with abig doppy grin on hisface like hed just won the lottery. "Joy's back,” | sad, and his
facefel like I'd spoiled it for him.

"How did you know?" he asked, like | was with M15 or something.

| just shook my head and called him a sad fuck. He just doesn't get it. Joy's a hooker, a hard-bitten
professona who's only interested in one thing, his money. | reckon every farang has aweak spot, no
matter how long they've lived here, no matter how much they think they know, and Joy is Pete's Achilles
hedl. You've only got to ook at her to know how she feds about him, you can seeit in her eyes. An
ATM, that'sdl she thinks heis, afucking money machine. She presses the right buttons and money
comes out, and one ATM is pretty much like any other.

Therédsaguy | know, Squeaky they cal him on account of his high-pitched voice. Squesky got
himsdf a Tha wife, pretty little thing that used to dance in Soi Cowboy. He buys a house in her name
and for afew months he's as happy as Larry. Then hiswife saysthat her father isn't well and that he has
to come and live with them. No problem, says Squeaky, there's plenty of room. So then his wife says
that her father is going to have degp in her room. That means Squeaky is relegated to the spare
bedroom. The old man arrives, though actualy he isn't that old, asit turns out. Squeaky's wife says that
her father was il in his teens when she was born, that he was quite a bit younger than her mother.
Squesky il doesrit smell arat, and she fucks him regularly in the spare room, but | ask you, whét the
hell does he think's going on? He came in here last week and told everyone that held bought hiswife a
four-baht gold necklace but that her father was now wearing it. "Why would she give it to her father?'
he asked. Because it's not her fucking father, it's her fucking husband, | wanted to say, but | didn't.
Sometimes there's no telling people. Y ou have to let them make their own mistakes.

That's how it iswith Pete. Hell find out eventudly. | learned my lesson years ago, | got ripped off big
time and itll never happen again. You've just got to start with the premise that everything you hear in the
barsisalie. | pay their bar fines, fuck them, and then send them packing. That's the only way to trest
them. | won't ever let them stay the night. Ever. That'sarule. They're hookers and hookers don't stay
the night. Once I've come, they're out. I'll kick them out if | have to, but out they go. Receptacles for
jism, that's dl they are, and to treat them as anything dseisjust asking for trouble.

"She cut her wrigs,” he said.

"S0?' | sad.

"S0 | think shelovesme"

Bollocks. Bollocks, bollocks, bollocks. I've known dozens of dappers dash their wridts. It means
nothing. They never kill themsalves that way, it's just aform of self-muitilation brought on by low sdf-
esteem. It'snot even acry for help. If adapper wantsto end it dl, shell hang hersdlf, or shell throw
hersdf off atdl building. | didn't say anything because | didn't want to burst his bubble. But what a sad
fuck.
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ALISTAIR

Pete's work went from bad to worse. He was way behind with the travel-cookery book, and he hadn't
done anything about the photographs. Head office were going apeshit. They were trying to get the
autumn catalogue out but without the photographs they weren't even able to mock up a cover. And
weld had only half the recipes we needed. The travel writing wasn't up to snuff, either. There was no
sgn of any Cambodian copy, though he'd aready put his expenses in. Head office were furious about
that, too. Thered been countless cdls to Thailand from his hotel room, amounting to hundreds of dollars
indl. They'd e-mailed him for an explanation, but held yet to reply. | tried to spesk to him, but he was
never inwhen | caled. | spoketo hisflatmate severa times, Bruce | think his nameis, and Bruce said
Pete spent mogt of histime with Joy. JesusH Chrigt, | thought held gotten that hooker out of his system.
Pete's appointment was rapidly turning into adisagter, and | told him so in amemo. It was afind
warning, in effect. If he didn't pull his socks up, wed have to let him go.

PETE

Joy found aroom within a couple of days of getting back to Bangkok. It wasin ablock on aroad
cdled Soi Disco, off Silom Road, not far from Patpong. 1t was severa miles away from my flat in abusy
area packed with shops and restaurants, and | took it as a good sign because it was along way away
from Nana Plaza. It was a pretty ground floor room with a Tha- tyle bathroom and asmal petio. It
was four thousand baht amonth and | went with her to pay three months rent in advance. The only
furniture was a double bed, a cheap teak veneer wardrobe and asmall dressing table, but it was clean
and the paintwork was fresh. | went shopping with her and we bought sheets, pillows, a portable colour
televison s, an dectric kettle, plates and cups and stuff for the bathroom. Joy bargained for
everything, getting discountsin every shop we went in. We saw aplagtic plant in a pot, four feet high
with long green leaves and ydlow flowers, and we bought that, too.
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There was a telephone in the room and Joy wrote down the number on a scrap of paper, and
presented it to me with akey to the door and akey card to get into the building. "Now you can come
see meevery day," shesad.

VERNON

| spoke to Sunan and told her what Phiraphan had said, that Bird wasn't her brother. She asked who
Phiraphan was and | said he was a private detective, the same man that Pete had used to check up on
Joy in Surin. Sunan started laughing and said that | shouldn't believe anything he said. She said that Pete
wanted to divorce Joy and that the private detective was lying so that Pete could get a divorce without
giving Joy any money. Phirgphan lied about Joy having a husband, hedd lied about everything. Sunan
sad Pete didn't like her and he was probably paying Phirgphan to say bad things about her.

Sunan said that she loved me. "If | didn't love you, Vernon, why | marry you? Why | say | cometo
Americato live with you?'

It was agood point. If she had a Tha boyfriend or a husband, she could stay with him and go back
to working in the bars. She could earn more as a dancer than | was paying her.

"Pete want you not believe me" said Sunan. "He not good guy, Vernon. He not same you.”

| think she'sright, | think Pete was trying to split us up to get back at Joy. And | think he was jedlous
of the relationship that Sunan and | have. Sunan's much softer, much more caring than Joy, and prettier
too. Joy adways seemed to me to have a hard face, cold eyes, you know? She dways had this
caculating look about her, asif she was trying to work out how much money you had and how much
you'd be prepared to spend on her. She's unbaanced, | think, you can tell that from the scars on her
wrigts. Sunan's never done anything like that to hersdf. Shel's a sensible, leve- headed young woman,
and she's going to make a great wife. She's my soulmate, and Pete's not going to split us up.
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JOY

Sunan thinks I'm crazy. She says | should start working again because Pete's never going to take care of
me properly. | told her that | wanted to give him a chance. Park was living with Daeng, | hadn't seen
him since weld had the argument in Zombie. What was | expected to do? To start dancing again, to
have al my friends know that I'd lost Park and Pete? It's dl right for Sunan, she's got Vernon and she's
got Toinein Norway. And she's got Bird. Who've | got? No one. Pete's giving me money again, and
he's paying for my room and my eectricity and for the phone, and he bought me ateevison and he's
promised to get me afridge. | think hell take care of me thistime. Maybe hell take me back to England
with him. | hope so because I'm bored with Thailand. I'm bored with everything.

| do missthe bars, though. It's difficult to explain why. Thereé's something about the excitement of the
bars. All the people, the noise, having your friends around. | used to enjoy going out with the girls after
work, drinking and singing karaoke. | can till do that, of course, but Pete won't like it. He expects me
to ay in the room twenty four hours aday, like a dog.

DAMIEN

The big mistake that most farangs make is that they think the girls don't like being hookers. Wdll, they
do, they bloody love it. For a start, there's the sex. Most of these girlslose their virginity before they're
thirteen, and then it'sto their father or their brother or one of their brother's friends. | mean, they're
peasants, they see the animals doing it around them and it's a case of monkey see, monkey do. Sex to
them is as naturd as eating or shitting. I'm not saying they likeiit, I'm not saying that they have athumping
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great orgasm every time abig, sweaty German climbs on top of them, but having sex isno big ded, it
redly isn't.

They like the dancing, too. They dways dance, even when work's over they'll go to adisco or a
restaurant and get tanked up on Thai whiskey or heroin or whatever their thing is, then they'll dance,
dance until they drop. The DJs know what music the girlslike, and they're al dancing together, so for
them it's fun, not work. And they like the adoration, too. The fact that dozens of guys are aring at them
with hard dicks, wanting them, willing to pay money for what they used to do for free back on the farm.

| tell you, theré's girls get married from Zombie, they go back to Germany or Denmark or England,
they live with the farang for afew years and then they say they have to come back to vist asck relaive
or something. Sure, they go up country for afew days, but then they're back here, up on the stage
flashing thelr tits and arses. Why? Because it's aturn-on, that's why. They've got guys Saring at them,
wanting them, lugting after them. Sure, men come in the bars and have women hanging al over them, but
deep down we know it's for the money. With the girls, it's different. They like to be wanted. It'san
gohrodisiac. It's power. It's afeding they never get from a husband and afamily, and it's something they
miss. Something they need. That's why guys like Pete are never going to win. He's never going to be
able to give Joy anything that comes even close to what she gets from dancing naked.

The other big mistake that farangs make is that they think there's a shame in working the bars. They
think they're going to come in here and rescue the girls from alife of vice, that the girls will do anything
to escape. They don't understand that there's no shame attached to being a hooker. None at al. Okay,
some of the more educated Thais might look down on the bargirls, but basicaly the whole Thai socid
dructure is built around the acquisition of money and the building of relationships thet will lead to the
acquisition of money. For the educated Thais or those born into rich families, it'sal about forming and
maintaining links with the army, the government and the police. With working class Thais it means
getting on with your boss and with your opposite numbers at organisations you do business with. With
hookers, it's getting afarang to fdl in love with you o that you can take them for everything they've got.
The Thais understand that, they know that the hookers are only doing a job.

But farangs think about it in their own terms. Back where they're from, being a hooker isasinful
thing, something to be ashamed of. Okay, so a Tha bargirl doesn't go around broadcasting the fact that
she'saprogtitute, but she's not shy about walking around Robinson department store hand in hand with
aguy twice her age. If anything she's proud of the fact. Look at me, she's saying, I've got arich guy
who's taking me shopping, whol buy me anything | warnt.

Theresavillagein Isarn, right at the end of adirt track in one of the poorest parts of the country.

Y ou come around a bend and you're confronted by dozens of big, expensive houses. They cdl it Swiss
Village. Nothing to do with the tyle of the homes, it's because the whole damn village was built from
Swiss money. About fifteen years ago, a girl from the village went to work as a hooker in a Zurich bar.
She made afortune in Tha terms and came back and built a house for her parents, bought a pick-up
truck and a couple of motorcycles for her brothers. Word soon got around how sheld made her money.
Do youthink the villagers started pointing their fingers and shouting "shame, shame, shame'? Did they
fuck. The girls from the village were queuing up a her door, asking how they could go and work in
Zurich, too.
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So afew more locd girls go over to the same bar. They make money, more money than your
average Tha farmer would make in a hundred lifetimes. They come back, they buy land and abig
house, and within afew years practicaly every fuckable girl from the areais on a plane to Switzerland.
These days it's abloody business. As soon asagirl is old enough, and assuming she's not pig ugly, she's
approached by an agent. The agent sends her to Bangkok for six months where she goes to alanguage
school to learn French or German. Then she goes back to a sort of finishing school where girlswhove
been to Switzerland teach them to smoke, drink, touch up the guys. By then most of the girls are dready
experienced sexudly, but if there are any virgins then a representative of the company that runs the bars,
afarang, bresksthem in.

Once they're ready, the company arranges their passports and visas and flies them over. They're
moved around from bar to bar, never spending more than a month in any one. That makes it look asif
the bars are dways getting new girls, you see. Smart move, that. Punters don't redise the girl's been
around for awhile. They think she's fresh off the plane from Thailand. The girls dance, and they
persuade the customers to drink champagne at God knows what price. They get a commission, and
they can earn up to athousand quid a month. There's no barfine system because the company is legit
and obeysthe law religioudy, but after hours the girls are free to make whatever arrangements they
want. And they do. Eight months later they fly back, their tour of duty over. Shame? Don't talk to me
about shame. The only shamein Thalland is being poor.

I"'velost count of the number of farangs who' ve written to me asking if their *girlfriends are being
faithful, or if they're il going with customers. Usudly they’ re sending the girl money every month but
the girl hastold them they want to keep working in the bar so that they can be with their friends. The
letters go sraight into the bin. Thefact is, if the girls are dancing in the bar, they have to go with
cusomers. Have to. We build it into their wages. If they have their bar fine paid seven timesin amonth,
they get ther full sdary. If their bar fineis paid Sx times, we dock them three hundred baht. No bar
finesin amonth and we take 2,100 off their wages. It has to be that way. The bar finesare abig dug of
our income and if agirl isn't hustling, we re not earning and we d be better off without her. So if a
bargirl tdlls her farang boyfriend that she' s dancing in the bar and not going with customers, then she's
lying. In fact, if abargirl tells her farang boyfriend anything, she'slying. That’s the golden rule when
dedling with bargirls— if their lips are moving, they're lying.

The waitresses don't have the same pay structure as the dancers, but most of them will go short time
with customers. But we don't dock their pay if they don't — it stheir choice. Waitressng is one of the
ways that the girls get into progtitution, it's sort of a haf-way stage. They get to improve their English,
they hang around with farangs, and they see how the dancers operate. Then one by one they succumb,
and if they’ ve anything about them they’ Il be up and dancing around the slver poles within Sx months.

A few days after Pete came into the office, | went looking for Joy. Server 127. Shedidn’t look that
specid, | haveto say, but cute in that Khmer way. Long hair, dark skin, upturned nose. | took her into
the short-time room for half an hour and gave her one. Nothing specid in that department. Wouldn't
take it up the dirt-box but was up for everything ese. Bit too old for me, truth be told.
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BIG RON

Pete's going from bad to worse. He spends hours sitting in the bar, drinking himsdf stupid. I'vetried to
talk to him but he won' listen. And when he's not here he's with Joy, Sitting in some crappy room in Soi
71 watching Thai game shows on aportable TV. He kegps tdling me that he's not sureif Joy's being
honest with him, and asks meif | think she could il be lying to him. | want to grab him by the throat
and shake him. Of course she'slying to him. Why would he expect anything ese? Everybodly lies, right?
It'sjust that bargirls have it down to afine art.

What are the three big lies? Someone told me ages ago. Something like: the cheque'sin the pog, |
won't come in your mouth, and of course I'll respect you in the morning. Heard that years ago and it's so
fucking true. Everybody lies. Period. Sometimes they're smdl lies, white liesif you like, and sometimes
they're big lies, but only children expect to hear the truth. And what do we tell kids? Wetdll kidsthat on
Chrigmas Eve afat man in ared suit is going to climb down the chimney and leave presents for them.
And we tell them that the fat man won't come if they've been naughty. Fucking stupid.

| tell you, if 1 had kids I'd put them Straight about Father Christmas, and God, too. | mean, we tell
them about Father Christmas, then as soon as they're old enough to understand, we tell them that in fact
we were lying, thereis no fat man in ared suit and reindeers can't redly fly. "What about God?' they
say. You said God watches over us and protects us and that if were good well go to live with him. Is
God like Father Christmas? That's when parents get al evasive and say that no, they were lying about
Father Christmas but everything they said about God was true. Bollocks. Kids should be told the truth
from day one. There is no Father Chrigmas. Thereisno God. And Thai bargirls don't fal in love with
farangs.

| don't know why Pete keeps testing her. He sends her to Surin and finds she's got a husband. He
pays for her to work as awaitress and she still screws customers. What more does he want? Why can't
he just accept that she's alying hooker and leaveit at that?

PETE
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Aligar sent me amemo by e-mail threatening me with the sack if | didn't get the copy for the
Cambodian book to him within seven days. The memo was dready three days old when | got it
because I'd been staying with Joy and | couldn't plug my laptop computer into her phone socket to pick
up my messages. | didn't know what to do. I'd be hard pushed to finish it in four weeks, never mind four
days. Hed been pestering me for weeks, but 1'd been so caught up with Joy that | was way behind
schedule. | sent him a short reply, just saying thet it was on its way.

ALISTAIR

| gave Pete every opportunity to get back on the straight and narrow, but he just wouldn't get his act
together. There was nothing | could do: if | didn't cut my losses then I'd get dragged down with him. |
had to show head office that | wasin control, and there was only oneway | could do that. | had to let
him go. | tried to get him on the phone but he was never in. | spoke to his flatmate, but he said Pete was
probably with Joy and he didn't have her number.

Intheend | had to do it by letter. | couriered it to him o that he wouldn't be able to deny receiving
it. Inthe letter | asked him to hand over his notes and computer discsto his replacement, a guy who'd
been working for usin Taiwan, an American Mandarin-speaker called Chuck.

I'm going to have to do the travel-cookery book mysdf. | told him I'd give him the editing credit
because he had done afair amount of work, but he hadn't sent any pages for the Cambodian guide so
the new guy would have the credit for that one.

| don't know what it is about Thailand, but it seemsto destroy people. Sucks the life out of them. |
don't know if it'sthe climate or the bars, but there's something that seems to magnify the faults of the
people who go there. It happened with Lawrence and it happened again with Pete. I'm not going to take
the risk with Chuck. He's going to stay in Taiwan and edit the Thai books from there. I've learned my
lesson. | just wish | could say the same about Pete.
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PETE

| didn't like having to check up on Joy, but let'sfaceiit, her track record didn't exactly inspire trudt. | left
it aweek, and then one evening, after we'd had dinner at arestaurant in Soi 71, | told her | had to go to
Fatso's Bar to see Bruce. That much wastrue, I'd arranged to see him, but just after midnight | picked
up amotorcycle taxi in Soi 4 and went back. The light was on in her room and | used the keycard and
stood outsde her door for awhile. | could hear the television, but that was dl. | felt suddenly guilty for
suspecting her. | knocked on the door. Nothing. | knocked again. Silence. This didn't make sense. She
wouldn't have gone out and left the light and televison on. | took out my key and tried the lock. It
turned, but the bolt was on so she was obvioudy inside. | rattled the door. "Joy. It's me."

There were whispers but | couldn't hear what was said. | couldn't even be sure if it was Joy or not. |
pushed the door harder. "Come on, Joy. Open the door. It's me."

"Wait, wait," she said.

Maybe she wasn't dressed, | thought. Maybe she had a girlfriend with her, maybe the room was
untidy and she wanted to clear up before letting mein. | was trying to persuade mysdlf that everything
was dl right but in my heart of hearts | knew it wasn't. | knocked on the door. "Joy, | want to comein
now," | said.

No reply. | put my shoulder to the door and pushed, hard. It was a cheap bolt on the door and it
only took a couple of shoves to bresk it. Joy was standing in the middle of the room. She smiled, but
she looked scared. She was wearing the same clothes sheld had on when I'd |eft her, asmall tank top
and tight jeans. Sexy. "Sawasdee ka," she said, her forehead creased into afrown.

| pushed the door open. There was somebody €l sein the room, standing next to the television. It
wasaTha man. In histwenties, dicked back hair and a muscular chest over which was siretched a
black net T-shirt so that he could show off hisbody. He smiled a me. " Sawasdee krap,” he said.

| glared a Joy. There was a game show on teevison and the audience was clgpping and laughing.
She said nothing. There was nothing she could say.

| turned around and walked away. | went outsde, but as| did the anger flared insde me. It was my
room, I'd paid for it. The sheets on the bed, the pillows. Thetdevison. It was al mine, and shed taken
aman back there. She was probably even making love to him on the bed when | knocked on the door.

| went back. She was standing in the halway, staring a me through the plate glass door, alook of
dismay on her face. | dotted in the key card but the lock wouldn't open. | kicked the door. The Thai
man came over to the door asif he wanted to help open it. | swore at him, told him to get the fuck
away. | kicked the door, pushed it with my shoulder. Joy backed away. She wasn't crying, she just
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looked shocked. | would have preferred tears, some sign of remorse, some indication that she was
sorry. | tried the key card again. The lock buzzed and | threw the glass door open.

"Pete, kao mai ben fan. Ben puen.” Pete, he's not my boyfriend. He's afriend.

I punched her on the chin. Not too hard, but hard enough. She staggered back, alook of disbelief on
her face. There was no blood, I'd hit her on her left cheek, away from her lips. Crazy. | wanted to hit
her, but | didn't want to hurt her.

| turned to look at the Thai guy. He stood there, amiling. The fucking inscrutable Thai amile. It didn't
mean he was happy or that he was having anice day, it was asmile that said he wasn't athrest, that he
didn't want any trouble. He was smdler than me, most Thais are, and | was looking for any excuse to hit
him, too. Any sign of aggression, anything, and I'd have laid into him. He looked down, till smiling. | felt
nothing but contempt.

| grabbed Joy by the hair and pushed her into the room. | kicked the door closed. "Why?" | asked
her. "Why did you do it?"

"Mai ben fan. Ben puen.”

| dapped her, open handed. She didn't cry out. She just kept staring at me, alook of dismay on her
face. | looked around the room. There was more inane laughter from the television. Joy had betrayed
me again, shedd brought a man into my room, into the room I'd paid for. | picked up the tdlevison and
dropped it on to thetiled floor. It didn't break. | couldn't believe it. The laughter continued. | kicked the
screen, hard, but dl | did was hurt my foot.

"Pete, no!" Joy shouted.

| ignored her. | bent down, picked up the TV, and threw it down, harder thistime. It crashed on to
the floor, but Hill it didnt smash.

| heard the door open and shut behind me. Joy had gone, but | didn't care. | was mad, | was mad as
hell, and dl | wanted to do was to smash the room, to break and destroy everything I'd given her. |
picked up the TV and carried it to the bathroom, pulling the plug out of the wal. The laughter ended
abruptly. | lifted the TV above my head and dropped it, screen down, on to the bathroom floor. |
expected an exploson, but the screen didn't break. It isn't like it is on the movies. God knows what they
make the screens from, but take it from me, they're practicaly indestructible. | knocked everything off
her bathroom shelf.

There was a glass of some red liquid, a soda maybe, on the bedside table. | threw it over the sheets.
| pulled the clothes from her wardrobe and threw them on the floor. | screwed up the books she was
writing and shoved them down the toilet. The Mickey Mouse watch I'd brought for her went into the
toilet, too, along with her laser keyring. | overturned her table, kicking and stamping on anything
breakable. | pulled out the cupboards from the wardrobe and tossed them on to the floor. Her wallet
was there. She kept her wallet in the top drawer, and al the time she'd been in the room shed never
taken it out, not even when she went shopping. 1'd come to redise that the wallet was something she
only had with her when she was in the bar. It was part of the costume that went with the tight T-shirts
and the eye-shadow. The fact that she had my photograph in her walet didn't actualy mean anything.

As| was pulling her clothes out, | saw an envelope at the back of the wardrobe. There were
photographsinsde. Pictures of Joy and her sgters, a young Joy with her mother, Joy with her father.
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There were other photographs, photographs taken in Zombie. Photographs of Joy with farangs. They'd
obvioudy been taken fairly recently because she was wearing her waitress uniform. In dl of them she
was in the same pose, amiling at the camera with one hand resting on the guy's thigh. | wasn't specid. |
was one of many. | tore the photographs up, dl of them, and threw them into the tailet.

| tossed my set of keys and the key card on to the bed, to show her that 1'd never be back. | stood
there for severd seconds, Saring at the keys, panting from the exertion of trashing the room. Then |
picked up the keys and put them into my pocket. | don't know why | did that. Actudly, that's not true. |
do know. Despite everything, despite catching her with another man, despite tearing her room apart, |
gtill wanted to be able to go back to her.

| went outside. She wasn't there. The Thai guy was there, till smiling. He pointed out to the Street.
"She go that way," he sad.

After | left Joy's room, | went to Fatso's Bar and got drunk. Big Ron wasthere and | told him what
I'd done. "Drop her," he said. " She's been lying to you from Day One."

| couldn't argue with him. It seemed that no matter what | did, no matter how | tried to help, no
matter what allowances | made, she dways let me down. | have afriend in New Y ork, Mary's her
name. We were at university together but she's been in the States for dmost twenty years now.
Anyway, Mary livesin this gpartment block on 57th Street, on the tenth or deventh floor, | forget
which. One day she finds this stray kitten, probably wasn't more than afew months old, and she takes it
in. She lovesthis cat, and she redlly looks &fter it. Dotes on it. Then one day the cat climbs out of the
bathroom window and fals dl ten stories. Or eleven. Splat. Except that the cat's not dead, it landson a
doping roof or something which bresksitsfal. Mary rushes the cat around to the locd vet and it's good
news, bad news. The good newsisthat he can save the cat, the bad newsisthat it's going to cost a
amall fortune, severa thousand dollars. The cat's got a broken leg, a fractured spine, internal bleeding,
mogt of its nine lives are out of the window, literally. The vet suggests that the best thing to do would be
to put the cat down, asmple, painlessinjection, total cost ten bucks or thereabouts.

Mary thinks about it. She doesn't have money to throw away, but she loved that cat. "Do what you
have to do to save her," says Mary.

The vet does his uff. The cat spends amost amonth in the vet's surgery, then another two months
in abody cag, lying around Mary's apartment being hand-fed like abloody princess. Eventudly the cast
comes off and the cat's as good as new. And Mary's stuck with a hefty overdraft.

A week after the cast came off, Mary gets a phone cal a her office. It's the vet. Seems the doorman
discovered her cat lying on the ground and had brought it in. Mary remembered that sheld left the
bathroom window open. The cat had falen out of it again.

"Severeinjuries again, I'm afraid,” said the vet. "Massve internd bleeding, both front legs broken,
severad ribs cracked. We can save her, but it's going to be expensive..."

Mary didn't hesitate. "Kill it," she said, and put down the phone.

That's how | felt about Joy. I'd done everything | could, but it sesemed that it was never enough, shed
always go back to her old ways, shedd always revert to type. | had to walk away.

| went home and dept. Bruce woke me up at about Sx o'clock in the morning. Joy's friend Wan was
on the phone. "Pete, Joy want see you," she said.
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"l cant,” | said.

"You not understand Joy," said Wan. "That not boyfriend Joy. He sdll yamar.”

Yamar was theloca name for amphetamines. I'd read about it in the Bangkok Post. Yamar
trandated as horse drug, so-caled because of the energy it gave users. The police got so fed up with the
drug's sexy image that they tried to rechristen it ya bar, crazy drug. It's abig thing among the bargirls, it
helps give them the energy to dance dl night, and helps them overcome their shyness. Many are
addicted. Joy had dways denied that she took drugs. But as I'd already discovered, Joy and the truth
didn't exactly have a close, persond relationship.

"I'm sorry, Wan, | don't believe her."

" She speak true, Pete. Joy love you, only you. She say she want to kill hersdlf.”

I hung up.

BIG RON

Pete looked like shit when he came into the bar. He kept talking about "the game”, as if what he was
doing with Joy was some sort of absiract competition. He's fooling himsalf. She's destroying him and he
can't seeit. The sad thing is, he thinks he's winning whatever game it is he's playing. He says the tattoo
shows that hel's winning the game, becauise whatever happens she's going to go through the rest of her
life with his name on her shoulder. Bollocks. She doesn't give afuck about that. She's a Buddhit, the
body means nothing because next life shelll be back as somebody ese anyway. In fact, she probably
reckons that she's winning the game because he's behaving so badly: hell probably return as afucking
cockroach. Lifeto aBuddhist is al about earning merit in thislife to improve your lot in the next. And
nothing Pete has done since meeting Joy has earned him any merit, that's for sure.

He's like afucking marlin taking on agame fisherman. | bet the marlin thinks he's winning the game as
he thrashes around in the water. "L ook at the boat |'ve caught,” the marlin probably thinks. He gets
pulled in, and as he's hauled on to the boat he's fucking thrilled to bits. "Y eah, look a me, I'm taking
over the boat." Y eah, right up to the minute he's clubbed to deeth, the fucking fish probably thinks he's
winning the game. Pete just can't seeit, but he's taken the bait and she's hauling him in. What a sad fuck.
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PETE

| was lying on the sofawatching television when Bruce camein, red-faced and practicaly foaming at the
mouth.

"I've fucking had it with you," he said.

| was shocked, because he's usualy the most easy-going of guys. "What do you mean?' | asked.

"Joy's dead," he said.

| went cold. Like my blood had turned to ice in my veins. Time stopped. It seemed like an eternity
before | could speak. "No way."

Bruce's face was red and his eyes hard. "She hanged hersdf. I'm fucking fed up with you, you've
played one mind game too many with thet girl."

"Why do you think she's dead?' | was stunned. | couldn't believe that Joy would kill hersdlf. It was
impossible. Unthinkable.

"Tukkata called this afternoon, while you were out. Y ou're a bastard, Pete. She never did you any
harm."

"And Tukkata said Joy was dead?"'

"She said Sunan had called her. One of Joy's friends had phoned Surin and said that Joy had hanged
hersdlf. Sunan called Tukkata wanting to know where you were."

"It doesn't make any sense, Bruce. Thered be no point in Joy killing hersdlf. It's al about money, and
thered be no profit in her killing hersdf. It'simpossble”

“I'm only telling you what Tukkata told me. I've had a fucking shitty day, Pete, dl because of you.
Firs | get the phone call from Tukkata, then | go to Fatso's and everyone's talking about you beating
Joy up."

"1 dgpped her, | didnt..."

"And you trashed her room, smashed her TV.."

Big Ron had obvioudy told everybody. That was my own fault. I'd dways known that there are no
secrets in Fatso's, everything said there is for public consumption.

"And now she's dead." He walked away. | sat at the table, too shocked to move.

So here | am, dtting in ataxi waiting for atraffic light to turn green, staring with unseeing eyes at three
fat tourists feeding bananas to an eephant. | can't think straight. | just keep hearing Bruce's voice rttling
around my head. "Joy's dead."

Part of medidn't believe it, didn't want to believe it, but she'd cut her wrists before and sheld talked
about killing hersdf and coming back to haunt me. Maybe this time shed done it for red. Maybe she'd
done what Mon had done. | closed my eyes and prayed that she wasn't dead. But what if she was?
What if shed hanged hersdlf and what if sheld |eft a note? She had my name tattooed on her shoulder,
for God's sake. Shewas living in aroom I'd paid for. And less than twenty-four hours earlier I'd hit her
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and trashed her room. What if sheld redly done it, where did that leave me? How would | be adleto
live with mysdlf? How could I?

Bruce had been right, Joy had never done anything to hurt me. Sheld never pretended to be anything
other than what she was, abargirl, and if I'd resented the fact that that was what she was, then that was
my problem, not hers. I'd had no right to try to change her life, to try to fit her into amould of my
making. I'd pushed her, I'd pushed her and I'd hit her and if she wasredlly, truly dead then | deserved to
be dead, too. | couldn't go on living, not with the knowledge that 1'd killed her, that I'd pushed her too
far, over the edge.

The amber light blinked below the red light but it ssemed to do it in dow motion and it fdt like an
eternity before the green light went on. The traffic ahead of us crawled asif it were driving through
water. | wanted to shout and scream, to tdll the driver to put hisfoot down, to drive like the wind, but
there was nothing | could do other than fight to stay cam, to hold on to what sanity | had left.

We went by the eephant. "Charng," said the driver, nodding and pointing. He had a smd| gold statue
of apriest on the dashboard, an impassive, bald old man in aloincloth. What goes around comes
around. If she was dead then | was damned, for this life and God done knows how many more. | was
tainted. Black. | didn't deserveto live. Joy had never tried to hurt me, never done anything to harm me,
Whenever she got angry a me sheld dwaysturn it inwards, shed hurt hersdf. | was the one who'd
shouted, who'd sworn. | was the one who'd lashed out. Who'd hit her.

The cab jolted to ahdt. We were at the corner of Soi 71 and Soi DJ. On the way to Joy'sroom |
passed Wan. | was so caught up in my own thoughts that | didn't recognise her at firdt. | called after her
and she came back. "Joy?' | said. | was so muddled | couldn't even form a sentence.

"Big problem,” she said. Shed been crying.

The blood seemed to drain from my head. She was dead. Joy was dead.

| don't know why but | took her hand and together we went to the apartment block. As we got
closer, | saw afigure on the balcony, bent over awashing-up bowl. It was Joy. | hurried towards her.
She looked up and glared a me but her expression didn't worry me, so strong was the sense of relief
that flowed over me. "Thank God," | said.

She turned her head away and concentrated on the pair of jeans she was washing.

JOY
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Was | surprised that Pete came back? No, it was just amatter of time. He was aways arguing with me
and then making up afterwards. Hot and cold, loving and angry, Pete switches back and forth al the
time. He's not consgtent. Most farangs I've met have been like that. Y ou never redly know where you
are with them. One minute they say they love you, the next minute they say they never want to see you
agan.

Tha men don't behave that way. Thai men say what they mean, and stick to it. Tha men hardly ever
say that they love you, they show that they do and that's dl that counts. But if a Thai man does say he
loves you, it means he wantsto stay with you and take care of you. If afarang says he lovesyou, it just
means he wants to fuck you.

Pete didn't hurt me when he hit me. Not physcdly, anyway. | mean, it hurt for alittle bit but there
wasnt a bruise or anything. Men have dways hit me, ever snce | was a child. My father used to hit me
if I didn't do what he wanted, my teachers used to hit me at school, my brothers used to hit meif they
thought | was lazy at home. Park used to hit me when he was drunk. So | wasn't surprised that Pete hit
me. That'swhat men do to women. My father used to hit my mother, too. | used to hear her crying at
night. Mon's husband used to hit Mon, and Bird hits Sunan. That's just theway it isin Thalland. Well,
that'stheway it isin our family, anyway.

What redly upset meisthat | hadn't done anything wrong. The guy wasn't a boyfriend, he was just
sdling me some drugs. | was bored and | wanted a buzz. | called his pager number and he said hed
come around with the stuff. Hed only been there afew minutes when Pete broke down the door. Pete
wouldnt ligten, it was as if hed dready made up his mind that | was abad girl and there was nothing |
could do or say to convince him otherwise. When he started trashing my room, | ran away. | wasn't
scared, and | didn't really mind him bresking the TV and dl the rest of the stuff. After dl, it was his
room, he was paying the rent and other than the clothes, Pete had pretty much paid for everything. So if
he decided he wanted to destroy it, well, that was his business.

That's not to say | wasn't upset, | was. | was angry that he didn't trust me, and that he felt he could
control my life. It's like he thought | was a dog, and that because he fed me and gave me aplaceto live,
he could treat me any way he wanted.

| went around to Wan's room and we drank beer. | kept crying and Wan told methat | was being
slly, that | should just forget Pete and go back to Zombie. | could earn more money working in the bar
than Pete gave me, and | wouldn't have to worry about what anybody thought. | tried to explain that |
was tired of working and that | just wanted someone to take care of me. | wastired of supporting my
family, tired of al the demands they kept making on me, tired of my friends asking for money. | wanted
to leave Thailand, | wanted to start my life again.

| went back early in the morning. The flat was a mess. Held broken everything that could be broken
and hedd thrown my clothes on the floor. HEd even torn up the pictures of my family, including the
photographs of Mon. | sat in the middle of the room and started crying. What he did wasn't fair. He had
no right to tear up the pictures, they were the only ones| had of Mon.

I heard Wan outside the room, shouting my name. She must have followed me. | went into the
bathroom and wrapped a towel around my neck and tied it to the shower, then | dropped to my knees.
Was| trying to kill mysdlf?1 don't know. | wanted to die, but | didn't want to kill mysalf. Does that
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make sense? | wanted Wan and everyone to know how upset | was, but | don't think | really wanted to
be dead. | often wondered if Mon redly wanted to kill herself, whether she thought wed realise what
she was doing and cut her down before she died. | knew Wan was outside, and | knew shed cometo
my room, and the towel wasn't very tight around my neck, so | suppose | wasn't redly trying to kill
mysdf. Not redly.

Wan had akey to my room so she let hersdlf in. I'd left the bathroom door open and she started
screaming when she saw me. She was with two other girls from Zombie and they untied the towe and
helped me down. Wan was crying. | told her | was dl right but then | must have fainted. The girls took
me to hospital but | wasdl right redly.

Wan stayed with me while the doctor examined me, but the other girls went away. | guess one of
them must have phoned Sunan because when | went home Sunan caled me. She said she and our father
were in the pick-up with Bird and that they thought | was dead. | said it was dl a misunderstanding and
that they should just go back to Surin but Sunan said no, she wanted to see me. She wasredly angry
but | wasn't sureif it was because she thought 1'd killed myself or because sheld driven dl that way for
nothing. Y ou never can tel with Sunan.

PETE

At firgt she wouldn't let me touch her, but eventudly she put her head against my chest and dipped her
ams around my wa<.

"Pete, he not my boyfriend. He my drug-dedler. | not have anyone, only you."

| rested my chin on the top of her head. She smdlt fresh and clean asif sheld just gotten out of the
shower. At first what she said didn't register, then the words sank in.

"What? What do you mean?"

"He come here to sdll me yamar. Have police too much so he come my room. He not my boyfriend,
Pete. | not have Thai boyfriend. | love you too much.”

"Why, Joy? Why did you need ya mar?'

"Because | think too much. | not want to think too much.”

| sat down on the bed with her. She started crying and | kissed her wet cheeks. "Y ou don't need
drugs.”

| looked around her room. A half-packed bag stood by the door. She saw me looking at it. "l go
back to Surin,” she said. "Sunan come to get me. Then we go Surin. My father worry too much.”

"Why?"
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Her hand went up to her neck. For thefirst time | saw the red mark there.

"What happened?' | asked.

"I want kill mysdf," she sad flatly.

"Why?

"Because you not want to see me."

"What did you do?'

"Same Mon." Mon had hanged hersdlf. | stroked the mark on her neck.

"Where?'

Joy nodded at the bathroom.

"You'recrazy," | sad. She was wearing a brown hater top with ateddy bear on it. | ran my finger
around the tattoo on her left shoulder. She redlly was crazy. Had sheredlly tried to kill hersdf? 1t didn't
make any sense. She had nothing to gain and everything | knew about Thais suggested that they didn't
do anything unless there was a pay- off.

"Why, Joy? Why did you want to kill yoursdlf?*

She shrugged. "Bored,” she sad.

"Bored with what?"

"With my life. With everything.”

"With me?'

She looked up a me and smiled. "1 never bored with you, Pete. | love you too much.”

| kissed her on the lips. Hard. She pulled me back on to the bed.

DAMIEN

A lot of the girlstake drugs, but I won't dlow them to bring them into any of my bars. Any girl caught
with drugs is sacked on the spot, and the mamasan usudly gives them a clout around the head for good
measure. The cops are hard enough to deal with without bringing drugs into the equetion. Having said
that, most of the girls take drugs. Amphetamines, mainly, but some are on heroin and cocaine. We even
have afew on Ecgtasy but | try to discourage that. For one thing, it affects the way they dance, and for
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ancther, they get dl lovey dovey and forget to ask the guys for money. Bloody dangerous, isE,
shouldn't be alowed. Bad for business.

If they're on heroin, the mamasan makes sure they don't inject. No point in marking the merchandise,
and aline of scars on the armsisn't exactly aturn on, isit? Some of them inject between their toes or
under their fingernails, and that we let go. What the eye doesn't see, blah, blah, blah. The drugs keep
them working, you see, and that's dl that | care about. A girl with a habit to feed is going to go with as
many customers as she can, sometimes severd times anight. Every time she leaves the bar with a
customer, the bar gets 500 baht. The girl gets 100 baht at the end of the month, and we keep the rest.
Soif agirl isbought out every night, the bar pullsin 12,000 baht. Good money, huh?

Usudly the girls gart on amphetamines. It gives them the energy to dance dl night. And the rest.
When the girlsfirst come here, they've probably never had sex with afarang. They hear stories about
how well endowed we are compared with Thai men and it scares them to degth. So the older girls give
them ya mar, Dutch courage if you like. Then they don't give a shit who they make love to. Some of
them smoke it, others just swallow the tablets. So long as they do it outside the bars, | don't care.

PETE

After wed made love she fetched me a glass of water and sat on the edge of thebed as | drank it. |
reached up and stroked her neck. The red mark seemed fainter. "Why did you want to buy yamar?* |
asked.

" think too much. If I smoke yamar, | not think too much.”

"Smoke? Y ou smoke it?" I'd assumed that she swallowed the pills.

She smiled coyly. "Y ou want to see?!

My jaw dropped. "Y ou have some?"

She nodded. "Y ou want to see?’

| wasn't sure. | was interested, but 1'd dways steered well clear of drugs. And what if the police
should find me with drugs? They'd love to put ancther farang behind bars.

"Y ou want to see?’ she pressed.

What the hell, | thought. | nodded.

She stood up and went over to the wardrobe and put a hand into a shirt pocket. She came back and
held out her hand asif she was offering sugar lumpsto ahorse. "Yamar," she sad.
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There were two smdl pills wrapped in fail in the pam of her hand. | picked one of them up and
unwrapped it. It was smaller than an aspirin, abrownish-pink in colour.

"And you smoke it?'

She nodded.

| handed it back to her. "Can you show me?'

"You want?'

"Sure."

She grinned and took an empty cigarette packet, a cheap cigarette lighter and a pair of nail scissors
from her dressing table drawer. She pulled the silver paper from the insde of the cigarette packet and
wrapped it around the base of the lighter to form an oblong container. She twisted the end of the paper
to make ahandle, then pulled out the lighter. She held it up and proudly showed it to me. It waslike a
miniature pan. She flicked the lighter on and carefully burned off the paper, leaving only the fail, then she
blew on it to cool it and put it on the bed. All the time her forehead was creased into afrown as she
concentrated on what she was doing.

She used the scissors to cut an oblong of cardboard and then she rubbed it between the palms of her
hands until it formed atube. She licked the open end and rubbed it again.

| watched, entranced. Joy was clearly taking pleasure from the ritud, asif she were preparing to
make an offering a atemple.

When shed finished, she crumpled one of the tablets into the foil pan and dipped the cardboard tube
between her lips. She flicked her lighter and held the flame under the foil. The pieces of tablet began to
smoulder and she sucked the smoke through the tube. She inhaded, and took the lighter away, then blew
plumes of smoke through her nodtrils, her eyes on mine.

"Yourecrazy," | sad.

"Crazy for you, Pete," she said. She leaned forward and kissed me, blowing the last of the smoke
into my mouth. | pushed her down on the bed and she dipped her legs around me.

Afterwards, | asked her what she wanted to do. She said she wanted to go back home, back to
Surin. Sunan was driving down with Bird and severd other members of Joy's family and Joy wanted to
gtay with them for afew weeks. | asked her if she wanted to move into the flat with me but she said no,
she didn't think Bruce would want her there. She said sheld dready spoken to the manager of the
building and he'd agreed to give her most of the deposit back. | said | wanted to give her some money
to take back with her but she shook her head. "'l not want your money, Pete," she said. "I only want you
loveme™

| lay in the bed with my arms around her and told her that | wanted to give her money so that |
wouldn't worry about her.

"Pete, | not go Surin long time," she said. "I come see you next month, okay?"

| wanted to ask her not to go, to stay with me, to tell her that even if it meant moving out of Bruce's
flat and getting another place to live, | wanted her with me. But | knew that it'd be better for her to
gpend some time out of Bangkok. There were too many temptationsin the city: the bars, her friends, the
drug dedlers. A few weeks back in Surin would be good for her, and it'd give me time to find
somewhere dseto live. | was fed up with living with Bruce, anyway, with or without Troy.
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| told Joy 1'd get some money from the ATM and arranged to meet her at the German restaurant at
eight o'clock.

SUNAN

| was furious when | found out what Pete had done to my sister. How dare he hit her? How dare he?
What does he think gives him the right to come to our country and dap around a girl haf his age?
Would he behave like that in England? Of course he wouldn't. The police would put himin prison. | told
Joy, | told her straight, Pete was jai dam, black-hearted and sheld be better off without him. She kept
saying no, she kept saying he was okay and that he hadn't redlly hit her hard but that wasn't the point
and | told her s0. HEd been manipulating her for months, using her, taking what he wanted from her
without giving her what she was entitled to.

If he wanted to treat her as a bargirl, he shouldn't have made such a fuss about her working. He
could have paid her bar fine as often as he wanted, dept with her, taken her on holiday, but at least
sheld have been earning money. And if he didn't want her to be a bargirl then he should have married
her. It'snot asif he had awife or anything. He wanted to have his cake and est it, whatever that stupid
farang expresson is.

Just ook at what Joy's done to hersalf over Pete. She cut her wrists, she had his name tattooed on
her shoulder, and now she'stried to hang hersdf. She doesn't seem to redlise the damage she's doing
hersdf. | don't just mean the scars, though they're bad enough, | mean the damage she's doing to her
vaue. Her worth. The bars want pretty, young, fresh girls, they don't want girls with scars or tattoos.
Farangs don't like scars or tattoos, they like their girls to have good skin. They don't even like scars
from insect bites on our legs.

I've been trying to get Joy to apply for work in Japan or Hong Kong, or maybe even Canada, but
who's going to want to employ a girl with the sort of scars she's got? She's crazy, but it's Pete that's
made her crazy. Before she met him she had Park and she worked and she made good money. Okay,
she spent alot on drink and drugs, and she was aways too generous with her friends, but at least she
was sending money back to Surin for our family. Once Pete got his hooksinto her, she stopped sending
money to Surin, o our whole family suffered. When Mon died it was me that had to support the family,
me. | had to work harder, hustle more, and | got no help from Joy. Now that wouldn't have been so
bad if Pete was going to marry Joy and support her, beit in Thailand or in England. Then at least hed
be taking care of her and she could get him to give money to the family. But he left her in alimbo, and
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our whole family was suffering because of it. And on top of dl that, he hits her. He hits her and abuses
her so much that she wants to kill hersdif.

| thought Joy was deed, | redlly did. One of the girls from Zombie rang our village and left a message
with the old woman who answered the phone, saying that Joy had hanged herself. As soon as | heard
what had happened | telephoned Joy's room but there was no answer, so of course | got Bird and my
father and our brother and his wife and we dl got into the pick-up truck and drove to Bangkok. | wasin
tears, | was sure she was dead, it'd be just like Joy to kill hersdf the same way the Mon had done. Mon
and Joy were so smilar, they looked alike and behaved adike, and | know that Joy came closeto killing
hersdlf after our mother died. Father was pae with anger, he kept saying held kill Pete with his bare
hands, and | knew he meant it. Joy was dways his favourite, he made no secret of that.

| didn't tel him about the private detective, that Pete had tried to split up Vernon and me. How dare
Pete do that? What goes on between me and Vernon is nothing to do with him. Nothing. What does he
think gives him the right to try to screw up my life? Just because hel'sin amess, just because he can't
handle his own life, he wants to make it difficult for everyone ese. | can handle Vernon, so it wasn't a
mgor problem. Same as | can handle Toine in Norway. | bet Toine will ill send me money when I'min
America I'll just tdl him that I'm there studying. It1l al work out fine. But no thanks to Pete.

All theway to Bangkok | was usng my mobile phone, caling everyone | knew until the batteries
went dead. No one knew for sure what had happened, though severa of the girls from Nana had heard
that she had hanged hersaf.

About two hours outside Bangkok | made Bird stop at acalbox and | rang Joy's room again. She
wasthere. | was so rlieved | dmost fainted. She explained what had happened, and | told her not to
go anywhere. Father started crying when | told him Joy was dl right.

When we got to Bangkok, we al hugged Joy and told her she had to go back to Surin with us. She
said that she had to see Pete, that hed promised to give her some money. Father said he wanted to go
with her, but | knew that he wanted to do something to Pete, so | said that he mustn't go. I'd dready
decided what | had to do. Joy aways carried a photograph of her with Pete in the purse she took to
work, and while she was in the bathroom | took it. Bird saw me but he didn't say anything. He knew
what | was going to do and he just amiled. | told Joy | was going out to buy some medicine and told
Bird to make sure she stayed in the room until | got back.

PETE
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| went back to the flat. Bruce wasn't there and he didn't turn up while | showered and changed so | |eft
anote for him, just to say that Joy was okay. | went to the Thai Farmers Bank near Sukhumvit Soi 8
and withdrew eight thousand baht on my Lloyds Bank Visa card and another seven thousand baht on
my Standard Chartered Visa card. Fifteen thousand baht. | wasn't sure how much money | had left in
my bank accounts, but | figured | had enough to cover it. Without aregular pay cheque, it wouldn't take
long for both accounts to run out, I'd dways pretty much spent everything 1'd earned. | was going to
have to do something about getting ajob, especidly if | was going to get a place for me and Joy. I'd
need a depost and a month's rent in advance and deposits for the utilities and stuff. | figured | was
going to need at leadt fifty thousand baht up front.

| had an hour to kill before | was due to meet Joy so | went to Fatso's Bar and had a couple of gin
and tonics. Big Ron rang the bell and so did Jmmy, so that was two free drinks, but | didn't return the
favour because | was going to have to take care of my money.

Nobody mentioned Joy's suicide attempt but | knew it'd only be a matter of time before Bruce
started spreading the word. There were no secrets in Fatso's Bar, it wasn't just the bar where everyone
knows your name, it was the bar where everyone knew your secrets, from Big Ron's genitd wartsto
Jmmy's cocaine habit.

The guys were talking about death wishes, and | tried to explain how I'd dways had an urge to
throw mysdf off tal buildings. Always hed, ever since | was akid. It wasn't that | wanted to kill mysdlf,
that's definitely not the case, but whenever | was high up | dways wanted to lean forward and imagine
what it'd be like to plunge to the ground.

When | was at university | joined the parachuting club, just to see what freefdling was actudly like,
but I'd hated it, hated everything about it, the flight up, the sensation of faling, the landing. But | never
lost the urge to jump. Waeird. | guessit's acompulsion, but damned if | can explain what it means. | tried
explaining it to Big Ron, and he kept nodding and agreeing with me,

He said that he knew exactly what | meant. Then he said that whenever agirl lay on her back and
opened her legs, well, he just had the irresistible urge to diveright in, then and there. He laughed like a
hyenaand | realised he was taking the piss, asusud.

| went to the German restaurant to wait for Joy. She was late, but | didn't mind, it gave methe
chance to have afew more drinks and get my act together. I'd cal Aligair and seeif | could convince
him to give me my job back. | was sure | could get him to see my point of view. | was a good writer,
one of the best, and | had a hdll of atrack record. | could be an asset to the company, and with Joy
back in Surin there wouldn't be so many digtractions.
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BIG RON

Pete was in aright state when he came into the bar, knocking back the gins like there was no tomorrow.
He kept rambling on about Joy loving him, that she was different from dl the other girls who worked in
the bars, that sheld proved that she loved him and that he was going to marry her and take her back to
England. Then he started telling us about how he liked to stand at the top of tall buildings and imagine
what it was like to throw himsdf off. It sounded asif he was thinking of killing himself but didn't want to
come right out and say it. Y ou know, like caling the fucking Samaritans and talking about the wegther.
That'swhat it fdt like, anyway. Like he was on the edge and dl it was going to take was one small step
or push and that'd beit.

| guess part of the problem isthat he'slogt his job and doesn't have any money coming in. He haan't
told anyone here that he was sacked, but Bruce filled usin awhile back. Doesn't look as if he's looking
for ajob ether, he spends most of histimein the bar or over at Nana Plaza. He looks like shit, he hasn't
shaved for days or showered by the look of it. He's amess, and unless he pulls himsdlf together no-
ones going to employ him.

Thailand can do that to farangs. It lures them in with promisesit fals to deliver, beautiful, sexy
women, long, hot days, exctic food, amiling faces, but it'sal amirage, it doesn't redly exist, and by the
time you find that out it'stoo late, you're heading for the rocks and there's nothing you can do to change
your course.

The guys who survive, guys like Immy and Rick and me, we see through the mirage early on and we
accept it for what it is. We adapt. Guys like Pete, they bdieve the illusion, and they keep bdieving it
right up until the moment it destroys them. That's where Pete's heading. Destruction. And Joy's the siren
whose song is pulling him towards the rocks.

PETE

Joy was more than an hour late. She said that Sunan had arrived in Bangkok with her father and that
they hadn't wanted her to come to see me. "They very angry you, Pete, but | tel them no problem, | tell
them | love you, only one."
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She looked stunning. She was wearing black Levi jeans and a black T-shirt and as usud she was
tottering on chunky high+hedled shoes. | ordered her an orange juice, and when it arrived the waitress
looked at the razor scars on Joy's left arm with wide eyes. Joy didn't seem to notice. She never made
any attempt to cover up the scars and if anything appeared to want to flaunt them, because more often
than not she wore short-deeved shirts.

| asked her if she was hungry but she shook her head and said sheld dready eaten. | redlised that
was probably why she was late, shed gone out for dinner with her family. | felt aflare of anger but just
asquickly | decided that | was being unreasonable. She hadn't seen Sunan or her father for some
weeks, it was only naturd that sheld want to spend time with them.

| told her what | planned to do, that I'd move out of Bruce's apartment and get aplace for just the
two of us, and she grinned. "Ching ching?' she asked. Was | serious?

| told her that | was, that | wanted to marry her and take care of her.

"Maybe | not go to Surin," she said. "Better | stay in Bangkok with you."

| told her no, that it'd be easier if she was away for afew weeks, plus| thought that it would be good
for her to be with her family for awhile.

"Okay," she said. "l do for you."

| told her the story of Mary and her cat. She listened serioudly, from time to time asking meto
explain words that she didn't understand. When | finished she reached over and held my hands. "Pete,”
shesad, "l not same your friend's cat. | not need a second chance.”

| was s0 pleased sheld understood the mord of the story that | didn't point out that it wasn't a
second chance she was getting, she'd used up her second chance months ago.

| paid the bill and we went outside. | held her in my arms and she looked up a me with her big,
trusting eyes. | kissed her and then buried my face in her hair and hugged her, so tightly that she gasped.
| loved her more than I'd ever loved anyonein my life. She was my life. Right there and then I'd have
died for her. | tried to tdl her how | fdt, | tried to put the fedings into words, but Joy just laughed.

"Pete, you drunk,” she said, but | wasn'.

| said I'd get her ataxi but she said | should go first. She kissed me again and said that she loved me.
| told her I'd phone her in Surin the next day. And the next. And every day until she got back to
Bangkok. Tearswelled up in her eyes and trickled down her cheeks. | suddenly remembered the
money and | took it out of my back pocket and gave it her. Then | waved down a motorcycle taxi and
negotiated a price to get back to Soi 23.

Joy stood on the pavement watching me go. As | turned the corner, she blew me akiss.
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SOM CHAI

Poonsak dready had the engine ticking over when the farang came out of the restaurant. Sunan had
given us a photograph so thered be no mistake, but | didn't need to check it. It washim dl right. |
tapped Poonsak on the shoulder and he nodded. We were both wearing full face hedmetsjust in case
we were seen. Poonsak had stolen the bike and put false plates on, and once the job was done we'd
dump it and st firetoit.

I'd worked with Poonsak more than a dozen times, he was rdliable and never panicked. | was with
one guy once, much younger than Poonsak, and when the gun went off he damn near crashed the bike,
Poonsak's as solid as a rock.

The farang and Joy stood together in front of the restaurant, talking. Joy stood on tiptoe and kissed
him on the cheek and he stroked her hair. How romantic. Poonsak said something but | couldn't hear
what it was over the noise of the traffic.

The farang gave her something and she put it in her pocket. Probably money. Farangs are dways
giving money to Thai girls, but I've never understood why. Do they think they can buy love? Impossible.
If agirl lovesyou, shell give you money, right? Not the other way around.

The farang flagged down a motorcycle taxi and spoke to the rider. It was hard to see clearly from
where we'd parked the bike, but it looked asif Joy was crying. | wondered if Sunan had told her what
we were going to do. She hadn't said, and | hadn't asked. But Sunan had inssted that Joy wasn't near
by when we did it.

I've killed twenty-eight people, but this would be my firgt farang. Because it was afarang, I'd raised
my price, to ten thousand baht, double what | normally charged. Sunan had agreed to pay without any
bargaining, helf in advance, haf when the job was done.

The farang climbed on to the back of the bike and waved goodbye to Joy. | tapped Poonsak on the
shoulder. He put the bike in gear and headed down Soi 4 to Sukhumvit Road. We knew where the
farang was going. Sukhumvit Soi 23.

I put my hand insde the jacket and touched the butt of my gun. There were Six cartridges in the clip,
but unless something went wrong 1'd only use three. One to bring him down. One in the heart. Onein
the head.
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VERNON

| couldn't believe it when | heard what had happened to Pete. Unbdievable. | know how bad the traffic
isin Bangkok and how dangerousit can be usng motorcycle taxis, but you never expect it to happen to
somebody you know. At least he didn't suffer. according to Sunan it was dl over in amatter of seconds
and Pete probably didn't even know what hit him. It was a cement truck, Sunan said, and the driver was
high on amphetamines. The guy ran ared light and hit Pete's motorcycle Sde on. Joy wastotaly
distraught, of course. Hasn't topped crying since, Sunan said. The family hasn't left her alone because
gpparently Joy keeps threatening to kill hersdlf, says she can't bear to live without him. | wanted to go
over to the funerd, but Sunan said held been cremated and his parents had taken the ashes back to
England. There was no autopsy or inquiry or anything, but Sunan said the driver would probably be
charged with mandaughter.

If nothing else, it made me redise how preciouslifeis, how we have to grab everything we can in the
al too brief time were dive. One minute were here, the next were not. I'm going to make sure that |
pack asmuch as | caninto my life.

Sunan's arriving next month, and Joy's coming with her. Both their visas have been approved and
I've paid for their tickets. It's going to be awhole new life for both of them. It1l be good for Joy, being
here will help her get over what happened to Pete. They'll both be able to enroll on English courses, and
I've dready found agreat place for arestaurant. It's a short walk from my apartment, with abar on the
ground floor and asmal eating area upstairs. | reckon that by taking the bar out well be able to get
another dozen tables in. The kitchen'll need fitting out but | think | can get everything straightened out for
twenty thousand bucks. I've already sent photographs to Sunan and she's redlly excited.

Moving to San Diego is going to be the making of Sunan, | know it is. It get her away from bad
influences of Bangkok, the bars and the bar girls. Shelll have to settle down, and I'll know where sheis
every hour of the day. Okay, I'm not a hundred per cent sure that she loves me now, not totdly, not in
the way that | love her. But | know that once she's here, once she has abusinessto run and ared
home, shell grow to love me.

She's 0 excited about the restaurant. She's dready planning the menu and the table settings and
stuff. As soon as she's over here and got everything ready, we're going to bring Bird. Apparently he
used to be a chef, and helll be company for Sunan and Joy. It's going to be grest. We're going to be one

big happy family.
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BIG RON

Was | surprised at what happened to Pete? Of course | fucking wasn't. He was on the road to ruin as
soon as he let her get to him. A lost cause. A sad fuck. The whole saga was like afucking fairy tde.
Grimm.

Extract from CROSS-CULTURAL COMPLICATIONS OF
PROSTITUTION IN THAILAND by PROFESSOR BRUNO
MAYER

Relationships between farangs and prostitutesrarely reach a satisfactory conclusion by
Western standards. Thereisalwaysa level of mistrust, based on the fact that thegirl isan
active prostitute when they meet and the fact that their initial sexual encounter is, almost
without exception, paid for. Thefarang isthus never sure of whether the girl loves him, or his
money, and whilethisisnot a problem from the girl's cultural perspective, it isnot something
that the man can accept from hisWestern viewpoint. The farang who doestake a bargirl asa
regular partner, to the extent of living with, or even marrying, her, often fearsthat she will
return to alife of progtitution. Thisremains a constant source of unease. The girl, too, remains
in a date of jealoustension. She knowsthat she met her farang protector in abar and sheis
all too well aware how easy it would be for him to visit another establishment and meet a
younger and prettier girl. The combination of mutual suspicion and mistrust, coupled with
unending requests for money to support the girl'sfamily, leads mor e often than not to
arguments and the break-up of the reationship.

In an attempt to distancethe girl from her previouslife as a progtitute, a farang might
decideto takethegirl back to hisown country. Theradical changein thegirl's environment
almost always resultsin unhappiness and the eventual dissolution of the reationship. Unless
she hastravelled she will beignorant of the man's country and customs, and will have only a
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rudimentary under standing of hislanguage. This, coupled with the londiness resulting from
the forced separation from her family and friends, leads to tensions and conflict, resolved only
by the girl returning to Thailand.

Either way, oncethe relationship has ended, the girl will almost certainly return to the bars
and to progtitution. Thisisaccompanied by an initial period of depression asthe girl accepts
that she haslost the reasonably comfortable life that comes of having the support of a farang
and hastorevert tothereatively unstable lifestyle of a bargirl. Thisperiod is quite short,
however, and after aweek or so shewill once again be content in the disor ganised and
disspate way of life, drinking bouts, drug-taking and card-playing, funded by sexual
encounterswith strangers. Until, of cour se, she finds her self another farang provider.

BRUCE

It'slike the Buddhists say, right? What goes around, comes around. | was never happy with the way he
treated Joy, making her jump through hoops like atrained animd. If hedd done the right thing by her at
the beginning, if hed just let her live with him, then | don't think any of this would have happened.
Serves him right. Funny thing was, day of hisfunera | found the watch. It was in the pocket of the
jacket 1'd been wearing when | got back from Nong Khai. | must have put it there without thinking, then
hung the jacket up in the wardrobe. | till don't know what happened to the business cards, though.
Right bloody mystery, that. Don't expect I'll ever find out where they went.

JIMMY

The guys from Fatso's went to the funeral and there was a piss-up afterwards but it wasn't much of a
send-off. There was arumour going around that Pete had left everything to Joy but | don't know if it's
true or not. | decided to pop into Zombie, and bugger me but who should | see dancing stark bollock
naked but the girl hersdlf. Firg time I'd seen her dancing in along while, she was aways waitressing
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when Pete was around. There was a girl who looked just like her dancing a couple of poles down and |
figured it was her sster. When their dancing shift finished | waved them over and bought them colas.
Within minutes the sgter, Dit her name was, had her hand on my thigh. | asked if | could barfine both of
them and ten minutes later we were back in my gpartment.

| dways get akick out of Sgters, you'd be surprised how many there are working the bars. Joy and
Dit had obvioudy worked together before: Dit stuck her tongue down my throat while Joy gave me a
blow job, then they switched places. | wanted them to do aleshian show for me and they balked at
that, but | put alesbian video on, and after watching that for afew minutesthey got into it. Lesbian Lug,
itscaled, | got itin Hong Kong a couple of years back and it's never failed me yet. Joy and Dit Sarted
licking each other out while | wanked mysdlf, then | screwed Joy while Dit kissed her. Did them both
without a condom. Hate the things, they take al the fun out of screwing. They started moaning about
wanting me to put one on, but | told them to fuck off, | know full well that they don't make their Thai
boyfriends wear them.

It was ahdl of anight, screwed them in dl sorts of combinations, and by the end of the evening they
seemed to be enjoying the lesbian thing, too. | went to shower and when | came back they were a each
other like dogs on heat, fingering each other and kissing. | wastoo knackered to joinin so | gavethem a
thousand baht each and kicked them out. | figured it was the sort of send-off that Pete would have
appreciated.
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You are licensed to copy and distribute this electronic version of Private Dancer, but you must
not benefit commercially from the distribution. (I don’t make any money from Private Dancer,
so | don’t see why anyone else should.)

All downloads and distributed copiesremain copyrighted © 1990-2002 Stephen L eather. (Oh
yesthey do. Really.)

My publisher, Hodder and Stoughton, is reluctant to publish Private
Dancer as it's so different from the thrillers that | normally write.

If you enjoyed it and would like to see it in print, please send a
postcard to the company’s managing director — he’s Jamie Hodder-
Williams, at Hodder and Stoughton, 338 Euston Road, London
NW1 3BH, United Kingdom. If he gets enough postcards, maybe
he’ll publish it!

Please don’t e-mail him because that would clutter up his mailbox,
and please don't send a letter as he’s a really nice guy and will feel
duty-bound to write back to you. | don’'t want to annoy him, | just
want to show him how much support there is for the book out there.
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You can see more of my work at www.stephenleather.com
The Tunnel Rats and The Solitary Man are set in Thailand, The
Vets, Hungry Ghost and The Fireman are set in Hong Kong. The
Chinaman, despite the title, is an IRA story and the hero is
Vietnamese.
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