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I see the bad moon rising
I see trouble on the way
I see earthquakes and lightning'
I see bad times today
Don't go around tonight
well it's bound to take your life
there's a bad moon on the rise
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PROLOGUE
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He lay on top of her, trying to catch his breath and understand what had just occurred, just like he always did. Why did it always have to be this way? Why couldn't she accept him so they could be together?

He slid out of her and turned over, his penis now shriveled and limp. Beside him, the girl's arm twitched, and a soft whimper escaped her lips, which took him by surprise. This was the first time this had happened; usually, they just slept soundly. He looked at her for a few moments, admiring her beauty. Her eyelashes fluttered, and then her stunning blue eyes opened, gazing up at him with a confused expression. He picked up the pillow again, placed it over her face, and pressed down with all his weight, "Hush, my darling, it's time to sleep now."

KO PHA-NGAN

“Well, it’s a marvellous night for a Moondance, with the stars up above in the skies. A wonderful night to make romance ‘neath the cover of October skies.” 

Van Morrison
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CHAPTER 1
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Lieutenant Chai Son Sinuan started his motorbike, checked his rear-view mirror, and pulled onto the road. Having lived most of his life in Bangkok and later, on the tourist island of Koh Samui, he was still amazed at the lack of traffic and the slower pace of life on Koh Pha-Ngan, or Koh Phangan as it was more commonly known by tourists. However, most of the locals and people who lived on the island called it Phangan. After he had solved his last case in Koh Samui, Son was transferred back to Phangan by his boss, Colonel Saetang, as although the colonel needed him and even respected him as a police officer the colonel couldn't stand to see or work with him daily due to Son's stance against corruption within the police force. The colonel knew that the country was built on corruption and was part of the Thai way of life and he hated police officers like Son for trying to buck the system. Phangan was only a twenty-minute police launch trip across the Gulf of Thailand to Samui, which was far enough away for Colonel Saetang not to have to think about him, but not too far away should he have a major crime to solve back in Samui.

Son drove his motorbike slowly down the mountain, admiring the emerald blue sea that stretched out before him, never tiring of the view. Half a dozen fishing boats were heading into the harbour with their overnight catch of squid, prawns and fish and the car ferry was steaming south from the islands' ferry port of Thong Sala to Donsak Pier on the Thai mainland. As he neared the bottom of the mountain, he indicated, then turned right into the Phangan police station, parked his motorbike under the shade of a banyan tree, and made his way into the building, wondering what minor crime reports had arrived on his desk overnight. Perhaps a domestic incident between a jealous Thai husband and his cheating wife, or a drunken fight between some of the farang visiting the island, perhaps a Russian and a Ukrainian sorting out their countries' problems, or an English football supporter and a Scottish football supporter fighting over which team had the better one. Son thought to himself that life for a police officer in Phangan might be peaceful, with a slower pace, but it sure could be boring sometimes.

Phangan police station was a little more laid-back than the station in Koh Samui, and opportunities for corruption were not as easy to come by, except perhaps once a month during the Full Moon Parties on Haad Rin Beach. So, on the whole, he was treated fairly by his fellow officers and had even made a few friends. He was quite happy to live in Phangan for the lifestyle, but he missed the thrill of the chase and the challenges that went with policing in a larger city, town, or island with more crime and criminals. 

Son was heading up the steps into the police station when he saw one of his colleagues rushing out the door. “Where are you off to in such a hurry Sergeant Hiranchai?”

“Bit of a panic in Koh Samui, Lieutenant,” the sergeant said, “a young farang girl has been found dead on Chaweng Beach. They were short of officers due to the flu that's going around, so Colonel Saetang asked Colonel Malee to send a few of us over to help out. Corporal Pravat drew the short straw. I'm just heading to pick up Pravat now, he's on traffic duty in town, and then we are heading down to Haad Rin Pier; they are sending the police launch to pick us up in 20 minutes.”

Son wished him luck, then continued his way into the police station wondering why Colonel Saetang hadn't asked him to go across, as it was the death of a farang. He concluded that the colonel had probably found a new officer to take his place and Son couldn't help feeling a little disappointed that he hadn’t been sent for. He entered the police station, and the desk sergeant gave Son a smart salute, which was more than he ever got from his old enemy, Desk Sergeant Chakrii, who detested him.

“Good morning, Lieutenant Sinuan.”

“Good morning, Sergeant Rueng. How are you this morning?”

“Very well thank you, lieutenant. Colonel Malee wants to see you as soon as possible.”

Son had more respect for Colonel Malee. He had only just been promoted to the rank of colonel, and this was his first post in charge of a police station. As far as he could determine, the colonel was not deeply involved in corruption, though time would tell. He went into his office and checked what had come in overnight, then headed to Colonel Malee's office. As usual, the door was open and Son knocked and put his head around the door. “Good morning, Colonel, you wanted to see me?”

“Come in, Lieutenant Sinuan, and have a seat there's coffee over there if you want one.”

Son wandered in and took a seat opposite the colonel. “No thanks, Colonel, I've already had enough coffee for the day. How can I help you?”

The colonel took a sip of his coffee. “A young girl has gone missing from Haad Salad, she never came home from school yesterday afternoon. It wasn't reported until nine thirty last night when her mother came home and found that her daughter wasn't home. The mother works at the Issan Restaurant here in Thon Sala as a cook. The girl is nine years old and usually looks after herself until her mother comes home from work. When she got home and saw that her daughter wasn’t there and hadn’t come home from school, she phoned all of her daughter's friends, but none of them knew where she was. One friend walked part of the way home with her but they parted ways at the 7-Eleven store where the friend was meeting her mother. From what I gather it's only about a five-minute walk from 7-Eleven to the missing girl's house. Police Sergeant Major Chaiyaporn went to talk with the mother, and he reported a little while ago that the girl still hasn't come home. Please go and talk with the mother and see what you can find out. The sergeant major is on the night shift, so you can send him home and take over the case.”

Son hated dealing with child crime as he was emotional when it came to dealing with the abuse of children, and he hoped that there wasn't a paedophile on the loose on the island. Son got up to leave. “Just one thing, Colonel. I just saw Sergeant Hiranchai as I was entering the station, he told me that he was heading over to Samui as they are short-staffed, and a farang girl has been found dead on the beach. Is it a suspicious death?”

“I talked with Colonel Saetang earlier this morning, it looks like a straightforward drug overdose, and they are treating it as such. There was a Half-Moon Beach Party on Chaweng Beach last night with the usual loud music and debauchery, and this was the result. These raves, or whatever they are called are giving Thailand a bad name and we are attracting the wrong kind of tourists.” 

Son agreed with what the colonel said, the government had recently legalised cannabis and cannabis shops were popping up in many tourist areas around the country. Thailand also had a problem with many of the young Thais taking methamphetamine or yaba, as it was more commonly known on the streets. For a country that once had some of the strictest drug laws in the world, the dynamics associated with tourism were now changing with many younger people coming to Thailand because of their more relaxed laws when dealing with recreational drugs. Phangan was at the top of many people's lists for partying in Thailand, thanks to its infamous monthly Full Moon Parties.

Fifteen minutes later, Son parked his motorbike next to the sergeant major's motorbike and walked towards the house. As he got closer, he heard someone sobbing from within the small wooden house. He tapped on the open door and walked in. The mother sat at the kitchen table with Sergeant Major Chaiyaporn sitting opposite, sipping iced green tea while taking notes. He introduced himself to the mother, who was called Pensri Amarin and asked the sergeant major to step outside to give him a rundown of what he had found out about the missing girl.

“Not very much, Lieutenant, I'm afraid, the mother is a mess as you would expect, and she is quite hysterical at times. The daughter's name is Dok Mai but is known as Mai. She normally comes home from school around five o’clock, does her homework, and then prepares an evening meal for both of them, ready for when the mother comes home at around nine fifteen.”

“Where's the father?”

“He's not around and hasn't been for many years; he is a farang from Turkey originally, but has not lived with them for many years.”

“Does he still live in Thailand?”

“I haven't managed to get that far yet. Here are my notes with what I have managed to get from her so far.”

Son looked through the notes, and they discussed them for a while; he then told the sergeant major he was relieved and could go home. The sergeant major gave a stiff salute and then returned to the house, telling Pensri not to worry that they would find her daughter, which only produced more tears from the mother. Son sat in the chair vacated by the sergeant major.

“It's okay to cry, I understand, Pensri, have a good cry, but then you have to tell me everything you can so that we can find your daughter.” 

The mother put her head in her hands and wept uncontrollably for about five minutes; Son pulled a handful of tissues from a box on the table and handed them to her.  She dried her eyes, took a deep breath, and tried to compose herself.

“I am sorry, Lieutenant; Mai is all I have in my life. We are not just mother and daughter; we are also best friends, and we do everything together.”

Son took both of her hands into his. “Has anything like this happened before?”

“No, she always comes straight home from school, does her homework, and then prepares dinner for both of us while I am working at the restaurant. I have to work to support us, Lieutenant. I hate to have to leave her alone, but I have no choice.”

“Where's your husband Pensri?”

“He left when Mai was six and returned to his own country, Turkey.”

“Does he stay in touch?”

“Not with me but he sends cards to Mai on her birthday and money every month, and he phones her often; he is very close to Mai.”

Son thought about that for a while. “What is your husband's name?”

Pensri wiped tears from her eyes. “Yanus...Yanus Demirci. When he left, I reverted to my own name, Amarin, though Mai kept her father's name as that is what is on her identity card and birth certificate.”

“Does Mai have her own phone?”

“Yes, her father bought her one for her birthday last year.”

“I know you have been trying to call her, but can you give me her number so I can try?”

She told Son the number, and he entered it into his phone and pressed connect. Then after a few seconds

“The number that you are trying to reach is unavailable. Please hang up and try again later.”

Pensri said, “I tried calling her many times before I got home but she didn’t answer. That's not unusual; quite often she listens to music with headphones on while getting dinner ready. I have told her not to but you know what children are like, they don't always listen.” And she started to cry again.

Son waited until she had composed herself a little. “I will need a list of all her friends and their phone numbers if you have them.”

Pensri went to a cupboard, opened a drawer, pulled out a worn notebook, returned to the table, and started writing down her friend's names and phone numbers.

While she was doing this, Son said. “Does your husband come and visit your daughter often?”

“No, he loves his daughter but he is busy running a company in a place called Ankara and I believe that he is in a relationship with another woman back in his own country, as Mai mentioned her once.”

“Please write down his name, phone number, and address in Turkey as well. Have you seen any strangers hanging around the area or has your daughter said anything about anyone harassing her at school or on the way home from school?”

“No, she would have told me if anything like that happened; we talk about it all the time. With so many tourists coming to the island, I have told her not to talk to any strangers or accept lifts from anyone she doesn’t know. I know you must think that I am a bad mother, but I have to work to support us and put her through school.” Tears ran down her cheeks and dripped onto the notepaper.

Son knew that many Thai women around the country had to do the same, as Thai men were notorious for leaving their women, more so when children came along and many farangs from Western countries did the same but at least Pensri was working as a cook not in a bar and sleeping with different men most nights to make money to support herself and her daughter.

“You're not a bad mother; many mothers do what you are doing. Life is not always easy for many Thai people. Do you have a current boyfriend, Pensri?”

She looked shocked, “No, that’s the last thing I want, one husband was enough for me and he was not a good husband. He beat me when he was drunk and we were always short of money, but he doted on Mai. It was me that he didn’t love.” 

“Could I have a look around Mai’s room?”

“Yes, of course.” 

They walked through the house; everything looked worn and shabby but impeccably clean. They entered Mai’s bedroom, and it was the same. The bed was made and everything was in place; a hairbrush and hairbands were on the dressing room table. A bookshelf was filled with books and Buddhist prayer books. He opened the wardrobe and saw items of clothing and a few pairs of shoes, all worn but clean. In the drawer below were many more clothes, nearly new, some with the labels still attached and in much better condition.

Pensri said. “There are some of the clothes her father sent for her birthday and other occasions. But because we never go anywhere, she rarely wears them. He sends her money every month into a bank account that he opened for her before he left. He doesn’t know but Mai shares it with me to help pay the bills. She is a good daughter.” She started to cry again. “Please find her Lieutenant, she is all I have.”

Son put his arm across her shoulder. “Don’t worry, Pensri, we will find her.” But he knew the words sounded hollow, and he wasn’t certain they would find her. Above the bed hung a picture of Siddhartha Gautama, known for his Buddhist teachings and widely regarded as the first Buddha. Son gave a low Wai, then opened the dressing table drawer, and everything was as tidy as the rest of the room. No diary, though he didn’t expect one the girl being only nine years old.

“Is there anything missing? Have any of her clothes been taken?”

“No, I checked last night, everything is there.”

“Does she have a bag for clothes for when she goes away?

Pensri started to cry again. “She only has her school bag for her books and things; we never go anywhere so she has never needed a suitcase. She always wanted to travel but we could never afford it. She has many travel books, and her father sent her books about Turkey, where he lives; she reads them all the time. She told me once that when she was old enough to work and save money, she would travel the world. We all have big dreams when we are young, but we lose them as we get older and have to deal with the real world.” 

Son went over to the bookshelf and looked at the books. There were two about Turkey: Lonely Planet's Turkey and Fodor's Essential Turkey.

He reached for the Lonely Planet book and flipped through it. It was the Thai version and was well-read, with many pages folded to places of interest and handwritten notes about places she wanted to visit one day. He took down the Fodor book, which was the same as Lonely Planet, with lots of notes and page markers. As he went to put it back, he saw an envelope behind the book. He took the envelope and opened it, but there was nothing inside. On the front of the envelope was a postage stamp “Türkiye”. It was addressed to Ms. Mai Demirci at her home address. He showed it to Chanthira. “Does your daughter write to her father often?”

She turned the envelope over and looked at the address. “No, I have never seen a letter come here for her but the mail is delivered when I am at work so unless she told me I wouldn’t know.”

Son thought about this for a while, “Do you ever talk with your ex-husband when he calls Mai?”

“No, we did not part on good terms but I know that he loved Mai and I never stopped him from being in touch with her; he phoned her once a week.”

“Did you overhear any of the conversations or did she tell you what they talked about?”

“No, she always took her phone into her bedroom or went outside and walked around the area. She knew that I wanted nothing more to do with him so I never asked what they talked about and she never told me much about him.”

Son felt a tingle down his back, the same as he often did when he was on a case where something clicked in his mind and set off alarm bells.

“Pensri, would your daughter go with her father if he returned to Thailand?”

She thought about that for a second or two. “She loves her father as he can give her the things I can’t. She never says anything but I think that she resents me a little because we broke up, and that she dreams about the life we could have had if he had not left us. But no, she wouldn’t leave me, she loves me.”

“Why did he leave?”

“The usual. He got bored with me and started going to bars here in Phangan and over to Samui on weekends to be with other women. I couldn’t stand that so I told him to leave.”

“What kind of business is he in?”

“He is into many things that I don’t understand, such as business marketing and currency trading. He also buys and sells on the stock markets around the world. He works from home on his computer, which is how he managed to work from Thailand when we were together.”

“Did he try to take Mai with him when he left?”

“Yes, he said that he would take her back to Turkey with him, where he would give her a better life, but I went to the police and reported him, and they came and talked to him and told him that Mai would not be allowed to leave the country with him. He had ruined my life. I wasn’t going to let him take the one thing that I loved, my daughter.”

Son looked at his watch. “Pensri, I need to get back to the police station and make some urgent phone calls. Do you have any family or friends close by?”

“I have no family and no real friends, but my neighbours are good people, and they always look out for us. We are a tight community here in Haad Salad and we look after each other.”

“You shouldn’t be alone. I’ll ask one of your neighbours to come and sit with you and I will call you later with any progress. Please try not to worry, Pensri. These things happen all of the time, and normally the child turns up, and it's just a misunderstanding.” However, Son knew the opposite was usually true. Son walked outside and saw a lady across the road watering pot plants on her patio. He walked across the road, explained what had happened with Mai, and asked the neighbour to stay with Pensri and look after her. Then asked. “Did you see Mai come home yesterday afternoon?”

She thought about that for a second. “No, which was unusual as I sit outside on my patio most afternoons and Mai often stops for a chat, but yesterday, she never came home, well, not while I was sitting here anyway. I thought maybe she had gone to a friend's house, as she does sometimes.”

Son thanked her and returned to his motorbike, entering Yunas Demirci’s phone number into his phone. The phone rang for about thirty seconds and then cut out; he got on his motorbike and drove as fast as he could back to the police station.

Corporal Niran Chanthara walked back into his cramped office just as his desk phone rang. The corporal was the computer nerd at the Samui police station and the man to go to if you needed information in a hurry.

“Hello, Corporal Chanthara speaking, how can I help you?”

“Niran, it's Son Sinuan. How are you?”

Son and Niran had worked many cases together and were more like a team; they didn’t stand on ceremony when it came to rank and used first names when not around other police officers.

“Good morning, Son, I hope you are calling to tell me you're transferring back to Samui.”

“No such luck, Niran, I am stuck here for the time being. Listen, I have a job for you, and it's urgent.”

Niran laughed. “It's always urgent with you Son. What do you need?”

“I need you to get onto immigration and find out if a Turkish citizen Yanas Demirci, entered the country recently, and if so, is he still here?” He gave Niran the details.

“What’s this about Son?”

“I will explain later, Niran. This is urgent, get onto it straight away, then call me back here at the Phangan police station,” he disconnected the call.

A nervous thirty minutes later, Son's phone rang. 

“Son, Yanas Demirci, a Turkish citizen aged fifty-nine, arrived on a flight from Singapore three days ago. His address on his immigration entry card was the Regent Hotel in Bangkok. I contacted them, and they said he checked out after one night.” Niran gave Son the Turkish passport number he had used to enter Thailand.

“Thanks, Niran, that's what I thought, can you contact all of the international airlines to see if he has booked a flight out of Thailand, and if so, for how many people, and get back to me as soon as you can? I will be in touch later to explain it all to you.” He disconnected the call, rushed out of his office and headed to Colonel Malee’s office; the door was open, and he barged in without knocking. The colonel jumped with surprise spilling some of the coffee he was just about to take a mouthful of.

“Colonel, I need you to contact immigration urgently and put out an alert for Yanas Demirci, a Turkish citizen, age fifty-nine years old, who arrived on a flight from Singapore three days ago. I believe that he has the missing girl, his daughter Mai Demirci, and is going to leave the country with her.” Son handed the colonel the information that Niran had provided. He knew that if he contacted immigration himself as a lowly lieutenant, they might drag their feet, whereas if he came from the colonel, the alert would be implemented immediately. The colonel scrolled through his phone looking for the immigration chief's number and made the call. “Hello, Lieutenant General Ambon, this is Colonel Malee, the police chief on Phangan. We have an emergency here. A young girl has been abducted, and we believe that the person responsible is going to take her out of Thailand.” He gave him the details, and the lieutenant general said he would get straight on to it and he would call him back when he had any information. When the colonel hung up, Son explained everything he had found out in detail and asked him to contact him when he heard anything from immigration. He then went back to his office to call Niran. He could hear his desk phone ringing as he approached the door, so he ran in and picked up the receiver. 

“Lieutenant Sinuan speaking.”

“Son, it's Niran. Yanas Demirci is booked to fly out on a Lufthansa flight to Dubai with a connecting flight to Ankara, Turkey, and he also booked a flight for Mai Demirci. The flight is scheduled to depart at four o’clock this afternoon from Suvarnabhumi Airport.”

Son looked at his watch; it was 12.55. “Thanks, Niran, I will get back to you in a few minutes.” He disconnected, dialled the colonel's number, and relayed what he had just learned. The colonel said he would pass on the information straightaway, then hung up. 

A nervous ninety minutes later, the colonel walked into Son’s office smiling from ear to ear. “Yanas Demirci checked in with Mai Demirci an hour ago, and he was arrested at the check-in desk and taken to the Suvarnabhumi Airport police station for questioning. The girl is safe and well and being cared for by a female police officer who has just called me with a report. The young girl told her she was walking home from school when her father pulled up in a car. After she got over the surprise, he told her he had spoken with her mother, who said it was okay for him to take her on holiday to Turkey. She was so excited to see her father that she didn't think much about it, so she got in the car and they drove to the ferry port, took the ferry to Samui, where he returned the hire car to the airport, and flew to Bangkok that evening. She asked to call her mother, but her father told her not to as she would be busy at work, and he took the phone from her to prevent her from making the call. They stayed the night in a hotel near the airport, and the following morning her father told her they would go to the mall near the airport to buy her a travel bag, some new clothes, and toiletries. The immigration police told me that, when checking in for the flight, he used what later turned out to be a forged Turkish passport in the girl's name, a pretty good one, apparently. They are interrogating him now, but he is not saying anything except that he wants a lawyer and to be able to contact the Turkish Embassy. You did a great job. If you hadn’t acted so quickly, she would have been on that flight and the mother would never have seen her daughter again.” 

Son sat back in his chair, relieved. It was times like these when doing the job was worth it, when everyone worked together to solve a crime. “Thanks, Colonel. I will call her mother straight away; she’s in a terrible state. When will the girl be back in Phangan?”

“They are arranging that now. They will probably fly her back to Samui from Bangkok with a policewoman tonight, stay in a hotel, then take the first ferry across to Phangan in the morning. I will let you know when I get the details.” 

The colonel left his office, and Son picked up his phone to inform Pensri Amarin that her daughter had been found safe and well and would be home the following morning.

Kara topped up his glass of wine. “Dinner will be about an hour. Finish your wine then go and take a shower and freshen up.” 

Son had met Kara when he was investigating the murder of a young girl, an English tourist in Koh Samui. She was a manager at the hotel where the murdered girl was staying. There was an instant mutual attraction and they had been a couple ever since. Son's wife had died a few years earlier, and he had vowed that he would never be in another relationship, as he didn’t think that he would ever get over his love for his lost wife. So, he was surprised to find that he was falling in love with Kara not long after they first met.

The hotel that Kara worked in had other hotels scattered around Thailand; they also had two in Malaysia, so when Son was banished to the backwoods of Phangan, she could spend time in the company’s hotel on the island doing audits or relieving when someone took holidays. She was currently relieving the reception manager, who had to have a hernia operation and would be away for a month if not longer. Son told her about his successful day, about the young Thai girl who was very nearly abducted and taken to Turkey to spend the rest of her life. He knew that the mother would not have had the money to hire lawyers to fight to get her daughter back to Thailand, and the girl would have grown up in Turkey. He hoped that the father would get a long prison sentence and then be deported but he was astute enough to know that if the father were rich, he could be back in Turkey in a matter of weeks. He sipped his wine and thought about the girl's mother. He had stopped at her house on his way home to explain everything that had happened and she had hugged him and thanked him for finding her daughter before she was taken overseas. She said she would be at the ferry port in Thong Sala to meet her daughter and take her home the next morning. Pensri told him that she had decided to look for another job with daytime hours, as it had scared her so much and she wanted to be home, spend more time with her daughter, and not leave her alone at night. 

He turned to Kara. “Do they need a good cook or any staff at your hotel?”

Kara took a sip of her wine. “I am not sure about a cook but we need another receptionist. Kanika is leaving soon to live in the USA with her boyfriend.”

“Could you train someone or would they need experience?”

“Well, we prefer experience but I am sure we could train someone if they were the right person.”

Son told her about Pensri Amarin and explained the situation regarding her daughter. 

Kara took a sip of wine and thought for a minute. “Tell her to call the hotel and make an appointment to see me later in the week, and I will see what I can do. If she is as nice as you say she is, I am sure we can arrange day work for her, and the money after training will be much more than a cook's wage.”

This was one of the reasons he had fallen in love with Kara: she was loving and compassionate, and though she came from a Hi-So family, she had no airs or graces. In fact, she preferred the company of regular Lo-So people which was just as well, as Son definitely wasn’t Hi-So. 

The next morning, Son drove down the mountain to the police station in Thong Sala and parked under the same shady Banyan tree. There was a note on his desk to report to the colonel's office, so he checked his desk for any reports and then walked to see what the colonel had for him.  He tapped on the open door and was told to come in.

“Good morning, Colonel, you wanted to see me?”

“Yes, take a seat, and before I go any further that was a great result yesterday. The police commissioner called me this morning and said to pass on his thanks.”

“Thank you, Colonel, I suppose that will mean a commendation and a promotion soon.” He said sarcastically.

The colonel smiled. “We both know that is not going to happen, you have ruffled too many feathers of the hierarchy over the years to ever get another promotion. Just be happy that they haven’t demoted you. Help yourself to coffee.”

Son got up and poured the coffee; it was a good blend, not the same swill they served in the cafeteria. He sat down opposite the colonel.

“I have a job for you this morning. As you know it’s a full moon weekend and judging by the crowded ferries arriving each day, we are expecting a huge crowd during the festival. Two of my men were sent to relieve in Samui yesterday so we are a bit short-staffed, though thankfully there's not much crime so I want you to go to Haad Rin, check the security, and do the rounds of the hotels and bars to remind them of our policy on drink and drugs.”

Son didn’t mind, as he didn’t like being stuck in an office doing reams of paperwork the Thai police demanded. He often thought that if there was less paperwork and more police patrolling the streets, there would be much less crime. He once read a story in a magazine about the UK years ago, when they had what the police called Bobbies patrolling their beat, and crime statistics were very low. But over the years, the Bobbies walking the streets became fewer and fewer, and crime had increased dramatically since then. Son finished his coffee, thanked the colonel, and headed for his motorbike.

TWO DAYS LATER 10.00 PM FULL MOON PARTY
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CHAPTER 2
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The tattooed man walked along the crowded beach, stepping over people who were comatose, delirious with drink or drugs or a combination of both. Avoiding some heterosexual couples groping each other or occasionally seeing two girls making out on the hot sand, he pushed his way through the crowd. The DJ was blaring some rap music with a mind-numbing beat which everyone seemed to like and were dancing to, well, maybe not dancing but moving their bodies to the beat. There will be some sore heads tomorrow, he thought to himself as he adjusted the backpack across his muscled shoulders. He strolled into The Two-Up bar, a bar he had visited many times over the years he had been coming to the island. It was owned by an Australian man and his ladyboy girlfriend. The ladyboy saw him, her face lit up and she pushed her way through the crowded bar and kissed him on the cheek. “Welcome back, Luke, long time no see.”

She liked him, as most ladies and ladyboys did, and they thought they knew him, but they didn’t. To start with, his name wasn’t Luke, and he was from Alberta, Canada, not from Florida in the USA, where he told everyone he was from. 

“Thanks, Crystal, nice to be back, I’ll have a small Leo beer thanks.” 

She was no different to him, her real name wasn’t Crystal it was Somchair which bizarrely translates to Manly in Thai. We are not all
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