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  Introduction



  



  Brief description of how the Jurees ended up in Maprao, the buttock-hole of the earth.


  



  I’ll keep this brief because it still irks me to tell our story. My name is Jimm Juree and I was, at one stage, a mere liver failure away from fame and fortune in Chiang Mai. But our mother, Mair, dragged the family down south to run a decrepit seaside resort on the Gulf of Thailand. I’m a reporter. A real one. And as soon as the head of the crime desk at the Chiang Mai Mail completed his impending suicide by Mekhong Whisky, I was to step into his moldy old shoes; only the second female in the country to hold such a prestigious position.


  Then Mair – nutty as peanut brittle – sold our family home without telling us and headed south. With her went her father, Granddad Jah, the only Thai traffic policeman to go through an entire career without accepting bribes or kickbacks, my brother, Arny, a wimpy lamb with the body of a Greek God, and me. The only one to pass up on family obligation was Sissy, my transsexual brother. Once a cabaret star, and briefly a TV celebrity, now an ageing recluse, Sissy had become something of an internet criminal and although I haven’t forgiven her for deserting us, I do find her skills useful from time to time.


  You see, although I would never have guessed it, Maprao and its environs is a hotbed of crime. Although I’m technically the part-time social events reporter for the shitty local newspaper, barely a week goes by that I’m not chasing down some misdemeanor or another. Our local police (who make the Keystone Cops look like the SAS) are of the belief that I brought all this crime with me from the city. I know that it’s always been here but our gentlemen in brown prefer not to notice it. As they say, and quite rightly too, they just don’t get paid enough to stand in front of a loaded gun. All we get from them are complaints about all the extra paperwork we’re causing them.


  So it’s down to our disjointed family to solve the mysteries and put the perps away. We’re a surprisingly efficient team of crime fighters but I have to confess we were hopeless at running a resort and deserved all the disasters that befell us. At the time of writing this, we still haven’t been able to salvage our monsoon ravaged bungalows from the depths of the bay and we’ve spent the past year doing odd jobs to make ends meet. The bank has been particularly slow in paying out on our disaster insurance claim. But we’re refusing to budge until they do.


  As it turned out, there was some method to Mair’s madness in bringing us down south, but in order to learn what that was you’ll have to fork out some money for the actual books that tell our sorry story. Details of those are below. I can’t say too much because Sissi and I are in a long ongoing dialogue with Clint Eastwood who probably wants to turn our family exploits into a movie. In the meantime, the files that I’m sending you in this series of shorts have been collated from the astounding cases I’ve been involved in since the floods. There is an expression, “Only in Thailand”, used freely by frustrated and frustrating foreigners who like nothing better than to complain about us. But, I have to confess, most of the cases I’ve been involved in here really could only have happened in my country. I hope you enjoy them.


  Novels most likely currently under option consideration by Malpaso Productions;


  



  Killed at the Whim of a Hat (July 2011) - Minotaur Books, New York ISBN 9780312564537


  



  Grandad, There's a Head on the Beach (June 2012) - Minotaur Books, New York ISBN 9780312564544


  



  The Axe Factor (April 2014) - Minotaur Books, New York ISBN 9781250043368


  



  The Amok Runners (June 2016) - CreateSpace Independent Publishing Platform ISBN 9781533265289


  



  There’s also an exclusive short at Criminal Element called Hidden Genders that gives you some background on Sissi.


  It won’t help you much but the writer of these stories has a web page you probably shouldn’t bother going to.


  



  www.colincotterill.com
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  When You Wish Upon a Star



  

  You had about four seconds all told. You can’t say a lot in four seconds so it helps to have a plan. Some people prepared their wish, whittled it down to the bare minimum and practiced it, just in case. But even then you’d waste a second as you looked up at the sky in wonder. Mr. Grabong had his wish standing by at one side of his mind but the sky in Lang Suan was muggy with car exhaust and the lights of the town blurred the view. To see shooting stars you’d usually have to drive to the coast and look out into the gulf and be patient.


  But Mr. Grabong was putting out the garbage bin in front of his town house when he looked up at the roof and the meteoroid sliced across the sky above it. He didn’t hesitate.


  “I wish my wife would die in a car accident,’ he said.


  Not every wish made upon a star bore fruit. It depended on the alignment of the night sky with certain supernatural elements he didn’t really understand. Few people can claim success at this method of improving their lives but on that warm southern Thai night in March Mr. Grabong got lucky.


  

  Only a week later, Auntie Sakorn sat on the balcony of her plywood hut waiting for a breeze that wouldn’t come. The burning heat of the day had been trapped under a blanket of cloud that rolled in late in the afternoon. The languid river current couldn’t shift it. The banana leaf fan in Auntie’s hand barely stirred the air in front of her face.


  The toads grumbled. The insects shrilled off key. There were no lights along the river bank, no human sounds. Not until Auntie heard the murmur of a car engine. Few people drove there at night. There was nowhere to go to or come from. But the sound got louder and the car accelerated and within seconds its full beam cast the shadow-puppet image of trees onto the far bank.


  A speeding car was out of place in the drowsy community and it was clearly heading for the river with no hint of slowing down. The motor roared, the tyres squealed and the river was briefly illuminated in a glary yellow light. The car sailed majestically into the air like a bat then paused long enough for Auntie Sakorn to gasp a warm breath. The bonnet dipped and the big black beast plummeted into the muddy water. It sank until the glow from the front and rear lights merged. It reminded Auntie of a pink phosphorous jelly fish deep in the water. Then, with a muffled click, it was gone. For a few seconds the wash sloshed against the riverbanks but there followed an absolute silence when even nature held its breath. Then a dung beetle chirped and all the animals and insects of the riverbank came out of their trance


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  Jimm Jurree’s Short Stories
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  Number One: The Funeral Photographer


  



  In this story, Jimm, exiled from the north of Thailand and just about surviving in the south, finds a new career by accident. Being Jimm, a crime is never far away.
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  Number Two: When You Wish Upon a Star


  



  A car drives into a river and a woman is dead. A terrible accident and a broken hearted husband. Or it would be if Jimm’s sixth sense didn’t cut in.
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  Coming Soon


  Number Three: Highway Robbery


  



  "First, my only appointment of the week phoned to postpone. Second, on the TV news in the evening I was astounded to see scenes from our own Highway 41 where an armoured security van had been deserted minus its cash. And, third, I was awoken just before midnight by the sound of groaning coming from the empty shop house beside mine. It was a while before I learned how these three events were connected."
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