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Introduction
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Sometimes there are traces of truth and reality in works of fiction. 
Sometimes an author has to develop a plot that is based on true and actual observations by insisting that the characters and events are only the results of his imagination.
Readers may find that there are people and events in The Death of a Thai Godfather that show a close resemblance to their own observations of life in Thailand.
In any case, adopt a willing suspension of disbelief as if you are watching a thriller movie. Even some of the unbelievable scenes in the early James Bond films can now be viewed as quite credible. A few of the “gadgets” produced by Q for Bond’s escapades have become fully functional today and we don’t blink an eye.
There are two sides to Mafias. 
The violence, the murders, the utter ruthlessness, and the absolute contempt for law and order. And yes, there are examples in some of the true accounts in The Death of a Thai Godfather.

But there is a second side, showing family loyalty and respect to those who are involved in the various businesses of the Parin empire and who become friends of the Godfather.
I acknowledge, without giving names, all those who have assisted in providing actual material when I began writing this novel. Much is also from my own observations. I am sure that many of you have made similar observations, in whatever country you live.
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Getting to Know the Parin Family
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Anilek is the forty-six year old head of the family. A market trader, well respected and liked in the local community. 

His wife, Dokmai, was crippled from a motor cycle accident which left her stressed and nervous. She rarely speaks and is 42 years old.

Jatoopawn is the eldest son. He studies art in the evenings at the local university. He is in his second year and is gay. Nok is his steady boyfriend.

Chanarong, the second eldest, is seen as a hot tempered fellow who is always in trouble. A womaniser and a bit of a tough guy. Spends a lot of time away from the family home. “On business,” he says.

Tawin is the youngest son and his ambition is to be a teacher. 

Nongkran is the only daughter and in her late twenties. She is a bit of a snob, spoilt by her father. Dates men regularly although she constantly comes back to her American soldier boyfriend, Oliver.

Pinsinnee is Tawin’s girlfriend and later becomes his wife.

Paiboon is Chanarong’s illegitimate son who is not really accepted in the family. 

Somsee, Nongkran’s daughter, later works within the family.

Dooang Jai, Tawin and Pinsinnee’s son, is still in school.

Arisart is not a blood relative but is regarded as an uncle in the family.
––––––––
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A short glossary of Thai words is provided in the final pages for easy reference. 
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Chapter 1. In the Market
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It had stopped raining and the market traders were uncovering their stalls to display the goods they were hoping to sell when customers returned to the narrow alleyways of the market. It was Thailand’s rainy season and sudden heavy storms were frequent.

Several times a day customers and stallholders had to hurry for shelter or they would get drenched. Sometimes the tropical gale would last for hours, more usually the heavy downpours stopped as quickly as they had come. Tonight, it had lasted twenty minutes and the rains ended just as the sun went down. The market was bathed only by a few dimly lit streetlights. The market’s own lights were not working for some inexplicable reason.

Power cuts were not uncommon. The sixty-year-old wiring was forever being patched up and makeshift repairs were the order of the day. Noppadon looked after the electrics. A 71-year-old man who had been born with a bone disease that stunted his growth. He carried out all the odd maintenance jobs in the market. No one disliked him but he was a rather grumpy individual who seldom smiled or seemed happy.

He knew Anilek but gave the impression that, for whatever reason, he did not like him. Noppadon looked at him in a sly and suspicious way all the time. Maybe that could be put down to his cantankerous and tetchy nature. Difficult to tell.

Thais use nicknames more regularly than their official names as recorded on ID cards and at the amphur, the local authority. They are given them by their parents when they are born. Sometimes they are auspicious names; sometimes they do not have any relevant meaning. Noppadon literally means “from gold.” 

Anilek felt uneasy. It was too quiet, too dark. Something was not right.

He sold lucky amulets, costume jewelry, and did a healthy trade. His customers found his prices reasonable. They were not overly expensive. Thais love strolling round street markets. The locals will shop every day for fresh food. Everyone stopped at Anilek’s stall to look at what he had to offer each day. Sometimes they would buy; sometimes they would just exchange a few friendly words before moving on. Nevertheless, they always stopped, smiled, and acknowledged him with the traditional Thai greeting, the wai. Palms of the hands close together in a prayer-like fashion and raised to face level. The greater the respect; the higher the hands are raised and the deeper the bow of the head. Everyone knew Anilek and who he was.

He was a popular market trader and had built up a loyal clientele and a reputation for quality goods. The reality was that his wares were no better than those of any other sellers. Not that he had any competition. There was an understanding that you did not pitch your stall and start selling the same goods he had for sale. That is unusual in Thailand. If you see one stall selling noodles, you can bet there will be several others close-by doing the same. In the West, stalls and shops are usually sited away from the competition.

A short but thickset man with wiry black hair, Anilek always had a smile on his face. It was both a happy and a confident smile. The smile of someone who was at peace with the world and totally at ease with himself. Everyone respected Anilek; he was a friend you could always turn to for help. If you had a dispute with the authorities or could not pay your market dues for that week, Anilek was always there with a sympathetic ear. He usually found a way to resolve your difficulty.

No one noticed anything unusual in Anilek’s manner. He was not one to display his emotions. His smile could mean anything. He was the only one who knew what was on his mind. Tonight, Anilek knew something was wrong. It was far too quiet.

After a storm, people return and slowly resume their shopping. The hustle and bustle usually builds up quite quickly. Shoppers start chattering and gossiping, rushing to get what they want to take home for their meal with the family. It was like that every evening. But not tonight. Everyone was on edge. There was an anxious atmosphere throughout the market.

It sounded like a shrill whistle. Something flew past Anilek’s right ear. A moment later, another high-pitched sound. He felt something pierce his neck. The crowd screamed as two motor cyclists raced away on their powerful machines, throwing their guns away as they disappeared into the distance.

This was a hit. Anilek collapsed. Was he dead?
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​Chapter 2  Blood Everywhere
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Anilek was bleeding profusely when Gew reached him just seconds later. Gew sold woven baskets on the next stall and did some freelance work as a reporter for the local paper. His stall was always pitched next to Anilek’s and they were obviously close friends. They could often be seen huddled in conversation, Anilek doing most of the talking. His facial expression and general demeanour showed he had the utmost respect for Pooyaibaan Anilek. Pooyaibaan is the name given to the village headman in Thailand and is the term used when speaking formally to a person with that authority. In fact, Anilek had never been appointed or elected as a village elder but he was called pooyaibaan nonetheless. He knew the senior community members of course and they held great store with his advice and comments. The elected pooyaibaan, Namsom, and the council were inclined to respect and go along with Anilek’s suggestions and ideas.

Within the family, Anilek was called paw Anilek, father Anilek. His wife, Dokmai, was always Mae Dokmai, mother Dokmai. Thais use these polite forms every day. 

Gew was about 30 years old and slightly taller than the average Thai. Jet black hair and smiling and laughing most of the time. Nobody had ever seen him unhappy. You could not imagine anyone more laid-back. He enjoyed chatting and gossiping, always listening to what you had to say. He had studied English in university but dropped out after the first year to join Anilek in the market.

There was no trace of a pulse on Anilek’s body. No one present was experienced enough to know whether their fellow trader was dead or not. Someone had called an ambulance and his motionless and limp body was quickly laid in the back. The nurse bandaged the neck wound as soon as he was secured to the long wooden seat in the ambulance. With sirens sounding, it sped to the local hospital, 15 kilometres away.

Gew had taken Anilek’s mobile phone and tried to ring Jatoopawn, Anilek’s eldest son. The number kept ringing. That was unusual. Jatoopawn was a cell phone addict and answered all calls on the second or third ring. He was always attached to the wretched thing as if it was his umbilical cord.

He could not find the youngest son’s number but got through to Tawin via the operator. Tawin was concerned but took the news calmly. He asked for the name of the hospital and said he would go there. He told Gew to get in touch with Anoocha, a police captain that his father had often spoken of, giving him his full name and telephone number. Tawin rang off. He always gave the impression of being in control and thinking things through carefully. Tawin was not abrupt but was constantly concise and direct in conversations. No wasted words. Although the youngest, it was understood from comments and hints dropped by Anilek that Tawin would be the one to inherit the
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