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  The year was 486 BC.


  With a clear blue sky, a cool breeze circulated through the village in a rift valley on the outskirts of *Lubini, where hundreds of monks gathered outside the village to pay homage to their dead prophet.


  The hessian cloth-wrapped body of Prince *Kshatriva Gautama, now known as *Siddhartha Gautama, the Buddha, lay on a wooden funeral pyre.


  The disciple monks who made this pilgrimage wore kashaya saffron cassocks, and stood around the pyre chanting the *Four Noble Truths, taught to them by their enlightened prophet.


  Unbeknownst to the gathered mourners, the teachings of Siddhartha Gautama would transcend his lifetime, with his words living in the souls and hearts of human beings for generations and beyond.


  There was no pomp or ceremony for the dead Prince, having relinquished his royal position and wealth decades ago.


  The funeral pyre was a short distance away from the village outskirts, in front of a soil mound with a hole dug out, leading to a small underground stupa built to house the ashes of the Buddha.


  The four monks who had brought Siddhartha’s body from Luo Beach to his final resting place stood in front of the pyre with flaming wooden torches.


  A middle-aged woman with her two daughters stood alongside the monks and looked out of place wearing white sarees. They remained silent as monks chanted mantras and once finished, the monks lit small clumps of tinder that ignited, and, as the flames flickered, the monks stood back as larger sticks of wood then ignited and orange, yellow flames lapped around Siddhartha’s body.


  As the flames intensified, the air filled with white smoke and the crackling of burning timber and scorched flesh filled their nostrils as the hessian slowly burned.


  Another sound abruptly disturbed the mourners who looked around when they heard the thundering of chariots and men roaring from behind a hillock a short distance away.


  The terrified mourners panicked as the sound drew closer and the first chariot appeared, followed by several others with hordes of sword-wielding warriors running behind them.


  The monks and Siddhartha’s family looked terrified at one another as arrows flew towards them.


  Panicking, they screamed as arrows struck several of the mourners as the chariots rumbled closer.


  Although they knew they were defenceless against the hordes now descending upon them, they knew they must get Siddhartha’s family to safety.


  Two monks shielded the women from the oncoming arrows as they ran to the village and towards a small dwelling where a man beckoned them all inside.


  The other trembling villagers went outside their stone and straw dwellings holding spears and slings. They all knew their crude homemade weapons were no match for the bronze swords wielded by the oncoming invaders and with fear etched across their faces gathered in the village centre awaiting the war chariots.


  The women caught their breath and the villager went over to a large stiff resin and hemp woven cover on the floor.


  They heard the chariots roar into the village and then the screams of villagers and monks being slaughtered. The man trembled as he lifted the panel to reveal a square pit and told them to get in.


  With the terrified women's’ hearts pounding, they, along with the monks, jumped into the pit with a tunnel dug at the side.


  The man smiled and handed them down a cloth bag of food and gourds containing water. He smiled at the trembling woman. “Don’t be afraid sister, take my nieces and go with the monks, they will take care of you,” he said in a soothing voice, “you will be safe, and you must live.”


  The woman took the bags and with tears in her eyes said, “Thank you Aadi, and smiled at her brother.


  One monk crawled into the tunnel and said. “Follow me. It is dark so stay close.”


  The monk disappeared, and the woman crawled in behind him followed by her daughters and then the other monks.


  They crawled along a small, hot, dark, claustrophobic tunnel, as the monk in the lead reassured them and reminded them to stay close.


  Remaining topside and seeing them all leave; Aadi replaced the cover and scattered dried earth over the hemp to disguise the tunnel entrance pit.


  He shuddered, picked up a wooden torch and, dipping the cloth wick into the embers of a cooking fire, he stretched up and lit the low straw roof of the dwelling.


  Looking concerned, he glanced at the covered pit and hoped that when the ceiling collapsed, the smoke from the fire would not permeate into the tunnel before his family and the monks were far enough away to escape.


  Aadi and the monks had dug this tunnel long ago for just such an event and knowing the tunnel came out between mounds of rocks where they could hide until it was safe, he smiled.


  Seeing the roof now ablaze, he took a heavy stone mortar from a pestle, went to the doorway, and peered outside. He felt enraged when he saw the dead and dying piled up, with severed heads and torso’s strewn along the bloodsoaked muddy street.


  Although he saw the few remaining monks and villagers still fighting, he knew this would be futile against the larger stronger adversary who cut them down like animals, He watched the invaders set fire to the other dwellings roofs and frowned, hoping his ploy would work and make them believe that they had already searched and set fire to his home.


  Smoke now filled his small dwelling and billowed out around him as he stood in the doorway. He coughed and looked in the distance to where Siddhartha’s body should be ablaze.


  His eyes widened and he stood with his mouth agape when he saw Siddhartha’s smouldering corpse loaded onto a large chariot.


  Feeling helpless and terrified, but trembling with rage, he held up his stone pestle, snarled, yelled, and charged outside.


  *In Appendix.
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  He sinks his fang into her throat and her blood oozes over the back wall. “Grrr,” he said letting out an evil growel as the woman gargled and...


  “What are you doing buggerlugs?” asked Spock leaning over Stu’s shoulder and reading his computer screen.


  Stu spun around and looking perturbed asked. “How long have you been standing there?”


  “Not long... Why, what are you doing?” asked Spock grinning.


  Stu furrowed his brow. “If you must know, I’m writing a novel.”


  Spock smirked, looked at the screen, chuckled, and asked. “Since when have you been able to write?”


  Stu glared at him and sounding irritated said, “I am the one with CSE; Mr Petra... I didn’t-even-spell-my-name-right on the exam... Horris.”


  “Easy mistake matey, and your CSE was a grade 4 in pottery,” said Spock smirking, knowing Stu’s clay ashtray wouldn’t qualify him for the NASA rocket scientist programme.


  “It was ceramics actually,” said Stu correcting him, “and I read a book about writing novels and showing emotions.”


  Spock puckered his brow. “Well, that’s easy... just take a dump and photograph it.”


  Stu cocked his head to one side and looking bewildered, asked. “What?”


  “Go dump and take a picture of it,” said Spock who shrugged, sighed, and, said, “Although I can’t see what that has to do with writing a book.”


  Stu frowned until he figured out what the big lad prattled on about and said. “Emotion, dopey bollocks... not A Motion.”


  Stu frowned, turned off his computer screen, and looked at Spock. “What do you want? And why are you sneaking around my house?”


  “I wasn’t sneaking, but as usual you left your front door wide open. You can’t blame me because you are too tight-fisted to put on the air-conditioner. You must have been too engrossed in your epic novel to hear me come in,” said Spock and sniggered.


  Stu, feeling perturbed, saw Spock wearing his daft fishing hat, and said. “I thought you were going fishing.”


  Spock nodded. “Yes, I was, but Shithead called me and said that your phone’s switched off and he has been trying to get hold of you.”


  Stu furrowed his brow. “Oh, is he okay? What does he want?”


  Spock shrugged. “I don’t know, but he sounded anxious and said he needed to speak with us.” He rubbed his chin and said. “I told him that I would come here and then call him back.”


  “Oh, okay,” said Stu, walking to the coffee table, where he picked his phone, turned it on, and called Pon.


  “Huh,” said Stu, number busy. He tapped his lips together. “Okay, I will make us a mug of tea and then call him.”


  “Good idea matey,” said Spock as Stu walked into the kitchen.


  Spock smirked, turned on the computer screen, and read what little Stu had written of his book.


  Spock shrugged and shouted. “What’s it about?”


  Stu grumbled, walked back into the living room, turned off the screen, and said. “If you must know, it is about a one-toothed vampire.”


  Spock looked gobsmacked before bursting out laughing.


  Stu, unimpressed by his friend’s disbelief in his literary prowess, stormed back into the kitchen grumbling.


  Spock, with a titter in his voice, called out. “What are you calling it...Gums or Woneater?” he sniggered and said. “Watch out Bram Stoker... here's Wilson.”


  Stu mumbled as he heard Spock’s condescending laughter before the kettle clicked off.


  “Very funny,” said Stu, walking back into the living room with two mugs of tea and putting them on the coffee table.


  He sat on the sofa and said. “Stop taking the piss and come here while I call Pon.”


  Still tittering, Spock sat next to Stu while he called Pon again.


  “Ah, it’s ringing now,” he said and put his phone on speaker as Pon answered.


  “Hello mate what’s up?” asked Stu.


  “Hello Stu is Spock with you?” said Pon sounding concerned.


  “Yes matey, I’m sitting here with Agatha Wilson,” said Spock chuckling.


  “My friends, I have a problem, and I need your help,” said Pon sounding wistful.


  “Why, did you trap your tail in the door again?” asked Spock and tittered.


  “Or did Kim think it was a hairy snake and chop it off by mistake?” said Stu chortling.


  With the sound of his two English friends laughing, Pon tutted, ignored their attempts at wit, and sounding serious, said. “I can’t explain over the phone, but can you come to the Imperial Palace?”


  The lads stopped joking, and while Stu took a slurp of his tea, Spock said. “Do we need to bring anything with us, a change of clothes or toothbrushes?” Then, fishing for clues, asked, “Should I bring my Adventure hat?”


  Pon, not wanting to divulge information over the phone, said, “If you come tomorrow morning I will explain. You will need to stay for a few nights.”


  “Oh, okay,” said Spock and looked at Stu who shrugged, nodded, and said. “Okay, we will leave here first thing and should be there around 10:00 am.”


  “Thank you my friends. Oh, and Spock, you better bring your Adventure hat,” said Pon and chuckled.


  Stu groaned and then the pair looked at each other as Pon said. “Come straight to my quarters and bring the girls, it will be great to see you all.”


  “Okay Shithead, we’ll see you tomorrow,” said Stu, and after hanging up the phone, asked Spock, “what do you think mate, he sounded worried?”


  Spock giggled and said. “He’s winding us up matey. He just wanted a night on the piss, that’s why he said to bring the girls, so he can fob Kim off with them.”


  Stu rubbed his chin and looked puzzled. “I don’t think so Spock, they only came here a few weeks ago, and we went out then.”


  Spock smirked. “Yep, but he got a bollocking from Kim for being out late.”


  Stu chortled. “Yeah, and so did you.”


  Spock took a drink of tea, recalling the major bollocking he received from Moo after coming home spannered with a tattoo. He frowned as he looked at his arm and picked dead skin off his recent tattoo. “Bastard,” he mumbled, “hurry up and heal.”


  Stu sighed and said. “Well, we won’t find out anything until tomorrow and now you aren’t going fishing, shall we go for an afternoon libation?” He took a slurp of tea and said. “We can pop to the Butterfly bar, have a couple of beers, and get our todgers fondled. Then we can come home early, get the girls to pack, and then have an early night so we can leave in the morning and go see Pon.”


  Spock pondered for a split second, smiled, nodded, and said, “Good idea matey.”


  The pair walked outside into the hot afternoon sun and got into Stu’s Hilux, feeling excited about their plans for the afternoon and intrigued by Pon’s phone call.


  “Take off that stupid hat,” said Stu, “you know what happened the last time you went to the Butterfly Bar wearing it.”


  Spock grunted and took off his fishing hat.


  The memory of how his headpiece got swiped while he was having a shag went through his mind. He felt sure he left his hat on the bar, but when he returned from the short time rooms, his hat was nowhere in sight.


  With everyone at the bar insisting they hadn’t seen it, Spock looked like Sherlock Holmes as he walked around the bar looking for his hat in bins, shelves, and bench seats around the bar.


  As he and the girls in the Butterfly Bar searched outside, Stu sat at the bar sniggering.


  Spock found his lucky fishing hat floating in the hot tub set up in a dark recess in an area outside the bar.


  Customers paid the bar to have the girls service them in the warm frothy water, and it’s commonly known as Pattaya’s Infamous Butterfly Bar Aqua Shag Pool.


  Spock grimaced as he remembered his disgust at having to remove his treasured hat from the tub. Water and sticky blobs of gism that floated on the water dripped from his soaked bonnet, with some sticking. He frowned and still felt convinced that Stu had something to do with it, despite his denials. However, Spock wasn’t concerned at the time, as it seemed to have cheered his friend up during his dark depressive period not so long ago.


  Spock put his hat in the glove box, saw Stu smiling, and realising he was now thinking about his stupid book, said, “Oh, and by the way Hemmingway. Growel is spelt G-R-O-W-L, blood spurts, and I think you’ll find its gurgled not gargled” he chuckled, “unless she was swigging Listerene at the time.”
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  The following morning, Stu drove along highway 3 toward Bangkok and the Imperial Palace.


  Dao and Moo felt happy having a few days break from their market stall and looked forward to gossiping with Kim while Spock and Stu found out what Pon wanted.


  “I hope that bloody box hasn’t been stolen again,” said Stu furrowing his brow.


  Spock nodded. “Me too; mind you it is a fake, so I wouldn’t think they’d mind too much if it was. But what else could it be to make Shithead sound so anxious and secretive.”


  Stu shrugged and wondered what was so urgent.


  During the two-hour journey, there wasn’t a lot said in the Hilux. Stu thought about his book while Dao thought about what to buy him for his upcoming birthday.


  Spock smirked as he looked out of the window and thought about his new tattoo while Moo wondered whether it was legal in Thailand to get a dopey foreign husband gelded.


  Stu and Dao’s relationship was still uncertain after her indiscretion with Welsh John almost a year ago.


  Stu felt empty after he booted Dao out of their home. She’d phone him many times but he ignored her as he couldn’t get his mind off her lies and deceit.


  Trying to drown his sorrows, he went on drinking and shagging binges alone that lasted days at a time. However, the short-time sex and being constantly drunk depressed him more.


  Stu felt he would never feel the happiness that he felt with Dao, and going with other girls only made him realise how much he loved her.


  Spock saw little of Stu over the following weeks because he’d snuck out and stayed out, and he and Moo felt concerned.


  Spock saw Stu at his window one afternoon looking bleary-eyed, so he went to Stu’s back door, which he had left open when he came home at 4 am. He went into Stu’s living room, which looked and smelt like a rowdy pub at closing time.


  Stu sat on the sofa in his shorts with his face resembling a droopy old bloodhound.


  “I’ll make us a cuppa,” said Spock, picking empty beer cans off the floor.


  “Not for me mate,” said Stu holding up a can of beer in his shaking hand.


  Spock sat on the sofa and looked at his old friend. “Matey, you need to snap out of this,” he said, “time is something you never get back. You must either find someone new or make it up with Dao.”


  Stu shrugged and took a slurp of beer.


  “Moo told me that Dao talks about you every day at the shop and cries all the time,” said Spock looking into Stu’s bloodshot eyes.


  “Yeah, whatever,” said Stu sounding nonchalant.


  “Pon and Kim are coming in a few days, so how about we all go out for a meal?” said Spock smiling.


  “Yeah, maybe,” said Stu putting down his can of Singha beer and picking up a glass of Mekong whisky, which he sculled and said. “I’m going to Soi 6... coming?”


  Spock sighed, looked at his watch, and then at his depressed friend and shook his head. “No, matey,” he said, “not today.”


  Stu sat in the King Kong bar pondering and knew what Spock said made sense. He wanted Dao back, unable to get her out of his thoughts. She was the first thing he thought when he sobered up, which is why he got drunk again.


  “You not come yet?” asked the woman wiping her mouth and going down to try again.


  Stu looked around the dingy, short-time bar, his usual kicking-off point before a night on the razz. He felt the warm feeling in his loins as one of his regular short-timers tried desperately to finish.


  ‘He doesn’t normally take this long,’ she thought as she sucked and manipulated Stu’s todger.


  Stu moved the girl’s head off his flaccid old soldier.


  The girls looked up and asked. “What’s wrong darling?”


  “Nothing,” said Stu and smiled at the girl. He gave her 1000 Baht, finished his beer, and went home.


  Stu spent the next day cleaning his house and went out for a few beers with Spock at a nearby bar.


  Pon and Kim came the following day and that evening they all went to the all-you-can-eat seafood buffet, where Spock, as usual, demolished plate after plate of juicy prawns.


  Although Dao came along, the others felt a nervous tension between her and Stu, with neither speaking nor looking at each other.


  Stu felt angry and Dao did not want to say anything in case she upset him. She had seen a nasty streak to her normally cool, jovial husband when he kicked her out.


  Spock saw Stu quickly finishing his first beer and ordering another. ‘Well this isn’t going as planned,’ he thought as he could see anger now in Stu’s eyes as he glared at Dao.


  Spock sighed and popping another prawn in his mouth, tried to think of something to say to break the tension that now lingered at the table.


  Pon’s words finally did the trick. Well, his words, along with Spock and Moo’s intervention.


  Pon leant across the table and said. “Remember Stu. To understand everything is to forgive everything. The way is not in the sky, the way is in the heart.”


  Spock smirked, wiggled a juicy peeled prawn, and said. “Or in the stomach... Ouch!”


  “Stop insulting Buddha, stupid Farang, foreigner,” said Moo tugging and twisting Spock’s ear.


  Stu smiled. ‘This is how it used to be’ he thought, feeling tears welling up in his eyes. ‘I have missed this.’


  He looked at Dao and saw the hurt and remorse on her face and he smiled at her.


  Dao, with tears in her eyes, said. “I am sorry my husband. I love you more than anything, please forgive me.”


  Stu leant over and wiping a tear away from his wife’s sad brown eyes, said, “I love you too.”


  Cheers erupted from Spock, Moo, Kim, and Pon.


  “Wisdom and humour, never fails,” said Spock smirking before getting his ear twisted again by Moo.


  Stu smiled, moved his glass of beer away, and filled a glass with water from the glass jug on the table.


  “I won’t drink too much; it looks like we will have a busy night,” he said smirking at Dao.


  Dao smiled and whispered in his ear, “Stop off and buy some Listerine mouthwash on the way home.”


  Stu smirked, stood up, took out his wallet, and said, “Right, time to go.”


  He smiled at Dao, waved at a waitress, and shouted, “Check bin khap,” the bill, please.


  Although the couple were now back together, Stu could not forget how Dao hurt him and hoped they could work through their problems and stay together. His feelings for Dao had changed and although he would do anything for her, he no longer trusted her.


  Dao felt happy and now understood that the Thai attitude and the Western attitude towards sex was different, and she wanted to be a loving, devoted wife.


  Things between Spock and Moo were also on shaky ground as usual. This time Spock was in the doghouse after he and Stu came home one night spannered, and Spock showed an infuriated Moo his new tattoo.


  Spock and Stu had gone to Soi 2 for a few beers. However, after listening to a good band in one bar, the pair stayed and got spannered.


  Spock kept looking at the small glass-fronted unit behind the bar. He had seen several people going in and out of the shop for several hours. The people coming out of the shop had Thai girls clinging to their arms with beaming smiles.


  Stu looked at his watch with a Popeye squint. “Nearly one o’clock,” he slurred, “the bands almost finished, so I suppose we better go home.”


  Spock belched, looked at Stu, then back over at the now empty shop, and pointed. “Not yet matey, I’m going to get a tattoo.”


  Stu looked over at the tattoo shop and puckered his brow, “You’re doing what?” he asked.


  “I’m getting a tattoo,” said Spock who belched, got off the barstool, and staggered toward the tattooist.


  Stu laughed and said. “Moo will kill you.”


  Spock turned, looked at his mate, furrowed his brow, and slurred. “I wear the trousers in my house.”


  Stu sniggered. “Yeah, when Moo lets you... Anyway, what are you having done? A love-heart with Spock loves Moo.”


  “Nope, but it’ll be tasteful,” said Spock grinning and staggered to the shop with Stu following.


  Spock smirked as he sat in the tattooist chair and the Thai asked him what he wanted.


  “Right Picasso matey,” said Spock showing him the back of his forearm and pointing. “I want Thai writing going down here saying: It won’t suck itself.”


  Stu cringed as the smiling tattooist picked up his buzzing needle, as Spock chuntered at him to make sure it looked good.


  The Thai tattooist, although used to drunken foreigners, found Spock annoying, especially when he kept calling him ‘Picasso matey’ and wouldn’t stop whinging about how good he wanted it to look and impress the ladies. Spock glared at the tattooist every time he touched his skin and asked for a different colour.


  It was late and the tattooist thought Spock and Stu were tourists, unaware Spock lived in Pattaya with his stroppy Thai wife, so with Spock pissing him off, he tattooed in Thai: ‘Up your bum, no harm done,’ which he knew would attract the ladyboys.


  He knew the girls at the bars would say nothing and just smile because it was something he had done many times with annoying tourists.


  “Does that look okay?” asked the tattooists when finished and Spock inspected the Thai writing.


  “Hmm,” he said slurring nonchalant “It looks crooked, but I suppose it will do.”


  “Don’t worry, it will look better when it’s healed,” said the tattooist smirking and wanting them to leave so he could close and go for a beer.


  “You stupid man,” said Moo clipping a smiling Spock around his head. “You like ladyboy?”


  Spock then looked puzzled at the writing while Moo translated.


  The following day, Stu chuckled as he drove an angry Spock to the tattooist and threatened to rearrange his face.


  The terrified Thai told him that when the scabs came off, he would cover it up with a colourful dragon, free. Looking nervous, he showed the enraged Spock a picture of a majestic colourful dragon.


  Spock looked at the picture and smiled, imagining how good it would look curling around his forearm. He calmed down and let the man off with just an ear clipping.


  Still grumbling on the way home about having to wait for the scabs to fall off, Stu chuckled as Spock told him.


  “I need a beer matey to get over the shock, but don’t drive near any ladyboy bars.”


  Stu smirked and said. “I don’t think you can call them ladyboys nowadays Spock, they are now called transsexuals.”


  Spock looked at Stu smirking and said. “Matey, there’s a difference between a transsexual and a ladyboy.”


  Stu furrowed his brow as he drove and said. “Oh yes, and what that might be?”


  “Well,” said Spock sounding wistful. “Transsexuals are girls who have had the strap-a-dick-to-me operation.”


  Stu frowned and looked confused as Spock chuckled and said, “And the others are fucking ladyboys.”


  Moo felt livid when she saw Spock later, knowing if her friends saw the tattoo before it was covered, and they would think her husband was a poofta. She didn’t believe Spock’s story at first because Stu wound her up and told her Spock said he would no longer call her Moo, but Albert.


  ****
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  They arrived at the Imperial Palace in Bangkok, went through security, and drove to the Prime Master’s large accommodation area.


  Dao and Moo went to see Kim and Samnan while the lads went to Pon’s large plush office.


  Pon sat behind a large shiny teak desk and smiled. “Thank you for coming,” he said, then stood and wai-ed them.


  Spock and Stu smiled, went over, and gave him a double ear clipping.


  Pon laughed, and they all sat.


  “You mystical old dog, you sounded elusive on the phone, so why do you need to see us so urgently?” asked Stu smirking.


  Pon looked at Spock’s forearm, furrowed his brow as he read his tattoo, and grinned.


  “Don’t ask,” said Spock noticing Pon staring.


  “Brought us here for a piss up have you?” asked Stu rubbing his hands together.


  Pon sighed and shook his head. “No Stu, something is happening that is devastating the Buddhist world,” he said and looked concerned.


  “What’s wrong?” asked Stu, concerned by their friend’s sullen demeanour.


  A Thai woman brought in two hot mugs of coffee and put a mug in front of Spock and Stu, wai-ed the Prime Master, and left the room.


  Pon waited for her to leave and leant forward. “It is difficult to explain,” said Pon, knowing his English friends were as thick as pig shit.


  Stu took a slurp of coffee and said, “Well, try to explain. It can’t be that difficult.”


  “Yeah, he has a CSE in ceramics, and he’s an author, so he’ll understand,” said Spock smirking and pointing at Stu.


  Pon took a deep breath as the pair leant forward in anticipation of his story.


  “What is happening now dated back to events that happened over 2,500 years ago.”


  Spock and Stu looked intrigued and surprised, as they were unaware that anything untoward was happening in the world, as Pon told them. “You must understand that the wisdom of Buddha was not written down until hundreds of years after his death. The details about his life are known to only a few people and are sketchy.”


  Spock chortled and after taking a slurp of coffee, said. “Sketchy, oh that’s profound.”


  Pon smiled and said. “Buddha’s mortal life was not as important as his immortal words.”


  “Get on with it,” said Stu, taking another drink from his mug.


  Pon sighed, looked at Spock and Stu, cleared his throat, and told them.


  “Before the Buddha found enlightenment and became known as Siddhartha, which in the Pali language meant, ‘he who has found meaning,’ he was *Prince Kshatriva Gautama. His family ruled the Sakya clan, who were fearsome warriors in the Mongolian empire. However, before Kshatriva gave up his Royal position and wealth to follow his calling, he was married with a son. His son, Rahula, before following his father on the path to enlightenment, was married with two daughters.”


  “I never read about that,” said Stu interrupting after he remembered reading snippets about Buddha while studying for a pub quiz.


  “No, you won’t have. Very few people know what I have told you; it has been kept secret within certain monastic Buddhist societies known as the Sanctuaries with the Tinju being one of the few worldwide.”


  Spock furrowed his brow and looked puzzled. “What does monastic mean?” he asked.


  Pon smiled and ignoring the question, told them. “*Rahula died before his father, but his wife Achal and his daughters, Madhu, and Sabita survived. The writings said that King Ajasatru, the then ruler of the Sakya clan, sent his army to attack the village where the Buddha’s cremation was being held to kill Achal, Madhu, and Sabita and take the Buddha’s body before it was burned.”


  Spock and Stu looked puzzled. “Why?” asked Stu. “I can’t see a singed corpse being much use.”


  “As I already told you, the Buddha was a Prince,” said Pon.


  “Yeah, but you said he gave that up,” said Spock looking confused.


  “Yes, but King Ajasatru was only the caretaker ruler of the clan because when the Buddha’s father, King Suddhodana died, neither Siddhartha nor his son Rahula had any interest in becoming Kings.


  However, once Siddhartha died, because the Gautama family were still the ordained rulers, Achal, the Buddha’s daughter-in-law and Madhu, and Sabita, his granddaughters, were the true rulers.


  Because King Ajasatru and his family had built up the powerful clan, he was unwilling to hand that power over and wanted all trace of the Gautama’s eradicated. He not only wanted to keep control of the clan but wanted the Buddha’s body to secure his reign.”


  Spock and Stu looked confused and, not having the benefit of the Appendix at the back of this book, looked at one another and shrugged.


  “Yeah, that’s all very interesting, but all that happened years ago,” said Stu looking bemused.


  Spock smirked. “Huh, and I think it is safe to say that they are all dead now.”


  Pon entwined his fingers and told them.


  “From what the stories told us, Buddha had always feared that King Ajasatru would try to murder his daughter-in-law and granddaughters, so he assigned some of his follower monks as Gopetu, Protectors. As some of his followers came from warrior clans, he chose them to protect the family. The later scriptures said that when King Ajasatru’s army attacked the village, two Protectors escaped, along with Achal and her daughters. However, King Ajasatru’s army took Buddha’s body, which his son later had cremated and sold the ashes and remains to eight princes of countries around Asia, giving the Sakya clan more wealth and power.”


  “Yeah, but they are only stories like in the Christian bible. How do you know its fact?” asked Stu, enthralled by the tale.


  “Because mortal remains of the holy ones are scattered around the globe,” said Pon who looked at Spock and Stu and grinned. “You know we have some of his teeth, as does Sri Lanka.”


  Spock and Stu looked at each other and groaned.


  “Yeah, and what a bloody nuisance they’ve been,” said Spock frowning.


  Pon smirked and said. “There are also bones in Korea as well as Sku...”


  “Okay, so what happened to the girls?” asked Stu interrupting


  “They lived in anonymity for the rest of their lives. Madhu and Sabita married and had families, who in turn had families, and so forth throughout the ages. The Gopetu’s would do the same and stay with the families to watch over and protect them throughout the generations,” said Pon, cutting to the chase, as he knew Spock and Stu had the attention spans of gnats.


  “The old Gopetu story sounds like a load of old bollox,” said Spock who looked at Stu and smirked. “Hey matey, why don’t you write that into your book? Woneater meets the Gopetu.” Spock chuckled at his scathing wit, until Stu raised an eyebrow, giving him the pre-bollocking glare.


  Pon looked at his confused friends.


  “I know you are sceptical and confused my friends, but the Descendants of our lord Buddha are real and live in modern society with their protectors.”


  Stu tried to work out how many families of the Buddha could be out there. Although useless at maths, he thought that with the Buddha dying over 2500 years ago and rounding up to the nearest decimal point, he figured that there could be lots and asked, “So how many of Buddha’s kids and their Guppy’s are out there?”


  Pon smirked, “Gopetu,” he said correcting him, and then stood and said. “Please come with me, my friends.”


  The lads shrugged and went with Pon to the lounge where a small Asian boy with a shaven head, dressed in saffron robes, sat in the lotus position watching television.


  The boy, engrossed in the cartoons, didn’t move and gazed at the television.


  Wondering why there was no sound coming from the TV, Stu saw the boy wearing headphones, and Pon said. “He was brought here by his Gopetu several days ago after his family were murdered in England.”


  Spock and Stu gasped. “England!” exclaimed Stu furrowing his brow. “What were they doing in England?”


  Pon looked at Spock and Stu looking puzzled and said, “Because they’re English, and they live there.”


  “Oh,” said Stu, looking concerned. “So what happened to his family and where is his Guppy?”


  Pon looked at Stu, shook his head, sighed, and said, “His Gopetu brought him here, but how, and what happened I am not sure. His Protector collapsed shortly after arriving. Fortunately, Master Vitchae was here and recognised the symptoms of the slow-acting Aroona root poison. The Gopetu is now in the Imperial Palace’s clinic. Master Vitchae and other Tinju are taking care of him, but he has not regained consciousness yet.” Pon pointed to the boy, “Although he and his Gopetu speak Thai, they are difficult to understand because it is some kind of English dialect. Maybe you know what it is so we can understand them?”


  Stu and Spock shrugged and looked at the back of the boy.


  “His name is Siddhartha,” said Pon sounding sullen.


  “It’s the Golden Child,” Spock whispered to Stu.


  “Don’t be daft, that’s just a movie,” said Stu, although also thought the boy must have special powers because from behind he looked the spitting image of the boy in the film.


  “I bet he levitates, turns around, and plays mind games with us, and I bet he has super strength,” said Spock looking alarmed.


  “Maybe,” said Stu also looking worried.


  Pon, not understanding what his barmy friends were babbling about, took the pair over to the young boy.


  The boy, detecting someone’s presence, removed his headphones and span around.


  “Hello Siddhartha. These are my friends from England who I told you about,” said Pon smiling down at the boy. “This is Spock and Stu.”


  Spock, relieved by not seeing the boy levitate or shoot lightning bolts from his eyes, said, “Hello Siddhartha, I’m Spock, it’s nice to meet you.”


  Stu smiled. “And I’m Stu, Siddhartha,” he said although unsure whether the lad understood what he was saying.


  Stu, Spock, and Pon saw anguish and confusion in the boy’s eyes as he looked at Spock and Stu and said. “Ay-yup lads, call me Sid.”


  Spock and Stu jumped back, and Spock, with his eyes wide and mouth agape, said. “You’re a Yorkie? It’s no wonder the Thais’ don’t understand you.”


  Sid smiled but his voice quivered as he said. “Aye, born and bred in Sheffield.”


  Although heartbroken, Sid felt relieved when he heard Spock and Stu’s northern twang.


  Sid looked at Spock and Stu. “Where’s Dave?”


  Spock and Stu looked at Pon. “Who’s Dave?”


  “His Protector,” said Pon, now realising Sid spoke English and speaking slower, said. “Siddhartha, Dave will be okay, and you are safe so don’t worry.”


  The little boy wiped away his tears.


  Spock, seeing the boy looking upset, broke the tension and asked, “What does Dave mean, Sid?”


  Stu looked at Spock and said. “That’s a dumb question Spock.”


  Spock, looking indignant, looked at Stu and furrowed his brow. “Why? According to what Pon told us in that funny language, ‘Siddhartha’ means ‘he who has found meaning,’ and it’s Sid for short. Dave is a ‘Gopetu,’ meaning ‘Protector,’ so Dave must have some meaning and be short for something,” said Spock and chuckled. “Maybe it’s ancient for a kicker of arses.”


  “I suppose so,” said Stu sounding wistful. “Maybe Dave is short for divine something... Devine kicker of arses.”


  Spock nodded. “Or, divine, Yorkie, kicker of arses,” he said.


  Stu furrowed his brow and sounding condescending said. “Don’t be daft Spock; Yorkie’s didn’t exist in Buddha’s day.”


  Pon saw Sid smiling while listening to the pair and realised that he had made the perfect choice to look after Sid until he solved this riddle.


  “Huh, smartarse,” said Spock ignoring Stu. He looked down at Sid and asked, “So what does Dave mean?”


  Sid chuckled and saw the pair looked captivated while waiting for an answer.


  He shrugged and said. “I dorn know what it means, but it’s short for David.”


  The dopey pair looked at each other, and then at Sid who now looked sullen as tears welled up in his eyes.


  “Don’t worry little matey, we’ll look after you,” said Spock feeling upset.


  Sid stood and Spock crouched and hugged the tearful lad.


  A Thai woman brought in coke for Sid, along with cans of Singha beer for the lads.


  While Pon sat on an armchair, Sid sat on the sofa between Stu and Spock, held their hands, and said. “I don’t rightly know what ‘appened. I was watching the footie wi’ me Dad when our dog Whippet started barking and growling at nowt. Me Mam looked worried and while me Dad called Dave; she dragged me upstairs and pulled down the steps to our attic. She told me to keep me gob shut and hide. I did as she teld me and she pushed me up‘t’ steps and I heard loads of banging and crashing and Whippet going crazy. I stayed there fer a while befar me Mam pulled the steps darn and teld me to come down.”


  Upset and confused, Sid took a drink of coke, before telling them. “Me Mam took me downstairs. The living room looked like we’d been burgled. Everything wez trashed. Dad sat on the settee looking reet poorly and teld me I had tah go with Dave. Me Mam came in with me school backpack, she looked terrible too and collapsed on ‘t’ chair with blood all over the place, and no sign of Whippet.” Sid wiped tears from his eyes and said. “I cried, but me Dad said I had to go wey Dave.”


  Sid went quiet and stared at his glass of coke while he recalled the events and said. “Dave took me to Manchester airport and we waited for hours fer a flight to Thailand.” Sid, unable to hold back the hurt, put his head in his hands and cried. 


  Spock’s maternal instinct kicked in and he smiled at the lad and offered him a cigarette.


  With tears streaming down his little face, Sid looked at Spock smiling with his cigarette packet opened and Stu glowering at him with one eyebrow raised. Sid shook his head and with his voice quivering, said. “No, I don’t smoke, I’m only nine.”


  Sid then sniffed back the tears and trembling, said. “Dave looked reet poorly on t’ plane. He brought me here two days ago and I haven’t seen him since. They put me in these daft clothes, shaved me ‘ead, and stuffed me in a temple with other kids dressed t’ same and I slept on t’floor. It was a long journey, and I thought I wey being kidnapped.” Sid juddered. “I dornt know what’s happening and I’m scared.”


  He pointed to Pon and told Spock and Stu. “Pon’s a nice bloke. He brought me here this morning, let me watch telly, and said you were coming to help.”


  “We will Sid,” said Stu and smiled.


  Sid smiled at Spock and Stu and sounding hopeful said. “Now you two are ‘ere, maybe tonight I’ll get t’ sleep in a proper bed before I go home tomorrow to see me Mam and Dad.”


  Spock and Stu felt compassion for this little confused, scared boy, but unable to find words of comfort, Spock gave him his can of beer. Stu again raised an eyebrow as Sid gulped down the Singha beer and grimaced.


  “Would you mind if Sid stayed with you tonight?” Pon asked smiling and looking relieved.


  Sid smiled at the pair who now saw relief in the boy’s face.


  “Good idea,” said Spock, putting his large arm around Sid’s shoulder, and smiling.


  “Yeah, that’ll be okay, but no more beer,” said Stu, with his eyebrow still raised.


  “You can sleep in Stu and Dao’s bed, nothing else happens in there.” Spock chuckled.


  Stu is about to retort when Sid looked at Spock’s forearm and said, “That looks like a new tattoo, it’s still scabby. What does it say?”


  Spock looked at the smiling Sid, and as he fumbled for words, Stu tittered and said, “Get out of that one then, buster.”


  While Pon went to investigate further, Spock and Stu stayed with Sid in the lounge trying to take his mind off what had happened. Although they felt awkward, as they knew Sid hadn’t yet realised that his parents were dead, they talked and watched television.


  Dao, Moo, Kim, and Samnan came in at lunchtime, met Sid, and they all went to the large dining room and ate with Pon.


  They spent the day with Sid either indoors or in the small playground on the lawn Pon had made for Samnan. The two kids had a whale of a time on the slides, rubber tyre swings, and see-saw. So did Samnan and Sid, but they felt happy when Moo came and led Spock off the playground by his lug, with Stu following them and looking sheepish.


  Pon had a small bed brought into Stu and Dao’s bedroom for Sid along with his belongings, and he and Dao went to sleep at 8 pm. Stu felt happy because it would give Dao time with Sid and make him feel safe.


  Moo told Spock she was tired and went to bed early and watched television in their bedroom until she nodded off.


  While Sid and the girls slept, Spock and Stu went into the kitchen. The palace staff, knowing from their previous visits, had stocked the fridge with cans of Singha beer.


  Stu and Spock took two cans over to the table where they sat and discussed the day’s events.


  “None of this makes sense,” said Stu. “Why now, and why has there been nothing on television about the murders if it is happening worldwide?”


  Spock shrugged, and the pair spent the next few hours deliberating and trying to figure out what they could do about the situation. With the beer stocks almost gone, Spock became philosophical and said. “I can’t get my head around this religion nonsense.” He took a slurp of Singha beer and continued. “They all believe in one god, but according to all the bibles, he told them something different. According to the Muzzies, when they die, they get seven virgins to meet them. Well, that doesn’t make any sense; what do the virgins think about that, don’t women have a say?”


  Stu, although listening, thought about his novel and how the hero, the one-toothed vampire, would overcome his new nemesis, the dreaded Angel of Guppy.


  Spock looked at Stu, slurped the last dreg from the can, and said. “As for our lot, the Christians’; that bloke Moses reckoned God spoke to him and told him to kill his son, and then a goat... Why?” Spock slurred. “Don’t goats have a say?”


  Stu shrugged, so Spock continued. “If all these religious idiots spent as much time caring for the planet instead of what they thought created it, the world would be a far better place.”


  He squashed his can and threw it at the full waste bin, which bounced off the other cans and landed on the floor.


  Spock stood and said. “I think if there is a God, he should make an appearance and put the records straight.”


  He looked at Stu and grinned. “What do you think matey, a guest appearance on the Oprah Winfrey show... God, live, with his mate Buddha.”


  “I don’t think Buddha teaches us what happened when you die mate. I think he only taught people how to live properly,” said Stu, putting in his two-penneth before Plato Pinyoun went to get his toga.


  Spock chuckled, went over, picked up the can on the floor, and put it in the waste bin, which again fell out. He shrugged and then went to the fridge, took out the last two cans, tutted, and handed one to Stu.


  Spock took a long gulp, belched and said. “That’s a load of old bollox; we know how to live properly.” He took another gulp, belched again, smiled, and raised his can. “Cheers matey, this is proper living.”


  The following morning, the two wise philosophers, looking worse for wear, went into the kitchen where an angry Moo pointed to the stack of empty Singha cans in and around the bin. Sid, now dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, chuckled as Moo bollocked a hungover Spock and Stu.


  Pon and Kim interrupted their bollocking when they came into the kitchen with Samnan.


  While Moo and Kim cooked Thai food for her, Dao, Pon, Kim, and Samnan, Dao rustled up three full English breakfasts for Spock, Stu, and Sid.


  They finished breakfast and with Moo still glaring at Spock; he, Stu, Pon, and Sid went into the living room where Pon took something from a bag and handed it to Sid.


  Sid’s face lit up. “Wow, a Gameboy, thanks Pon,” he said, turned it on, and went to sit on an armchair.


  Spock had a quick shufty in Pon’s bag but looked disappointed after seeing no more Gameboys.


  Noticing Sid engrossed with the Gameboy, they sat around a coffee table.


  “So what’s happening?” whispered Stu.


  Pon sounded anxious when he leant forward and said. “This could be far more serious than I first thought. I don’t know how widespread it is yet, but there are several hundred of the Buddha’s Descendants in Thailand. They all know that if something were to happen to a Descendant or Gopetu, they would contact their Sanctuary, but none have contacted the Tinju in Salabury or here.”


  Stu rubbed his chin. “Hmm, maybe it’s just a coincidence.” He leant over and whispered. “Perhaps Sid’s family were burgled and killed for their valuables, Sheffield is a rough place.”


  Pon looked sullen, shook his head, and said. “No, there are too many coincidences.” He looked at Sid playing and then at Spock and Stu. “I will show you what I mean later and then you will understand.”


  Stu looked puzzled. “So who do you think killed them? And why now?”


  Pon’s telephone ringing interrupted him from answering Stu’s question. He looked at the number and answered.


  Sid, hearing Pons phone ring, stopped playing his Gameboy and looked at the three. Spock and Stu smiled at him while Pon finished his conversation. Then he looked at Sid and said. “Great news Sid. Dave’s awake.”


  Sid put down his Gameboy. “Can we go t’ see him?” he asked sounding relieved and excited as he walked over to the three.


  Pon nodded.


  “I’ll gor get me hat,” said Sid and rushed to the bedroom to get his baseball hat. Not wanting Dave to see they had shaved his head, as he would have extracted the urine (taken the piss)


  Spock and Stu smiled.


  “Well, at least that is one bit of good news for the poor kid,” said Stu. “Hopefully, Dave can take his mind off what happened to his family.”


  Pon nodded and sounding wistful said. “Yes, and perhaps he can give us some answers.”
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  Dave, although exhausted and confused, sat up in bed when Pon, Stu, Spock, and Sid came in.


  Dave smiled at Sid and said, “Ay-up our kid,”


  Sid, weeping with relief, rushed over and, getting on the bed, hugged him.


  Dave felt Sid’s little body trembling as he clung on to him.


  Spock, Stu, and Pon went over to Dave.


  “He doesn’t look like a Yorkie,” Spock whispered.


  “No mate, I don’t think Asian Yorkies wore flat caps and wellies,” Stu replied and chuckled.


  Pon smiled at Dave. “Hello Dave, how are you feeling?”


  Dave, still holding Sid, smiled at the three, and sounded weak, said. “I still feel groggy, but better than I did. Thanks for looking after Sid, Pon.”


  Dave then looked at Spock and Stu giggling after hearing him reply in Thai but with a Yorkshire accent.


  “Dave, these are my English friends, Stu and Spock,” said Pon.


  Dave nodded and said, “Ay-up lads, nice to meet you, where are you from?”


  “Cleethorpes,” said Stu smirking.


  Dave chuckled. “Eeh, bloody Meggies...I’m reet glad you’re here,” he said, although after reading Spock’s tattoo, he furrowed his brow and looked at the pair.


  Vitchae came in the room, wai-ed the party and went over with a glass of mud-coloured liquid, which he told Dave to drink.


  Dave thanked Vitchae and grimaced as he drank the potion, and said, “I don’t know how to thank you all.”


  He looked at Pon, “I want
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